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By the same author 
(written under the nom de plume Thomas O’Reilly) 

 

“Laksman” (in Afrikaans) and  “South Wind” (in English) 

 

Both published by HAUM - Literêr 

 

 

Reviews of South Wind: 

 

Marilyn Cohen, in The Citizen: "South Wind is immensely readable and one of the better political thrillers I have read for a 

long time" 

 

JMP, in the Pretoria News described South Wind as an "all-action thriller that is both readable and within the bounds of 

reasonable conjecture.” 

 

Keith Bryer, in the Cape Times: "It should not be surprising that South Africa has produced some of the best thriller 

writers in English. But South African publishers seem unaware of the talents that exist. 'South Wind' by Thomas O'Reilly may 

signal a change. ...the linkage between events in Southern Africa and Europe, Russia and America is fascinating and 

believable. The ending was, to me, quite moving, the writing powerful and the psychological motivation of the characters 

totally believable." 
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CONSTITUTION of the REPUBLIC of SOUTH AFRICA 

1996 

 

Chapter 14, Section 235. Self-determination 

The right of the South African people as a whole to self-determination, as manifested in this Constitution, does not 

preclude, within the framework of this right, recognition of the notion of the right of self-determination of any community 

sharing a common cultural and language heritage, within a territorial entity in the Republic or in any other way, 

determined by national legislation. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Afrikanaän” is a dramatisation of political reality written as “faction”. All characters and events are fictitious and 

what they say or do in this book should not be attributed to any real persons, living or deceased. There is no pretention that 

the fictitious events depicted here-in have in fact happened or (heaven forbid) will or should happen. The dramatisation is, 

to the author’s best knowledge, based on factually correct base information (descriptions of geographical locations, 

weapons systems and historic events are accurate, being based on information in the public domain which the reader can 

verify for him/herself through sources such as the internet). The interpretations of the facts reflect the author’s subjective 

opinions or commentary, and are not presented as authoritative, but merely as food for thought. 

 

FOR THE READER’S CONVENIENCE, GLOSSARIES OF ACRONYMS USED, AS WELL AS OF 

AFRIKAANS TERMS, ARE INCLUDED AT THE BACK OF THE BOOK. 
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Chapter 1 

 

The time-worn floorboards creaked barely audibly under his muscled weight. Instinctively he froze, holding his breath, 

and stared intently at her sleeping form.  

Still no sign of her waking, though... 

His tense frame relaxed somewhat, and he allowed the beam of his hooded penlight to briefly illuminate her features.  

That, also, did not cause her to stir. She slept on – defenceless – none of her senses capable of alerting her.  

The drops that he had earlier that afternoon measured into the opened bottle of 18-year-old Chivas Regal on her bedside 

table had seen to that. 

 “Oedipa...” He had moved quickly up to the bed, bent over her, and hissed her curious nickname into her ear. “Oedipa!” 

When she still did not respond, he lightly brought her wrists together, and then deftly tied them with a plastic tie-back.  

Since his world was turned upside down in 1994, these dark talents of his had fallen into disuse. That is, until a month 

ago, when he received the coded order, in the exact form agreed upon so many years before.  

When that order came, even he had wondered if he could still do it. If he hadn’t become rusty...  

But now, driven by a surge of adrenaline and stimulated by the cold reality of once again being on the frontline, he 

realised that it was like cycling – it was a set of skills that you just do not unlearn, no matter how long you have not used it. 

He had not found entering her appartement difficult at all – not earlier that afternoon, and not this evening either. The 

reflexes ingrained during his training, and then honed and polished in the ruthless cauldron of Cold War conflict that 

Southern Africa was during the eighties, had seen to that.  

He had to admit, though, that the dated infrastructure of the stately old apartment block on Avenue Foch had definitely 

made things easier for him. The imposing outer façade of cream-coloured stonework and cast-iron balconies was well 

maintained, but the old-fashioned interior underscored the fact that it had been constructed more than a century earlier.  

Without modern security, and with a concierge seemingly almost as old as the building itself, getting in had not really 

tested his professional abilities. 

“Oedipa!” His hissing was louder now, more insistent. His left hand hovered near her mouth, ready to silence her should 

she wake up and scream. But the knockout drops continued to dull her senses. This confirmed, he now switched on the 

bedside lamp and quickly glanced around the room before his frowning gaze reverted to her.   

Shit! What if she’d imbibed too much of the doctored whisky?! Anxiously his eyes now sought out the bottle and, with 

some relief, he noticed that tonight she had been relatively moderate with her favourite bedtime tipple. 

Haste now gripped him and he had to force himself to pause, to stay calm and focused. To help him concentrate, he 

studied the face on the pillow.  

It was the first time that he was seeing her up-close, in person – not simply on TV or in a surveillance photograph. He 

knew already that she hadn’t made it to the top as a journalist thanks to fashion-model looks. The face was too strong for 

that, this feature accentuated all the more by her aversion to cosmetics and by a square set to the jaw that gave her the 

appearance of being in perpetual challenge of one and all. A tad too much whisky some evenings, the almost reflexive 

puffing on her trademark Gauloises, plus the years of immersion in the stressful turmoil and trauma of the world’s war 

zones, had all carved their legacy on her features.  

As had the frustration of more unfulfilled romantic encounters than she probably cared to remember...  

The psycho profile of her that the analysts had prepared – the profile on the basis of which she, specifically, had been 

targeted for this operation – was etched in his mind. 

This woman with the odd nickname grew up in the leafy Parisian suburb of Le Vesinet, nestled in a broad loop of the 

Seine to the west of the City of Light. Her childhood home was a regal manor house surrounded by manicured lawns and 

hand-shaped, lazily meandering streams replete with swans. A picturebook image, such as only the French can achieve with 

formal landscaping. A short distance away was the British School of Paris. Her American great-aunt (from her famous 

Uncle Robert’s side) insisted that she attend school there, to learn English.  

The British School happened to be, at that time, the one usually attended by the children of South African diplomats 

serving at their garishly modern embassy on the Quai d’Orsay. Perhaps because of her family’s historic ties to South Africa, 

or perhaps because those children were, like her, “outsiders” in relation to the pukka British kids, she found herself attracted 

to these children of the veldt and sun. She befriended one such classmate in particular. It was a friendship that endured 

beyond the return of the girl’s parents to Pretoria, a friendship that familiarised Oedipa with the peoples of the southern tip 

of Africa and their eventful history, especially the Afrikaner volk – a background that had now singled Oedipa out as the 

obvious target for his attentions... 
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Sharply intelligent and analytical, with more than just a dash of hard-headed rebelliousness, Oedipa was much more 

practical and intuitive than simply intellectual. After university, she chose the adventurous life of the freelance journalist – a 

choice initially made possible by her family’s wide network of connections, but which she very soon made her own through 

her evident talent and her fearless, no-holds-barred tackling of any story, no matter who it involved or where it unfolded. 

When her grandmother passed away, she inherited the use of her Parisian apartment in the posh 16th quarter, of which 

ownership was vested in a family trust. Living there was just about her only concession to comfort and old-world style. It 

was a haven of peace where she could do her research and replenish her strength after taxing assignments. 

In the eyes of the intelligence analysts, her international stature, in conjunction with her knowledge of South Africa, had 

made her the ideal choice for Project Exodus – on condition, of course, that he could somehow get her to go along with her 

preassigned role.  

Already her prickly reputation was worrying him, as he stood staring down at the strong face. With some unease he 

reflected again upon his own belief that, since we are all only too human, no bloody target can ever be perfect for the 

intended purpose...  

Oedipa’s psycho profile had also revealed its fair quota of flaws – her tendency to shoot from the hip, for instance, was 

part of the impulsiveness that she was known for. However, he could not be sure whether it was true inherent impulsiveness, 

or just the luxury of not needing to bother much with the feelings of others, allowed her through having been born of a 

wealthy family. Or was it due to the fact that she had never had to concern herself with the consequences of what she says or 

does?  

Her habit of diving head first into any situation and, at the outset, pulling the old journalistic trick of purposely instigating 

confrontation to see what response she could elicit – what she called “shaking the tree” – had further contributed to her 

reputation for abrasive cockiness. 

He realised full well that it would not be easy to manipulate her into accepting her assigned role in the upcoming drama. 

Her leftist-humanist streak would certainly not predispose her to being receptive to the ideology he represented, and with 

money he would not be able to buy her either.  

The appeal of a news story bigger than anything she could ever dream of would have to do it – because inquisitive she 

had always been, above all else.  

The rapid unfolding of the coming drama, as the operation is activated, would hopefully stimulate her professional 

interest to such an extent that she would be carried along on the momentum of it all. And perhaps they could then reinforce 

it by making her part of some kind of group dynamic, he thought...  

 But first he had to bring her round, out of the stupor he had induced with the drops. All the while, the limited time that he 

had allotted himself before he would need to rush to the airport was ticking by at an alarming pace…  

The spray that he now squirted up her nose (another concoction brewed up by those chemists of the erstwhile Project 

Coast) at last caused her to splutter and gasp for breath. Immediately, almost rudely, his left hand clamped down, covering 

her mouth. 

“Oedipa...” 

“Oedipa!” 

The calling out of her nickname, the pressure of his gloved hand over her mouth and the biting effect of the smelling salts 

at last broke through her insentience.  

Her eyes did not initially want to focus; her brain even less so. His overpowering strength, as he gripped her, was the first 

thing to register with her. His image drifted formlessly before her unfocused eyes, and then slowly started taking shape. 

 Alarm reflexes exploded in her brain and then flashed to every nerve ending, causing him to instinctively clamp down 

even more forcefully.  

The sudden realisation that she was being held down on her bed, in the middle of the night, by a man she didn’t know 

from Adam, caused her stomach to churn and all her senses to rebel. She was completely paralysed – with fear, or as a result 

of something else – and incapable of resisting his grip. But at least she did start to coherently observe, to take in more detail. 

His eyes! The chill of those blue-grey eyes! 

When she finally managed to tear her eyes away from his, she noticed that he was well dressed. Smart, actually, with the 

appearance of a successful businessman in a well-cut suit. Not some hooded criminal in a boiler suit… 

This cultivated image of his, together with the helpless realisation that her wrists were bound, caused her to lay back, her 

muscles in any event incapable of mustering any strength. Wild thoughts, however, kept racing through her mind.  

Until his voice penetrated this mental maelstrom. 

A well-modulated, civilised voice was stating her proper names in full, with a noticeable accent, but otherwise properly 

articulated with the correct French intonation. As if he wanted to underline with this that he knew her, and wanted thereby to 

instil some confidence and convey respect.  
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“You were baptised Isabelle de Kersauson de Pennedreff. But your uncle Robert’s sister started calling you Oedipa from 

early on, naming you after Thomas Pynchon’s famous fictional character. Because, just like that storybook Oedipa, you 

were always extraordinarily inquisitive, always looking for the answers to life’s mysteries.” 

That accent – obviously not native French, she realised, but yet somehow familiar? 

He must have seen the question in her eyes. His right hand reached inside his overcoat and emerged holding a passport, 

which he held open at eye level for her to see. A shared confidence, this disclosure of his identity. 

 “My name is ... Gabriel Engelbrecht.” 

The name, the accent, the passport – all of a sudden the pieces fell into place...  

This bastard pinning her down on her own bed was a South African – an Afrikaner! 

She now stared back at him, defiantly but also questioningly, and his instinctive reaction to her gaze was to straighten up, 

militaristically, setting his back ramrod straight. For the first time she now picked up an inkling of tension in his features, 

mixing with the grim determination she had seen earlier. His left hand was still clamped over her mouth, albeit with a 

slightly lighter grip, when he continued. 

“I’m here to give you the scoop of your career, Oedipa. I have orders, directly from the top, from our Tussentydse 

Generale Staf – which means, as you probably know, the Interim General Command Council – to inform you about our 

Projek Eksodus...” 

She kept staring at him uncomprehendingly and he motioned with his head to a photo hanging on the wall – a framed 

sepia portrait of a young man on horseback, bandolier round his shoulder, with a Karoo kopje as backdrop. “You are directly 

related to the famous Robert de Kersauson, who came to my country during our Second War of Independence to help us 

fight the English, for our freedom.”  

Oedipa noticed his use of the Afrikaner term for the second Anglo-Boer War of 1899-1902, as much as she registered the 

fact that he was obviously familiar with her personal background. This latter fact was further evidenced when he continued: 

“Your best friend at the British School was Annelie van Zyl, the daughter of a South African official attached to our Paris 

embassy. You yourself have visited South Africa several times. You studied at Stellenbosch University for a year, as a 

postgraduate student. You even learned Afrikaans. And you are an internationally respected journalist.” 

Oedipa felt slightly less intimidated. The inquisitiveness to which she owed her nickname slowly began to take 

precedence over her initial fear. 

This Gabriel obviously knew what he was talking about. The De Kersausons were, indeed, one of the oldest of the Breton 

aristocratic families – part of that warlike Celtic clan of soldiers and mariners of the French west coast. At the outbreak of 

the Anglo-Boer War, in 1899, Robert de Kersauson (then only 21) found his warrior genes fired up by the call for volunteers 

issued by the Pro-Boer Committee of the French city of Nantes. As a number of his countrymen had already done by that 

time, he too decided to take up arms in the Boer cause. He sailed for Africa, from Marseilles, on 15 February 1900. 

Her gaze turned slowly, enquiringly, from the photo back to the man towering over her, his coldly menacing eyes drilling 

into hers.  

“You’re not going to scream when I take my hand away, are you?” His sharp tone, like that of a drill sergeant, brooked no 

resistance. 

She tried to shake her head, and he stood back, letting go of her, before he continued: “My people are once again forced 

into a War of Independence, our third. It’s a war for our freedom, our very survival; although we hope that this time it will 

not require arms and bloodshed. We, therefore, need the world to be informed about our reasons and our goals.” 

His voice was now soft, containing an unexpected element of pleading.  

Free from his grip, the natural reaction to the shock of what she was going through rushed through her veins. Her words 

were also spoken softly, but were dripping with venom: “Is that so?! You stupid fucking Boer! Espèce de con! Is that why 

you broke into my bedroom and tied me up at one in the morning?”  

Her shock had now turned to boiling anger. “Jesus! Why couldn’t you just make a fucking appointment so that we could 

meet at a civilised time and place?!”  

He suppressed a smile – it was mentioned in her profile that not only could she drink apace with the hardiest mercenary, 

but she could swear like the worst of them as well.  

When he spoke, he was apologetic – sounding honest enough, despite the almost pedantic manner of his recitation (which 

betrayed the fact that he had practised his lines beforehand). “You have to believe me when I say that I am very sorry for the 

manner in which I had to initiate this, but there was simply no other way. You will understand, once you know more. There 

is just so very much at stake! It’s about our right to self-determination... No, more than that – our very survival as a people! 

Otherwise, if our righteous demands are not met, then things will escalate and could engulf the entire world – eventually 

possibly even involving the use of weapons of mass destruction...”  

He had emphasised the last phrase, allowing it to hang in the air, as if to impress her with it.  
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Her reaction, however, was snide and dismissive: “So, you’re one of the Boeremag types, those right-wing lunatics still 

daydreaming about the White glory days, now long gone?” 

She could see that her response had angered him, but only fleetingly. He knew that his instinctive tendency towards 

emotionally-driven responses was his most glaring weakness; this had been drummed into him from his very first days in 

training, therefore he immediately checked himself and re-established self-control. 

With a chilly calm he continued, to demonstrate thereby that her tone would not incite him to respond in a similar vein. “I 

can understand your anger. I would also be angry were I in your place. So please know this – just as much as you want to be 

rid of me, I myself wish to be away from here, as quickly as possible. Of that I can assure you. That’s why I’m going to be 

brief – other people will follow up later, providing you with more of the details. The only thing that’s important right now is 

for you to understand the essence of all this and that you realise just how serious we are....” 

He had begun to aggressively pace the carpet, in the typical officer pose of British-modelled armies, hands clasped behind 

his back, as if that would add weight to his words. 

 “We are not members of that idiotic Boeremag. Certainly not! Nor are we members of ‘The Organisation’, or of the 

pathetic Afrikanerbond – or of any of the brainless right-wing fringe elements! And we are most definitely not racists, or 

fascists, or loony hotheads, or Rip van Winkles harking back!  

“On the contrary! We, the ones selected to be the ‘sleepers’, were carefully chosen, back then. Every last one of us. We 

were identified and secretly prepared for this mission, during those four years between Nelson Mandela’s release from 

prison and his inauguration as president, precisely because each of us was known to be calm, well balanced and of sound 

discretion...” 

He was quiet for a moment, staring up at the ornate ceiling, as if he was once again experiencing the full weight of the 

responsibility he felt entrusted to him. Then he again straightened his back in that military manner. His head swept round to 

face her before he threw down his next words: 

“We – the select few – we were specifically chosen to hold the keys to Project Exodus and its plagues!” 

When she did not immediately respond, his voice rose further. “Exodus is the insurance policy that my people took out in 

1990, when Mandela was released, against the day that the New South Africa turns sour. We, who were given the keys with 

which to unlock its awesome power, were told to initially lie low, to be sleepers, with the hope that we would never have to 

be woken. Hoping that the New South Africa, the ‘rainbow nation’, would indeed work out as planned, to the benefit of all!  

“But, being prudent and realistic, we knew that that experiment – because that was what the New South Africa boiled 

down to – could surely also fail. We knew that the day might come that our people would need their own Canaan – and that 

we would then likely need the power of the plagues, locked away by the keys entrusted to us, to force recognition of our 

right to self-determination. Keys to be used to unleash those terrible powers, only when absolutely no other option remained 

for our people...” 

 Tiny beads of perspiration were now pearling along his salt-and-pepper hairline. “In 1994, a negotiated settlement 

between Black and White was indeed a worthy goal. Of course we all wanted that, to have it succeed. There was no 

alternative, because clearly the then status quo could not survive. However, FW de Klerk rushed it. He had no military-

strategic sense, no timing! We should have – could have – negotiated from a position of strength! Another year, maximum 

two, of developing our missile technology and we would have been untouchable! Invincible!” 

The grandfather clock in the hallway interrupted this monologue with a single hollow chime, signalling one o’clock, and 

she saw him spin around, agile for his age, his right hand reaching down to his ankle. Just as quickly he realised what the 

origin of the sound was and he turned back to face her with a slightly embarrassed grimace, to continue as if nothing had 

happened.  

“We, the Security Forces – we were the ones who pushed the White politicians into starting those talks. But then they lost 

the plot! Allowed themselves to be bullied, and gave away too much, too soon. Which we nevertheless accepted as the 

outcome of democracy in action – of parliamentary government. But...” 

He paused for a moment, intuitively, as if for effect, before delivering the punch line: “But, we – the non-delusional ones, 

the realists – we then obviously also had to plan carefully for the very real possibility that the New South Africa may not 

work out in the end. After all, nobody – simply nobody with any sense – would venture into such radical socio-political 

engineering without also preparing a safety net! Especially when entrusting one’s entire future to something as experimental 

and as risky as the New South Africa! It would have been criminally negligent not to have an exit strategy, a back door, in 

the event of the experiment not working out as intended!” 

Oedipa could see his eyes aglow with a missionary fervour, his jaw muscles clenching and unclenching as he paused to 

re-establish an appearance of outward calm, before he continued: “It was evident to us that we had to have a contingency 

plan to fall back on should the compromises that were reached around the negotiation table one day be broken. Not only did 

we need to put a plan in place, but also the means with which to eventually implement it. This we had to do secretly and 
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securely, in those intervening years between Mandela’s release and his inauguration, whilst we still had access to the assets 

of government. We had to ensure that we would, in future, have the physical means at hand with which to oblige Pharaoh to 

let our oppressed people go; to allow them to leave on an exodus to their own Canaan if the New South Africa turned out to 

be nothing more than another failed African state!”  

The blue-grey eyes bored into hers as he continued. 

“We had to have this insurance in place, ready for the day that the populist demagogues in the ANC, the Africanists and 

the opportunistic Vula types, kick out Thabo Mbeki and his fellow conciliators. For the day that these radicals abandon the 

rainbow nation concept, and start pushing their agenda for a ‘second revolution’, for a vision of ‘Africa for the Black 

Africans’...” 

Oedipa felt her heart do a summersault; she could so well remember South Africa in 1994, one of her first journalistic 

assignments. What this Gabriel person was saying immediately struck her as truthful, even if the logic was perverted. From 

their perspective, as elements of the old White defence establishment, it would have been logical to secretly set up a fallback 

position, something like this Project Exodus, as Engelbrecht called it. It was logical, yes, even though she, of course, 

abhorred the mere thought of it, especially its potential ramifications...  

In fact, she and many of her fellow foreign correspondents had, at the time, spent endless hours speculating about the 

apparent resignation with which such far-reaching changes were being accepted by the then White Security Forces – high-

risk changes which could very easily have resulted in the inter-ethnic bloodbath that so many foreign observers had been 

predicting for South Africa, because it had been so tragically common in the rest of Africa. 

 “So – your people really did develop a contingency plan? Your own plan ‘B’?” she asked, short of breath at the 

magnitude of the information being shared with her. 

For a few moments he stood with his back turned, having positioned himself in front of the folding doors to the Juliet 

balcony with its cast-iron balustrade. He surreptitiously moved aside the curtain and took in the broad avenue below him 

with one glance. The stretch Mercedes was still there, waiting for him (nobody stops a limousine). Under the chestnut trees, 

which he knew were showing the first shy buds of spring, swinger couples were parading slowly along the sidewalk; typical 

of the Avenue Foch, they were out seeking partners for their particular kind of adventure. On the other side of the Porte 

Dauphine, above the dark strip he knew to be the trees of the Bois de Boulogne, he could make out the hills of St. Cloud. At 

the foot of the hill, on the banks of the Seine, the lights of a massive office block shone through the trees – the complex 

where the Paris contingent of Armscor, South Africa’s armaments procurer, was first housed, before the French government 

became “sensitive” in the eighties. They had had to vacate that, and the Armscor guys overnight became “diplomats” – the 

“technical section” of the embassy – crammed into the third floor of the chancery on the Quai d’Orsay. A sleight of hand 

designed to fool the public, executed with the full knowledge and official cooperation of the French Socialist government. 

Needless to say, the arms trade with French suppliers continued happily thereafter... 

Satisfied at last that no suspicious activity was afoot in the avenue outside, the man calling himself Gabriel turned away 

from the window. Facing her, he threw up his hands in emphasis when he finally answered her question.  

“Of course, yes! Of course we ensured that we had a Plan ‘B’ in place beforehand – our Project Exodus. It would have 

been utterly, totally stupid and reckless of us not to have done so, don’t you think? Especially with it being Africa, and with 

our entire future, our very survival, potentially at stake!  

“Especially, also, since we had four whole years, from 1990 to 1994, during which to set it all up. You know of our 

people’s professional skills, of our clandestine international contacts at the time, and of the massive assets of the State that 

we could secretly access for this purpose – money, technology, intelligence, armaments...  

“We were not about to simply give up, allowing all of those modern weapons systems we had worked so damn hard to 

develop, at such huge cost, to be destroyed!” 

“Did the politicians know about this?” 

For the first time he really showed emotion, even though he quickly swallowed his dismissive laugh. “No, certainly not! 

They didn’t need to know, for the sake of the security of the project! That way, they could not bargain away these secret 

weapons, compromise our contingency plans, or deprive us of the eventual element of surprise.” 

After a moment’s hesitation, he added: “FW de Klerk was never part of the National Security Management System; when 

he took over as president, he was only able to gain such knowledge of military matters as we chose to share with him... 

Despite all of his blêddie commissions of enquiry, he and his sycophants definitely knew nothing about Project Exodus!”  

‘Gabriel Engelbrecht’ looked down at his watch, and she realised that he was in a hurry to get away from there. 

“You’ll be contacted by Aaron Levison tomorrow; he speaks on behalf of Exodus and our interim general command 

council – the TuGStaf. He’ll provide you with more details and will be in a position to answer your questions more fully. 

Aaron will e-mail you, and also contact you via Skype, when necessary. As regards myself, you’ll probably never see me 

again. I’m just a small cog in this powerful machine, a guy who happens to know Paris and who was sent here to drop off 
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some communications tools for you, and to convince you, through my personal presence, that we’re not a bunch of lunatics 

living in some fantasy world. So that, when Aaron contacts you, you’ll take him seriously...” 

“Levison isn’t really an Afrikaner surname?” she interrupted him, now suddenly not keen at all on him leaving – at least 

not before she could pose a few more questions. 

 “You think so? You haven’t heard of the Boer Jews?” There was a touch of humour in his voice, as if he was enjoying a 

private joke.  

She was now in her journalistic mode, focussing in on her target. “So – what are your demands, Gabriel Engelbrecht? Or 

whatever your real name is? What is it that you wish to achieve with this?” 

Suddenly dead serious once more, he stared at her for quite a while before answering – as if, even to him, the answer that 

he was about to give sounded like they were perhaps aiming too high. When he eventually responded, he commenced in an 

indirect fashion, with another rationalisation, again recited as if practised beforehand. 

 “Like everybody, I suppose, we just want to live in peace. To just be ourselves, living our own culture.” Oedipa saw his 

hard face take on an almost whimsical look. His eyes closed as if in prayer, and his chin dipped to his chest, before he 

stiffened again in that militaristic attitude he resorted to when he sought to establish self-control.  

“We want our women and children to be safe in their own homes, on our streets and on our farms. We want to see that our 

assets, acquired through hard work, remain ours and retain their value. We wish to maintain our norms and standards, to 

maintain our language and our identity. In short, we want to be left alone, just to be able to be Afrikaners in our own little 

corner of Africa. Exactly what Chapter 14 of the South African Constitution actually provides for – our own territory!” His 

voice had steadily risen in volume, emphasising the last phrase, before it softened again to become almost inaudible. 

“We had hoped to be able to make our contribution in the New South Africa, as one of the colours in their rainbow. But 

our people are being murdered by the thousands! The new leadership derides us, inciting the masses against us. The 

infrastructure is falling apart. Corruption abounds. Standards are dropping alarmingly...”  

His eyes now drilled into hers. “And now, as we had feared, the ANC has started coming apart at the seams. First the 

vendettas among the former exiles, between the negotiationists around Thabo Mbeki and the insurrectionists around Mac 

Maharaj – the vengeful Moscow men of Operation Vula – surfaced again. Mbeki had marginalised them when he succeeded 

Mandela, so Mac plotted their revenge. At the ANC’s Polokwane elective congress at the end of 2007, they kicked Mbeki 

out and, with him, most of the moderate ‘non-racial’ faction that had favoured compromise and reconciliation. This the Vula 

Boys may have instigated mostly out of personal hatred for Mbeki. But, in order to unseat him, they had to make common 

cause with a motley assortment of disenchanted cadres – ranging from the vocal young Africanist/populists to the old-style 

communists and the self-centred trade unionists. Thus the genie was let out of the bottle... And now Zuma, their puppet – 

who they merely used to get rid of Mbeki – is about to go the same way.  Soon. When the radical populists, who Mbeki had 

kept in check, finally take over the ANC – lock, stock and barrel… 

He paused for a few seconds before continuing. 

“That’s why TuGStaf has decided to start activating Project Exodus, in a carefully-prepared, systematic manner; why it 

has now activated the sleepers. Because that was the pre-agreed Rubicon; when the non-racialist moderates lose control of 

the ANC, when the Africanist/populist/socialist demagogues take over the government and threaten the 1994 peace accord 

and its ideal of a rainbow nation. We knew that, if and when such a takeover threatened to happen, then we would have no 

option but to act – well prepared and carefully, but also hard and decisively – to pre-empt the ‘second revolution’ always 

being propagated by those in the ANC who see the 1994 settlement not as everlasting peace, but merely as a stepping 

stone...” 

Oedipa impatiently nodded her understanding, and then pressed again her question: “But what is it that you want, 

specifically? What, exactly, do you wish to achieve with this ‘Project Exodus’ of yours?”  

His voice was now firm, his formulation precise: “What we want is our own small piece of Africa, our own sovereign 

territory where we can establish a non-racist, truly democratic home for all who would embrace such a new country as their 

own, on the sole condition that Afrikaans be the primary official language. A sovereign new state, a member of the UN, 

where law and order will be maintained as well as modern standards and civilised norms, and where a socially responsible 

free market economy will blossom. Just as the world recognised the Jewish state in 1948, when they took back their Canaan, 

we want our volkstaat, our Afrikanäan, to be recognised internationally. Just like what was done recently for the Blacks of 

the South of Sudan, for that matter.” 

Oedipa shook her head in disbelief. “So you want to embark upon another Great Trek? The classic solution of the 

Afrikaner! Buggering off into the blue yonder to establish some new homeland?!” She was needling him, already fully into 

the abrasive journalistic mode for which she was known. 

His self-control was deserting him and he responded sharply: “Look, I was also vehemently against the concept of a 

separate ‘homeland’ for us when the far right first proposed their volkstaat! Because South Africa – the entire country – 
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should and could have been our shared homeland. Because we, especially my people, built that country up to what it was – a 

powerful economy, even a nuclear power, dêmmit! Besides, we don’t want a Volkstaat that exists in splendid isolation – 

some kind of European Union regional arrangement will have to be worked out... 

“But, as I said, things have changed. Drastically. Not because we wanted it to be that way. The need to act now, to act 

decisively, is being forced upon us... Our people are being killed, murdered, every single day!” 

His clenched fist smacked into his left palm. “For God’s sake, more people were murdered in South Africa in the period 

that the Israeli/Hamas war lasted than were killed during that entire war! And it is an undeniable fact that the Vula 

operatives, together with the Moscow-trained Marxists and the rabble-rousing populists, have kicked out the non-racialists! 

The racist Africanists want it all, and they are about to take effective control of the ANC! President Jacob Zuma is just a 

transitional figure – he’s the ‘100% Zulu boy’ that the manipulators needed to gain the Zulu vote with which to unseat 

Mbeki and his so-called Xhosa Nostra, which had controlled the ANC for decades. Everybody knows that the demagogues 

in the ANC Youth League and the trade unions are hell-bent on nationalising everything and grabbing our farmland, when 

they implement their agenda of a second revolution!” 

Engelbrecht had paced away from the bed, halting in front of the portrait of Robert de Kersauson – at which he stared for 

a few seconds – before turning back to face her again.  

 “You must understand that Exodus is our very last option; literally a trek away from the flesh pots of Egypt, a trek that 

none of us really want, but which we now see as our only solution if we are to survive!” 

Her voice was now softer, the next question more carefully put: “And ... if the ANC refuses to give you your Afrikaner 

Canaan? This miel de l’autre monde, this … pie in the sky dream of yours?” 

He replied instantly – determined and aggressive: “Then the plagues of Egypt will be visited upon Pharaoh, till they agree 

to let my people go!” 

His intensity left no doubt about his seriousness, causing her to link now, with a sense of growing trepidation, his biblical 

analogy to his earlier remark about weapons of mass destruction.  

“You referred earlier to WMDs... Biological and chemical weapons? Nuclear weapons?” she asked, the revulsion in her 

voice hardly masked. 

He looked at her with evident self-assurance, and there was a mixture of pride and satisfaction in his voice: “Go read the 

reports about South Africa’s so-called nuclear disarmament. Read them carefully. You will notice that the nuclear 

programme that kicked off in the seventies started out with the building of seven World War II-type bombs. Monsters of a 

ton each, using old-fashioned naval gun barrel casings – way too large and heavy to fit onto our RSA-3 and RSA-4 ballistic 

missiles.  

“Why do you think we built those missiles as delivery vehicles, at such huge expense, if those old bombs were miles too 

big and heavy for them? It was only those old museum pieces, six and a half of them, that were declared and dismantled – 

not our real arsenal, the modern implosion-type nuclear warheads designed for the missiles and the G-5 guns... 

 “If you don’t want to believe me, just go google the photographs of the vaults at Advena, where the nuclear warheads 

were stored. If only seven bombs were planned, why build all those vaults? Go read about the Helderberg air disaster and 

so-called red mercury, and search the internet about the research done into tritium for miniaturised triggers for implosion 

devices...” 

He could see that he was getting too technical for her, and he therefore switched to another topic, no less terrifying: “And 

don’t forget about Project Coast! You know, the SADF’s chemical and biological warfare programme... Just google 

everything that has been published about the so-called rollback of this project, about the millions of rands that left the 

country, and about the pathogens of which no account could be given. You’ll see that some Yankee experts reckon that 

South Africa’s biochemical weapons programme was the second most advanced in the world, after that of the Soviet 

Union!”  

Her heart did another summersault. She could feel the palms of her hands starting to itch, at the prospect of breaking such 

a story! Could all of this be true? Had they really hidden such weapons away? (And why wouldn’t they have?) 

Another question started bothering her, though. Why had she, specifically, been selected to have all of this information 

passed on to her? Intuitively she already sensed why she had been chosen, but she craved confirmation. 

“Meneer Engelbrecht”, she began questioningly, her voice getting stuck in her throat. “What does this have to do with 

me?” 

 He again glanced down at his watch, now even more anxiously, visibly concerned that the time he had allotted himself 

was running out.  

“Why me?” she repeated. “What do you want from me?” 

“Aaron Levison will contact you with more of the details. The important thing, right now, is that you understand that 

we’re serious and determined – but that we wish for a peaceful solution, above all. This evening we confidentially conveyed 
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our demands to the government in Pretoria, or ‘Tshwane’ as they now call it, giving them seventy-two hours in which to 

accept in principle. We hope that negotiations with them about the modalities of implementation can then be rapidly 

concluded. In the interim, we wish for world leaders to be aware of the situation and for them to apply quiet pressure on 

Tshwane to accept our just demands.” 

He paused for a moment, seeing her impatience rise, before he answered her real question about the role into which they 

had cast her: “You know our country. You know our people. You even speak our language. You carry inside of you the 

same genes as a hero who once came from afar to help our people in their moment of need.  

“We are aware, also, of your contact with the DGSE. That you’ve worked with, or for them. Either as a source, or as an 

agent of some kind – probably as what they call an honorable correspondant. There are photographs on file of you meeting 

in your year at Stellenbosch with Pierre Faure, who was then the officially-declared DGSE representative attached to the 

French embassy in Pretoria.” 

He paused for a moment, observing her keenly for any reaction to his last statement, before he came to the crux. 

“We see you as a channel through which we can convey information to foreign governments, especially to the French. 

Eventually, should the ‘comrades’ in the Union Buildings in Pretoria decide to ignore our just demands, or try to twist and 

spin them, you would of course be an excellent channel for passing on the truth to the world media as well. You and the 

media are our insurance policy, our means of getting our side of this story on the public record.  

“What we want from you, therefore, is to contact La Piscine, first thing in the morning, and confidentially inform them 

about my meeting with you here tonight. Tell them that we, the TuGStaf, have already communicated our demands to the 

Union Buildings. Tell them what we aspire to, and that we wish to achieve this peacefully. But keep it confidential, at first – 

at government level, with no mention at all to the media.  

“Don’t write about it till Aaron’s given you explicit permission to do so.” She could feel his fist clamp round her wrist, to 

emphasise the point. “I’m sure that you wouldn’t want the opportunity for a peaceful solution, negotiated discreetly away 

from the glare of public interest, to be lost – as it surely will be if you publish prematurely!” 

She shook her head, still shocked by the fact that he knew about the episode with that haughty little bastard, Faure; but 

then, this man Engelbrecht was obviously well acquainted with the French secret service, the Direction Générale de la 

Sécurité Extérieure. Not many people knew that the DGSE’s HQ at 141 Boulevard Mortier was referred to as La Piscine, 

the swimming pool, because of its proximity to the adjacent Tourelles pool. 

The fact that this TuGStaf was privy to so much information about her pissed her off almost as much as this man 

Engelbrecht’s invasion of her home. Her nature of fighting fire with fire began to reassert itself. “You should have called 

this little game of yours Operation Pandora, not Exodus…” she spat at him, viciously. “You’d better realise that if you’re 

going to be stupid enough to take up arms, you’ll merely be opening Pandora’s box, and you sure as hell won’t be able to 

close it again!” 

“Gabriel” did not respond to her jibe, just deftly slashed the tie-back around her wrists with one stroke of his pocket knife 

before slipping it back inside his jacket. When his hand emerged again, it was holding something else. A sharp flash of light 

blinded her momentarily. She didn’t – couldn’t – see the ampoule of knockout gas that he pressed under her nose... 

..... 

Oedipa awoke some four hours later. Stacked on her bedside table were some CDs, a bulky smartphone, and a pile of 

Krugerrand gold coins holding down a handwritten note: “To show them that I really was here, and to cover possible 

expenses. The CDs and smartphone are for secure communication – always keep the phone charged, switched on, and close 

to you. AND DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT OPENING UP THE INSIDE OF THE PHONE – EVER!”  

The note was initialled “G.E.”, with a symbol like a powder horn from the era of front-loading muskets drawn below it. 

Oedipa got up shakily and immediately began to dress. She was still feeling nauseous as a result of the sleeping gas, but 

the exhilaration of a great news story nevertheless had all her nerves tingling. Engelbrecht was right – a bigger story could 

hardly be imagined!  

His image resurrected itself in a flashback, and instinctively she shuddered. Despite that business suit and the forced 

correctness of his manners, there was something about “Gabriel Engelbrecht” that brought a cold foreboding over her. Those 

eyes! In her journalistic career, she had encountered many hard, dangerous men – but this one, she instinctively knew, was 

in a league of his own...  

Her gaze inadvertently swung to the sepia photograph of her uncle Robert de Kersuason, the connection to whom she 

owed this frighteningly disturbing, yet exhilarating, night.  

Uncle Robert differed from most of the other French volunteers who fought in the Anglo-Boer War. The career soldiers, 

such as Colonel Villebois-Mareuil, Lecoy de la Marche and Count Olivier d’Etchegoyen, were essentially interested in the 
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conventional phase of that long-ago conflict. They did not join the Boer commandos, but fought conventionally, as distinctly 

separate foreign volunteer units. Robert, on the other hand, appreciated the guerrilla tactics of the Boers. Initially a member 

of one of the foreigner corps (under Captain Kertanguy), he quickly joined up with the Middelburg commando, out of whose 

ranks he was recruited into the elite Theron-Verkennerskorps, the Boer scout unit under the legendary Danie Theron. By the 

end of the war, he was a member of the successful Boer commando that invaded the Cape Colony under General Jan Smuts. 

After peace in 1902, Robert crossed the border into German West Africa with the Bittereinders, and returned to France. 

He fought in the First World War and was awarded the Croix de Guerre and Legion d’Honneur. In 1960, he published a 

book, in Afrikaans, entitled “Ek en die Vierkleur” (“The Vierkleur and I” – referring to the Boer flag with its four panels of 

green, red, white and blue). The Kersausons had always found languages easy – Robert could speak at least four, namely 

Breton, French, English (which he had learnt on his visits to his mother in America) and Afrikaans. 

It was with a view to reading Uncle Robert’s book, and being able to spend a year at Stellenbosch University with 

Annelie van Zyl, that Oedipa had learnt Afrikaans. Memories flooded back, and she corrected herself – a year ostensibly 

with Annelie, but really with ... him. With Annelie’s ouboet, her friend’s older brother, who was then completing his 

medical studies at Stellenbosch. Oedipa shivered, determined to immediately cast aside those memories, which she had 

thought long dead and buried.  

God! Afrikaner men!  

A strangely ambivalent sentiment wouldn’t leave her be. 

Angrily she rummaged through the drawers of her desk for the contact number at La Piscine that Faure had given her so 

long ago, for emergency use by “honourable correspondents”.  

She wondered whether it would still work... 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 2 

 

Danie Steyn at first couldn’t place the sound. 

Still half asleep, his first frightened thought was of the raw beeping of the monitors around Susan’s hospital bed, a sound 

still etched onto his subconscious. Then reality broke through – a flash memory of the funeral – acutely reminding him that 

she was irretrievably gone... 

God, how he missed her! 

Blindly he tried to switch on the bedside lamp, but everything remained pitch dark. His sleep-dulled brain couldn’t 

immediately process this; Pretoria’s city nights weren’t usually this dark... 

Then it struck him – the bloody power was off again! It was the computer’s UPS battery pack that was beeping so 

furiously. 

The phosphorous needles of his wrist watch showed that it was a few minutes past three. Shit! he thought – just what he 

needed after his long struggle to fall asleep!  

Perhaps his boss, Pete, was right – he was beyond tired. Way beyond, because this had been going on for weeks now, 

from that day when the minibus taxi crashed into Susan’s car. Last month he had thought that the toughest part was behind 

him – when finally, after five weeks, he had accepted the unanimous opinion of the various doctors he had consulted. It was 

what he had dreaded – that she would not come out of the coma. That the injuries were, in any event, too horrific; that she 

wouldn’t have any quality of life even if she did, somehow, miraculously wake up.  

With the consent of the kids and her parents, he had finally consented to having the life support systems switched off. 

Susan had insisted years before that they draw up a “living will”; she had always been adamant that she never wanted to be 

kept alive artificially, never wanted to live like that, like a vegetable – if it could be called living at all. 

The deed was done, they had wept at the open grave, but closure still eluded him. Now that the numbness had worn off, 

the enormity, the finality, of his loss had truly registered with him. Sleep had become an elusive luxury. 

His feeling of helpless frustration, brought on by the prospect of wrestling until daybreak with his milling, mind-pounding 

thoughts, caused him to clasp his arms around his knees in the foetal position, his face forced into the pillow almost to the 

point of suffocation. For long minutes he lay motionless, trying to shut out the world. Trying to recapture his old self, his 

dynamic lust for life. He hated feeling like a victim. He was used to doing, to making things happen, and longed for the 

inner equilibrium that would allow him to tackle life again, head-on.   

The shrill ringing of his cell phone startled him and he hurriedly reached for it to look at the square, illuminated face for 

the caller’s identity. With a sense of relief, and then of intrigue, he saw that it was Pete calling him. Despite the ungodly 

hour, he was pleased to receive the call – at least it would divert his thoughts, even if just for a while, away from his 

memories of Susan... 

Danie grimly cast his mind back to his days with the police’s Special Branch, pre-1994, because that was when he last 

had to field work-related calls at this hour.  

“Morning Pete – you’re onto me quite early today?!” 

“Ai, Danie man, I’m truly sorry that I have to bother you this early! And I’m even sorrier that I will have to involve you 

in one hell of a business – especially since I’ve been urging you for weeks now to take some leave.” The apologetic tone in 

his associate’s voice had a clearly discernable strain of concern to it. 

 “Do you know what the worst thing is that you could do to me right now, Pete?” Danie immediately interrupted him. 

“It’s to leave me to my own devices, with time on my hands to grieve for Susan, to mull over what happened to her,” he 

continued, with adamant seriousness. “It would drive me crazy, under these circumstances, if I had to hang around the house 

all day long. So, please, bring it on! Tell me what you have for me!” 

 “I’m on my way to you there in Lynnwood, coming from the Union Buildings. The Presidency is all abuzz; they phoned 

me at two this morning and asked me to come in, immediately, to see them about one moer of a big thing that broke at 

midnight...” 

Danie could feel the fatigue that had pinned him to his bed just minutes ago starting to lift. Could this really be something 

challenging, something worthwhile, with which to occupy his time and his mind?  

“So what is it then that’s got them so worked up, this early in the day?” 

The worry in Pete’s voice was so clear that even the sound of his car’s accelerating engine could not drown it out. “It’s a 

kind of ultimatum they received at midnight, apparently from a bunch of bloody right-wing nut cases.” 

“That’s probably not too uncommon an experience for them, is it?” Despite Danie’s pretence at flippancy, Pete could hear 

the flicker of interest breaking through in his voice, which had been so tired and almost absent sounding for so long. There 
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was even a touch of the dry humour of old: “The bloody power is off again – I’ll boil some water for coffee on the gas 

burner, but you’ll have to haul that fat backside of yours over the security gate!”  

“Ja, raait! You just go get yourself dressed young man, and roll open that heavy bloody gate of yours by hand – I’ll be 

there now-now. Then I’ll fill you in on what little we know at this early stage!” 

Softly, so as not to wake the children, Danie felt around on the floor next to his bed for the electric lantern that he kept 

there for these contingencies, which had become all too regular. By its dim light he slid his long legs into a pair of jeans. He 

had slept in a T-shirt, which would have to do for the moment.  

In the bathroom mirror, the angle of illumination from the lantern, which he had balanced on the washbasin below the 

level of his face, almost made him skrik at the sight of his own reflection. Even making due allowance for the unusual angle, 

the face that stared back at him wasn’t the one he had known, even up to a month or two ago.   

Susan had often teased him that he would still look like a naughty schoolboy the day he sits on the stoep of the old age 

home... 

It was still the open, tanned face with the hair cut on the short side – though somewhat longer and more stylish now than 

in those early days in the Police College. Now, however, there were deep furrows carved round the corners of his mouth and 

on his brow, furrows that had not been there before...  

With a shudder, he realised that he absolutely, finally needed to get his mind off what had happened! 

There was the invitation, so often extended these past two weeks by his cousin Tienie, who wanted him to come down to 

the family farm on the banks of the Wilge River, close to the town of Frankfort in the Free State province. Just to relax. But 

then, what about the children? Niel, a first year student at Pretoria University, and Sus, still in high school? And would he 

really be able to deal with his memories of Susan if he went back to Frankfort? The two of them had started “going steady” 

there, while still at the Wilgerivier High School, and him being back in the town of their birth and first romance would 

probably just bring on a flood of emotional memories. 

Now, from the sound of it, Pete at last had something worthwhile with which to keep him busy – the more demanding, the 

better! he thought grimly. 

Danie’s acquaintance with Pete dated back to 1997. The man whose business partner he was to become had approached 

Steyn, then ranked Lieutenant-Colonel, to join him in working for Jules B. Kroll’s organisation in what was, at the time, 

their newly-established South African offices.  

Danie had three years earlier been transferred from the Special Branch to the Commercial Branch of the Police Service in 

Johannesburg – a city for which neither he nor Susan had been able to develop any liking. However, the investigative work 

at the Commercial Branch, delving into the murky world of money laundering and corporate fraud, did interest him – it was 

more intellectually demanding and stimulating than the normal crime beat. It was in that context that he had first heard of 

Kroll Associates; he learned that Jules founded the firm in New York, back in 1972, after which it quickly expanded to 

become the world’s pre-eminent operator in the vaguely defined field of “corporate intelligence”.  

In 1997, Jules Kroll, always the consummate salesman, visited South Africa on a fact-finding mission for important 

Western clients. This visit resulted in business ties with the new South African Government – in 1998 Kroll Associates was 

contracted to provide training for the Police Service, the National Intelligence Agency and the SA Secret Service, in 

conjunction with the National Intelligence Academy. 

Thus, one evening in 1997, Pete had come to Danie’s house, accompanied by some top Kroll agents, among them the ex-

CIA operative Norm Garret and the ex-SIS man Tony Rowell – the same Rowell that Danie had gotten to know in the early 

nineties when he was in the Special Branch and Tony was the senior representative of the British Secret Intelligence Service 

attached to their embassy in Pretoria.  

The visit had come at a time when Danie was becoming increasingly concerned about his career prospects in the new 

Police Service, where he felt “parked” in the Commercial Branch despite his excellent service record and the Master of 

Policing Science degree he had obtained from the University of South Africa, through many long nights invested in home 

study. After wrestling a couple of days with his deeply ingrained loyalty to the blue uniform, Danie decided to accept an 

early retirement “package” and to venture into the world of corporate intelligence. Pete was to be the business manager and 

networking guy, and he the specialist investigator – a division of labours that suited him perfectly. 

Interesting assignments followed, under contract to the Government; first the investigation into the South African Reserve 

Bank in 1998-99, then the Strategic Fuel Fund and the Post Office. His horizons broadened with an investigation in 2001 

into the Angolan rebel movement Unita’s foreign assets – a brief entrusted to Kroll by the United Nations. This assignment 

took Danie to offshore banking centres around the world and deepened his understanding of, as well as expanding his 

personal contacts in, the often secretive world of international finance. 

Those were years filled with job satisfaction. In 2006 he and Pete had copied and framed, with much pride, a quotation 

from James Sanders’s book on South Africa’s intelligence services, published that year. This read: “It appeared that 
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whenever the South African government had a problem or a subject that required investigating, it called for Kroll ... Sources 

suggest that the ANC was very pleased with Kroll’s work, which was considered to be thoroughly professional; perhaps 

more importantly, Kroll’s work was not perceived as being tainted with the history and politics that have plagued South 

African intelligence”. 

Danie and Pete had stuck together, through Kroll’s many corporate transformations, through it being taken over in 2004 

by Marsh & McLennan Companies Inc., to finally going on their own. Names and addresses may have changed (since when 

did names count for much in the intelligence domain in any case?) but the contacts, and the clients with their specialised 

needs, always remained... 

 

Whilst making his way to his front gate, Danie instinctively held to the darkest shadows, avoiding moonlit patches, 

always conscious of the criminal element that seemed to regard these dark nights without electric power, and thus without 

alarms and electric fences, as gifts from the gods especially for their benefit. Leaning against the gate pillar, he waited with a 

growing sense of anticipation, until at last the headlights of Pete’s powerful 4x4 SUV swept round the street corner and 

illuminated the scene. Hastily he rolled open the heavy steel gate, and closed it just as quickly behind the vehicle.  

The action was reflexive, conditioned by all too regular repetition, but despite that, it didn’t fail to stir again a latent anger 

in him – God, how he hated this existence behind bars, as if he was the criminal! 

“Hi, Daan-man! Apologies, once again, for waking you up at this ungodly hour! ... How are things here – with you ... the 

kids?” 

“We’re holding up OK, thanks, Pete...” Danie quickly ushered his associate into the house, tiptoeing through to the 

kitchen, where they seated themselves at the table. Danie poured them each a mug of coffee, then fixed Pete with a gaze that 

spoke of his hunger for something to get stuck into. “So, tell me – what’s this midnight excitement that the guys up in the 

Union Buildings have been enjoying?!” 

Pete gave Danie an appraising look and then remarked sombrely: “As you said yourself – it’s probably a good thing that 

you’re likely to be busy the next few days ... bloody busy, is my guess. Will Niel and Sus be OK if you have to travel?” 

Danie himself had earlier though this last point over, while he was waiting at the gate. Niel had his driver’s licence. Sus, a 

year short of matriculating, already believed that being in grade 11 qualified her as a grown-up. Since Susan’s accident, she 

had taken over the housekeeping, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do. He was enormously grateful to her 

for this; like her mother, she could cook up a great meal. The two kids (or young adults, rather) would therefore not go 

hungry or be without wheels should he need to travel. He knew that such a break, with the distance it would put between 

him and the traumatic reality he was reminded of every day here in Pretoria, was exactly what he needed.  

Danie explained this to Pete, who, more at ease, commenced to recount the events that had begun unfolding at the Union 

Buildings, exactly at midnight. 

 “The night duty staff at the Presidency received a fax at midnight, followed by a brief phone call to confirm that the fax 

had indeed been received. The fax was from the ‘Tussentydse Generale Staf’ of the ‘Weermag’ of the ‘Afrikanaän 

Republiek’, or ‘WAR’. It essentially contains a demand for the recognition of a separate, sovereign Afrikaner-volkstaat, 

demanding further that this should be agreed to in principle within seventy-two hours.  

“I didn’t see the document for myself – the guys at the Presidency didn’t seem to me to be too forthcoming about all the 

elements contained in the damn thing – but according to them, it does contain the threat that if the ‘volk’ is not allowed to 

leave on this exodus to their Afrikaner Canaan, the Biblical plagues of old will be visited upon Pharaoh...” 

Danie’s initial reaction was one of amusement because, upon first hearing of this “Tussentydse Generale Staf”, it sounded 

very much like the typically pretentious names that the dime a dozen fringe elements of the far right tended to come up with 

for themselves... However, Pete’s serious demeanour caused him to refrain from any banality. “So? What’s your take on it?” 

he eventually asked. 

Pete leant forward: “Look, I know that you think this is just another case of freakish right-wing nonsense – it’s written all 

over your face. To be fair, that’s what I also thought in the beginning. Till they showed me what was going on. On their 

computers, that is – even those in the presidential wing of the Union Buildings. Ever since midnight, there has apparently 

been chaos on the entire SITA network, and COMSEC seems powerless to contain it!” 

From his investigations into innumerable fraud and corruption cases in governmental institutions, Danie was well-versed 

in the government’s computer systems, thus knowing that SITA was the South African State IT Agency, the supplier of 

computer services to all government departments. COMSEC he knew to be the acronym for the government-controlled 

company Electronic Communications Security (Pty.) Ltd., an entity incorporated in 2004 under the National Intelligence 

Agency’s security mandate, charged with ensuring the integrity of the State’s computer systems. 
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Pete continued grimly: “COMSEC is in the process of assembling what they call a ‘Computer Security Incident Response 

Team’; it’s an idea sold to them by the Americans in November 2007. However, the theory – as taught by the geeks of 

Carnegie Mellon University, and its implementation in practice, are clearly two distinct matters!” 

Danie was aware that, in the years since 1994, the lunatic fringe of the right wing had spawned quite an assortment of 

groups with impressive-sounding names and tall demands, from whose quarters threats had often emanated, sometimes even 

accompanied by a terrorist act or two. But they were all amateurish, disorganised and insignificant in terms of their 

membership – mere shooting stars that hardly registered against the broad political firmament. He was convinced that not 

one of them would have been remotely capable of paralysing the State’s IT network! He was inquisitive to know exactly 

what was going on with the computers; however, his partner’s reply to his question in this regard, once more made it sound 

as if some childish game was being played. 

 “What I saw with my own eyes was that, every time you pressed the ‘l’ key on the keyboard, the character ‘l’ would 

mutate into a little snake, one which would grow bigger and bigger by devouring all the other characters typed on the 

screen! The bloody thing would then wriggle all over the screen, trailing a message saying: ‘let my people go’!” 

Something started nagging at Danie’s memory, something from his youth, but Pete brought him back to the present. 

“Have you ever heard of a guy by the name of Aaron Levison?” he heard Pete ask. “He was the one who signed this 

ultimatum – signed it on behalf of this TuGStaf of the WAR, above a symbol that looks like a powder horn.” 

Danie was naturally inclined to lateral thinking, to making connections – that was how his detective’s brain was 

conditioned to work. The name Aaron Levison slotted the pieces of the puzzle into place for him. 

“Aaron? Aaron Levison? No, I don’t know any actual person called that – not of this day and age, anyway!” Then he 

prodded Pete in the ribs, unsuccessful at suppressing a half smile: “However, if Philistines like you remembered anything 

from your Sunday school lessons, you would know that Aaron, the Levite, was the spokesman for Moses. He was the one 

who pleaded with Pharaoh to allow the Exodus from Egypt ... and the first sign from heaven with which Aaron and Moses 

tried to convince Pharaoh, was when they threw down a walking staff and it miraculously transformed into an all-devouring 

snake...” 

..... 

At that moment the modern-day user of the name Aaron Levison sat staring with red-rimmed eyes at the screen of his 

laptop computer. He was dog tired, yet pleased to see a brief, decrypted message come up from the man whom they had 

jokingly begun to call “Moses”. The appellation had been initiated in jest, when first they started hammering out the details 

of the psychological action plan to implement Projek Eksodus. It had quickly become a term of respect, however – a 

designation of rank, identifying its bearer as their undisputed leader.  

The “Spes-Ops” operator that they had sent to Paris, under the name of Gabriel Engelbrecht, had earlier reported in with 

confirmation that contact had successfully been made with the French journalist, and the specially-prepared communications 

equipment delivered to her. Levison had then drafted a brief report to M and the rest of the Command Council, encrypted it 

and entrusted the message to cyberspace.  

M’s response was quick and even briefer – a word of congratulations, and a reaffirmation of their shared determination. 

With the die now cast, there would be no turning back, no acceptable substitute for victory. No compromise, but also no 

brash bravado – just calculatingly cold execution, as meticulous as the planning had been. 

Soon, Levison knew, the whole network of “sleepers” would be active – in Southern Africa and abroad, executing their 

pre-allocated tasks. Drawn deliberately from all ranks and backgrounds, also from outside the former military so as to avoid 

easy identification, they would push for a new beginning, a new political paradigm for Southern Africa, hopefully with as 

little bloodshed as possible...  Forging a new future, one based on practical realism and the balancing of the right to self-

determination for minorities, with the need to accommodate the common interests that cut across the region. Decidedly non-

racial, as Mandela had shown it should be. Based on the concept of creating an own territory for the Afrikaner people – a 

modern-day, model Volkstaat. Definitely not a return to the  Apartheid  past! 

Moses had been absolutely insistent on this – they had to make sure that the world out there understood their cause, 

especially the Europeans. Understood that the right to self-determination, to an own territory, was in fact presaged in the 

1994 Accords and subsequently actually inscribed in South Africa’s democratic constitution, in Section 235. Most of all, 

though, making clear that their concept of a modern Volkstaat was fundamentally different from the one that had hitherto 

been espoused by the lunatic White right – definitely avoiding any perception that they were simply trying to revive White 

supremacy... 

Ideally, it had to be achieved with no violence. Or as little of it as possible – should the other side’s actions make it 

unavoidable. Showing the biggest possible stick, but hoping never to have to use it – hoping that its awesome threat would 
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suffice to keep the peace, as nuclear arms did during the Cold War. Allowing them time to achieve their psychological and 

political goals through dialogue – God (and the opposition) willing, that is.  

As a military man himself, Levison wasn’t altogether convinced that they would be able to pull this off non-violently – 

primarily because they were no longer dealing with realists like Mandela and Thabo Mbeki, but with a delusional bunch 

who have always believed in the Marxist doctrine that “power grows from the barrel of the gun”. Those now in power were 

people who had convinced themselves that the Communist forces defeated the “Boere” militarily, usually citing the battle of 

Quito Cuanavale in Angola as proof. To them, they ended Apartheid by feat of arms, not through the constitutional 

convention held in Kempton Park... Now these people were ensconced in the Union Buildings, calling the shots, and they 

seemed to have convinced themselves, as easily, that they can push through their “second revolution” without fearing any 

opposition. Believing that the “defeated” Boere – because they possessed no means of defending themselves – would either 

have to take it, or leave the country...  

Levison went cold at the thought of how much was at stake, and how much could still go wrong.  His own major concern 

was indeed the lunatic right – first and foremost, he didn’t want his own forces to be confounded with those idiots and their 

crass racism; secondly, he worried about them trying to jump on the bandwagon, not only tarnishing the image of the 

operation by association, but causing unforeseeable complications at the operational level with their ill discipline and 

bigoted stupidity.  

Besides this challenge of dealing with the White right (and the conundrum of probably needing them as foot soldiers and 

force multiplier), his other major irritation was the façade that they would have to maintain in order to hide, for as long as 

possible, the true identity of those behind the operation, so that the many who were to be agents of influence could achieve 

their set objectives... 

Still in awe of the enormity of the task they had set themselves, the man with the nom de guerre Aaron Levison silently 

cursed again those whom he held responsible for forcing this desperate gamble upon his people: those power-hungry 

populist politicians, those demagogues of unfettered greed and unrestrained tongues, who were trampling the soul of 

Mandela’s ANC underfoot. Their radical preaching of an unfinished “national democratic revolution” was so typical of the 

second revolution of classic Marxist-Leninist doctrine. Their “economic revolution”, ostensibly to bring radical 

redistribution of wealth and land, so reminiscent of Ché Guevara’s second revolution in Cuba, leaving that island blighted 

and under the yoke of a harsh dictatorship.   

Stripped to its bare essentials, the ousting from power of Thabo Mbeki and the moderate non-racialists at the end of 2007 

quite simply meant that the ANC was reverting back to its ugly character and dogma of pre-1990.   

The challenge, “Moses” had warned, was that they as the TuGStaf had to ensure that they were not perceived to be 

making the same mistake, of wishing on their part to revert to pre-1990 Apartheid ... 

Yet, it was plain for all to see that the post-Mandela/Mbeki ANC no longer cared about national reconciliation, Levison 

thought. They derided the concept of a Rainbow Nation, consigning it and the notion of national reconciliation to the 

rubbish-bin of history, whilst openly calling the carefully-balanced accords of 1994 a “sell-out”. Openly propagating the 

negation of the key protections built into those accords for private property rights, to be replaced by nationalisation and 

uncompensated land grabs as part of their “second revolution”.  

Levison was convinced, after the last elections, that this revived idea of “ongoing revolution” was no idle threat. All the 

ingredients, all the motivations for the post-Mandela/Mbeki ANC to resort to this, having failed as government to deliver 

jobs and services to the country, were already there. The elections had shown that the ethnic polarisation and segmentation 

of the nation was near complete. Henceforth the governing party’s voting block, their demographic lock on their own 

perpetuation in power, would be the impoverished Black African masses, to whose aspirations they would increasingly be 

pandering... The newly dominant Africanist/Socialist faction within the ANC, spouting demands for racial primacy and 

nationalisation, were already relegating the 1994 Accords to mere stepping-stone status – affirming that, in their view, it had 

served only the intermediate purpose of ending White rule. Blithely threatening now to destroy the entire foundation of the 

economic order by calling for the confiscation of land, without compensation, and for the nationalisation of mines and 

banks. 

It was a repeat of the Zimbabwe scenario; of that Levison was convinced – just as when Robert Mugabe, unable to deliver 

wealth to share around, resorted to brutal grabbing from minorities to distribute to his supporters, in order to survive 

politically – no matter the economic consequences for the country as a whole... 

 It was this realisation that the “Peace of the Brave” of Mandela and De Klerk was derisively and unilaterally being 

negated, Levison mused, that had convinced reasonable men like himself that there remained no viable alternative but to 

strike first – to pre-empt the second revolution and exercise their constitutionally-enshrined right to self-determination in an 

own territory before the rest of South Africa irretrievably became a second Zimbabwe. Because every White South African 

would know that if the 1994 Accords should be allowed to be unravelled – even if initially just in part– it would be like 
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snipping the thread of a knitted jersey: it would no longer hold together and would soon unravel completely, leaving the 

careful design in useless tatters.  

Fortunately, they – the TuGStaf – had had the foresight to make contingency plans for just such an eventuality... 

Furthermore, they had enjoyed four years of grand opportunity, from 1990 to 1994, during which to prepare for it. First by 

fighting hard to ensure that Section 235 and its provision for territorial self-determination was included in the Constitution. 

Secondly by stocking up logistically for the anticipated reality that any Black government – especially one bent on a second 

revolution to establish a Socialist, Africanist utopia – would not voluntarily allow Section 235 to be actually implemented, 

and would thus have to be “persuaded” with all means necessary. 

Tonight, at last, the die was cast.  

There would be no turning back.  

And, no holding back, either... 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 3 

 

It was shortly after ten in the morning that the concierge rang Oedipa to tell her a certain Pierre Faure had insisted on 

being let in and was on his way up to her apartment. 

When she opened her front door a minute or so later, he was already standing there, looking much older, but still just as 

cocksure in posture and cynically superior in expression as she remembered him. He was accompanied by four individuals 

whom he curtly introduced after according her a perfunctory formal greeting.  

 “The young lady on my left is Michelle; she is from the Southern Africa desk at the DGSE. Next to her is Alphonse; he is 

a disarmament specialist from our Direction des Affaires Stratégiques, de Sécurité et du Désarmement. The other two 

gentlemen are technicians from the DST, who need to sweep your apartment for bugs and look for forensic leads.” 

Oedipa nodded in the direction of the two technicians from the DST – the Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire, the 

French security service – and motioned for them to commence their work; she herself had begun to wonder whether Gabriel 

Engelbrecht had planted surveillance equipment in her apartment.  

Pierre was in a hurry to get to the point, as brusque as she remembered him from years ago in South Africa. “Listen, 

Oedipa – I have to thank you, of course, for phoning in this information. It has probably crossed your mind that this could all 

be merely the act of a single crazy individual. Fact is, however, that there definitely is something big brewing in Pretoria – 

what exactly, our man there doesn’t yet know. All he was able to verify was that the computers of their civil service appear 

to be infested with snakes – not real ones, of course – but images of snakes crawling all over their screens! 

“The duty officer at La Piscine who took your call this morning recorded you – it’s standard procedure. Michelle and I 

have already listened to it...” For the first time he permitted a half friendly expression to cross his face, his next words still 

stiffly formal, but with a measured compliment mixed in: “... as always with your news reports, a succinct and clear account 

of the essential facts.”  

Oedipa looked at him appraisingly – back then, in South Africa, their brief official relationship hadn’t exactly been of the 

friendliest, and she already had the feeling that it wasn’t going to be any different this time around. She had never really 

been able to determine why there was this stiffness between them; certainly the age difference played a role, as well as her 

instinctive resistance to authority. But she had also sensed (and resented?) that he didn’t seem to take any note of her as a 

woman. To her he was an enigma and she couldn’t fathom whether that was due to his deliberately cultivated professional 

posture as an intelligence officer, or perhaps to some deeper, more personal inner secrets he harboured. 

They were still grouped in the entrance hall of her apartment, just finishing the ritual of introductions, when the 

smartphone that Gabriel Engelbrecht had left on her bedside table next to the pile of gold Krugerrand coins and CDs started 

ringing – loud and shrill, set at a pitch that was impossible to ignore. She wheeled around instinctively and, when she 

realised what was causing the racket, rushed to retrieve it from her bedroom. Wary of the thing and unsure how to use it, it 

took her a few moments to pick up the call. 

A tinny voice, clearly disguised by technological means, greeted her in an affected tone of friendly familiarity: 

“Goeiemôre, Oedipa. This is Aaron Levison speaking. I’m glad to see that Monsieur Faure and his team have now joined 

you...”  

Startled, Oedipa realised that they did, indeed, have her apartment under some kind of surveillance. 

The voice now switched abruptly from mock friendly to menacing: “I want you to immediately instruct Faure that your 

laptop computer and this smartphone are not to be touched by his technicians! Not ever!  

“I repeat – the laptop and the smartphone may under no circumstances be interfered with, not in any way! If they try to 

open either one of them, we will immediately know, and we will summarily cut off all communications with you, which will 

deprive them of this privileged link to us... So! Go ahead! Tell him – I want to hear you doing so!” 

Oedipa shuddered involuntarily. For how long have they had her under observation? she wondered. Turning slowly to 

face Faure, she held up the phone in front of her, its face turned towards him. He was looking at her questioningly, but with 

some concern as well. She nodded to confirm his unstated question and then hissed: “Yes, it’s them! He calls himself Aaron 

Levison. And he says that you and your people are not to touch my laptop or this phone. Not ever. If you do, he will know, 

and he will cut off all communications; you will then have lost our only link to them.” 

 Levison spoke up again, and she pressed the phone to her ear. “Remember, Oedipa, if they try and fiddle with either the 

laptop or this phone, we will know, and we will cut this link. That will mean you, Madame, will have lost your inside track 

on the biggest story of the century!” 

Levison paused a moment to let this sink in. 
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“So – I would hope that we are all in agreement here... I want Monsieur Faure to confirm, in your presence as witness, 

Oedipa, that they will not interfere with our means of communicating with you. I want his firm undertaking on it! Now!” 

Oedipa briefly explained, and a very unhappy-looking Pierre Faure threw up his arms in dramatic Gallic fashion, pivoted 

around on his heel, and then grimly nodded his assent. When she conveyed this to Levison he wasn’t satisfied. There was 

growing irritation in his voice: “Please activate the speakerphone function!” he instructed. “I’ll tell him myself, and then I 

want to hear from him, personally, his clear undertaking – which I will record!”  

Oedipa switched to speakerphone and Levison started repeating his demand, but Faure cut him short: “Listen, Levison, or 

whatever your name is – this is Pierre Faure speaking. I’m the head of the Africa Division of the DGSE. I confirm that 

we’ve understood perfectly your demand for us not touch either the phone or the laptop. I agree that we shall not do so 

because we obviously need to be able to hear what you have to say. But I am also warning you now, right from the outset, 

that you are playing with fire! We regard your actions as blatant terrorism, and you must take note that I – we – will do 

everything in our power to bring the full force of French and international law to bear upon you!” 

Levison laughed softly – not a snigger, but of a tenor that signalled a wish to defuse the situation, now that he had their 

assurance about the communications equipment. When he answered his voice was calm and soothing: “I appreciate, 

Monsieur, that you could feel that way about our rather ... unconventional manner of reaching out to the French 

Government. In your shoes, I would probably feel the same way. But you must understand that this course of action was 

forced upon us. I can assure you that the Defence Force of the Afrikanaän Republic consists of professional soldiers, not 

terrorists. Trained and disciplined military men who will always honourably uphold the highest standards of ethical conduct 

of their profession.” 

Faure was evidently not interested in these high-sounding platitudes and again interrupted Levison: “You may make such 

a claim, but how do your deeds match your fine words? A lady is rudely surprised and held captive in her own home. 

Against her will, she is made a part of your little game – and I truly hope that that is what this is! Just a little game, very 

badly conceived, out of which we can quickly snap you. You and whatever friends you may have, sharing your crazy world 

of make-believe!” 

Levison again laughed, this time more audibly. His cultivated, restrained tone was however somewhat more brittle when 

he spoke again, after having let pass a moment of silence following Faure’s intervention. “Monsieur Faure – I am the last 

one who would wish to create the impression that we’re merely playing games here...” He lowered his voice, becoming even 

more earnest: “Point number one – I can assure you that you will soon agree with me that this situation is much more 

serious, and of far greater import, than anything you have yet encountered in the course of your career!  

“Point number two – to find tangible proof of our good intentions, you need do no more than search among the music 

CDs in Oedipa’s library. Gabriel Engelbrecht last night left you an extremely valuable, totally unique parting gift. 

Something that all of you have long wanted to lay your hands on... Project Coast – does that ring a bell?” 

Levison paused again, giving Oedipa time to see Faure and his young colleague, the armaments expert, exchange startled 

looks. One could hear a pin drop... 

“Yes! Yes!” Levison continued: “The project for the development of advanced chemical and biological weapons, initiated 

under former South African President PW Botha and managed by the man the press dubbed ‘Doctor Death’, the very able 

Dr. Wouter Basson. Well – as a token of our goodwill, Gabriel has left you a complete set of copies of the entire collection 

of CDs storing all the data of Project Coast! 

 “Those CDs are exact copies of the originals, containing the data that Pretoria refused, in the nineties, to share with 

anybody. Because, they said, it was a national asset. Yes, they regarded this data of such high value that they also didn’t 

want to destroy it – of higher value, therefore, than the data of our nuclear programmes, which they did destroy.   

“Those CDs are copies of the originals which were locked up in a vault under the control of the Surgeon-General of the 

Defence Force. A vault which can only be unlocked by the President, the Surgeon-General and the DG of the National 

Intelligence Agency acting simultaneously, the three of them together using their separate keys...” 

Alphonse now eagerly stepped towards the phone, which Oedipa was still holding out in front of her. His English was 

heavily accented, yet easy enough to understand: “I know what you are referring to, Mr. Levison. Is it the complete set? 

How did you get hold of it?” 

Levison’s tone reflected his knowledge that he now had their undivided attention and that he was being taken very 

seriously indeed: “We are giving you this complete set for a number of very good reasons. The first is to prove that this is 

serious, that it’s no mere game that we’re playing. The fact that we succeeded in keeping for ourselves a set of those prized 

CDs should illustrate to you what kind of deadly weaponry our group had access to, in the run-up to 1994.  

“Secondly, it is a gesture that underscores our honourable intentions – I solemnly pledge that we shall not be the first to 

unleash this kind of weapon on the battlefield. The Afrikanaän Republic is ready, here and now, to sign the International 

Convention on Chemical Weapons and to strictly adhere to it. Once the civilised nations formally recognise our republic, 
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thereby making it possible for us to become a co-signatory to that convention as a member nation, then we shall 

immediately hand over the pathogens under our control for destruction under international supervision ... not in the manner, 

therefore, of the destruction of our first-generation nuclear weapons, which were destroyed without any international 

supervision or even awareness at the time...  

“You will understand, however, that I do not wish to prolong this telephone conversation. Oedipa, you need to look 

among the computer disks that Gabriel left on your bedside table. You’ll find a CD marked OTP1, with software to upload 

into your laptop. I have already e-mailed you the complete text of the memorandum we handed over to the government in 

Pretoria last night, and the content of that CD will decrypt it for you.” 

They heard the communication link disconnect with an audible series of clicks. For a moment they remained motionless, 

then – when they realised that Levison was not going to come back on – Oedipa pointed in the direction of her music CD 

collection and rushed ahead of them towards it. Her eye had immediately been caught by the bundle of unfamiliar disks 

inserted among her U2 collection. She dislodged them and held them out to Alphonse with some distaste, as if they could 

themselves somehow be pestilential. 

“Here! Take the damn things!” 

Alphonse literally grabbed them from her in his eagerness. “Les salauds! If this really is what they claim it to be, then it is 

undeniable proof that Levison and his gang couldn’t have started planning this Operation Exodus only recently! Not on the 

spur of the moment!  

“It will be conclusive proof that they secretly and purposely made these copies and held them back, already before 

President Mandela took office in 1994. Because only back then would they have had access – when they still had control 

over the South African armed forces of the time! 

“I’m ready to believe that they probably made and kept these copies exactly for the purpose that Levison just stated, 

namely to one day serve as proof of the existence, since before 1994, of such a fallback plan as this Project Exodus. It is 

logical then to assume that if they could obtain and hide copies of this ultra-sensitive Project Coast data, then they could at 

the time also have obtained and hidden some of the actual pathogens that Project Coast developed, just as Levison now 

claims to possess!” 

Alphonse now continued reasoning out loud, processing the new information in his mind and verbalising at the same 

time: “These copies must have been made in the early nineties, when President FW de Klerk ordered the dismantlement of 

South Africa’s programme for chemical and biological warfare – code-named Project Coast – and instructed that all of the 

pathogens and documents be destroyed. The research team at the Roodeplaat laboratories did indeed issue a destruction 

certificate for all paper records, which were scanned before being destroyed. The scanned data was supposedly stored on just 

the one set of CDs which only De Klerk, his head of Intelligence, Neil Barnard, and the Surgeon-General could access, 

acting jointly. The keys were subsequently handed over to President Mandela and his head of intelligence; they later refused 

Western requests to hand over the data, claiming it to be a national asset, just as Levison asserted.  

“The actual pathogens that were developed at the Roodeplaat laboratories were supposedly all destroyed during the De 

Klerk era; the waste was disposed of by airplane, scattered over the wide waters of the Southern Ocean...”  

With a shudder, Oedipa remembered Gabriel Engelbrecht’s claim that some American experts regarded the South African 

programme for the development of chemical and biological weapons as the second most advanced in the world at the time, 

only surpassed by that of the Soviet Union...  

With trepidation she put to Alphonse the question that had formed in her mind: “So, just to be clear – what you’re saying 

is that if these right-wing lunatics did indeed make and keep for themselves a set of copies of the data discs, then they could 

just as easily have secretly stashed away some of the pathogens at the same time, for later use?” 

Alphonse’s answer wasn’t unexpected, but nevertheless made her blood run cold: “Logically, yes. But even more to the 

point – from subsequent events and investigations, we already know that some of the documents and pathogens were in 

actual fact not destroyed, but illegally retained. An example – the infamous Dr. Wouter Basson was arrested in January 1997 

in a police trap for the possession of some one thousand tablets of a common street drug. When police searched the house of 

his friend, Sam Bosch, they found half a dozen trunks and a bunch of suitcases containing copies of secret Coast 

documents...” 

Alphonse looked at Oedipa through thick-lensed glasses, and when she nodded that she understood and wished him to 

continue, he delivered an even more disturbing revelation.  

“We also know that a group of erstwhile Coast researchers from the Roodeplaat labs, where the project’s research and 

development experiments were conducted, in 2003 approached our American friends with actual, real examples of 

pathogens which had not been destroyed, and which they had by then been hiding for more than a decade.” 

Faure now turned away, not keen for the conversation with Alphonse about the chemical and biological weapons to 

continue. Self-centred and in a hurry, as always, his mind had been racing ahead to the e-mail that Levison said he had sent 
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to Oedipa’s laptop. He found the CD marked “OTP1” on her bedside table and stepped over to her desk, motioning for her 

to insert it into the computer. 

The first thing that Oedipa noticed when she opened her laptop was that several new programmes had been uploaded the 

previous evening. She had also acquired a couple dozen new Skype contacts overnight. It must have been Engelbrecht’s 

handiwork, after he had knocked her out the second time. The icon indicating that she had received new e-mails was 

flashing, but when she tried to open the one from “Aaron”, unintelligible gibberish filled the screen.  

“What does OTP#1 mean?” she asked, loading the CD. Faure responded, somewhat condescendingly: “It obviously 

stands for ‘one time pad’, a system of encryption that is virtually unbreakable because every character, each time it is typed, 

has just one new correct equivalent, which is used only once.” Oedipa was on the brink of annoyance at his know-all manner 

of enlightening her, but her inquisitiveness kept her focused on loading the CD correctly.  

Thanks to the decryption programme on the CD, the e-mail started transforming into readable text before her eyes, line by 

line.  

The cover message was addressed to her, and started with an apology: 

 Goeiedag, Oedipa  

Please allow me, first of all, to apologise for the blatant manner in which we are abusing and misusing you – because we 

cannot deny that that is exactly what we are doing. We can but hope that, in the long run if not now, you will understand 

that we simply could not see any other alternative. At least we are, in the process, giving you the scoop of your journalistic 

career! 

 The OTP discs serve only to protect our communications against unauthorised interception by the likes of hackers; 

evidently the authorities are welcome to read everything we send you since it is meant for them anyway. You are free to 

allow them to copy the OTP discs should they wish to do so. 

 The memorandum that we handed this morning to the government in Pretoria is attached hereto, together with some 

background material. Once you have read it, I will communicate with you again via Skype.  

Kind regards 

 A.L. 

When Oedipa opened the attachment, the first document looked more like a magazine article than a memorandum. 

Michelle, who had been reading over her shoulder, recognised it. “That’s a research piece that appeared a while ago in a 

Dutch university publication – from the African Studies Centre in Leiden. It was written by a Black academic who has been 

studying the divisions within South Africa’s ruling ANC.”  

Part of the text was highlighted: “No mere chimera, the popularity of Zuma among workers, dramatises a deep seated 

populist ideology that has always existed within the ANC that was committed to the complete decolonisation of South Africa. 

It had two strands. The first strand is deeply Africanist and its teleology is the transformation of South Africa into a black 

republic ... In this black republic African culture, African history and African values must occupy the centre stage. The black 

intellectual will determine and shape the public discourse.  

The second strand is Afro-Marxist in orientation, and it consists of a two stage revolution. The negotiated settlement of 

1994 was the first stage of the revolution where the black and white bourgeoisie accommodate each other, forgive each 

other, promise the rest of the people reconciliation and unity that papers over material inequalities. It is a necessary stage 

but not the teleology of the national democratic revolution. This is the stage of black bourgeois liberation, but does not 

include the liberation of the masses (the workers and peasants). Hence, the need for a second revolution now crystallising 

around the worker and peasant concerns and ranged against the bourgeoisie.”  

Michelle had turned to the others: “For some years now there have been growing divisions within the ANC, which has its 

own peculiar use of terminology such as ‘Africanist”. The old conflict between the so-called Africanists and the non-

racialists, which led to the breakaway of the Pan-Africanist Congress in the 1950s, is clearly resurfacing strongly. Their use 

of Africanist as opposed to non-racialist is somewhat different from the usual, as I’ve said; in ANC parlance, an Africanist is 

somebody who believes in prioritising the interests of those indigenous people who are racially of Black African origin, 

such as the Zulus or the Xhosas, as opposed to the so-called Coloureds, for instance, who are mixed race. A non-racialist, on 

the other hand, is one who wishes the movement and its policies to be blind to ethnic origins. 

“You will recall that President Thabo Mbeki, the staunch non-racialist who succeeded Nelson Mandela, was forced out of 

office.  

“These internal divisions have continued and have intensified under the new president, Jacob Zuma, with more and more 

complaints being aired from within the ANC that the left wing is taking over the movement. Leading members of the 

National Executive Committee, such as Billy Masetla, have recently begun to openly criticise the South African Communist 

Party over this. 
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“The notion of a ‘second revolution’ on the classic Marxist pattern has also been gaining currency. Mac Maharaj, the guru 

of the left wing and their link to academia, for example wrote an article for the German Berghof institute in which he 

emphasised that the negotiated settlement of 1994 was no more than a ‘beachhead’ and that the task of carrying through the 

national liberation of the oppressed masses has not yet been completed.” 

Oedipa, no less impatient than Faure by nature, sat hands on hips and fixed an inquisitorial gaze upon the younger 

woman: “So, what exactly does that mean, for the here and now?”   

“There is a general consensus among Western intelligence analysts that the ANC is in a state of flux under Zuma, who is 

a transitional figure at best. With the moderates marginalised, the ANC’s future character as a political movement will 

depend on whether the Africanists, with their populist ideas on the economy, can successfully complete their power grab in 

the battle to succeed Zuma,” Michelle replied, almost demurely. 

Oedipa nodded her understanding. She had also been following the ideological shift, the splintering into different factions, 

and had noticed the Communist Party and their trade union ally, the Congress of South African Trade Unions, rise in 

influence within the ANC. Not to mention the populist firebrands leading the ANC Youth League, pursuing their own 

competing agenda, dismissing the SACP and its leadership as ineffectual…  

She flipped through the other attachments and noted that they all dealt with recent pronouncements by ANC leaders about 

the nationalisation of South Africa’s mines, the “stealing” of the land by the Whites, and the need for the “Africanisation” of 

the judicial system. The press cuttings reflected increasing rifts about the ideological foundations for economic policy, as 

well as a rising supremacist tendency on the part of some racially Black African members of the ANC who were no longer 

espousing non-racialism. These Africanists were using the Apartheid era’s racial classification scheme in reverse, in order to 

prioritise the interests of the Black African majority.  

“So, this bastard Levison is trying to sensitise us to their fears that the ANC is about to fall into the hands of radical 

Africanists demagogues who are grabbers of farms and mines, and who will negate and move beyond the negotiated 

settlement of 1994,” she remarked. “These internal conflicts are nothing new, though. I remember very well the sharp 

divisions within the ANC, in the early nineties, about the wisdom of participating in the negotiation process. Certain 

journalists – old hands like Fred Bridgland – even coined their own terminology and described it as the division between the 

‘negotiationists’ and the ‘insurrectionists’. Chris Hani, who was later assassinated, was the leader of the Moscow-trained 

‘insurrectionists’. Bridgland wrote somewhere that, for Hani, the road to absolute political power went through the 

revolutionary barricades, whereas Mbeki and Mandela believed that that revolutionary road would lead to ruin for the 

country.” 

 “Yes, and Hani actually gained the most votes at the ANC’s congress of that time,” Faure interrupted. “One of the stories 

spread about Mbeki, before his ouster as president, was that he was supposedly involved in the assassination of Hani, who 

was then his main rival for succeeding Mandela.” 

The document that had been faxed to the Government in Pretoria that morning finally came up on the screen. Seeing it 

there, black on white, seemed to please Faure, especially since his man in Pretoria had informed him earlier that he hadn’t 

been able to obtain a copy – the South African Government had not been willing to share its contents with anybody outside 

the ruling inner circle.  

The memorandum had an impressive crest as letterhead, consisting of a five-pointed castle with a golden powderhorn 

centred on it, and was addressed to The President and Government of the Republic of South Africa, from the Tussentydse 

Generale Staf, Weermag van die Afrikanaän Republiek (which Oedipa translated for the benefit of the others). 

The document itself was written in English, in a somewhat stilted style; as they read it, its meaning and the threats that it 

conveyed, albeit in ostensibly civil terms, were searingly clear:  

The Kempton Park negotiations of the early nineties were supposed to establish a shared fatherland for our rainbow 

nation. The security forces of the “old” South Africa dutifully protected that democratic process, playing a vital stabilising 

role in ushering in a non-racial New South Africa. There were no mutinies, nor any disloyalty, despite the very grave 

concerns that many individuals within the forces personally harboured. The discipline of true professionalism prevailed. 

However, true professionalism also requires that men who are pledged to defend their people should not wager all on 

blind faith, but should plan for contingencies. Within the security forces there was, fortunately, such a professional and 

responsible element that did not lose sight of the reality that the ANC had always been deeply divided between those who 

would accept a compromise settlement on non-racial lines, and those radicals who would continue to strive for a complete, 

revolutionary transformation of the country into a racially Africanist, socialist state.  

We, members of that responsible element, knew back in 1990 already that we had to anticipate and plan for the possibility 

that the day may come that the non-racialist, moderate faction of Mandela and Mbeki loses control of the ANC to a 

radicalised element still bent on establishing a socialist, Africanist so-called people’s democracy. We realised back then 
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that when such elements took over the ANC, the dream of the ‘rainbow nation’ would die, as would the Kempton Park 

Accords.  

We knew in the early nineties already that Mbeki’s internal enemies (that is, the believers in revolution, with their 

Africanist/Socialist orientation) had never seen the negotiated compromise of 1994, which established the New South Africa, 

as being the final conclusion to their ‘freedom struggle’.  We understood very well that this populist faction regarded the 

transition of 1994 merely as an intermediate step on the way to their socialist, Africanist utopia. For them, it was no more 

than a necessary step designed to get rid of the old White status quo. When they ousted President Mbeki, we realised that 

that, too, was another such intermediate step towards their goal – the penultimate step, namely that of getting rid of the 

negotiationists within the ANC. We know, and they know, that in our ethnically determined ‘democracy’, demographics 

dictate that the ANC is the inevitable party of government, and whoever controls the ANC thus controls our destiny. What 

we can clearly see is where the ANC’s current internal struggle (to determine who will succeed President Zuma) is headed, 

with the growing ascendancy of the populist Africanist/Socialist element.  

Accordingly, we have no doubt that preparations for the ‘second revolution’ are already well under way, even though it 

may this time be a revolution waged by means of passing unjust laws, such as nationalisation and land confiscation, rather 

than with AK-47s. 

Fortunately, we foresaw that this may happen, already in those heady days of negotiations and goodwill in the early 

nineties. We realised that we had to have a fallback plan should the revolutionaries indeed take over. Thus, we were 

determined to make full use of the four years between the release of Nelson Mandela from prison and his swearing in as 

president to secretly make the necessary preparations for the day that the dream of a rainbow nation, living happily together 

ever after in a shared, secure and prosperous fatherland, became untenable. 

 An emergency plan was secretly developed and logistically provisioned to remain in place, hidden but ready, for the sad 

day that it was needed. After all, experimenting with something as risky and innovative as the negotiated New South Africa 

without having a well thought out, well-provisioned fallback plan in place, would have been simply unthinkable (as 

Zimbabwe has so tragically demonstrated).  

Our plan, Projek Eksodus, is designed to protect the interests of the Afrikaner people, White and Brown, when those 

speaking in the name of the Black African majority start ignoring minority rights, start negating the compromises reached at 

Kempton Park, and start implementing a Marxist-inspired ‘second revolution’ to establish an Africanist, socialist robber 

baron state in place of the non-racial shared fatherland we  all agreed on in 1994. 

Part of the Kempton Park Accord was the formal promise that a distinct territory for the Afrikaner, which some refer to 

as a ‘Volkstaat’, could and would receive due consideration. This is the other safeguard that was built into the 1996 

Constitution and which we now seek to activate. Chapter 14, Section 235 of the Constitution reads: The right of the South 

African people as a whole to self-determination, as manifested in this Constitution, does not preclude, within the 

framework of this right, recognition of the notion of the right of self-determination of any community sharing a common 

cultural and language heritage, within a territorial entity in the Republic or in any other way, determined by national 

legislation. 

To us it is evident that, with the advent of a land-grabbing, asset-nationalising Africanist/Socialist state, the only 

salvation for the Afrikaner will indeed be an own territory as described in the Constitution, our Afrikanaän (like the Jews 

were given their state after the Second World War, or recently the South Sudanese, who were allowed to break away from 

the Arab North – or is it that only Black Africans have the right to a territory where they can foster their own culture, 

heritage and language?).  

We want our own new territory to which those of us who want to can trek – albeit in sorrow for having to leave behind the 

country of our birth, because our old country has become a place where we are neither welcome, nor secure or at home any 

more.  

After careful consideration of all of the events of the recent past, the TuGStaf has come to the unavoidable conclusion, 

which it reached with great reluctance, that it had to give the order to start activating Project Exodus before it is too late, 

and before our beloved South Africa turns into just another failed African state – into another Zimbabwe. 

It remains our preference that our own Volkstaat be accorded to us in peace and through a constitutional and 

internationally recognised process of legitimate self-determination, as provided for in Section 235 of the Constitution, and 

given that the Eritrean and South Sudanese precedents have been set. We would prefer not to have to take our Volkstaat by 

force of arms. Let it be given to us by those ardent Africanists who so dearly want an untainted Black nation, rather than a 

rainbow one – because, once we have a Volkstaat as our separate political home, will they not then have what they want, 

and we what we want? 

Our goal is to establish a non-racist, democratic republic for Afrikaners; that is, for all who accept Afrikaans as the first 

language of the Volkstaat, irrespective of their colour. A model republic based on the rule of law, socially responsible free 
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market principles and peaceful coexistence with the rest of Southern Africa, the relationship of interdependence which we 

can structure along the lines of the European Union. We are not naive idealists and thus realise that shared economic 

interests and the inextricable historical intertwining of our region’s peoples will require compromise and innovative 

accommodations, but the modalities of such pragmatic compromises need to stand over until the principle of self-

determination in an own territory, as provided for in the Constitution, is in practice recognised as a basic human right of 

the Afrikaner people.  

The Afrikanaän Republic is, and remains, committed to peaceful dialogue. That is why our first step is to hand this 

memorandum to the Government in Pretoria. With this petition we peacefully request that our right of self-determination be 

acknowledged and that the recognition of our Volkstaat be acceded to, in principle, within seventy-two hours. This we 

respectfully ask in accordance with the promises made at Kempton Park, the clear provision in the South African 

Constitution as well as in international law and conventions on the rights of minorities, plus recent precedents set in the 

Balkans and by the African Union itself. We further respectfully request that the modalities for according us our own 

territory then be negotiated within six months, and implemented within a further six months.  

For seventy-two hours we will not publish the contents of this memorandum so that the South African Government will 

not have to negotiate under possible pressure from its public. It is our sincere wish and hope that the Government in 

‘Tshwane’ (as they have now re-baptised Pretoria) will seize this opportunity to meet the legitimate expectations of our 

people so that a joint declaration may in the end be made about an agreed new dispensation of promise and prosperity for 

all our peoples.  

Should, however, our reasonable and legitimate request not be acceded to, then we SHALL take up arms – those arms 

and means that we set aside before 1994 for this exact purpose. The Government in Tshwane, and the world at large, needs 

to take cognisance of the fact that the Defence Force of the Afrikanaän Republic has the capacity in terms of trained 

manpower, funds and weaponry (including weapons of mass destruction) with which to enforce our rights should our 

Volkstaat not be given to us in peace. 

Prior to 1994, while we still had access to the assets of the once powerful state machine, we secretly put in place all the 

required means. To be more specific – we are in possession of the tactical nuclear arsenal and missile delivery systems of 

the then South African Defence Force. We possess the ability to paralyse the entire Southern African economy through 

precisely targeted actions. We have at our disposal the secret funds that were hoarded abroad by successive White 

governments, inter alia for financing a government in exile. In addition, we have copies of the Central Source Register of 

the Old South Africa’s intelligence and security services, listing the identities of each and every agent and informant we ever 

recruited from among the ranks of the present-day ruling elite. For the attention of our friends abroad, we need to warn that 

we also possess a complete archive of documentary proof regarding the extensive clandestine cooperation between foreign 

governments and the old  Apartheid state in sensitive areas... 

We trust that it will be clear to all concerned that any refusal to implement South Africa’s Constitution and accord us our 

Volkstaat shall only lead to conflict and instability, which may cause the whole of Southern Africa to descend into chaos, 

which will ruin individual reputations and careers, and which will destroy trust among leaders and nations, thus impacting 

also on the currently very fragile world economy. 

We emphasise again that we will only proceed to unilaterally declare our Volkstaat as a last resort. We stress, once more, 

that we want to live in peace, and want to see our Volkstaat born through dialogue, rather than through blood and fire. But 

we emphasise with equal determination that we will not allow our people to become the victims of a second Zimbabwe, nor 

of double standards, negating their right to self-determination only because they are not Black. If our hand of friendship is 

slapped away, if our people are not allowed to depart in peace upon this, their exodus to their own Afrikanaän, then we 

WILL systematically unleash upon Pharaoh the devastating modern-day equivalents of the biblical plagues of ancient Egypt, 

and more, until our demands are met. 

For some time after they had all finished reading a nervous silence remained. It was eventually broken by the young 

Michelle: “Well, these people may be totally crazy, but they are clearly not totally stupid!”  

As soon as these words had escaped her mouth, she realised that her comment could be misconstrued as a grudging 

compliment, so she quickly asked: “Are these imbéciles for real? Do they have the means they are referring to?” She looked 

at Alphonse, then at Faure and lastly at Oedipa, but not one of them ventured an answer.  

Embarrassed, she turned back to Faure: “Sir, do you think we will be able to trace his phone call? Or determine the 

location or source of this e-mail?” 

Faure shook his head: “No, Michelle. Levison knew that we would not be able to trace the call in real time, not even had 

we been able to try. Fact is that it was he who gave Oedipa this unknown phone, through his accomplice Engelbrecht, so we 

don’t even know what its number is...”  
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Alphonse, proud of his technological background, now started expanding on the theme: “The cell phone service providers 

for this area will likely be able to draw down records of all the calls that were relayed by their transmission towers serving 

this zone. It’s called a survey of active and passive users. But there are lots of service providers and, in this part of Paris, 

many thousands of calls flowing through their respective antennas at any given moment. We may be able to experimentally 

determine the actual number of this phone by driving up and down between different relay towers and seeing if we can pick 

up the number among all those being passively carried by each tower at that moment in time. However, even should we 

succeed, that will only help us to determine the number of this phone, and it will require a huge, huge effort at that. What we 

actually need is the number of the phone used by Levison for calling this phone, in order to try and establish his 

whereabouts. I’m pretty sure, though, that Levison would be using a satellite phone that could be calling from practically 

any place on the planet, through however many relays.  

“The backtracking to the origin of the e-mail will likely present the same problems, especially since we are not allowed to 

touch Oedipa’s laptop if we wish to retain this communication channel.” 

Faure, not contented with allowing a junior to trump him on any subject, was about to elaborate further on the 

technicalities when Oedipa – who had initially listened with some interest – suddenly felt her ire rise as her mind reverted to 

the bigger picture; recalling Engelbrecht’s traumatising intrusion and the ghastly tenor of the threats contained in the 

memorandum. 

 “M e r d e ! 

“Merde, merde, merde!” 

The French expletive, delivered as forcefully as she was well capable of doing, ensured that she had their full attention.  

“Forget your puéril little spy versus spy games, pour l’amour du Christ!  

“You bureaucratic connards need to focus on the enormity of what these mad geniuses are saying in this blackmail note 

of theirs, not on irrelevant little technical details!  

“I must warn you – these are extremely dangerous and determined people! They are deadly serious about this scheme 

they’ve so carefully planned. Remember, I had one of them right here in my bedroom last night! I was looking into those 

chilling, chilling eyes of his only hours ago!”  

She shuddered involuntarily, remembering Gabriel Engelbrecht bending over her. The fanatical look she had seen in those 

cold, compassionless eyes!  

The others stared at her, taken aback by her vehemence.  

Oedipa swung around, now directly confronting Faure: “If somebody doesn’t put an immediate stop to this, then these 

self-centred, self-righteous Boer bastards are going to do exactly what they threaten – of that you can be one hundred per 

cent fucking sure!  

“No matter that they will be condemning their own Afrikaner people to once again being the skunks of this planet – this 

time probably forever!” 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 4 

 

The Toyota bakkie’s turbo diesel responded throatily as Danie Steyn’s right foot prodded it on, going much faster now 

than the cautious driving speed that he had accustomed himself to after Susan’s accident. He was in a hurry to get across 

town, to his uncle Lukas’s home in Centurion, or – more precisely – the suburb of Lyttelton, just south of Pretoria. 

Danie was on edge. This ultimatum that had been delivered to the South African Government at midnight, which caused 

his colleague Pete to wake him up in the early hours of the morning, was clearly no joke. It was simply beyond Danie’s 

comprehension how anybody could even dream of threatening to launch a civil war, now of all times, with the conflict 

potential in the country probably higher than at any time since the advent of democracy in 1994.   

“Violence only breeds more violence.” His favourite general – the slim, studious man who commanded the Special 

Branch of the Police at the time that Danie was transferred there – spoke that warning after President PW Botha extended 

the State of Emergency in the middle eighties, in the twilight of the Apartheid years. “You will see, my boy, that no matter 

which side you are on – government or liberation movement – when you resort to force to deal with political challenges, it 

only feeds deeper polarisation, causing further escalation. Force in itself can never bring forth a solution to an essentially 

political issue – eventually there simply will have to be a negotiated compromise.”  

He wished that he could shout these words out loud to those faceless idiots who were so casually threatening mass murder 

and mayhem, under the guise of yet another war of liberation, albeit this time from the “White” side. 

It wasn’t as if Danie himself had no misgivings about the direction that South African politics had been taking lately. The 

rabble-rousing demagoguery of the ANC Youth League, in particular, upset him deeply. Singing “Shoot the Boer”, indeed! 

But was it cause enough to threaten civil war?! Had history not taught the idiots behind this ultimatum anything? 

Of course Danie, too, was increasingly worried by the ever more blatant infighting among the major factions within the 

ANC, already jostling to secure positions of power in the post-Zuma years. What concerned him most was that the populist 

Africanists were now clearly setting the succession agenda. He didn’t doubt that President Zuma was merely a transitional 

figure. As the first Zulu president, he had merely been used as a means to break the previous hold on power of the so-called 

Xhosa Nostra. A motley amalgam of discontented factions had united behind him, chiefly in order to be rid of the 

constraints of Thabo Mbeki’s tight management. Guided by the Vula Boys, they had cleverly mobilised the mighty Zulu 

ethnic voting block by putting the “100% Zulu boy” (as Zuma’s T-shirts proclaimed) up as candidate for ANC president.  

Danie didn’t regard Zuma himself as a threat – on the contrary. He well remembered the old Special Branch’s files on 

“Comrade JZ”, which he had studied those many years ago when he served at Security HQ in Wachthuis. JZ had always 

come across as the jovial type, everyone’s friend (especially the ladies); a man adept at blowing with the prevailing political 

winds. No real substance, just good times.  

What Danie really found worrisome were the people clustered around Zuma – the ones who had seized the opportunity to 

use JZ in their vendetta to unseat Mbeki and the negotiatonist faction in the ANC. Zuma’s ascent to power had essentially 

been plotted by the former operatives of Operation Vula, with Mac Maharaj and the Shaik brothers pulling the strings. Their 

personal hatred for Mbeki, their history of vendettas against him, was well known. At Wachthuis, Maharaj was always 

regarded as the dangerous one; a brilliant tactician, he was the brains behind the Moscow faction in the ANC. This time, 

however, Mac may have been too clever by half, Danie figured – he had opened a   Pandora’s box of future perils when he 

sidelined the moderates and empowered the likes of the Youth League and the Trade Unions in building his unholy alliance 

to unseat Mbeki. Those Vula conspirators may be in the pound seats for the moment, Danie thought, controlling state 

intelligence as they did through the Shaiks, but the real issue was – who’s going to succeed Zuma? Given the inability of the 

ANC government to deliver on their promises to the Black African masses, the populists were ominously mobilising around 

an Afro-centred message of simply grabbing and redistributing wealth, rather than building wealth together... 

Nevertheless, you don’t resolve political concerns with guns! he reasserted, his grim thoughts having come full circle. 

That had been his conviction during the years he served in the Special Branch, when he worked to contain the armed 

insurrectionists of the left. The same principle must apply to countering terrorists from the right – society needs law and 

order, he believed. In any event, South Africa was still a far cry from being another Zimbabwe. There were still good, 

sensible people in the ANC Government who were starting to speak out against the radical pressure coming from the 

populists. 

He and Pete had that morning discussed the whole Volkstaat idea around his kitchen table, over mugs of coffee that had 

soon gone cold. Their views on the matter coincided – it was just not a practical, realistic option, and certainly not one worth 

taking up arms for. Where the hell would it be located? he had wondered aloud. And what about all the Afrikaner people 

whose farms and homes, to which they were deeply attached, fell outside the borders of such a state – one which, out of 
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necessity, would be quite small? Like his cousin, Tienie, on their family farm in the north-eastern Free State, who certainly 

wouldn’t want to sacrifice his Groenplaas (land that had been in the Steyn family for generations) in exchange for … what, 

exactly?  

And when had these self-proclaimed Volkstaat visionaries consulted broad Afrikaner opinion on the matter anyway? No 

one’s ever been asked if they actually want to be led away into the wilderness of such ethnic isolation, not to speak of there 

ever having been a proper vote!  

As professional intelligence officers, he and Pete simply couldn’t see how any effort to establish such an ethnic utopia, 

whether through negotiation or force of arms, could in practical terms be remotely successful. Not unless these Volkstaaters 

were willing to spill blood like water, and even then only if they really had access to weapons so horrendous that the world 

would countenance anything, even a secessionist Afrikaner ethnic homeland, for the sake of avoiding acts of mass 

destruction…  

Building on this line of reasoning, their early-morning brainstorming session had soon focused on identifying the key 

intelligence questions that they anticipated would need to be answered in the hours and days ahead. It was clear to both of 

them that one of the key questions would be the military preparedness of the New South Africa’s National Defence Force – 

would the “transformed” SANDF be capable of successfully resisting an attempt at armed secession?  

Danie had offered to start working on this question because his uncle Lukas would be able to provide him with most of 

the answers on the present-day military’s capabilities. 

Oom Lukas was a widower. His townhouse was close to Pretoria’s Waterkloof Air Force Base, in Lyttelton.  Not much of 

an Air Force base nowadays, Danie mused. No potency any more, no combat capability – it was more like an exclusive 

private VIP transport hub for the fat cats occupying the pound seats in government...  

He brought his 4X4 to a halt next to the intercom on a gooseneck, outside the gate, and rung uncle Lukas’s number. 

 “Môre, nefie...” The older man extended a friendly welcome to his sister’s son. “The damn electricity is still off around 

these parts, so please park that fancy bakkie of yours outside. Just make sure that you lock it properly and activate the alarm 

and immobiliser.”  

Danie did as instructed and then entered by the pedestrian gate, where the ex-logistics officer was waiting for him. The 

two shook hands warmly, the pleasure of seeing each other again clearly mutual. But then the older man’s face suddenly 

became sombre as he remembered about Susan. “How are the kids, Danie? How are they – and you – coping with your loss? 

Are you … alraaight?” 

 “Life must go on, Oom…” Danie replied softly, immediately becoming somewhat withdrawn. It was clear to Lukas 

Marais that he didn’t really want to talk about it. 

Oom Lukas unlocked his front door and they stepped into an epitome of ordered tidiness. Despite not having seen the 

hand of a lady for these past three years, not since Tannie Maria passed away, everything in the small townhouse was spit 

and polish, indicative of his military conditioning. Lukas Marais had retired a few months earlier as a full colonel, having 

spent his entire Army career in the Logistical Service. The living room resembled a mini museum of military memorabilia 

and photos. The emphasis was on South Africa’s fighting forces and their weapons systems, so much of the latter developed 

on own soil in the era of international isolation and embargo. 

Danie was again surprised by the extent of the display, arranged with military precision. “My goodness, Oom, there seems 

to be even more stuff today than the last time I was here! I’m sure that there’s not a single South African weapons system of 

the past half-century that you don’t have represented here as either a photo, a model, or some other memento!”  

“Correct, Daan-man!” the veteran responded with more than just a touch of pride before continuing nostalgically: “So 

many of the weapons systems have lately been condemned to the scrapheap that I feel it’s important to do something to keep 

alive some memory of them, even if only for my own appreciation. After all, I dedicated 41 years of my life to ensuring that 

our troops had the necessary weapons and ammo with which to defend our country.” 

Danie decided to immediately get to the point, explaining the reason for his visit: “Oom Lukas...” he started in a serious 

voice. “Today I really need to tap into your knowledge and insights on military matters; it concerns something of huge 

importance and urgency…” 

Lukas Marais looked at his sister’s son – always so serious, so correct and so focused. A good man, but one that should be 

careful of burnout, he thought. Clever, for sure, though perhaps not to the point of brilliance, and like a good Afrikaner 

Calvinist, perhaps a bit too captive of the need to conform, of always doing the “right thing”... A man very much like 

himself, in many respects, Lukas Marais realised. He looked into those serious, earnest eyes, then decided to keep these 

thoughts to himself, keen to know what this situation was that Danie was referring to. 

“We received a top secret instruction this morning, directly from the Union Buildings, from the Presidency itself, Oom,” 

Danie continued. “I know that I could – or rather, that I probably should – have made appointments to go see the top brass at 

Defence HQ in Potgieter Street. To ask them for official answers to my questions. However, that would simply have taken 
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too long under the circumstances. It would also have obliged me to provide them with too many explanations at this stage. 

Besides, I don’t believe that I can trust their opinions on this particular matter, anyway, because they obviously cannot be 

completely objective about a situation which reflects upon them so directly – as you will soon see...” 

Inwardly, Lukas Marais was more than a little perturbed about where Danie was heading with this... However, he put on a 

brave face: “You know that I’ll always try my best to help you, Daantjie,” he answered softly. “Just tell me what it is that 

you want to know.” 

 Danie Steyn nodded his appreciation, then took a deep breath before continuing in an even more serious manner than 

before: “What I need to know, urgently and accurately, is this – how prepared is the National Defence Force today? How 

combat ready are they? Can they head off a well-planned, well-executed assault by members of the ‘old’ Defence Force who 

are hell-bent on seceding from South Africa and establishing an independent Volkstaat in some part of our national 

territory?”  

Oom Lukas stood back in obvious shock, and then thoughtfully stared at Danie Steyn for a good minute before inviting 

him to sit down. Again he took his time, evidently first weighing up his timorous thoughts, before he responded with a 

counter question: “What do you think of this Volkstaat idea, Danie?” 

When Danie and Pete were sitting at the kitchen table earlier that morning, they had debated, for a few moments, whether 

they should actually accept this very political brief from the Presidency. Pete was immediately all for it, having summarily 

dismissed the notion of a Volkstaat as pure folly. His approach was that their firm should be part of the official investigation 

because their “established clients” (which Danie knew was code speak for their big international corporate clients with 

substantial investments in South Africa) would certainly be interested in any inside information the two of them could glean 

about such threatened destabilisation of the country. In Pete’s opinion, being part of the Government’s investigative team 

would afford them a unique insight, enabling them to optimally serve the information needs of all of their major clients, 

whilst hopefully doing some good in terms of helping the Government to understand and counter the threat. Danie didn’t 

have the same buccaneer approach as Pete, and he was not that concerned with what the international corporations would 

make of these developments (well, intellectually he was, of course, but emotionally not). His own intuitive response to the 

Volkstaat idea – which he had also dismissed out of hand – was dictated by his roots, being of rural Afrikaner farming stock 

himself. His reason for accepting the brief was purely and simply to help put a stop to this dangerous development as 

quickly as possible before it seriously harmed the image of his people or endangered their lives and property. 

His answer to his uncle’s question, as he now gave it, was firm yet unemotional, as befitting of two professionals 

dissecting an analytical challenge. It also reflected his mainstream Afrikaner Calvinist world view, with its unfudged 

distinctions between right and wrong... 

 “Oom Lukas, there are, of course, days when I also pine for a place where we can be ourselves again, masters of our own 

destiny, doing our own thing... I would only be lying if I denied it, as it would certainly be an ideal state of affairs for every 

nation to have its own state. But that is a romantic ideal, in our case. It is simply not practical – how many of our people 

would be able, or even willing, to give up their existing jobs and homes in South Africa in order to relocate to some 

Afrikaner homeland, the Good Lord knows where? How many of our farmers would be keen to give up their farms, in order 

to start anew – assuming that there is space and water enough, that is – in some desolate region far from anything and 

everything? Tienie would never ever give Groenplaas up for that!” 

 Danie saw his uncle nod in agreement and, encouraged by that, he continued to share his own understanding of the issues 

involved, persisting with his clinically analytical approach: “My view is that all of us are, in the lottery of life, unavoidably 

in the hands of fate when it comes to determining our place of birth and parentage. We cannot wish away the nationality that 

fate chose for us through the fluke of birth; it doesn’t benefit anyone to keep hankering after utopian solutions when the 

Good Lord has arranged the fundamental realities differently. We have to accept practical reality, and make the most of the 

cards that fate dealt us.”  

Danie stood up and, with his hands dug deep into his pockets, he stared pensively out of the window, in the direction of 

the Air Base, where one of the luxury executive jets acquired in recent years for VIP transport was coming in to land. When 

he continued, his voice carried a note of resignation: “If one looks at this thing objectively, Oom, then more than half of the 

planet’s population find themselves in our shoes. Peoples, nations, tribes ... all who have to lead their lives in shared 

societies. Multicultural, as they say. Right or wrong, this trend will increasingly become the norm as globalisation gains 

further momentum. We are just one of the first victims of this new reality – how many years before France, for instance, 

finds itself significantly changed by its Muslim immigrants? How long will the USA truly be a country led by white English 

speakers? Given this reality of shared destinies, of diversity as the new norm, there is one truth that I believe has been 

historically proven – in such mixed societies, often torn by race and by different levels of wealth, there can only be peace 

and prosperity if there is law and order.” 
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 Danie now turned around and looked the older man straight in the eye before he addressed the crux of the matter: “For 

me, your question therefore has two intertwined dimensions, Oom Lukas – the practical and the moral. On practical grounds, 

I reject a Volkstaat as unworkable. Even more than that – as dangerous, in the extreme! On moral grounds, because these 

people are trying to impose it by means of violence and terror, I reject it with my entire being as wrong. For by this principle 

I stand firm – the use of violence for political ends is plainly illegal, no matter who is behind it, or what their goal might be!  

“I have always upheld the law, in the Old South Africa as well as in the New, and will continue to do so. Because, without 

law and order, we will all fall victim to a never-ending power struggle, without limits, between the greedy, the hotheads and 

the wishful thinkers who will always be among us.”  

The grey head across from him, the hair cut short in the military style, slowly nodded. “Well said, Danie. Your parents 

brought you up right. You know, many of my former colleagues who left the military after 1994 used to ask me why I chose 

to stay on. My answer was always in a similar vein to the one you just gave me – I serve my country, not some political 

ideology or party.” 

 “So, will you be able to help me?” Danie asked. “These people are threatening terrible things. We need to know if the 

present military will be able to contain them. But please, Oom Lukas, you must promise me that you will not repeat to 

anyone the information I’m sharing with you this morning. Likewise, I will not reveal that you were the source of any 

information or opinions that you may share with me.”  

Colonel Lukas Marais, until recently the Senior Staff Officer: Force Preparation of the Logistical Services of the National 

Defence Force based in the Bank of Lisbon building, nodded his agreement. Satisfied that his uncle would keep their 

conversation confidential, Danie continued: “These fanatics claim that they concocted this plan of theirs, which they call 

Project Exodus, prior to 1994. They claim that they secreted away a stockpile of tactical nuclear weapons and missiles, as 

well as a heap of money offshore, in anticipation of needing to go into action to safeguard the White population. They boast 

that they have both the means and the military skill to take on the SANDF and beat them. They appear well organised, 

commanded by an Interim General Staff, and they have given the government only seventy-two hours to agree to their 

demands…” 

The older man was clearly stunned by the assertion that Project Exodus had been conceived and logistically provisioned 

prior to 1994. “Do you mean that this was one of the secret projects of the old SADF, officially planned before 1994, with 

sleepers in place who are now being activated?” 

The drone of the Falcon executive jet reversing its engines on the Waterkloof runway interrupted them for a few 

moments. 

 “No. I definitely don’t believe that it was an official contingency plan of the old SADF; in other words, one that had been 

formally sanctioned by the De Klerk government. Certainly not. However, it does seem clear that it was the brainchild of 

rogue members of the old SADF who, at the time, were able to set this Projek Eksodus up clandestinely, because they had 

access to the means and funds of the state machinery,” Danie responded. “And yes, it is indeed a sleeper situation; they are 

now activating their agents because these right wingers believe that the radical populists are about to completely take over 

the ANC. They believe that we are headed for a government hell-bent on launching a ‘second revolution’ and establishing a 

socialist state that will nationalise the mines and banks, grab our farms, and promote the interests of only the ‘true Black 

Africans’ over the rights of the rest of us who are not indigenous Bantus. In the eyes of the Volkstaaters this can lead to only 

one thing – a second Zimbabwe. They say that what they are doing now is pre-empting that inevitable disaster – at least for 

the part of the country that they want as their own separate territory.”  

Lukas Marais stood up, slightly unsteadily, as if still reeling from the impact of what Danie had conveyed, and joined him 

at the window. There was a look of barely concealed disdain on his face. “Well, if they had access to those damned secret 

funds, then they could indeed have salted away a massive war chest during those last few years!”  

The aversion that Lukas Marais, a straight down the middle logistics and accounting kind of guy, felt for the secret funds 

that proliferated under PW Botha, outside of normal audit control, was evident. He continued grim-faced: “They could, 

indeed, have hidden millions in offshore banks, drawn against that bloody B-12 account for covert operations. One way 

would have been through the foreign offices of ‘Barnacle’ – you know, their code name for those out of control bastards of 

the Civil Cooperation Bureau. 

“One can’t say for sure, either, what kinds of weapons systems and munitions they may have stolen and hidden away 

during the confusion of the transition. Everything had verged on the brink of chaos during that era. There were so many 

different armed forces, each with its own equipment. The Permanent Force, Special Forces, the Active Citizens’ Force and 

the Kommandos, the defence forces of the different Black homelands and, in the end, even that motley crowd of the 

National Peacekeeping Force.  

“And hiding stuff in this vast country of ours would not have been difficult. After all, we ourselves officially stored 

weapons in disused coal mine shafts – even our first nuclear bombs. So they could certainly have done the same, given the 
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huge number of shafts for gold, coal, diamonds – you name it – dug over the years into this rich African soil. Or they could 

simply have hidden it in farm barns, of which there are thousands spread over the thinly populated countryside…”  

Danie saw his uncle position himself in front of a mounted photo of row upon row of armoured vehicles, lined up on what 

appeared to be open veldt. The older man was shaking his head. “You know, Danie, that we sold thousands of these 

things…” he was pointing to the Ratels, Buffels and other armoured vehicles on the photo “…to the private sector after the 

end of the Border War. Essentially everything that we had kept in reserve at the massive Wahlmanstahl vehicle depot north 

of Pretoria was disposed of in that way – obviously stripped of their weapons, but still armoured and in good running 

condition. Who knows how many of these may have been bought up and stored for something like this Operation Exodus? If 

you had money then, plus a plan and some shell companies, you could have bought yourself an entire mechanised brigade!”  

Oom Lukas turned and looked thoughtfully at Danie: “I’ve heard that nowadays you keep yourself busy by tracking 

international financial dark dealings. That, my boy, is what you have to do now – cut the spoor of the money! It always 

leaves tracks. And money is what they will need most of to pay their guys and to buy what they need. Because they had to 

have known that they would need to buy fresh ammo on the international arms market before they launched something like 

this – ammunition and explosives stored in the early nineties would certainly no longer be dependable. They will also need 

to buy fuel, and go out and get hold of some airplanes … if you have enough money, you can buy practically anything on 

the black market these days – even your own air force, at least for a few months’ use…” 

“What do you mean?” Danie asked, sounding a little unconvinced. 

“We live in the era of the private military contractor, my boytjie. Just look at Iraq and Afghanistan – who’s doing the dirty 

work over there? Private companies. I’ve heard that there are some seven thousand of our guys over there; tough bastards, 

experienced and fighting fit. Remember, for example, Eben’s mercenary company – the one called Executive Outcomes? 

How they sorted out Angola, bringing Unita to heel in two ticks, and how they cleaned up the whole of Sierra Leone with 

just a handful of battle-hardened guys? Less than a hundred were needed there if I recall correctly. There are many such 

organisations out there, some even with their own air wings, and there are many, many of our boys working for them – 

tough bastards, as I said, hard as nails – who, man for man, will finish off the aging, overweight and AIDS-infested troops of 

the present SANDF before breakfast.” 

Danie at this point returned to his initial question about the combat readiness of the SANDF.  

The answer from the retired Colonel wasn’t encouraging, though it was clearly honest and objective: “You know that the 

Army nowadays amounts to only about thirty thousand soldiers. And even if we add to that the manpower – pardon me, 

person power – of the Police Service, the White-owned private security companies in the country considerably outnumber 

the both of them. You ask about combat readiness? Just read the opinions of international experts, who openly question the 

SANDF’s fighting abilities – according to them, our soldiers are amongst the oldest in the world, unfit, overweight, and with 

a high percentage of them infected with AIDS. Not to mention the fact that many of these ‘soldiers’ acquired their positions 

as political perks, just to be able to draw government salaries…  

 “We have scarcely twenty proper fighter pilots left in the entire Air Force, and our Navy has a serious shortage of 

officers and ratings with any technical skills. Just about all our weapons systems are at the end of their useful life – the 

disgraceful manner in which these systems have been maintained of late has meant that many of them had to be written off 

prematurely, or should already have been.”  

Lukas continued, dismissively pointing in the direction of Waterkloof air base: “You probably know that the Air Force 

decommissioned the last of our Cheetah jet fighter planes on 2 April 2008, effectively leaving the country for an extended 

period without any fighter protection, as the new Saab Gripens had been ordered but had not entered service yet. Since then, 

the Gripens have been arriving in drips and drabs from Sweden, without installed armament except for their single Mauser 

machine gun. Our one and only fighter squadron, which is supposed to deploy these Gripens, is based up in the far North, at 

Makhado, as Louis Trichardt is now called; they are still far from strength and even further from being operational. The 

pilots are mostly still going through their paces on the British Hawk Mark 120 trainers, which don’t possess any weapons 

systems of their own. In effect, we don’t have any effective air interdiction capability, particularly not in terms of covering 

our vast airspace.   

“We also have virtually no airlift capacity left – except, of course, for the fancy new VIP jets! All the Transalls were left 

standing forlornly in the veldt here at Waterkloof, stripped bare. There are also only a few of our old C-130s still flying, plus 

then a couple of very old Daks, from the Second World War era, down in the Cape. 

 “The saga of our locally built Rooivalk attack helicopters is also a sad, sad one – Denel, the South African designer and 

manufacturer, stopped production in 2007 when they couldn’t pick up any foreign sales. Whether Air Force Base 

Bloemspruit will ever have the intended total of twelve Rooivalke operational at one and the same time, or be able to keep 

them that way, I strongly doubt.” 

“And the Army, Oom Lukas?” Danie asked. “Do they have any teeth left?” 
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The older man took a model of the Olifant main battle tank off the display cabinet and held it out towards Danie. “We had 

250 of these, but they are, of course, really old – rebuilt out of the British Centurion tanks of WWII. Currently we are 

supposed to still have a tank regiment of three squadrons of twelve of these tanks each, with two tanks at headquarters. The 

regiment, however, has more vacancies than men, and the troops that they do have are usually deployed as common infantry 

doing foot patrol duty against livestock thieves along the Lesotho border. Of the theoretical number of 38 tanks left, I doubt 

whether we can get more than one or two operational at any given time.” 

 Danie’s eyes wandered to the model of a Rooikat heavy armoured car. His uncle’s gaze followed his and he explained: 

“We are supposed to have 160 of those, but in reality there are only some 80 left, of which the majority are out of action. 

The lighter armoured personnel carriers, like the Ratels and Buffels, are in equally bad shape – everything that can be stolen, 

like batteries and lights, simply disappear. And to complicate their effective deployment even further, the remaining ones are 

spread wide over the face of the country, distributed to Citizen Force reserve units, and nobody can really tell how many of 

them are truly in combat-ready shape. Perhaps more worrying – since they are under the control of volunteer reserve units, 

it’s hard to guess on whose side they will feature in the case of an internal conflict – probably on the side of those that can 

lay their hands on them first.” 

Oom Lukas pointed to some splendid photographs of the navy’s new frigates and submarines, impressive against the 

majestic mountain backdrop of the Cape Peninsula. “You are familiar with the fiasco around the expensive German vessels? 

Well, the government went ahead and bought them, as part of their now infamous arms procurement package, against the 

advice of the Navy brass who wanted more functional, more modest ships. The frigates have now proven to be unaffordable 

from an operational point of view. It apparently costs more than eight million rand per day to sail one of these sophisticated 

Meko-class frigates! To crown it all, we don’t even have qualified crews to properly man them. Besides, they are actually 

specialised anti-aircraft platforms, so why their type was bought in the first place one can only guess… The same tale of 

sorrow applies to the new Heroine-class subs, also German-built, for which we also lack crews and operating funds – so 

these modern-day U-boats are now mostly up on blocks, dockside at Simon’s Town Naval Base.  

“Let me give you just one example of how truly pathetic this tale really is: the SAS Manthatisi, one of these subs, had all 

of its electronics fried when some bright spark plugged it into an AC power socket on the quayside instead of a DC one! 

Since its hull was also damaged when another genius bashed the boat into the quayside, this brand-new vessel now needs a 

complete refit and will be out of action for years, not mere months...” 

The retired senior staff officer snorted his disgust, and then dismissed the neatly arranged memorabilia of military 

hardware with a wave of his hand as unimportant, before earnestly squaring himself in front of Danie Steyn. “The most 

critical issue, though – one that’s much more important than the state of our hardware – is the issue of what the fighting 

capabilities of the men and women are that must utilise these weapons in combat. The officers who now command our 

conventional armed forces – such of it as remain – were guerrilla fighters, without experience of conventional combat or 

much formal training in leading and deploying conventional forces. As I said earlier, our Black troops are old and many are 

infected with AIDS. They come from non-technical home backgrounds, usually with little effective schooling. For most of 

its technical expertise, the SANDF thus has no choice but to rely on the White boys still in its ranks. From having been there 

myself, I know for a fact that many of them feel that they are not truly welcome any more, nor appreciated… So that begs 

the question – what will these White guys do? With whom will they side should the proverbial pawpaw indeed hit the fan?  

“And then there is the simmering political infighting in the ANC. You know that when Mbeki became president, he 

purged the SANDF of members of the ANC’s insurrectionist wing, sidelining people like former commanding general 

Siphiwe Nyanda. Now that the wheel has turned, with Zuma nominally at the helm, we’ve had a counter purge, of course. 

There’s so much intrigue and dissension, with ethnic overtones mixed in, that I don’t believe there can be effective 

command and control at this time. At the very least, they will be mighty vulnerable to any campaign of disinformation and 

false operational orders that your Volkstaaters will be likely to initiate.” 

 Danie Steyn looked pensively at the older man, who was visibly drained from getting all of this off his chest. After a long 

silence, Danie asked: “Do you think the Volkstaaters are aware of the present state of affairs in the SANDF? It seems to me 

that…” 

“But of course they are!” the logistics colonel interrupted him. “You can bet your last cent on them having agents within 

the SANDF, so certainly they will know this. What’s more, these guys will know just how to really mess things up from the 

inside; how to first get this already-wobbling machine properly out of balance before they launch any military action of their 

own. 

“As in any modern war, the crucial issue is going to be air superiority. If they can hijack the few planes the Air Force has 

that can fly, or neutralise them, and if they can then dissuade any foreign power from intervening, by threatening to bomb 

them with nukes if they should poke their noses into this unholy mess, then they can conceivably pull off such a secession. 
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Whether they will be able to hang on to a Volkstaat in the long term, especially if the international community gets involved 

– even non-militarily, with boycotts and sanctions – is another matter.” 

Danie nodded his understanding. “You know, Oom Lukas, that last point of yours is obviously the reason why they are 

threatening to use nuclear weapons – they want to ensure that no one on the outside will want to intervene. They know, of 

course, that foreign countries will not be keen to send in their units if they literally risk being atomised!” 

 “Amen!” was all Oom Lukas could say to that. 

Danie started towards the door, clearly now in a hurry. With a frown and a shake of his head, he concluded the discussion: 

“This reminds me of the tale of the naked emperor... Our emperor is standing in front of us buck naked, despite all his 

posturing. Now some in the audience, made desperate by the antics of the court jesters, have noticed that nakedness and see 

it as their opportunity... 

“Like my children would say in Afrikaans – H K G K! You know: here comes big shit!” 

Lukas Marais felt too tired, too depressed, to walk Danie Steyn to his vehicle, and said his goodbyes at the front door 

instead. Once back inside, he slumped down onto the sofa, his head in his hands. 

“God!” he thought in despair. The very last thing he had strength for now was something like this... 

Ever since his Maria passed away it had been a struggle for him to keep going, alone with no children. Especially these 

past few weeks, with the initial discomfort having built into real pain and the ever increasing frequency with which he had, 

of late, to get up at night... 

He had seen what the prostate cancer did to his father. 

All his life he had instinctively disliked having to confront difficult people or difficult situations, meaning that he had not 

consulted a doctor yet...   

Now this bloody craziness was about to descend upon them as well!  

He closed his eyes and uttered a muted prayer, begging for the strength he knew he sorely lacked... 

..... 

Tienie Steyn felt the cell phone vibrate in his back pocket. He stopped ploughing and reached for it with one hand, while 

he switched off the noisy tractor with the other. “Hi, Mart...?” he answered, without bothering to check first who the call 

was from.  

The voice of his cousin Danie caught him somewhat by surprise as he had expected it to be his wife, Marita, calling him 

to lunch. With a sudden constriction of his throat, he wondered whether it was more bad news that had prompted this call. 

 “Tienie, man, I need a bit of advice from you … on an issue that I’ve been struggling with since this morning – can you 

talk now? I’m not phoning at a bad time?” Danie asked, uncharacteristically hesitatingly.  

The two of them had always been close, more like brothers, Tienie now thought with more than a touch of heimwee. Only 

a few months separate them, age-wise, and they were in the same class at school. Tienie grew up on Groenplaas, the family 

farm just outside of Frankfort. His father, Martiens, was the older brother to Danie’s dad, Niel. Back then Danie’s dad 

wouldn’t even hear of sharing the farm with Martiens – simply because he knew it couldn’t sustain the both of them, and he 

didn’t want to see it subdivided either. Instead, he chose to look for a job in Frankfort, where he eventually inherited the 

family’s “in town” house, opposite the school in Mark Street. Danie’s dad built a career at the local NCD cheese factory, 

where Susan’s dad also worked… 

Danie needn’t have worried about Tienie being too busy to take his call. His jovial cousin guffawed at such a question. 

“Of course we can chat now, Daantjie. You know bloody well that we farmers always have time on our hands, unlike you 

important city gents... What’s your dilemma, anyway? Uncertain whether you should go for a new Benz, or for a BMW?” 

 The response was delivered jokingly but, inside, Tienie’s stomach was suddenly churning, concerned that Danie’s call 

related somehow to Susan’s recent death. He remembered only too well that morning, a few weeks ago, when Danie had 

called for his advice on switching off the machines that had been keeping her alive artificially… 

Danie couldn’t help but share momentarily in the jovialness of his always-ebullient cousin. His own laughter didn’t last, 

however, and when he again spoke, the emotion in his voice silenced Tienie as well. 

 “Tienie, man, I’m sorry to bother you again with my personal matters, but your advice last time was so valuable that I 

thought I’d run this by you as well…” 

It pained Tienie to hear his friend like this, and he could muster only a small sound from the throat, with which to signal 

Danie to continue. 

For three or four minutes Danie related how the anguish of Susan’s death still assailed him, how terribly he missed her... 

How he worried about the children... He was unable to manage a proper night’s sleep, unable to really ever get his mind off 

the terrible events. That morning, however, a very important brief from high up had suddenly come along – something truly 
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significant that would require every moment of his time, but which would of necessity take him away from Pretoria and the 

kids. And that was the reason for his call – he wasn’t sure whether it would be morally right of him, so soon after the 

trauma, to be away from the children, who would have to fend for themselves for a few days... 

Tienie’s voice, in response, was uncommonly serious, for once. “Now you listen to me, Daniël Steyn! You know how 

Marita and I nagged you after the funeral to come to Groenplaas, to get away from Pretoria, away from the ugly memories, 

just to relax a bit. You didn’t want to, and we understood why when you explained that this setting would just remind you of 

Susan, especially if you sit here with nothing but time on your hands. We realised that it wasn’t time off that you needed – it 

was actually to be kept busy; the busier, the better. So now you’ve got that opportunity! To get stuck into something which 

you yourself say is really important.  

“Do it, neef! That youngster of yours, Niel, is man enough already – what with him standing two metres tall! Remember, 

when we were his age, you were already in the Police College and I was already doing leopard crawls around Angola, in the 

Border War.  

“Niel will understand – he will want you to seize this opportunity, now more than ever! And Sus will feel the exact same 

way because that young lady already has a grown-up’s head on her young shoulders. You know and I know that the two of 

them will be able to fend for themselves very well, and enjoy it! Your Ma could also stay over for a few nights, I’m sure. 

And I truly believe that your Susan – yes, your late dear wife – that she, too, would want you to do this. I can absolutely 

assure you of that, having known her as well as I did!”  

There was a moment of silence before Danie spoke up again, grateful acceptance audible in his voice: “This matter is 

truly, truly important, Tienie…” he re-affirmed. “Unfortunately I can’t say too much about it at this stage, but the idiots I’ll 

be chasing – they simply have to be stopped. For your sake, my sake, for all our children’s sake. Otherwise, they will be 

shaming us Boeremense, us Afrikaners, back into being the ultimate outcasts of this world. They will cause us to lose 

everything – our farms, our homes, our jobs, the lives of very many of us – and all for a fokken fantasy, an unachievable 

dream which they, in their conceitedness, have decided on our behalf that we all supposedly want, no matter the cost…”  

..... 

Sakkie Essop saw his wife Trudy’s face light up when she picked him out in the midday crowd as he approached the table 

that she’d been holding for them at the Juicy Lucy. Her place of work was close to the Education Ministry, where he was a 

senior official. The Ministry, in turn, was close to this informal franchise of light healthy food, and it was their habit to lunch 

here together, enjoying the fresh fruit shakes and quickie meals. 

Today he truly needed the comfort of her company because his morning had been disastrous, to say the least. 

Trudy Essop could see that her man was stressed – it was obvious from the moment he seated himself opposite her and 

started drumming his fingers on the table, without himself even being aware of the gesture. She had already brought their 

usual fare to the table and moved his plate across to him, at the same time surreptitiously closing her fingers calmingly over 

his. He stopped drumming, an embarrassed half smile creasing the corners of his mouth. 

“Eat, before it gets cold,” she said gently. 

The thin-featured, dark man with greying hair, who hailed from Ida’s Valley in Stellenbosch near Cape Town, did as 

bidden. For a few minutes there was silence between them. When eventually they were both sipping their fruit shakes, she 

ventured to give him a questioning look, her eyebrows curving up. 

“Jissie tog! What a morning! First, there was this stupid computer virus, which caused a snake to wriggle all over my 

screen and mess everything up. Behind it trailed this strange message to let the people go – or something like that. When I 

checked with the others, every single computer was infected and the technicians couldn’t do a thing about it. This went on 

till precisely ten o’clock, when the damn snakes finally disappeared – seems the virus was programmed to self-destruct at a 

pre-set time.” 

Trudy smiled – she had noticed that Sakkie’s frustration tolerance threshold had been rather low of late, and could well 

imagine how a workaholic like him would be infuriated by not being able to access his computer. However, she also sensed 

that this wasn’t the real reason for the stress that he was so evidently suffering.  

“And further?” she prompted. “What else happened? Because I can see in the red of your eyes that your blood pressure 

was blown sky-high again by something – or was it ... someone?”  

“That blêddie woman!” he admitted at last, after first instinctively looking around to check that they could not be 

overheard in the hubbub of the lunchtime crowd. 

Trudy knew from previous conversations that, since President Zuma’s people had taken charge of the government, tension 

had been building up between Sakkie and the new lady who had been appointed by them to serve under him as one of his 

Chief Directors. 
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“She’s still fooling around, wasting my time with that nonsense COSAS has been trying to instigate, about closing down 

Afrikaans schools! She’s never done any real work, just sees herself as some kind of a political commissar, checking that we 

toe the line! She’s forever pushing the ideas propagated by these populist Africanists in the Youth League and their even 

more infantile sidekicks in the student bodies! They’re playing with fire, and when you try to warn them about it, you are 

made out to be a ‘counter-revolutionary’! Me, who walked in the front ranks of our protest marches during the Struggle, who 

was jailed three times – when they were still in their blêddie nappies!” 

Trudy remembered some of the press releases by the Congress of South African Students that Izak had showed her in the 

past, over the dinner table at home. The student body was persisting with its claim that using the Afrikaans language as 

medium of instruction at certain schools, even though these were serving preponderantly White Afrikaans-speaking feeder 

areas, was preventing Black African learners from studying there. One phrase in particular had stuck in her mind, perhaps 

because of its peculiar use of English: “Cosas condemns any racial tendencies that seeks to close doors of learning for the 

black African students, who are indigenous people of this country and Africa at large, by having foreign, unoriginal 

Afrikaans as a medium of instruction in some racist schools.” She had assumed that the young intellectuals meant by the 

term “unoriginal” to say “non-indigenous”, in the sense of Afrikaans not being a Bantu language. But Afrikaans was 

incontestably a language born on African soil, one which is only spoken on this continent – and not only by Whites, at that. 

After all, it was her own mother tongue as well… 

The Essops had always been staunch supporters of the ANC, proud to be members of the liberation movement led by 

Nelson Mandela. Being of the so-called Coloured population group (or “Cape Malay” to be more exact in terms of former 

Apartheid terminology), they had especially identified with the ANC’s avowedly non-racial stance. Izak Essop, stalwart of 

the Liberation Struggle, himself often incarcerated by the Apartheid State during the era of the protest marches, had risen 

through the ranks in the Education Ministry under presidents Mandela and Mbeki, first as a school principal, then as a 

provincial inspector in the Western Cape, and subsequently as Deputy Director-General in the national ministry itself, in 

Pretoria – appointed during Mbeki’s last year as president. He had also served on the Provincial Executive Committee of the 

ANC in the Western Cape, honoured as one of the wise old men of the movement. Now he was being actively undermined 

by this new clique, by this upstart of a woman with no higher education and no experience in the classroom either (perhaps 

more so in the bedroom, Trudy had thought). 

“So, how did it end this time?” Trudy asked, remembering that the woman had, the week before, called Izak a “hotnot”, 

denigrating his ethnic origin. 

“Today she’s worse than ever before – totally out of control. Came in with a kind of gleam in her eye, parked herself in 

front of my desk, and told me that her boyfriend in National Intelligence had told her that morning that things were about to 

‘explode’ – also, that they’d received instructions to weed out all of the so-called counter-revolutionaries, as quickly as 

possible.” 

“What did she mean by that – that things are about to explode?” Trudy asked, immediately concerned. The sensors of her 

normally reliable intuition had instantly been alerted…  

Izak noticed her reaction and downplayed the matter. “I don’t think she really knows much. Just something that this 

bigwig boyfriend of hers – the one she’s always subtly threatening me with – said this morning. He was apparently called to 

duty in the early hours before dawn; once again some story of a coup plot – those have been ten a penny of late, as you 

know. That’s why they’re hunting ‘counter-revolutionaries’ again; in other words, going for anybody they deem a political 

threat, or whose job they want. She was looking around my office again with that look – you know, as if she’s measuring the 

curtains and stuff that she’ll have replaced when she takes over my position.” 

“You’re sure that it’s not just a case of the two of you simply not getting along at an interpersonal level?” Trudy asked, 

hoping against hope for such an innocent explanation, instead of having to contemplate the dangerous possibilities inherent 

in the devious political scheming that had become all too common in recent years… After all, how many allegations of 

conspiracies and coup plots had leading political figures and entrepreneurs had to fend off since the new crowd took over the 

ANC? Good people, even prominent cabinet ministers? 

Sakkie just snorted, but then – feeling that his wife at least deserved an honest answer – he added: “I’m beginning to  

realise that we allowed Pandora’s box to be opened at our Polokwane congress, when the trade unions, populists, 

communists and all kinds of malcontents banded together to get rid of poor Thabo Mbeki and sideline the entire non-

racialist wing. Our ANC is not what it used to be, Trudy. It has been taken over by people who do not respect our core 

principles, such as non-racialism and national reconciliation. There definitely is a negative sentiment about our Cape people, 

for instance – this new bunch views us so-called Coloureds as sidekicks of the Whites, thus untrustworthy, and they cite the 

election results in the Western Cape as proof that we want to be ruled by Whites, not by Blacks…” 

Sakkie looked around again, subconsciously checking that they were not being overheard, before he continued even more 

animatedly: “Their Africanist bias and the aggressiveness with which they spout their half-baked ideas about nationalisation 
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is going to cost our country and our economy dearly! And the fact that they are purposely alienating the Afrikaners by 

singing songs like ‘Shoot the Boer’ and threatening to take their farms, is downright dangerous. Most of these ANCYL 

radicals are too young to know just how tough an enemy these Afrikaners can be…  

“Madiba’s wise strategy had always been to try and bring the Afrikaners into the fold, or at least to divide them, so that 

the decent, moderate majority don’t want to be identified with the dangerous right-wing element. But if nonsense like this 

COSAS thing about banning Afrikaans in their schools and the threat of farm seizures like in Zimbabwe is going to be 

carried too far, then I fear that your moderate, intelligent Afrikaners will be pushed into a choice between either flight or 

fight – both of which will have very bad consequences for the entire country… 

“Just think of how many leading Afrikaners the ANC has already lost – intellectuals like Breyten Breytenbach, André P. 

Brink and Dan Roodt – who supported our ideals so passionately during the Apartheid years – with Breyten even jailed for 

being an ANC ‘terrorist’! And now? Now these same people are saying that we have betrayed our own cause!” 

Trudy found his thoughts resonating with her own perceptions of how things had rapidly started deteriorating, ever since 

the dream of the “rainbow nation” had effectively been allowed to die. It was the first time that Sakkie had so openly spoken 

about these matters. She wondered whether his loyalty to the ANC was beginning to waver. 

   “What’s one to do about all this, my liewe man?” she asked, in Afrikaans. 

Izak Essop looked at her for a long time before he answered. “I’m still firmly convinced that only the ANC can lead this 

country to harmony and prosperity. But then it must be the ANC of Mandela, of reconciliation and non-racialism, with 

sensible modern economic policies. Not this rewarming of ideas like nationalisation and of the failed Marxist ideologies of a 

bygone era. And definitely not this new inverse racism!” 

Trudy remembered reading in the M&G, while surfing the net on her Blackberry in the queue at the municipal accounts 

department, that sympathetic journalists like Fred Bridgland and even Alastair Sparks – himself pitilessly persecuted by the 

Apartheid State – had begun predicting in the overseas media that South Africa was on the road to becoming a second 

Zimbabwe. It had troubled her deeply and she had retained a passage of what Sparks wrote, on her Blackberry, to discuss 

with Sakkie. She now remembered it, and showed him the passage she had saved. 

“What do you think of this? Do you agree with his views?” she asked. 

Izak Essop read the passage: “…the veteran anti-apartheid warhorse journalist who espoused the ANC during its darkest 

days when banned by whites-only rulers, said the extent to which the movement has abandoned its own core principles is 

astonishing. The rot is spreading ever deeper into the very soul of the ANC, said Mr. Sparks, winner of many international 

awards for his reporting … Sparks highlighted two core principles on which the ANC has gone backwards and which had 

carried it through all the long decades of its liberation struggle, through the tough constitutional negotiating process of the 

early 1990s under Nelson Mandela and into the dawn of the new South Africa — ‘the principle of non-racialism and the 

principle of clean, honest government that would deliver a better life for all’.” Sparks added: “We have become a corrupt 

country. The whole body politic is riddled with it. We have reached a kind of corruption gridlock. When so many people in 

high places have the dirt on each other, no one dares blow a whistle.”    

Sadly, the Deputy Director-General of National Education nodded his concurrence. 

“I spoke to our friend in the cabinet the other day…” Trudy noticed that he didn’t want to name names, which sent a 

frisson of fear through her. What was becoming of them? she wondered, and then nodded to confirm that she knew who he 

was referring to. Izak lowered his voice even further and spoke in barely a whisper. From his tenor and choice of words, she 

sensed that he was expressing a deepfelt statement of faith and commitment, not simply making idle observations over 

lunch. 

 “The Minister and I both agree that we simply have to get the movement back on the right track, at the next national 

congress. Madiba’s legacy is at stake. We have to start mobilising the moderates, the sensible people who can see that this 

descent into boundless greed, into posing as populist demagogues in order to play up to the masses, or otherwise clinging to 

outdated ideologies, is going to backfire on us and the country. To do that, we moderates have to be the ones who most 

effectively address the prime issues that haunt the impoverished masses. We must come up with proper solutions for key 

challenges such as land reform and poverty alleviation, to avoid the demagogues being seen to have sole ownership of these 

crucial issues – they with their facile solutions of simply taking and redistributing. 

“We have to prepare for the succession struggle but doing it democratically, through the branches and provincial 

structures, to ensure that we have the votes at the congress to elect a president capable of leadership, and to block the 

radicals from stealing our movement away from us completely. Because if we don’t act now, Trudy, then I’m afraid that it 

may be too late. Then there’s a real risk that these devious political manipulators will irreparably pervert the once proudly 

principled ANC of Chief Albert Luthuli and Nelson Mandela!”  

.o0o. 
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Chapter 5 

 

In Oedipa’s apartment, the discomfort caused by her earlier outburst (when she had accused Faure and the others of being 

fixated on their high-tech “spy games”) was abruptly pushed aside by the flashing and buzzing of the Skype voice-over-

internet facility on her computer. Startled, she spun around on her swivel chair and stared in amazement at her computer 

screen. It suddenly displayed a hell of a lot more Skype contacts than she had ever authorised, with all of them flashing in 

rapid sequence. Each of the new contacts had a powderhorn as avatar, and it seemed as if they were all linked together into 

some kind of conference call. When Levison’s voice came through, Oedipa saw how, in split seconds, the call was randomly 

being passed back and forth among these “contacts”, in a merry-go-round of flashing icons. 

“Goeiemôre, once again, Oedipa. Please confirm that you can hear me!” the tinny, clearly disguised voice of “Levison” 

ordered, rather than requested. 

“I hear you loud and clear,” she responded automatically, then – when she had suppressed her initial surprise, snarled: 

“What the hell have you done to my computer? Why do I have all these hundreds of new Skype contacts?”  

Levison chuckled. “I’m sure you understand that it would be … hmmm … ‘uncomfortable’ for us if you were to trace this 

call back to us and establish where exactly we are calling from. For example, not many years ago, the Russians called a 

Chechen leader on his cell phone before guiding a missile towards him along its signal beam…  

“Monsieur Faure, for your information – we have adapted the famous frequency-hopping technology that our South 

African scientists perfected for radio communications to suit voice-over-internet and satellite phone communications. The 

connection hops between different internet service providers, and between us and them we’ve built in more ‘cheese boxes’ 

than you will find in the whole of Holland. So, it would be a good idea for all of us to concentrate on what we have to say, 

rather than on where we are saying it from – because you are never going to be able to trace these calls!”  

The DGSE man frowned angrily. His answer, when eventually he deigned to give it, was indirect. He didn’t want to give 

the impression of capitulating and abjectly agreeing, but neither did he want to dispute the point in a futile manner. He 

therefore turned to the content of the memorandum that Levison had earlier e-mailed to Oedipa. “We’ve read your long-

winded document, Mr. Levison. We also found the stack of CDs which you allege contain the data from Project Coast. My 

view is that you people are terrorists. Blackmailing your own government like this is naked terrorism. And the fact that 

you’re involving France is contemptible. Why are you doing it?” 

Levison’s response came swiftly; it was clear that he was prepared for this question. “We are ‘involving’ France, as you 

choose to phrase it, Monsieur Faure, because we always had excellent working relations with your country, back in the good 

old days… Bought a lot of weapon systems from you, didn’t we? Also, there’s the Huguenot connection – so many 

Afrikaners are of French origin, are they not? And Africa remains probably more important to France than to any other 

significant power, don’t you agree? You have much more influence on the continent than anybody else.” 

Aaron Levison’s tinny voice was silent for a moment, as if he was pausing for dramatic effect. When he continued, his 

voice was firm. “But the most important reason remains the first one, namely our military-technological ties of old, which 

make you French the nation most familiar with, and most qualified to judge, our claims about the weapons systems at our 

disposal. Remember when we jointly developed the Cactus / Crotale missile system? The Koeberg nuclear power station?  

“We’ve chosen you today because you know our technical capabilities, and that positions you to understand and 

appreciate the factual evidence that we planted - way back in 1994 - as our means of demonstrating to the world the veracity 

of our claims.”  

“Evidence? Evidence of what? And why are you saying that you ‘planted’ it? Do you mean here – in France?” It was 

Alphonse who had stepped in – to Faure’s irritation, Oedipa quickly noticed.  

Levison was again quiet for a disconcerting length of time before he systematically began to rationalise for them 

TuGStaf’s strategy: “Gentlemen, when we commenced with the planning of our Project Exodus in the early nineties, we 

knew that the day may well come that we would need to threaten to use the military technology and weaponry in our arsenal 

– no matter how much we would have liked to avoid doing that. We realised from the outset that one of the challenges that 

we would face, once we’d decided to activate Project Exodus, would be convincing sceptics that our plan is not a recent 

brainwave. We knew that we would have to demonstrate that it was actually planned back in the early nineties, with the 

necessary means of enforcement secreted away at that time, when even sceptics would not question the fact that we still had 

access to the State’s arsenal. In other words, we knew that we would need to be able to demonstrate that we’re not bluffing 

with non-existent, phantom weapons.  
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“So we understood that we would need to be able to show conclusive proof of having at our disposal weapons such as the 

second-generation nuclear arsenal of tactical and missile warheads, salvaged and secured by us before the handover of 

political power in 1994. Such proof was planted in select locations at that time, with the express purpose of completely 

convincing you, when and if we decided to activate Exodus, and lead you to it. Our broader goal with these plants being, of 

course, that knowledge of what power we possess may predispose all to negotiating a peaceful resolution of our demands, 

rather than opting for violence. So that, hopefully, we would never need to resort to the actual use of these terrible 

weapons…”  

Oedipa looked up from her computer screen to watch the reaction of the others. It was clear that Levison had their 

undivided attention, despite his pedantic manner. His voice droned on, a practised recitation of an explanation that he had 

evidently prepared beforehand. 

“As I said, we obviously realised, back then already, that we would have to prove to the world that the Old South Africa 

did indeed possess this kind of weaponry. Secondly, that we had indeed taken control of it prior to 1994 and had secretly 

stored it away, to have at our disposal as a deterrent and a means of persuasion, when circumstances such as the ones we’re 

currently confronted with in our beloved country leave us no other option but to activate Project Exodus. You follow my 

logic, I presume…?” 

Faure and Alphonse looked at each other, both clearly unwilling to say anything that may sound like they were condoning 

Levison’s “logic”. Oedipa, her journalistic inquisitiveness now thoroughly aroused, was impatient that the “proof” which 

Levison kept referring to be revealed. She therefore answered in the affirmative, but also did not hide her sentiments. 

 “Of course we understand – we’re not stupid, damn you! But understanding that you stole the stuff before 1994 doesn’t 

also mean that we find any logic in your motives, or condone what you are now trying to do with it. So – let’s cut to the 

chase! What have you got, and where have you hidden it?” she asked in a mixture of barely-suppressed anticipation and 

revulsion. 

Levison was suddenly formal and to the point: “On the western side of Paris, in the suburb of Rueil-Malmaison, there’s a 

small hamlet called the Hameau de la Jonchère. It’s on the hill, above the Seine, backing onto the forest of St. Cucufa – in 

other words, above the Malmaison palace of Napoleon’s empress Josephine. In the Hameau there’s a street named Avenue 

Josephine, with a house that the South African Embassy rented at the beginning of the nineties – the second last house on 

the left. This house has a wine cellar with a sand floor. Your proof was buried there, before 1994, in the back right-hand 

corner…” 

With his voice rising in tone, Levison now warned: “You don’t need to make a public circus of this. It’s perfectly 

harmless. Nothing will explode, no chemical or biological agent will be released, and there’s no threat of radiation. So you 

don’t need a horde of guys in space suits to descend on the place. One or two men with spades will be able to dig it up. So 

go now, discreetly, get it out of the ground, and know for certain that we are who we say we are, and that we have what we 

claim to have. Report this to your government, with our respectful request that France should, in its best tradition as bastion 

of human rights, prevail upon Pretoria to accede to our just demands for our own territory, our own Afrikanaän. Our right to 

self-determination is, after all, inscribed in Section 235 of our Constitution. As well as in international conventions, to which 

France is a signatory. Because if Pretoria refuses to accede to our just demand, the consequences will be too ghastly to 

contemplate…”  

Alphonse, the disarmament expert, again entered the fray. “How can we be sure that this thing isn’t dangerous? After 

having been buried in the ground so long?” 

“That’s just the point, Monsieur,” Levinson replied, with a touch of irritation. “Isn’t the logic obvious? Clearly we 

needed, back then, to choose a ‘thing’ – as you call it – that could conceivably stay buried for the fullness of time, without 

causing problems, in case the New South Africa worked out as planned. Because then we would never have needed to 

activate Exodus! I can assure you that we did choose something that is completely harmless in the state in which we buried 

it. You simply have to do the recovery discreetly, because no one wants to get the public all worked up, prematurely – 

right?” 

The tinny voice once again adopted an apologetic tone. “I once more apologise to you, Oedipa, for the manner in which 

we have gatecrashed your life. I’m also actually sorry for the fact that we are obliged to involve the French government in 

something that they probably wish not to have to deal with. However, we could see no alternative because the situation in 

our country has lately deteriorated too rapidly for us to continue stoically enduring it. The writing is on the wall, for all to 

see…  

“So please know this – there’s no way that we’re going to allow our people to fall victim to a second Zimbabwe!” 

The Skype icons suddenly disappeared from the screen as Levison abruptly terminated the conversation, allowing his last 

statement to hang in the air for all to chew over... 
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With the connection so brusquely cut, a few moments of silence prevailed among the little group gathered in Oedipa’s 

apartment. The girl that Faure had introduced as Michelle, the intelligence analyst specialising in African matters, had sunk 

back into a Louis XIV chair, caught up in her own thoughts, her eyes locked on the pattern of the Persian rug at her feet. 

Faure was the first to break the grip of the moment. He swung to Alphonse: “We’re going there, tout de suite! And I want a 

team of your guys, just a very small team, to come join us in Malmaison. They must come dressed in everyday civilian 

clothes, in an unmarked panel van. Let them bring spades, as the man suggested! Get hold of them by phone, now, please!”  

Next, he swung round to the men from the DST: “Please contact your headquarters and ask them to find out as much as 

they can about that address – who now lives there, phone number, names of neighbours etcetera. Let them phone what they 

discover through to me. Once you’ve got that going, you can search this apartment, but don’t touch any electronics, phones 

or computers – you heard what the man said about us losing our communications link with them should we do anything 

foolish! 

“Michelle, get hold of La Piscine, please, and ask them for the same kind of information about that house as I’ve asked 

the DST to obtain. Then you must take that copy of the memorandum that Oedipa printed out for us and get the hell back to 

your desk. See to it that the thing gets translated and begin immediately to prepare a draft report – I reckon this will have to 

go up to the National Defence Secretariat, to the Prime Minister and the President – and of course to the Quai d’Orsay. Also, 

tell La Piscine to send a car and driver to come and pick you up here, fast as they can! 

“Oedipa, you’ll probably want to stay here to be present whilst the gentlemen from the DST comb your apartment for 

forensic clues?” 

Oedipa stood up from behind her computer so quickly, so forcefully, that the chair fell over backwards behind her. She 

strode round the desk and planted herself firmly in front of Faure. There was a determination in her features that caused him 

to retreat perceptibly when she came to stare him in the eye from only centimetres away.  

“Pierre Faure!” she snarled his name in a coldly measured tone “I’ve been forced into this merdique business against my 

will. My house has been invaded, first by them, now by your bunch.  

“Fact is, however, that I’m in it now, whether I like it or not, and irrespective of whether it pleases you. I’m your only 

channel of communications with these connards. So, if you want my cooperation, then you’ll need to give me yours. I know 

that I’ve got no choice – everything I may learn, I will have to share with you. But, mon dieu, you are going to do the same 

for me! You will share everything with me! Where you go, I go! In other words, you can plain fucking forget that I’ll stay 

here, at home, while you rush off to Malmaison to dig up their proof. I’m going with you!” 

Faure knew her reputation well enough not to argue. There wasn’t time for that and, in any event, she’d just as likely pull 

the “I’ll tell the media” stunt on him. It would also make sense of sorts to have her stay with him – so that he could keep an 

eye on her, and to know, immediately, when Levison contacted her. In addition, to have her – a witness from the media – 

present to attest to the fact that he did all he could should this whole bloody mess end up turning sour for whatever reason… 

“Does your laptop have Wi-Fi or 4G connectivity? Can you connect with the internet from anywhere out there should 

Levison want to Skype you?”  

When she nodded affirmatively, he indicated with a gesture of head and hand that she should grab it and come. From the 

corner of his eye, he saw her pick up Levison’s smartphone too and then quickly grab her camera as well… 

..... 

Oedipa was the first to speak, once they were all inside Pierre Faure’s charcoal grey Renault sedan. “I know that area – 

the Hameau that Levison was talking about. I attended primary school near there, at the British School of Paris – their junior 

school. The quickest way to get there would be via the Parc Saint-Cloud rather than with the autoroute, which is always 

jammed up. Go through the Bois de Boulogne, then down along the Seine, cross the Saint-Cloud bridge and, immediately 

thereafter, enter the Parc through the lower gates – you surely have some kind of official proof of identity so that we won’t 

have to pay the entrance fee?” 

Faure nodded affirmatively. Because members of the public were obliged to pay to enter the Parc Saint-Cloud, there was 

usually very little traffic on this scenic road, which runs parallel to the Autoroute. He was, however, not too sure about how 

to continue once through the Parc, and asked Oedipa about it.  

“Aim towards Vaucresson, sticking to the edge of the forest, along the Avenue de la Celle Saint-Cloud, until you turn 

right into Avenue de la Jonchère. Continue with that, past the Élysée II shopping complex, and then right again, into the 

Hameau. Josephine intersects with the road from the gate – I’ll give you more directions as we progress,” she answered in a 

businesslike manner. 

Faure manoeuvred the car with dexterity through the traffic clogging the old city gate at Dauphine; when they then 

entered the gardens and woodland of the Bois de Boulogne, the traffic density decreased appreciably. Oedipa saw Faure 
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relax somewhat behind the steering wheel and again wondered about him. Was she prejudiced against him because, back 

then at Stellenbosch, he had treated her like the student she actually was? Or perhaps what she had perceived as his high-

handed arrogance was simply a shield against his insecurity, due to the difference in their social standing and background – 

she from a stately mansion in Le Vesinet, whilst him being of French-colonial background, born and raised in Africa? 

Somewhere she had heard that his parents were pieds-noirs, “black feet”, as the French of Algeria were called. Now he was 

the DGSE’s “Monsieur Afrique”, so the fact that he had himself come to her apartment that morning surely had to be proof 

of how seriously they were regarding this matter? Perhaps she should control her prejudices, as well her sharp tongue, she 

decided upon reflection... 

Oedipa now seized upon the silence inside the vehicle to put a question to Faure about something that Levison had 

mentioned in the course of the Skype conversation. The technical question that she now posed was her way of making 

amends for her earlier outburst when she had berated them for their discourse over the technical details of phone 

interceptions. 

“Pierre, what are the ‘cheese boxes’ that Levison spoke about when he told you that no one would be able to trace back 

his call to its point of origin?” 

Faure glanced sideways at Alphonse, questioningly, as if challenging him to answer, but the younger man could only 

shrug – he clearly wasn’t familiar with the term. 

With some satisfaction, Faure – having the floor to himself – at last deigned to respond: “A cheese box is a device that 

nous anciens used to use, years ago before the age of digital communications, to make it virtually impossible to trace a 

phone call. If you knew that you would have to communicate secretly by phone and that there was a risk of the call being 

intercepted and traced, you would first set up a ‘cheese box” – usually in an apartment rented under false identity. In effect it 

consisted of two telephones, each with separate lines and numbers, one for phoning in, the other for phoning out, but wired 

together. You would then dial the phone that you had set up in the rented apartment and through it, ostensibly from that 

vacant location, dial your real destination number. Should somebody be intercepting your destination party’s calls and try to 

trace back that particular one, they wouldn’t get further than the ‘cheese box’ in the empty apartment. In other words, it’s a 

kind of a cut-out, a firewall. 

“I believe that Levinson meant that they had applied this principle of cut-outs and blind links to their computerised 

communications, segmenting different internet service providers as well as satellite phone providers, and probably dialling 

in from palm held devices or laptops, via satellite or 4G links.”  

With the old-fashioned technological term clarified, Alphonse wanted to contribute his two pennies’ worth: “The South 

Africans were technologically very advanced – they were the ones who perfected the frequency-hopping radio 

communications for military use. This allowed the signal carrying the communication to change, or hop, between a large 

number of frequencies within a split second – the authorised parties had their radios correctly presynchronised, of course, 

but for anyone else trying to intercept, just picking up the call would already have been near impossible, let alone 

determining the correct frequencies and their exact sequence… 

“I reckon that they probably applied that principle to Levison’s call via Skype this morning – when they bundled 

everything as a kind of conference call, hopping between contacts and thus service providers, so that an inadvertent 

eavesdropper would make neither head nor tail of what he was hearing. They probably also used an encryption programme, 

like the one which that Gabriel guy loaded onto your computer last night, at the same time that he loaded the new Skype 

contacts.” 

A few hundred metres short of the bridge across the Seine at Saint-Cloud, they got stuck again in the dense traffic caused 

by this unavoidable bottleneck. Faure’s cell phone started ringing and he passed it on to Alphonse, who took the call and 

started scribbling rapid notes. The conversation was short and to the point and, upon its termination, Alphonse quickly gave 

feedback to the older man: “It was the DST – they succeeded in getting us some useful info about that address in Avenue 

Josephine. The house fortunately happens to be empty at present, between tenants, due to the difficult economic 

circumstances of the times. We can pick up the keys from the guardien at the gatehouse of the Hameau.” 

Alphonse’s own phone started ringing shortly thereafter – after the first few phrases of conversation, he clamped his hand 

over the phone and told Faure that a technical team from his division was already on its way to Malmaison. Oedipa could 

hear him subsequently give orders to his colleagues, stressing again the need for discretion. 

The guard at the imposing black wrought-iron gates to the Parc Saint-Cloud gave the ID proffered by Faure one look, 

saluted and waved them through. The cobblestones droned rhythmically under the wheels as they made their way up the 

tree-lined road at considerably faster pace than prescribed. The beautifully landscaped gardens and the baroque cascade of 

the once imposing palace swept past (it had burned to the ground in 1870 during the Franco-Prussian war, when hit by 

counter fire from the French themselves). Each of them had been engaged in their own thoughts and the silence was only 
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broken when Oedipa started giving Faure directions about where to exit the park, followed by how to cross the railroad, and 

eventually about finding his way through the maze of little streets that was Vaucresson. 

Passing the Élysée II complex with the British School’s junior campus just beyond, her thoughts inadvertently went back 

to her school days. For three years, she and Annelie van Zyl had been the best of friends, until Annelie’s dad was transferred 

back to the head office of Armscor in Pretoria. To this day, when she and Annelie are obliged to speak English for whatever 

reason, they blame their slight Scottish accents on Miss McNeil’s influence, who was their class teacher during those tender 

years... 

On the spur of the moment she looked up Annelie’s phone number with the aid of her laptop computer and the internet 

and punched it into her cell phone. To ask Annelie for Deon’s number... It rang, but then switched to an answering machine 

– time enough for Oedipa to reconsider her impetuous move with a slight blush, and to end the call without leaving a 

message... The way her heart was beating, though, left no room for doubt that just thinking about that bastard could still 

affect her – although she tried to rationalise it as a mere consequence of the present situation, of knowing that he was in 

peril, like all South Africans; a danger that she was tempted to warn him about – out of no more than common human 

decency, naturally...  

Of course she could not disclose any sensitive information to him, she now realised full well. In any case, she hadn’t had 

any direct contact with him for many years – in fact, not since the day that she had broken off their relationship. She thus 

had no way of knowing whether he would be at all interested in receiving any kind of communication from her, no matter 

the context or excuse...  

She shuddered slightly, irritated at her impetuosity. But whether angry at herself, or at him, she didn’t have time to 

properly think through – because Faure had brought the big car to a halt at the Hameau’s gate. 

Alphonse got out, with suitable alacrity, to go and look for the gatekeeper. Fortunately he was nearby, inside the historic 

little gatehouse, enjoying his lunch of red wine, baguette and cheese. Faure introduced them as prospective purchasers of the 

house situated near the end of Avenue Josephine and forewarned the gatekeeper that a panel van with some building 

inspectors that they had engaged to do an evaluation of the structure would soon be arriving.  

With the keys in hand, they soon stopped in front of a modern house bordered by a split-pole fence and a cypress hedge. 

Typical of rental accommodation, the garden was minimalist though neat. The exterior walls of the house were finished in 

honey-coloured sandstone slabs, under a blue-grey slate roof. Large glass sliding doors, which allowed the lounge and 

dining room to open up to the garden in summer, were now hiding behind dull grey roller blinds.  

Faure pushed open the front gate, which wasn’t locked. As they walked up the paved pathway to the heavy front door, 

Oedipa could see that the house consisted of three blocks. To their left was a free-standing family room, evidently standing 

atop the dug-in garage, which was at basement level and accessed via a steeply descending driveway. To their right was the 

block with the living room and kitchen, with the main bedroom atop it, whilst the block at the back would contain the other 

bedrooms, she surmised.  

Faure unlocked the well-secured front door, with its three sets of bolts. From the hallway he immediately descended the 

stairs that led to the basement level. They realised then that the three separate blocks above ground were all linked below 

ground, with a laundry (which also contained the central heating) that was linked to the garage via a passageway. Out of the 

latter, halfway down its length, a door led off to the left. This was standing open and they were thus able to see the floor of 

white sand, the latter characteristic identifying it as the rather substantial wine cellar. The cellar was empty – at least as 

regards what was visible above floor level... 

Faure decided not to enter the cellar at that time and instead kept going down the passage to the garage, in order to open it 

from the inside. He slid open the double doors with some effort; they were clearly stiff from not having been used for some 

months. Faure walked up the driveway to the motor gate to check that it was not locked. He opened it as well, without any 

problem, in order to allow the technicians to drive straight into the garage – out of sight – when they arrived. 

With the preparations complete, they all trooped back upstairs to orientate themselves somewhat better as regards the 

layout of the house. It was dark inside, with the blinds down. Only one of the smaller ones was up – in the kitchen – which 

gave Oedipa a perfectly framed and very lovely view of the forest of St. Cucufa behind the house. 

Just as their impatience was starting to build, the panel van with three technicians arrived and, at Faure’s directions, 

parked in the garage. Armed with a metal detector, it took them less than a minute to locate the exact spot in the back corner 

of the cellar where they should commence digging. It was easy going, digging first through the loose white sand and then 

through soil that had clearly been dug up before.  

At about two metres down, they uncovered a large trunk securely wrapped in oilskin. Alphonse and his three colleagues 

lifted it out of the ground with relative ease, using straps they had brought along for that purpose. 
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With the trunk sitting on the white sand, directly under the harsh glare of the unshaded lightbulb dangling from the 

cellar’s ceiling, Alphonse turned to Faure: “Shall we open it now, Monsieur? Do you think that we can believe that connard 

Levison that this thing isn’t dangerous?” 

Faure knew that the proper thing to do would be to cart the object away, to be examined at a place where it couldn’t 

endanger the public. However, Levison’s logic had made sense to him and he didn’t want to make a drama of it - one that 

could attract attention. Besides, his action-orientated nature didn’t easily brook delays. He looked at Oedipa and saw her nod 

vigorously – her tempestuous character also evident. 

“Yes, let’s see what the hell this is!” Faure replied, emphatically. 

The oilskin came off easily and the metal trunk wasn’t locked. Alphonse opened it, somewhat gingerly, and exposed a 

wooden box inside – an ammunition box. When he lifted the lid, which again wasn’t screwed down, he whistled softly. For 

what felt to the impatient bystanders like an eternity, he studied the object inside, before turning around to face them, his 

eyes wide with excitement.  

“The bastards did have it!” he exclaimed “They surely had it!” 

When he stepped aside for them to see, they immediately realised that the ammunition box was very special indeed. Not 

the normal rough type, its inside was carefully moulded – probably out of styrofoam – and lined with a soft, velvet-like 

green material. Nestling in this exactly-shaped bed was the warhead of a large calibre cannon shell, approximately one metre 

in length. What was strange about it was that it had been neatly cut in half, length-wise, to expose its inside. To resemble 

some kind of a display – which it clearly was. Where the explosive charge should have been there was nothing, just as 

Levison had promised...  

“What the fuck...?” Oedipa asked, staring quizzically at Alphonse. 

“That...” Alphonse replied, pointing at the warhead “...is a 155mm-calibre cannon round, of the type that the South 

African G5 and G6 howitzers can throw more than 50kilometres with the right type of charge...” 

“So?” Faure now asked, impatiently. “What the hell is so special about that? So special that Levison thinks that he can 

prove something by showing it to us?” 

Alphonse knelt down and, almost reverently, allowed his fingers to caress the smoothly polished, carefully shaped inner 

chamber where the explosive material would normally go, inside the casing of the warhead.  

“This isn’t just any old G5 shell. Look! See the shape of this charge chamber? See this neutron reflector? The manner in 

which it’s shaped is typical of a tactical nuclear weapon. It is clearly designed to shape and direct a charge of fissionable 

material into linear implosion.” 

Alphonse looked up at them and could see that they were not following. He stood up and assumed a lecturing pose: 

“Nuclear weapons explode in two stages, even though only a split second apart – first the physically separate elements of 

fissionable material are literally blasted into each other, using conventional explosives, and that ‘merger’ then causes those 

elements in turn to produce the nuclear explosion. For a fission-type nuclear weapon like this one to produce an atomic 

blast, the highly enriched core element must be compressed together into a specific spherical form. The original shape of the 

fissionable material would be something like a rugby ball. By using a neutron reflector like this, made of tungsten or 

beryllium, and with the aid of wave shapers, the material would be reconfigured by the ‘kick’ received from the 

conventional explosives that initiate the implosion process from both sides. When the two sub-critical masses get violently 

fired into each other, with the correct shaping, then – boom... ”  

Alphonse must have noticed from their somewhat glazed expressions that they were not entirely following his technical 

explanation, so that the “boom” he uttered came out somewhat lamely. He grimaced and then continued in a more 

comprehensible manner. 

“Anyway, all I’m trying to explain is that this definitely isn’t your normal G5 cannon ball. It is undeniably a tactical 

nuclear warhead, of the implosion type. Years ago, before the end of Apartheid, we received intelligence reports that the 

South Africans had developed something like this, and that they had actually experimentally fired this kind of shell at the 

Artillery School at Potchefstroom – minus the nuclear charge, of course. However, at the time, nobody had been able to 

produce any concrete proof to back up those reports...” 

“What would the explosive power of such a weapon be?” Oedipa now asked. 

“As just a plain fission weapon, not huge,” Alphonse answered. “Because the thickness of the neutron reflector, and thus 

the efficiency with which it functions, is limited by the constricted space available within the warhead, these weapons are 

usually not very efficient. The fissionable core would typically consist of 10 to 15 kilograms of highly enriched material, 

probably plutonium, and the explosive power would be like that of 70 to 100 tons of TNT. Hiroshima, on the other hand, 

was 13 kilotons.”  

“But the power of an artillery shell like this could be enhanced, to two kilotons or more, with a so-called fusion boost of 

the fission process, like the American W-82 type cannon shell... Or, otherwise, with the use of tritium...” 
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Cringing, Oedipa suddenly remembered Gabriel Engelbrecht proudly mentioning that word – tritium... 

Almost as an afterthought, Alphonse continued: “Of course, the smaller the dimensions of the weapon, the more complex 

it is to manufacture. That is why the first generation of nuclear weapons were enormously bulky beasts, weighing more than 

a ton each – much too large to launch with a missile, let alone as a cannon shell. The first South African nuclear bombs were 

also of this old type. The bomb as such was huge – large enough to contain a sawn-off barrel of a naval gun inside its casing. 

This gun barrel served as the means for directing the firing of the two units of sub-critical fissionable material into one 

another, using conventional explosives at both ends of the barrel.” 

Alphonse looked at them, his two hands raised in front of him, held apart in explanation: “You see the difference? The old 

bombs were so big that they had gun barrels inside of them! The new bombs can be so small that they could be fired from a 

gun barrel!” 

Alphonse had their attention with this easy to understand comparison, so he continued, building up to his main point: 

“There is a very, very important conclusion that we can draw from the evidence here before us. Fact is that if the South 

Africans could have developed and constructed something as small as this, then it incontestably means that they would have 

been able to build the bigger, more powerful modern nuclear warheads that they would have needed for their RSA-3 and 

RSA-4 missiles as well – in other words, weapons capable of destruction way beyond that of their first generation of 

nukes…  

“Even just your basic fission-type warhead for a missile, with a diameter of 18 centimetres and only 25 kilograms of 

fissionable material, can deliver up to 210 kilotons of explosive power – more than 16 times that of Hiroshima. Tritium can 

boost it even further...”  

With a visible tremble, he went quiet for a moment; when he resumed his explanation, his voice emerged as an awed 

whisper – which they were all able to hear clearly, nonetheless, thanks to the acoustics of the cellar and the undivided 

attention they were paying him.  

“You need only a few grams of tritium-deuterium gas to boost any missile-launched warhead to absolute monster size...” 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 6 

 

Doctor André Roux clutched white-knuckled at the steering wheel of his Audi cross-over, as he raced the sure-footed 

vehicle down the curving roads towards Andorra-la-Vella. His still handsome face was as grimly serious as his mood.  

This dash down the valley was happening at the time of day when Roux would normally be enjoying a quiet dinner with 

his wife in their chalet in the Principality of Andorra, the mountainous mini-state wedged in between Spain and France, to 

which the Rouxs had emigrated from South Africa three years earlier, to enjoy their retirement. In fact, he had just sat down 

at the table when Pierre Faure’s urgent phone call cast him back to another life – one that he would much rather never have 

had resurrected.  

The DGSE man, whom André knew well as a trusted friend, had pleaded with him – nay, ordered him – to drop 

everything that he was busy with and get into his car, immediately, to drive down to the French Embassy at the bottom of 

the valley. André had plainly discerned the seriousness in his friend’s voice, as well as the stress and tiredness. Pierre had 

told him in no uncertain terms that he urgently needed advice, which only André could give, concerning a situation so grave 

that he simply couldn’t discuss it over an open phone line. He, André, therefore had to get into his car, without delay, and 

drive down to the Chancery on the Carrer-des-Canals in the Principality’s tiny capital, Andorra-la-Vella. Once there, they 

would be able to communicate securely, using the ambassador’s special telephone equipped with a scrambler.  

There was no question of André Roux not agreeing to Faure’s request. It was not only that he trusted the Frenchman’s 

professional judgement implicitly...  

With a brief explanation to his wife, Naomi, he excused himself from the table, got his coat and pointed the nose of the 

four wheel drive Audi down the winding valley road, to navigate the few kilometres of sharp bends down to the capital, in 

the dark. Fortunately Naomi had not needed a long explanation. It sufficed for him to say that the caller had been Pierre, 

who phoned about “business”, for her to slip back into her role of yester-year, when André had been head of the analytical 

(or “N” for “Navorsing”) chief directorate of the then South African National Intelligence Service, the NIS. During that 

stage of their lives, this kind of urgent call had been commonplace. The concern in her eyes, however, was beyond hiding. 

They had been retired for so many years, first on their wine farm outside the picturesque village of Franschhoek, near Cape 

Town, and for the last three years here – deep in the Pyrenees – surrounded by rocky, grey mountain slopes capped until late 

summer in snow. 

The road that snaked down the valley from André’s chalet above the hamlet of Ansalonga, through the town of Ordino to 

Andorra-la-Vella – clinging all the way to the course cut by the river – was in an excellent state of repair. Like most of the 

infrastructure in the Principality. It nevertheless took him more than half an hour to get down to the compact, mountain-

hemmed city, where the modern co-existed harmoniously with well preserved remnants of a much humbler past. It was a 

bustling little place, full of duty-free shops and financial institutions, but small. Just the way the retired intelligence analyst 

liked it.  

 André’s thoughts naturally reverted to Pierre and he found himself thinking back to their first encounters. Initially, when 

Pierre had taken up his posting at the French Embassy in Pretoria as the declared DGSE liaison officer in the late eighties, 

their contact was strictly professional. André’s job required that he periodically brief the local representatives of foreign 

intelligence services on the then rapidly-evolving situation in Southern Africa. He had at first found the Frenchman to be 

cynical, even critical, in the know-all manner of the stereotypical Gallic cockerel. Later, after two or three business lunches, 

he had begun to realise that the Frenchman held a very deep affection for Africa, with an equally deep understanding for the 

continent’s challenges, as well as for the situation of the Afrikaner people. Their professional collaboration became close 

and, at an interpersonal level, the appreciation for each other’s expertise and analytical abilities was mutual.  

Eventually, following André’s retirement in late 1994, they had become close personal friends, because the professional 

constraints imposed earlier by their respective positions no longer applied. Faure continued to regularly turn to Roux for his 

astute analyses, now given unofficially and always only on matters in the public domain. Soon Faure had become a regular 

house guest, appreciating Naomi’s cooking, and he shared with them tales of his childhood experiences in Francophone 

Africa. With evident nostalgia the Frenchman related his memories of Algeria, where he was born in 1949 and grew up on 

the family wine estate. Until the year he turned thirteen.  

After the signing of the Evian Accords in early 1962 that promised Algeria its independence from France, the Faure 

family had had to abandon their valuable wine estate outside Tlemcen in the Atlas Mountains – an estate that had been built 

up by generations of his family into the jewel that it was then. A few months later, in the summer of 1962, he and his family 

had to hastily flee Algeria, after narrowly escaping the indiscriminate slaughter in the city of Oran on the 5th of July that 

year, in which some 3 500 French civilians were brutally murdered.  
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Pierre’s father, embittered by his perception that the metropolitan French had simply chosen to leave the pieds-noirs to 

their own lot, refused to settle in France. Instead the family moved to Gabon, on the coast of Equatorial West Africa, where 

his father dabbled in the timber export trade. They were never able to regain their financial standing, however, and there 

wasn’t money enough to permit the young Pierre to enrol at university. Left with few options, he joined the CRS (the French 

riot police) in the autumn of 1967, with the aid of an ex-Algeria connection on the Force – just in time to be deployed, fresh 

from training, to help quell the mass insurrection that broke out in Paris in May of 1968. 

André remembered Pierre telling him once about those momentous yet less than pleasant days. They were reminiscing 

about their youth, one late evening on the Roux wine estate in Franschhoek, after they had thoroughly tasted some of 

André’s excellent new vintage of Cabernet Sauvignon. Pierre related with much Gallic grimacing how his collarbone had 

been broken by a cobblestone that was probably aimed at his head. It happened during the hand-to-hand fighting between 

the CRS and leftist students and workers in the early morning hours of 11 May, around the barricades that the 

revolutionaries had erected on the Left Bank of the Seine, in the Latin Quarter. Pierre had further regaled André with the 

taunts they had had to suffer. How they were mocked, when they arrived at the scene of the unrest in the CRS’s ubiquitous 

dark blue busses, with chants of: CRS = Cars Rempli de Singes! (busses filled with apes!).  

The broken collarbone had relieved Pierre of frontline duty. His innate intelligence was noticed, though, and when the 

universities finally reopened, he was placed as an undercover police agent at the University of Paris X, the Nanterre campus, 

where the unrest had started. He majored in political science and international relations. After graduating with good marks, 

he sought and obtained a transfer from the police to the foreign intelligence service, where his knowledge of Africa was put 

to good use, and where he eventually rose to now being the head of the Africa Division – the important post of being the 

DGSE’s “Monsieur Afrique”. 

The discreet life of an intelligence officer suited Pierre much better than a CRS barracks. Although he never told André 

outright, and the latter never asked, the South African had a strong suspicion that his counterpart’s sexual orientation might 

be somewhat ambivalent, if not definitively gay. Sexual preference was not something they ever discussed, but Roux had on 

occasion sensed that Faure may be suppressing his own – whether from ambivalence, or in deference to his strong Catholic 

beliefs, or for whatever other reason. Roux was not inclined to pry, being fully content with the quality of the man and the 

friendship they shared. He knew, though, that Pierre had tried, in his youth, to conform to heterosexual norms, and had even 

got married. It didn’t last.  

To André, whose years in Franschhoek, in particular, had opened his eyes to the kindness, culture and common decency 

so inherent in many gays, Pierre’s sexual orientation – or whatever direction it inclined the man towards – was entirely his 

own affair. Nevertheless, he did feel that Pierre’s aptness to respond to any perceived slight with belligerence, his low 

frustration threshold, was due to the self-imposed strict norms that he had disciplined himself to live by, no matter his own 

natural inclinations. For Pierre Faure was anchored in life by three great loves – his Catholic faith, his Gallic chauvinism, 

and his adoration of European classical music. 

The discreetly floodlit Chancery of the French Embassy, built as a very modern interpretation of traditional Andorran 

architecture, loomed up and he brought the Audi to a halt alongside the pavement in front of the main entrance. The 

ambassador, who was patiently awaiting André, clearly also had very little clue as to what was going on. The cryptic 

instruction that His Excellency had received from Paris midway through his own dinner, simply called upon him to assist a 

grey-headed South African resident of Andorra, who would arrive at the Chancery within the half-hour, to receive a call 

from the DGSE on his scrambled line. The ambassador, just a year or so short of retirement, had spent his entire career in 

the administrative component of the Quai d’Orsay, not in the diplomatic line function. He was given this preretirement 

posting to the mini-state “where no diplomatic issue would ever arise” and of course the ambassadorial title that went with 

it, as a reward for his loyal service. As an administrative type and not a diplomat, he wasn’t familiar with the DGSE’s world 

of secrecy and intrigue and didn’t want to have his life complicated by it, so that he hastily absented himself after showing 

André how to take Pierre’s call. 

Pierre was audibly relieved when he was finally able to greet André over the secure line. “Listen, André, my friend...” the 

DGSE man began. “In South Africa the shit has truly hit the fan, as you say down there. Big shit. Of a kind that can spill 

over to involve the rest of the world, even threaten us here in Europe...” 

André Roux conditioned his breathing, forcing himself to stay calm. He did not interrupt Faure, just listened. 

“What we urgently need is expertise in analysing the guys that you always referred to as the ‘brown shoes’. You know – 

the hard cases from South Africa’s Apartheid-era Defence Force, from the Army in particular. And you’re the most expert, 

sensible and dependable person I can think of to help us with that...” Faure concluded. 

André Roux grimaced. The memories associated with that term “brown shoes”, reminding him of those last difficult years 

of policy conflict with certain senior officers of the Old South Africa’s Army, as distinct from the more worldwise officers 

of the Navy and Air Force, were ones he’d rather forget. Among the members of the NIS and their colleagues in the Security 
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Branch of the Police, these Army officers were colloquially referred to as the “bruinskoene”, or brown shoes (differentiating 

them from the Navy and Air Force, who wore black shoes). 

 “Why do you need my supposed expertise on the ‘brown shoes’, now, after all these years?” André enquired, carefully. 

“What’s going on?” 

 “My friend...” Faure began his reply “...before I tell you what’s going on, let me – in all honesty – say that I don’t really 

have any authority to involve you in this. It’s true that you are nowadays a permanent resident of the Principality of 

Andorra, of which my president is constitutionally a co-prince – together with the Bishop of Urgel in Spain, as you will 

know. But I can evidently not commandeer you merely on the strength of that alone...” Faure joked tiredly, before 

continuing with utmost seriousness. 

“You are, without a doubt, the best man that I can think of to help us out – with your brains, discretion, expert knowledge 

and hopefully your disposition to help, you will be invaluable to this critically important mission. If you do agree to assist 

us, you will not only be helping me, but more than that, you will be helping – probably even saving – your own Afrikaner 

people. But first you have to swear to me that what I’m about to tell you will not be repeated to anybody, not even to Naomi 

– in any case, it will just upset her, without her being able to do anything about it.” 

André knew Pierre Faure well enough to know that his friend wasn’t inclined towards exaggeration. His cool 

professionalism had already been apparent when Faure was the DGSE’s station chief in Pretoria in the late eighties and early 

nineties, in those critical years of South Africa’s transition. His bosses in Paris must have had a lot of confidence in him, for 

they kept him there until well after the handover of power to the Black majority in April of 1994.  

That Faure was calm and collected, also under pressure, André had witnessed in the course of the clandestine cooperation 

between the two intelligence services. Governments often find it useful to conduct sensitive relations via their intelligence 

services, rather than through normal overt diplomacy. That was certainly the case with France – given its huge interests in 

Africa – and the government of FW de Klerk, during the delicate phase that followed the release of Nelson Mandela from 

prison in 1990. The DGSE and NIS regularly served as channel for high-level communication between Paris and Pretoria, in 

the course of which André had to work with Faure on an increasingly regular basis. 

The progression from a professional relationship to personal friendship had followed spontaneously, because instinctively 

they had liked each other, respected the other’s interests and loyalties, and valued each other’s integrity and intellectual 

capacity. Neither of them ever attempted to recruit the other. The friendship was freed up, unconstrained by national security 

considerations, once both of them had left Pretoria: André to an active early retirement as wine farmer in the Franschhoek 

valley, and Faure as trusted roving envoy for the French presidency in Africa. Whenever Pierre’s missions to African 

countries allowed him a break, he would visit André and Naomi on their wine estate, which reminded him so much of his 

own childhood on just such a farm in Algeria. He was always grateful for the cultural and spiritual recharge that a short stay 

in the splendour of the Franschhoek Valley never failed to provide him. Franschhoek – the “French Corner” to translate the 

name literally – where the French Huguenots who came to the Cape of Good Hope were settled more than three centuries 

earlier... 

When André and Naomi decided, a few years ago, to sell the wine estate and move to Andorra, together with their 

daughter and their Swiss son-in-law, Pierre was at hand to provide advice about the purchase of property in Europe. Not that 

he was of particular help with the language there, because the French and Spanish co-rule of the Principality doesn’t stretch 

as far as its lingua franca, which is Catalan, and determinedly so. 

Given how far they had already come together, it wasn’t difficult for André to now promise Faure that he would maintain 

the confidentiality of any information shared with him.  

With that formality out of the way, the DGSE man briefly related the events of the past 24 hours, in his succinct and lucid 

style. He explained what they knew about Projek Eksodus, and described as well the find in the house in the Hameau.  

The South African’s response was immediate. Faure noticed that the emotion in Roux’s voice was causing the indicator 

needle on the device recording the conversation, to jump perceptibly.  

 “Good God above, Pierre! This is terrible! Starting something as crazy as this, after all these years!” Roux paused a 

moment, as if to digest the enormity of it all. When he continued, it was with less emotion, but not with any less seriousness. 

 “It sounds unbelievable, you may think, but knowing those guys... I had really hoped, back in 1994, that they had finally 

seen the light when they didn’t attempt to disrupt the election or the handover of power... but now it seems that, all the 

while, they were just biding their time!”  

“So – you also see this story as being credible, then? That there may indeed be substance to it?” the DGSE man said, 

rather than asked. 

“Pierre, those bastards always followed their own heads, even after FW de Klerk replaced PW Botha as our president. 

They didn’t have much faith in the process of dialogue, the CODESA talks, nor in the ability of FW de Klerk’s team of 

‘youngsters’ to conduct such negotiations without ‘selling out’ to the Black majority. 
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“As regards this alleged contingency plan – this Projek Eksodus you mentioned – we all knew that they, those Army hard 

cases, had used threats of such plans in the course of their own ‘negotiations’ with Mandela’s African National Congress. 

What were supposedly icebreaker sessions at bushveld braais, in reality were opportunities that the Army created for itself, 

to hold direct informal talks around those barbeque fires. We were aware that they had hinted to the ANC at these occasions 

of the existence of a ‘Plan B’, a barely disguised threat of military intervention, which they of course piously cloaked as a 

contingency plan for ‘restoring order’ should the CODESA process degenerate and render the country ungovernable.  

“The ANC saw this ‘Plan B’ all too clearly for what it was, though – a barely disguised threat of a military coup should 

the Army’s calls for a general amnesty not be heeded. Knowing full well the realities of the power balance of the time – the 

overwhelming force that the Army could still bring to bear if they chose to do so – the ANC very quickly made the 

necessary concessions to the military. And, as always, it was the ‘brown shoes’ driving the matter, not the Navy or Air 

Force. That is, till General Pierre Steyn of the Air Force submitted his much talked about report to President De Klerk just 

before Christmas of 1992.” 

Again Roux paused, this time momentarily silenced by his own vivid memory of those “high noon” moments of extreme 

tension... 

 “I’m sure you’ll remember, Pierre, the drama that ensued when General Steyn reported that there were stirrings within 

the Army and FW then summarily fired 23 senior officers in the so-called ‘Night of the Generals’...” 

“Yes, mon Dieu! Who could forget that?!” Pierre Faure confirmed that he remembered the incident only too well – it 

precipitated probably the most stressful period in the entire transition process, namely the wait to see whether the “brown 

shoes” would accept the public dressing-down they had received. 

 André Roux continued: “Pierre, what you’ve been telling me – this Project Exodus – is perfectly in tune with the typical 

way of thinking of that type of ‘brown shoe’. They spent their days up there in the Poynton’s Building hashing up all kinds 

of contingency plans. OK, so we all knew and understood that that is what the military is supposed to do, namely to come up 

beforehand with plans for all kinds of eventualities. But of course it is a very broad and convenient umbrella of cover for 

hatching many kinds of mischief...” 

In Paris, Faure checked the recorder again, and was satisfied that he was taping exactly what was needed in order for him 

to be able to introduce André Roux into play. The Frenchman listened as the South African continued.   

“We had our suspicions, albeit in a general kind of way, that there were officers who were planning unholy deeds. But the 

divide that separated our different organisations – the Army as the PW Botha boys, and NIS as the John Vorster and later 

FW de Klerk guys – was so deep and so wide that trying to keep tabs on them was like spying on a foreign power. 

“As far as I can recall, we never unearthed anything specific that I would now associate with this Exodus project. Not 

even my colleague Dr. Kobus Scholtz and his team of clandestine collection agents, with the intensive investigations that 

they conducted and on whose information General Steyn’s report to FW was largely based, ever brought anything to light 

about a ‘Project Exodus’, or anything remotely like it. There were enough generalised indications of trouble brewing to 

oblige FW to act as he did – although I must admit some good guys amongst the ‘brown shoes’ may also have gotten the 

chop in the process, quite undeservedly.” 

 “But still, you’re not surprised about what I’ve been telling you? You don’t – can’t – reject it as being totally 

implausible?” the DGSE man again wanted to know. 

 “Shocked, yes. Very shocked. But astounded to the point of disbelief? Unfortunately not. It just fits so well with that 

mentality they built up during the last years under PW Botha. The fact that they could have kept it quiet, to the point of the 

rest of us not knowing a thing about it, doesn’t surprise me either. They did that time and again when they still had PW to 

cover for them. And, after he was gone, they would have had added incentive to keep their little schemes even more secret – 

without him to cover for them, what they were concocting would have meant that their heads would be on the block; 

certainly in the New South Africa, where such a project as Exodus would have amounted to high treason and sedition.”  

Pierre Faure now shifted his focus to the nuclear arms programme of the Old South Africa. “What do you make of the 

assertions that they secretly retained a whole arsenal of modern nuclear weapons, André? About their claim that the half-

dozen bombs that were actually destroyed were only the outdated first-generation weapons? Do you know anything about a 

programme for developing tactical nuclear weapons and missile warheads?” 

Roux immediately answered in the negative, then expanded: “One must differentiate between the nuclear programme that 

FW later declared and this story that you’ve now sprung on me, about a tactical arsenal. We in the NIS didn’t know the 

operational details of the initial nuclear deterrent, and rightly so. However, we knew that a deterrent was considered 

necessary and that it was already in the works. 

“I personally remember General Lang Hendrik van den Berg, then the head of BOSS – you know, our original secret 

service that later was rebaptised the NIS – calling a meeting of all deputy heads of division and higher ranks in the 

conference room up on the 11th floor of the Concilium building. It was in the late seventies, when I myself was a young 
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deputy head. He had Minister Piet Koornhof with him – the two of them gave us a pep talk, and Lang Hendrik told us 

straight out that he had just returned from an overseas trip where he had secured the last item that our scientists needed in 

order to produce the bomb.” 

Faure listened in fascination because never before had Roux discussed this kind of formerly classified information with 

him.  

“One of my pals in Military Counter Intelligence later confided to me at a braai, one evening, that they were having one 

hell of a time with the Yanks. The Americans, including their Embassy in Pretoria, were doing their damndest to try and spy 

out our A-bomb test range that was then being prepared at Vastrap in the Kalahari Desert for underground detonations... So, 

yes, although the public didn’t know, we – senior people in Intelligence – we were indeed broadly aware of our nuclear 

deterrent. To the extent of those nukes that were eventually destroyed, that is – the six and a half  bombs, if I recall correctly, 

as made public by FW in his announcement to parliament... 

“So, clearly we knew that our people possessed the scientific know-how and the technology to be able to make these 

weapons. And, in the context of the Cold War and the very real Soviet threat that we faced, having a nuclear deterrent made 

eminent strategic sense – that we all understood. However, just like Israel, we saw no point in bragging about it from the 

rooftops. 

“But to get back to your question – the only concrete information that I ever saw about actual nuclear bombs was the data 

that we eventually shared with the IAEA. To our minds, in the NIS, our nuclear weapons programme only ever existed as a 

strategic deterrent, mostly at the psychological level, not battlefield tactical weapons or ICBMs with nuclear warheads. Of 

such a programme for developing second-generation nuclear weapons of this kind I certainly had no personal knowledge.” 

Faure now pressed Roux further about the alleged second generation weapons, and more specifically about the missile 

programme. Roux wavered somewhat, before answering.  

 “About the missile programme I’m not so sure anymore... I hadn’t paid it much heed at the time, thinking that it was just 

one more self-aggrandising project of PW’s – one of the things that you pretend to be doing in order to psychologically 

appear more dangerous than you really are. Very little was known about it, at the time. However, I now recall very well how 

one of the ‘brown shoes’ engaged me in earnest conversation over a tea break, during one of the innumerable policy 

meetings in the early nineties... He was saying that we should try and hold out just another two or three years, till the missile 

arsenal was fully stocked – that we’d then be able to negotiate from a position of strength, because we would be practically 

untouchable.  

“When I asked him if he meant that those rockets weren’t for civilian applications, as had been publicly stated – whether 

they were going to be armed with warheads – he just looked at me quizzically, as if he realised that I wasn’t party to some 

secret that was key to me getting his drift. In the end, though, he gave me such a plausible answer that I just figured I’d read 

too much into that look. He said that we wouldn’t really need to have warheads for the missiles, anyway, since once we have 

the rockets, everybody would just assume that we have warheads as well – that our enemies would believe their own 

propaganda about the devilishly dangerous racist Boere. All we needed to do, he said, was to demonstrate that our missiles 

could reach them, and they would be too shit scared to try anything against us. It sounded like very clever psychological 

warfare to me – come to think of it, a bit like what Saddam Hussein tried to do prior to the second Gulf War. 

“However, some years later, after I had moved down to Franschhoek in the Cape, I must admit that I started to wonder...” 

André Roux didn’t immediately complete his last phrase, and Faure had to prod him to continue. Roux was silent for a 

few moments more, but then seemed to decide to share his thoughts and spoke up in a strong and determined voice. 

 “Later, after I had taken the severance package and retired to my farm, I started picking up bits and pieces, here and 

there, about the missile programme. As you probably know, most of the facilities related to missile development were 

located down there in the Western Cape. Over time I came to realise what a hugely expensive, massively ambitious 

programme it was. This, of course, made me wonder whether we would truly have spent so many millions on developing 

missiles that could indeed reach New York and Moscow, without developing anything modern with which to arm them. It 

seemed very expensive if it was merely psychologically bluffing, and the notion that those ballistic missiles would serve 

only for taking photographs from space of our agricultural crops?! Blah! 

“Of course, such perceptions were no more than idle speculation on my part... I certainly had nothing concrete; no 

reliable, evaluated information about any such weapons, and obviously no incentive to really research the matter, because all 

of that was in the past, right?! However, I must admit that – given what you’ve told me now about this Projek Eksodus – it 

would not surprise me to learn that our military had actually developed a new generation of weapons with which to arm the 

missiles. It just would make so much sense because otherwise a missile programme of that scale and expense would have 

been utterly nonsensical, wouldn’t it?!” 

Pierre Faure’s voice now sounded even more tired than it had at the outset of their discussion, but he also appeared 

satisfied. “Listen, André, it is clear to me that you share my analysis. You clearly also sense that this bloody story could be 
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all too true, given our shared understanding of the mentality of some of those boys in their brown shoes. It is also self-

evident that, if true, then these guys need to be stopped. Now. Before this thing goes public. Before the population of this 

planet realises that they are about to be held hostage.  

“For that I may soon need a hostage negotiator, in a manner of speaking. Someone that can relate to these people, who 

understands them, even if he doesn’t agree with them. Someone who can speak their language – and by that I mean more 

than mere fluency in Afrikaans. A person who can interpret their mindset for us. But, more importantly, someone who can 

hopefully convince them to give up this crazy scheme of theirs before it’s too late to turn back. In my book, you’re that man. 

Would you be willing to help us if I can get my idea officially sanctioned?” 

André Roux gave his answer without hesitation. “Of course I will, Pierre. You know that one of the prime motivating 

factors for my people, when we negotiated the CODESA settlement in the run-up to 1994, was to rid ourselves and our 

children of the shame of Apartheid. We did that, took that risk, so that we – especially us Afrikaners – could take up our 

rightful place again in the international community. Particularly now, in this era of globalisation. That redemption we 

mercifully achieved, with the ‘peace of the brave’ that we signed, and also with our public abandonment of nuclear 

weapons. Only now do we realise, when we freely travel this globe, how important this liberation was for us, too – truly 

‘Freedom Day’ for us Whites as well.” 

Faure, having recorded what he needed, said a quick goodbye and then double-checked that the recorder had worked 

properly – he was going out on a limb here, he knew, and he wanted this evidence on file if ever his contact with the South 

African should be questioned. 

So far, so good, he thought with grim satisfaction. Then he realised just how tired he was, and how much more the 

coming days were going to demand of them all...  

..... 

  Trudy Essop stood as if paralysed, shocked to her core. The handle of the just-opened front door slipped from her grip. 

In front of her stood Izak, his face looking more haggard than she had ever seen it before – even more worn and wane than 

after any of his regular run-ins with the Apartheid Special Branch, back in the Struggle years... 

That afternoon over lunch she had convinced him to speak with their friend the Minister – the one whose name he hadn’t 

then wanted to say out loud. She had hoped that such a chat would help Sakkie to put his mind to rest about all the internal 

ANC issues which she could see were bothering him so much. Just before four that afternoon Sakkie had phoned her, in 

high spirits, to say that she should not wait for him to pick her up after work; that he had spoken to their friend by phone and 

had been invited to the Minister’s house for sundowners that same evening. Now, at shortly after eight, he was looking even 

more distraught than at lunchtime... 

“What happened?” she asked in a whisper. She hovered protectively over his sparse frame as he sank despondently into 

his favourite easy chair. Out of the corner of her eye she noticed their daughter, a student at Pretoria University, peering into 

the living room to greet her father. She motioned “no” with her head, but he had seen the girl and waved feebly at her. 

Bright as she was, the youngster had sense and intuition enough to leave the two grown-ups be.  

Sakkie, being of Moslem stock, wasn’t a drinker – that much Trudy knew. The state he was in was due to emotional 

shock, not intoxication. She waited about a minute, and then softly repeated her question. 

Izak Essop shuddered. “It’s ... unbelievable, Truuds.  Horrible beyond words... If it’s true – this news that interrupted our 

meeting – then we’re in for terrible, terrible times...” 

Trudy felt a wave of fear wash over her, a sudden nausea that made her feel weak and the hand stroking his crown 

tremble.  She forced herself to remain calm, though, and said softly: “Tell me what happened, Izak.  Tell me step by step, so 

I too can understand.” 

Her husband shrugged, as if to get a grip on himself, and squared his shoulders somewhat. “It all started so positively; we 

were so much in agreement...” he said at last.  

“We began by discussing the mess in the Western Cape, which seems to keep on worsening – the way the ANC lost the 

Coloured vote during the last election, and therewith practically all the municipalities in the province. We were in total 

agreement that it was due to this very vocal new Africanist tendency, this abandoning of our principles of non-racialism in 

order to favour the Black Africans over the rest of us.  

“It’s not as if we’re insensitive to the plight of the Black masses, impoverished as they are. Certainly not! We know, of 

course, that no policy can work if the Africans aren’t fully behind it. It’s also a fact – one that we all recognise – that they 

were historically the most severely disadvantaged by Apartheid. Nevertheless, they cannot now repeat the errors of 

Apartheid by substituting the pro-White discrimination of old with pro-African discrimination...” 

Trudy squeezed his arm in agreement. “What did the Minister say about this?” she asked. 
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“He’s just as worried as I am about the Coloured vote, whether we will ever win it back. But by that time of the evening 

already it was clear to me that he’s even more worried about the Whites. He said that the most troubling thing for him was 

the almost total polarisation – along ethnic lines – that had emerged in the last election, with Black Africans on the one side 

of the fence and Whites, Indians and Coloureds on the other. Most particularly he’s worried about the White Afrikaners, 

though. He’s worried that the radicals in our midst are not just alienating the Afrikaners, they are now actively antagonising 

them – antagonising not only the hard-core right wingers, but also the average intelligent Afrikaner guy, even the 

intellectuals.” 

Sakkie Essop paused and asked Trudy for a glass of water. When she returned with it, he seemed somewhat more 

composed. He gulped down a few mouthfuls of the ice-cold liquid and then continued.  

“The Minister said, quite correctly I think, that it won’t take the Whites very long to figure out that they will never be able 

to budge the ANC’s lock on the Black African vote. They’ll soon understand that the ANC has this absolute demographic 

lock on a perpetually powerful governing majority at national level. Understanding that, the Whites may lose faith in our 

new democracy... 

“On the other hand, these young demagogues within the ANC clearly understand that mobilising the support of the mostly 

impoverished Black African masses is their key to power and its privileges. Which means that, for them, the temptation to 

ignore the interests of the non-Blacks and to favour even more the Africans with policies to confiscate and redistribute 

wealth will just grow stronger and stronger. Look at what Juju Malema and his Youth league pals are already saying in 

public – that the Whites have never voted for us, so bugger them!” 

Trudy stroked Izak’s hand soothingly, her thoughts for the moment dwelling on their friend the Minister. With him being 

married to a White woman, Trudy could understand the man’s concern about any assault on the ANC’s hallowed 

commitment to non-racialism. Their friend was a tough man, though – charismatic and clear-headed – and Trudy had a lot of 

confidence in his ability to steady the ship. “What does he see happening, with all this in-fighting?” she asked.  

Izak’s worry turned his voice into a hoarse whisper. “He says it’s dog-eat-dog out there. No leadership. All of the groups 

at each other’s throats. Comrade JZ was chosen to replace Mbeki precisely because he isn’t strong himself; because he 

wasn’t too clearly aligned with a particular group at the time and didn’t have a really strong power base of his own. 

However, since his election his little coterie has been scheming and plotting, building the Kwa-Zulu Natal provincial 

structure, and the Zulu vote in general, into such a base. Controlling especially the intelligence and security services. The 

communists are at odds with the Youth League, the trade unions don’t know which way to turn, worrying about the power 

and the money going increasingly to a small clique of ‘looters’ at the top, as they call them, rather than trickling down to 

benefit the working masses...” 

“And the Youth League? Juju Malema? What does the minister think of him?” Trudy asked. 

“He says that Malema is brilliant, a true political animal with an instinctive feel for the right message to advance himself 

with, and the tactical and organisational skills to out-manoeuvre everyone else. Malema has grasped the nature of our 

Westminster parliamentary system and its ‘winner takes all’ benefits. He knows that the ANC will dominate parliament, and 

he has also grasped the demographic realities into which he has to play in order to emerge as that winner who will be taking 

all within the ANC.   

“Minister says that South Africans who do not speak the Bantu languages are very much under-estimating the intensity of 

the ethnic rhetoric at Black township meetings, the stirring up of the emotions – much like the eighties, with this call that the 

Struggle is continuing, that the ‘National Democratic Revolution’ isn’t over, because economic liberation must still be won 

and delivered. And, also like in the eighties, people in the townships are being threatened again with boxes of matches if 

they should have traitorous thoughts like voting for ‘White’ parties. Threats of burning their houses, as well as threats 

against the media, to burn down newspapers...” 

Trudy shuddered – the necklacings of the eighties, of burning people alive by placing flaming car tyres around their 

shoulders, was one aspect of the Struggle that she’d rather forget about...  

Izak continued, his level of agitation again beginning to build up. “The minister says that these loud-mouthed radicals are 

not as stupid as many Whites, Indians and Coloureds may think they are. They are very cleverly articulating and 

manipulating the most basic aspirations of the masses. One of the reasons why Blacks will not vote for a ‘White’ party – 

even sophisticated urban Blacks – is because of the fundamental issue of Black pride; they can see that our ANC comrades 

deployed to municipalities are messing up, and they can see that the White-run municipalities are generally doing well, but 

they cannot yet abide the idea that Whites must again be allowed to play a role, to show Blacks how things should be done... 

Which is understandable, of course.”  

 “So what was your solution?” Trudy asked. “What did the minister think should be done?” 

Izak looked at her, as if the answer that he was about to give didn’t really matter any more – as if events had overtaken 

their good intentions. He started half-heartedly: “Well, at that point in the evening, we were still positive. We thought of 
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course that the ANC that we knew and loved is worth fighting for, to prevent it from being stolen away from us by people 

who disregard completely its foundations. Such as the Kliptown Freedom Charter. Especially that opening statement of our 

Charter, where it says that ‘South Africa belongs to all who live in it, Black and White ...without distinction of colour, race, 

sex or belief’...” 

ANC stalwart that she was, Trudy Essop knew the Freedom Charter by heart and held its principles dear. She now picked 

up on the theme, reciting key passages reverently, sotto voce, almost as if in prayer: 

“All people shall have equal right to use their own languages, and to develop their own folk culture and customs; 

All national groups shall be protected by law against insults to their race and national pride; 

The preaching and practice of national, race or colour discrimination and contempt shall be a punishable crime…” 

Izak looked up. “Ja... Just how is one supposed to reconcile those lofty ideals with singing songs of shooting the 

‘Boere’?” he sighed. 

“Anyway, what we realised was that the non-racialist moderates like us, the people who still believe in the ANC of 

Mandela and the Freedom Charter, will have to remain principled but also get practical. We mustn’t descend to the level of 

the sneaky scheming and infighting of the others – we must tackle the real issue and come up with a clear and workable plan 

to resolve it. That issue remains the growing wealth gap – the desperate poverty and the huge unemployment problem, 

especially among our Black African youth. And, undeniably, we need to expedite land reform.”  

Despite his initial tiredness and despondency, Izak was now getting more animated: “The trade union people are right – 

we are sitting on a time bomb, risking a second Soweto uprising, if we cannot concretely deliver to the masses – and do so 

very quickly. We need dynamic, effective leadership. So the moderate non-racialists will have to take the initiative and 

mobilise internal support around a clear and decisive plan for delivery. That plan must be founded on sound economic 

principles. And we will have to get the Whites, Coloureds and Indians, especially the business people, to back this so that 

we can also mobilise the means and expertise to actually deliver! 

“We must bring the Movement back to what it was under Mandela; turn it around, away from its personality contests and 

populist platitudes. Our platform must consist of such a compelling plan, not of personal attacks or the manipulation of 

ethnic demographics. Then we need to effectively market the solution that we offer.” 

Trudy nodded: “That sounds good, Izak. But now I understand even less why you were so desperately worried when you 

came in?” She saw Izak slump back into his chair, his eyes suddenly clouding over again.  

“That was exactly the point we had reached when the bodyguard came to call the minister away...” He swallowed then 

continued almost inaudibly. “Called him to take an urgent conference call in his study, with top guys from the Security 

Cluster of the Presidency...” 

An icy sensation of imminent danger ran down Trudy Essop’s spine again.  

“He was away for some twenty minutes. When he came back, he wasn’t the same person...” 

Izak fell silent, till Trudy could bear the suspense no longer. 

“What happened, Izak? What did he say – what’s going on?” 

He slowly turned his tired, forlorn eyes up to her. 

“He was very grim, Truuds. Clearly shocked, yet also very determined-looking. It was immediately obvious to me that 

something extremely serious is going on. No more time for small talk. The minister actually asked me to leave – nicely, of 

course. Said he needed time to think, to make some critical decisions. Said he doesn’t know when we will be able to meet 

again...”  

Trudy was as shocked as she was nonplussed. “But why, Sakkie? Why?” 

“He told me just the essence of it – after he had made me promise to keep it strictly secret. You must promise me, too, 

that you will not discuss it with anyone. Not even with Farida.”  

Trudy gripped his hand, her gesture confirming to his satisfaction that she would not talk.  

“What little the minister told me is bad, Trudy. Really, really bad – for the whole country.  

“You remember what I said earlier, about the nonsense with the computers this morning? Well, some Boere obviously 

have had enough. They are on the warpath – I mean, literally, war, Trudy! They have set up their own Weermag again, with 

a general staff that issued an ultimatum at midnight last night. Then they messed up the entire State computer system to 

show us that they mean business, and to demonstrate their power.  

“This time, Trudy, it’s not a freak show by a mere handful of lunatics, and not a toothless barking dog either. These Boere 

are intelligent and resourceful – a holdover from the old Defence Force, with a full arsenal of weapons, even nuclear bombs, 

they claim... Can you imagine that, Trudy? Nuclear bombs?! And they may have biological and chemical weapons as well, 

plus missiles they hid away before 1994...” 

“Compounding it all, is the fact that those idiots of the NIA seem to relish the opportunity that they see in this – they are 

already imagining all kinds of conspiracies again; counter-revolutionaries behind every bush. Minister says that they said 
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openly that this was the moment to flush out the remaining ‘unreliables’ in the ANC, and to unify Black ranks once more 

against the ‘Wit gevaar’, the White threat... They are drawing up a list of supposed collaborators. People they suspect of 

being tools of the ‘capitalists’, who the NIA reckon are behind all of this.”  

Trudy laughed nervously. “Jinne Izak – isn’t it just the usual right-wing nonsies?” she half-heartedly tried to downplay 

the enormity of what he had just shared with her.   

Izak Essop shook his head vehemently. “No, Trudy. The minister said this time it’s for real. These ex-military guys 

planned their actions way back before 1994, as a proper contingency plan, to be activated when the ANC starts breaking the 

1994 accords. Like what Juju is advocating – the land grabs and nationalisations. They claim that they stocked up, back 

then, on weapons and money. The Minister says that French Intelligence confirmed this afternoon that they’ve unearthed 

hard evidence that these ex-military men in fact had access to such awful weapons. Now these Boere demand to have their 

own separate territory – since our Constitution apparently makes provision for it, as part of the  right to self-determination 

that it recognises...” 

 “What?! That’s actually in the Constitution?!” Trudy asked, incredulously. 

“Yes, supposedly in section two hundred and something or the other.”  

“And now they are threatening to start a civil war to get their way? With nuclear weapons?” Trudy sounded even more 

incredulous – yet deeply worried, as well. “What did the minister say about all this – what’s he going to do?” 

“He said this is nothing other than the bitter fruit of having abandoned Madiba’s wisdom. The result of pushing too many 

Afrikaners to the point where they feel that they have to choose between fight or flight. He was very angry – said he’s not 

going to stand idly by while all that we struggled for is laid waste because we’ve allowed the extremists and opportunists on 

both sides to take over the political debate, through lack of real leadership.” 

Trudy Essop clasped her arms around her husband’s thin shoulders. “And you, Izak? What do you really think will 

happen?” she asked, tremulously. 

“I just don’t know enough, Trudy...” She felt him shiver, as if suddenly very cold. “I don’t think anybody knows how it 

will end – not even those who’ve started this madness. 

“What I do know, though, is that we should have acted sooner to shackle the demagogues and to strengthen the moderate 

middle. And we should never have allowed Madiba’s dream of the Rainbow Nation to die!”  

.o0o. 
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Chapter 7 

 

“Have you seen this!?” Pierre Faure asked Oedipa, his finger stabbing at a full-page advertisement carried in Le Figaro. 

“It’s also in this morning’s International Herald Tribune, and – from what I understand – in practically every large daily 

newspaper in the developed world!” Oedipa glanced down quickly at the advert. Its banner headline proclaimed: 

STOP GENOCIDE IN SOUTH AFRICA! 

 “Good morning, Pierre,” she greeted him sweetly, herself feeling just as much out of sorts as he appeared to be. This 

caused him to mumble back a greeting, somewhat embarrassed.  

“No...” she continued, with a sour smile “...I haven’t been able to look at any newspapers yet, Pierre. Because of you. 

When, exactly, do you suppose I would have had the chance to do so? As you so politely requested in your midnight call, I 

was up and ready at four; at least your driver was punctual in picking me up. Then he brought me straight to this warm, 

bustling hub of humanity…” Oedipa took in the Pavillon d’Honneur of Orly airport, south of Paris, with an exaggerated 

sweep of her arm. The place was coldly empty at this early hour. 

 She looked accusingly at Faure. “Remember? And all so that we may take off in time to be able to attend your urgent 

breakfast meeting in Munich,” she reminded him, reproachfully. 

Faure had indeed phoned her shortly before midnight to inform her of the emergency inter-agency meeting of senior 

intelligence officers which had hastily been called for the following morning in Germany. He had also asked her to take 

along a small valise with clothes for a few days and her most necessary personal care items, for the likelihood that they 

would be obliged to keep on travelling. 

Before Pierre and Oedipa could further discuss the newspaper advertisement, the air hostess came to call them to board 

the plane. Hurriedly they scuttled across the apron to the waiting Dassault Falcon 50, its engines already being tested. They 

would be the only two passengers. 

Oedipa had scarcely sunk back into the large sofa-style seat with its soft leather upholstery when the three powerful 

Garret turbo-fan motors of the Falcon screeched to a higher pitch and the plane started rolling towards the end of the 

runway. Faure opened the paper across the top of the cherrywood dining table between their facing seats and, once more, 

pointed at the advert – this time wordlessly. Oedipa saw that it had been paid for by a group calling itself the “Traumatized 

Genocide Samaritans”. A senseless name apart from the fact that it abbreviated to “TGS” – the same as “Tussentydse 

Generale Staf” or TuGStaf. She was certain that this was intentional so that people like her and Faure would know who was 

paying. 

Around four thousand farm murders since 1991, she read. A figure four times higher, per capita, than the murder rate for 

the entire South African population, with the latter already being the highest in the world – a shocking average of 90 

murders per day! The international monitoring group, Genocide Watch, being quoted as saying it was the precursor to ethnic 

cleansing; that farm murders in South Africa were 700% higher than the incidence of murder of farmers anywhere else in 

the world… 

The stewardess came round to verify that they had fastened their seat belts, and then gave the pilots the all-clear. The 

engines screamed louder still and the sleek jet lurched down the runway, Oedipa feeling herself being pushed back into the 

deep-piled seat as the nose swiftly lifted skywards.  

It was as if Faure could read her thoughts, because he began, unbidden, to explain: “This Falcon was once part of the 

French Government’s VIP fleet; it was built in the late eighties and, when the Government decided to buy newer planes, this 

one was put at the disposal of the DGSE. It is only for the most important missions that the patron makes it available to us, 

his humble underlings.” 

Oedipa nodded absently, her thoughts already back on the advertisement. “It must have cost a pretty penny, placing such 

full-page ads in so many big papers,” she remarked. “You should be able to trace the origin of the payments?” she stated, 

rather than asked. 

The man from the DGSE nodded in confirmation. “We’re already onto it. We’ve established that two Parisian papers – 

Figaro and the IHT – are carrying the ads, and we should know soon enough from where the payments originated.” 

 “The payments they’ll have to make for this kind of thing could be the Achilles heel of this TuGStaf,” Oedipa remarked. 

“They’re clearly already into their psychological operations, trying to create a climate of sympathy among the public. They 

hope to predispose the masses towards the acceptance of the ‘justness’ of their cause, based upon the supposed harshness 
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and inequity of the lot that South African Whites would remain condemned to endure if they’re not accorded their own 

territory.”   

With her thoughts now locked onto the topic she continued: “TuGStaf evidently also placed this today, at this juncture, in 

order to heighten the pressure on the government in Pretoria – on all of us – and to demonstrate too that they have ample 

funds at their disposal. But … the inevitable money trail could be the very trail along which we track them down, don’t you 

think? Which can lead us to the people behind Exodus?” 

Faure just looked at her for a moment, his face showing that he didn’t necessarily share in her optimism. “In theory you’re 

right, of course…” he began “...but there’s nothing inevitable about locating them, even considering that we should soon 

have all the necessary details regarding the accounts from which these ads were paid. International money laundering is a 

sophisticated game, very hard to unravel. The South Africans are sending us an expert, a guy who specialises in this kind of 

thing. He’s a former security police officer turned corporate spy by the name of Danie Steyn. I remember meeting him, back 

there in Pretoria, when he was a Lieutenant-Colonel with the Special Branch at Wachthuis. He’s a … nice enough guy, a 

very straight-up, Calvinistic type and a good investigator, but … perhaps a little bit naïve about the hard realities of this 

brutal planet of ours…” 

Oedipa was surprised that the ANC government would send a former member of the Apartheid security police to assist 

them, and equally surprised to hear such a man being described in reasonably positive terms by Faure. “Security policeman? 

Sent by whom, exactly? Who does he work for?” she asked, and Faure could hear the mix of disdain and discomfort in her 

voice. 

 “Well, apparently he now works for some big international corporate intelligence outfit. They’ve been contracted by the 

South African Government to assist in this investigation, particularly regarding the international money trail. The ANC 

government seems to do that quite often, these days … perhaps they don’t trust their own spooks to be able to do it 

professionally and quickly enough. This Danie Steyn’s booked to fly to Paris this evening, and we’ve been ordered to 

cooperate with him…” 

The mention of yet another intelligence type she will have to work with steered Oedipa’s thoughts automatically back to 

their upcoming meeting in Munich. She asked Faure about the nature and extent of the cooperation he was anticipating. He 

first of all explained why the meeting was to be in Munich; a history that she found interesting in itself.  

Faure related how it came to be that the headquarters of the Federal German Intelligence Service, the 

Bundesnachrichtendienst, or BND, was located in Munich. According to the man from the DGSE it was the Americans who 

effectively set up the BND, after the Second World War. The head of the Nazi Wehrmacht’s military intelligence division 

for the Eastern Front (known during the war as Freemde Heere Ost), General Reinhardt Gehlen, had approached the 

Americans at the end of the war with his division’s entire database on the Soviet military, which he had hidden in 

anticipation of the fall of Berlin. Gehlen knew, of course, that the most important intelligence target for the Americans in the 

post-war era would be the Soviet Union, and that to them his database would be pure gold. 

The occupation zone controlled by the Americans consisted of the southern part of Germany, centred on the state of 

Bavaria with its capital Munich.  The Americans – who employed Gehlen and his team on the spot – of course wanted them 

to be located within the US occupation zone, and so the Americans chose the former Nazi party headquarters complex in 

Pullach, outside Munich, to house what became known then as the ‘Organisation Gehlen’. With the creation of the Federal 

German Republic in 1956, Gehlen’s organisation became the federal intelligence service, still headquartered in Hitler’s 

erstwhile Nazi party headquarters complex in Pullach. After German re-unification it was decided to move the BND to 

Berlin, but the construction of the new headquarters complex (on the site of East Germany’s Stadium of World Youth) 

suffered many delays, not least of which due to the design blueprints mysteriously ‘going missing’ halfway through 

construction, forcing the redesign of the entire interior... 

 “The BND man that we will be meeting this morning – his name is Dieter – is someone that I’ve often worked with on 

African issues,” Faure continued. “He’s attached to the BND’s Abteilung #3, or third division, where he heads their 

analytical desks on Africa.” 

“Who else will be joining us?” Oedipa asked. 

The stewardess brought them orange juice, and Faure first folded away the newspaper before he answered. He confirmed 

that there would be a senior member of the British Secret Intelligence Service present – the service still commonly known 

by the public under its wartime acronym of “MI6”, and among the cognoscenti as “Box 850” due to its former post office 

box number. 

“James is also a long-standing acquaintance of mine – he’s with their ‘Control for the Middle East and Africa’, and he 

himself also spent many years in South Africa. Somebody from the CIA will also be attending, although I don’t know who 

yet – probably not somebody all the way from their HQ in Langley, Virginia; more likely one of their local liaison guys with 
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the BND, based at the US consulate in Munich. We invited the Israeli Mossad as well, but they seem to have had some 

excuse about not being able to make it at such short notice.” 

Oedipa recalled recent exposés on just how deeply Israel was involved with the Apartheid State’s development of nuclear 

weapons and missiles, in parallel to their own, and mused that the Mossad probably didn’t want to send somebody over who 

would end up at risk of being effectively cross-examined by his Western colleagues... She kept the thought to herself, 

however, choosing instead to tease Faure – who seemed dourer this morning than normal, even for him – about the name by 

which his British colleague went.  

“This rosbief – ‘James’ – could he possibly be the famous Mister Bond?” she needled, using the French slang term of 

“roast beefs” for their neighbours across the Manche, or the dog-leg, as the French preferred to call the English Channel. 

“No, he claims that his surname is Jones,” Faure responded stoically, and then immediately launched into a dry exposition 

of the focal point of the meeting, which would be the question as to whether it is conceivable that the Volkstaaters possessed 

tactical nuclear weapons and/or missile warheads.  

“The International Atomic Energy Agency, the IAEA, will also be sending an expert to this morning’s meeting, from their 

head office in Vienna, Austria – which incidentally explains why we chose to meet in Munich, centrally located as it is. 

“Dieter has told me that a Dr. Lee of the IAEA’s ‘Department of Safeguards’ will be coming – he belongs to their 

Division of Information Management; more specifically, that division’s section on information collection and analysis. 

Apparently he has all the data on South Africa’s erstwhile nuclear weapons programme at his fingertips.” 

Oedipa now showed Faure a thick sheaf of paper that she had brought along in her attaché case. “I didn’t get much sleep 

last night,” she confessed. “After you phoned, I went onto the internet and started googling about the Apartheid State and 

Weapons of Mass Destruction. I found a lot of interesting stuff – or rather, very disturbing stuff – that I printed out but 

obviously haven’t had time to go through properly yet. I also rediscovered a book I had bought not so long ago, but never 

got round to reading properly. With your permission, and since we probably won’t be in the air for very long, I’d like to 

catch up on some of that reading now…” 

Faure himself had a thick file to consult, compiled for him by Michelle, which he in turn started flipping through… 

..... 

It was just past daybreak when Tienie Steyn parked his bakkie under one of the enormous old shade trees that lined the 

lawn-covered banks of the Wilge River, next to Frankfort’s municipal tennis courts. He always reckoned his home town was 

very fortunate to have such an attractive picnic spot, so close to its centre at the bottom end of Mark Street. The lawns were 

no longer as manicured as of old, and the tennis courts were showing wear through lack of proper maintenance, but he was 

sure that he and his two sons would be able to put the lawns – if not the tennis courts – to rights before the following 

evening’s scheduled potjiekos competition, their community’s big annual cultural and social event. 

 “Dagsê, Tienie!” The too loud voice that hailed him from afar with the colloquial “good morning” caused Tienie to 

swing around in irritation. Because he knew already that it belonged to Johnnie Muller, who had gone and parked his flashy 

new bakkie next to Tienie’s well-used old workhorse. Johnnie was one of the wealthy Mullers of Frankfort – rich only, or so 

many people claimed, because their forebears had been “joiners”, the despised Afrikaners who had crossed over to the 

British side during the Anglo-Boer War. These “joiners” became wealthy under the wings of Albion, by exploiting the 

misfortunes of the patriotic Boer “Bitter Enders” who lost their farms and homes to British dynamite and torching, and their 

wives and children to British concentration camps… 

 Now the stupid bastard was forever trying to compensate for history, Tienie thought – always trying to be the Super 

Afrikaner, posturing at being more right wing than any rational human being could, or should, ever be. 

 “Morning, Johnnie,” Tienie responded civilly. “Have you come here to help us clean up the place for tomorrow’s 

Potjiekos?” 

Johnnie replied in the affirmative and motioned towards one of his big farm trucks, which had just arrived with a team of 

Black farm hands and two of those expensive ride-on lawnmowers. Johnnie liked showing off, and also liked to pretend that 

he was still boss on his farm ‘in the old way” – his kaffirs would have everything tidied up in no time, he proclaimed, louder 

than necessary. 

Tienie Steyn frowned, and then saw his two sons grin at each other, as they studied him – they knew how strong his 

dislike was for the use of the derogatory term for Black people that Johnnie had so loudly, and – he felt – pointedly, 

broadcast. His sons knew Tienie’s often-stated viewpoint that the use of that term reflected a lack of civilised norms on the 

part of the user, rather than on the part of the ostensible objects thereof.   

“How did your mealie harvest go this year, Johnnie?” he eventually asked, to change the subject. As he could have 

expected, Johnnie regarded his corn harvest as having been fantastic, almost overwhelmingly so. In response to Johnnie’s 
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counter query, Tienie indicated that his harvest had been satisfactory, thank you, and that he and Marita were hoping to 

leave for the Steyn clan’s beach cottage at Jacobsbaai, on the Cape West Coast, in the coming week.  

 “Did you hear, over the radio this morning, about the big adverts that appeared in all the world’s leading papers 

overnight, condemning the farm murders?” Johnnie now asked. When Tienie nodded affirmatively, Johnnie continued, 

broadcasting his own opinions on the subject for all to hear: “It’s bloody high time that the world takes notice of what’s been 

happening here! We’re no longer safe, nor welcome, in our own country, I’m telling you! Listen to the songs that the ANC 

Youth League is signing, about ‘shooting the farmer’. Saying that we, who own these farms, are ‘foreigners’ – that we are 

‘criminals’ who stole the land, no matter that our ancestors came here more than three centuries ago. Are the Whites of the 

Americas by that logic also foreigners, illegally occupying those lands? 

“And then there’s Zimbabwe, where the bastards wipe their arses with their constitution and the law, where democracy is 

a joke, and where the people are dying of hunger because of grabbing the land from the farmers!  

“The worst, though, is that here the fokken Commies are now taking over our government as well. I’m telling you, our 

only salvation will be a Volkstaat – our own country, not a single black skin in sight, where we can once again be masters of 

our own destiny, and where we can protect our women and children!” 

Tienie stared at the man, shaking his head. Would wealthy Johnnie Muller really sacrifice his rich lands here in the 

Riemland to start over in some arid corner of the country?  

However, this morning Tienie Steyn was not in the mood for a political argument – particularly not with an overly loud 

airhead such as Johnnie Muller.  

“Ja, Johnnie-boy ... it’s easier said than done, though – don’t you reckon? As far as I’m concerned, unless they proclaim 

this Riemland region of ours as part of your Volkstaat, such a state will have no use or relevance for me. I’m the sixth 

generation Steyn on my Groenplaas; we, my ancestors, built that farm and then rebuilt it after the war against the English 

and their joiners, and thankfully we’ve always succeeded in keeping it in the family, through war, drought and depression. 

So, you can bet all your great wealth on one sure thing, and that is that I will NOT be the Steyn to break that chain; I will 

NOT give up Groenplaas to trek again to some phantom state! 

..... 

On board the Falcon, the stewardess had cleared the table of the silverware, crystal and porcelain on which a sumptuous 

breakfast had been served to just the two of them. Shortly thereafter, the executive jet started its descent towards Munich’s 

international airport, north of the city. 

Having stowed away her documents, Oedipa observed Faure for some time before putting to him the question that had 

been nagging at her all morning, ever since he had phoned to tell her to get ready to accompany him on this trip. 

 “Why did you invite me to this meeting of yours, Pierre Faure? I’m pretty sure that I’ll be the only ‘outsider’...” she 

began, and when he didn’t immediately answer, she threw in: “Even though I did insist yesterday that I should be allowed to 

accompany you wherever this thing takes you, this morning you could simply have flown off without me, and there 

wouldn’t have been a damn thing that I could have done about it...” 

Faure’s answer, when at last he condescended to reply, sounded honest enough. “I must confess that I didn’t really fancy 

the idea of inviting you along, ma chère. However, when my boss and I discussed it last night, we came to the conclusion 

that we didn’t have much choice. In fact, you’ll realise, too, that we’re condemned to living like Siamese twins, you and I, 

until this thing is resolved – or at least for as long as you are our only channel of communications with these TuGStaf 

people.  

“You can imagine that it wouldn’t do at all were Levison to call us this morning, for instance, and you’re sitting in Paris 

while I’m someplace else, unbeknownst to you; especially if you find out in this way that I’ve run off without telling you, 

and you then fly into one of your tempers... That wouldn’t do our relationship, or our co-operation, much good, would it 

now? 

“And, anyway, the guys – the officers from the other intelligence services, that is – all said that they don’t have any 

problem with you attending; that they would, in fact, welcome your first hand impressions of the encounter with this 

‘Gabriel Engelbrecht’. You are, after all, highly experienced as a foreign correspondent and you are the only one who’s met 

with one of these people face-to-face, so your impressions will be valued.” 

More or less satisfied with his answer, Oedipa nodded wordlessly and started preparing for landing, which the captain had 

announced to be imminent. The tower had obviously given them priority clearance to come in because moments later the 

Falcon touched down smoothly and rolled towards a far corner of the airport, where it came to a standstill alongside a black 

7-series BMW waiting for them on the apron, a chauffeur standing beside it. 
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They got into the waiting car, not bothering with any of the usual arrival formalities. Oedipa saw the verdant Bavarian 

landscape with its disciplined pattern of cultivation flash by as they sped along the highway circling the metropole, 

uninhibited by speed limits.  

“Are we going to Pullach?” Faure asked the chauffeur.  

“No, sir – I’ve got instructions to take you to a safe house not too far from there.”  

They left the E-54 a few minutes later, turning right into Fuerstenrieder Strasse, and then right again, into a street whose 

name Oedipa couldn’t make out. A moment or two later the chauffeur swung the big car into the driveway of a fenced-in 

double-storey building. As they got out of the vehicle, Oedipa saw that the house overlooked a large park with green hills 

which, the chauffeur informed her, had been landscaped out of building rubble from the war.  

A powerfully-built gentleman who was carrying his years well came forward to welcome them. He was conservatively 

dressed in a sports blazer and grey flannels, his light blue tie matching his eyes, lively below a steel-grey crew cut. Faure 

greeted him warmly, identifying the man as their German host, Dieter, and then presented the BND analyst to Oedipa. With 

Prussian courtesy, Dieter clicked his heels together, bowed slightly, and pressed her hand with the right degree of firmness. 

“Welcome to Munich, Madame...”  

His friendly expression, as if she had every right to be there among them, immediately made her feel accepted. This 

feeling was enhanced when he continued: “We all know you, of course, from having seen you on TV news and having read 

your insightful articles. So it is an honour to be able to meet you now, in person – I only wish that the circumstances could 

have been ... less pressing, though.” 

Faure had turned towards a man with tousled, sandy hair, whose reddish features reflected years of exposure to Africa’s 

relentless sun. “This is your rosbief – James ... Jones. I don’t know how he did it, but the one-uppish British bastard actually 

managed to beat us in getting here this morning!” 

Jones smiled somewhat shyly. “Enchanté, Madame” was all he mumbled – with sincerity, though – before he stood back 

to allow the others to be introduced.  

Dieter presented a man of classic Chinese appearance: “This is Dr. Lee, a nuclear physicist from Singapore, who’s 

attached to the IAEA.” Lee, a head shorter than her, stepped forward formally to greet her. He was followed by a “Captain 

America” look-alike, who brashly introduced himself as Casper, a representative of the US intelligence community, even 

before Dieter could do the honours.  

Their host now beckoned them to follow him into the building, and then led the way up the stairs to a room fitted out as a 

midsized lecture cum conference hall on the upper floor. It was equipped with all the usual technical aids for audiovisual 

presentations. 

 “Gentlemen ... and lady ... once again, most welcome here in Munich,” Dieter kicked off, without delay. “We’re all 

pleased, I’m sure, that we managed, despite the short notice, to convene this group with the expertise that it represents. I 

believe we all agree that the seriousness of the situation warrants such urgency. This is the first time that the world is facing 

a threat – on the face of it, a credible threat – of nuclear blackmail. Even though its instigators may not perceive themselves 

as terrorists or their threat as blackmail...” 

Oedipa couldn’t resist the temptation: “Well, you know what the Roman general Scipio Africanus said two millennia ago 

– out of Africa always something new!” 

She noticed a half-smile here and there, accompanied by a murmur of agreement from around the conference table. When 

Dieter continued, he stepped up his pace. 

 “Our respective heads of service thought it necessary that we should meet so that we can attempt to forge an initial inter-

agency consensus regarding the credibility and probability of the threat which our French colleagues have received. What 

our chiefs need to know is whether we think that this ... TuGStaf ... really exists. Secondly, if we do agree that something 

calling itself by that name does in fact exist, whether they should realistically be suspected of having weapons of mass 

destruction at their disposal. If so, then thirdly, we need to determine whether these WMDs may still be in working order. 

And, finally, we need to ascertain whether this TuGStaf possesses the ability to mobilise a critical mass of supporters 

capable of confronting the current South African government.  

“Having said that, we cannot ignore the possibility that this TuGStaf and their Project Exodus may be nothing more than 

just a clever bluff. It could have been concocted by a miniscule but competent group, expert in psychological warfare, and 

with some useful technical expertise in information technology. Such a group may not, in and of themselves, have the 

support or the capacity to mobilise significant public support, as would be needed to achieve their ends. In other words, this 

may be a handful of individuals that are cleverly playing on the Western World’s collective neurosis about Third World 

dictators with A-bombs, massaging all our known sensitivities about WMDs in order to obtain by sleight what they won’t be 

able to acquire by force or by right.” 
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Oedipa’s facial expression showed the German that she, at least, considered TuGStaf to be very real indeed. After all, she 

had looked into Engelbrecht’s eyes and had listened to him intelligently articulating their demands. Fanatical, yes – but 

stupid, or merely bluffing? She could believe neither... 

Dieter looked at her with an assessing gaze before turning again to the others. “Our bosses need our preliminary answer 

by lunchtime, so that they may brief our heads of government this afternoon with a view to appropriate countermeasures. 

And we need to be sure of our case. Remembering the recent calamitous intelligence failure regarding Saddam Hussein’s 

non-existent WMDs, we simply cannot afford a repeat that will expose us to ridicule for once again having cried wolf...” 

Dieter left the last phrase hanging in the air, which brought an instant mood of sombreness over them that Oedipa 

couldn’t fail but notice; these intelligence experts clearly remembered all too vividly that particular fiasco, so enormous in 

consequence that it was hard to classify it as a mere “intelligence failure”. Casper, the American, seemed most discomforted 

by the memory, she noted. For a moment she was tempted to remind them too of the failure to predict the fall of the Soviet 

Union, and more recently the turmoil in the Arab world, but then thought the better of it – after all, no journalists had 

foreseen any of those events, either... 

Oedipa could well understand why the intelligence chiefs didn’t wish to brief their governments without some prior co-

ordination. She suddenly had a strange sensation about the true reason for having been invited there – her presence as an 

internationally-respected journalist would allow them, later on, to call upon her to independently attest to the fact that they 

had indeed approached the entire matter with suitable circumspection and seriousness, from its very inception. She was their 

insurance policy, therefore, in case this turned into another “intelligence failure”. She swung around to James Jones, her ire 

rising and with irritation clearly visible on her features. 

 “James, in your language you have a very apt expression for the kind of bureaucratic game that you are all playing here, 

right? ‘Cover your arse’, isn’t it?”  

Her remark had them shifting uneasily in their seats until Dieter laughed out loud in appreciation of her insight, and leant 

over to tap her on the shoulder. “Touché, Madame! That’s exactly how it is! When, once in a while, fortune smiles at us 

underlings and we get it right, then our political bosses are the heroes. When we get it wrong, however, then we are the 

villains. But that’s not news to you, is it?  Fact is, there’s nothing we can do to change that reality. All we can do is to look 

dispassionately at the information at our disposal, limited as it usually is. Then, objectively analyse it, and, finally, trust our 

experience and professional instincts when we interpret it. So, let’s get straight to that – please share with us your insight 

about the incident in your apartment the other night.” 

Oedipa couldn’t help but like the German for his honesty and his adroit management of the situation; she therefore 

complied and described to them, in a brief and businesslike manner, the key moments of her encounter with the only 

TuGStaf representative anyone had actually laid eyes on thus far. She then took great pains to persuade them that, from her 

point of view, this was no bluff. 

“TuGStaf definitely exists – in some form or another. Of that I am absolutely certain. It’s pretty evident to me that they 

indeed have their origins in some contingency scheme concocted during the transition years between Nelson Mandela’s 

release and his assumption of the presidency.” 

 She looked around the table and saw no visible dissent – yet sensed them wishing her to carry on, to explain her 

reasoning. She therefore added: “We have to assume this. Otherwise, how would they ever have laid their hands on the 

Project Coast CDs? Or on that modified artillery shell they buried as just such evidence?” 

 “Do you have any thoughts, Madame, about the likely size of their organisation and its potential for mischief?” Dieter 

wanted to know. 

Oedipa admitted that any answer she gave would only be a guess. “But their demonstrated technical prowess and the 

amount of pre-planning that went into this, plus the access they would have had to massive funds and powerful weaponry 

before Mandela was sworn in, seem ... ominous ... to say the least. 

“The expensive ad campaign in the world press illustrates that they have money, and the episode with the snakes crawling 

all over the computer screens in Pretoria is proof that they have kept up their technical capabilities, as far as Information 

Technology is concerned.” 

Dieter surprised her with his next remarks concerning the snakes she had referred to, the ones crawling across the SITA 

computer screens. He recalled, with some degree of praise, the Old South Africa’s early mastery of all matters relating to 

computer technology and programming, citing as an example an incident he had personally witnessed, in the early eighties, 

in that very same lecture room. He had been present, back then, at a lecture delivered by one of the BND’s top IT experts to 

a delegation of intelligence analysts from the erstwhile National Intelligence Service of South Africa. The South Africans 

were there on a course annually presented by the BND for members of the NIS. 

The lecture concerned the utilisation of the computer in the world of intelligence, a topic that the South Africans had 

asked to be put on the course schedule. The first words uttered by the BND expert giving the lecture were that he felt 
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somewhat embarrassed to be speaking on this topic to officers of the NIS. The German IT whizz then went on to explain 

that he regarded the NIS’s capabilities in this particular field, at that point in time, to be superior to that of the BND – 

particularly since the NIS had, at that early stage already, developed programmes and technology for scanning and sifting 

the billions of items communicated daily via satellite around the world, for key phrases and names. 

“So, the ability now being demonstrated by this TuGStaf to break into the SITA system – which is probably indicative of 

their ability to do far worse things than that with computer technology – should therefore not be regarded as surprising,” 

Dieter summed up. 

To Oedipa, the level of cooperation  that had existed between the intelligence organs of the former Apartheid State and 

their Western equivalents, such as the BND, came as a major surprise.  She was sitting in the same lecture room that those 

bastards had sat in, probably in a chair one of them had used! 

 “So what you’re saying is that you, the German BND, presented annual training courses for the South Africans? In the 

middle of Apartheid? Right here?” she asked him, accusingly.  

Dieter looked at her thoughtfully for a moment or two before responding in a quiet but firm voice: “Madame, this matter 

that we’re confronted with today is far too serious, and much too urgent, for us to waste our time by trying to justify or 

downplay undeniable historical fact... Yes, it is true that we co-operated with the South Africans during the Cold War – 

extensively. Of course we did... We all did.  

“In this current investigation, we will have to pool all our knowledge about these people, including information and 

insights about their modii operandi, their personalities and mindsets gained through the very cooperation of that era. 

 “However, it is obviously not something that we would like to see splashed across the papers today, so I have to ask you 

to regard my remarks as ‘off the record’.  It’s not that I want to cover anything up – the simple truth is that revealing it now 

in public is not going to bring us one millimetre closer to solving the TuGStaf challenge. On the contrary! So – do you find 

it possible to agree to my request?” 

Dieter paused, levelling a questioning look at Oedipa which left no doubt about the seriousness he wished to impart to his 

request. Taking his point, albeit with reluctance, she nodded her agreement. Relieved, he continued – feeding her more 

information as compensation for her co-operation. 

“So, yes, Madame – we did work with them, with the men from the NIS,” Dieter said with a smile, morphing back into 

the more urbane and charming version of himself that Oedipa had first met: “They had the privilege, actually, of having their 

three week course coincide each year with our famous Oktoberfest. And, yes, to be very honest – we hosted them warmly.  

We would take them to Berlin, to see the Wall and the Vopo’s setting their Alsatians on our countrymen waving at family 

across the divide.  We’d take them up the Alps to the top of the Zugspitze, to mad Ludwig’s Neuschwanstein castle, to the 

best restaurants – wining and dining them. In truth it was a goodwill exercise, more than an actual training course, because 

the men they sent us were experienced and already highly trained – their best and brightest. Also – and this is the last thing I 

want to say on this subject – the BND certainly wasn’t the only service that liaised with them, back then, when the Soviet 

Union was our common enemy...” 

Dieter, obviously keen for them to move on from this particular topic of discussion and get back on schedule, turned 

quickly to Dr. Lee, giving him the floor. “We will appreciate it, Doctor, if you could share with us your agency’s views on 

the credibility of the nuclear threat that these people are making; what were the capabilities of the Old South Africa when it 

came to nuclear weapons? Didn’t they destroy their entire arsenal under IAEA supervision, back in the early nineties?” 

Dr. Lee took his laptop with him to the podium, where he connected it to the audiovisual display system. Without saying a 

word, he flashed a quotation taken from the final paragraph of the IAEA’s report on South Africa’s nuclear disarmament, 

dated August 1994, onto the screen behind him: 

“The IAEA’s assessment of the completeness of SA’s inventory of nuclear facilities 

and materials and its assessment of the status of the former nuclear weapons programme ... is not free from 

uncertainty” 

“Herr Dieter, lady and gentlemen – thank you for the invitation to join you here today, to assess and discuss with you this 

very, very serious matter.  

“Before reviewing South Africa’s nuclear weapons programme, let me correct first an erroneous impression that seems to 

exist quite widely, and which was reflected also in Dieter’s words of introduction. No – South Africa’s nuclear weapons 

programme was not dismantled under IAEA supervision! They had destroyed – or at least claimed to have destroyed – 

everything, meaning the weapons, the fissionable material, the documentation, all of it, well before calling us in and telling 

us what they had allegedly possessed, and what they’d done with it.  

“We were never in a position to supervise the process. Little or no physical evidence remained, and we therefore had no 

choice but to rely on what they told us, long after the fact...” 
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Oedipa saw the others stare at one another, finding that the looks on their faces mirrored her own sense of surprise and 

foreboding upon hearing this...  

Lee continued: “I’m not going to bombard you with detailed information about the RSA’s nuclear weapons programme, 

because I’m pretty sure that you’ve all had your own archives searched, in the past 24 hours, for every scrap of information 

available on the subject. Instead, I’m going to briefly contextualise the programme, historically, and then try and highlight 

what we regard as being seminal to this current investigation. 

“We all know that the South Africans, somewhere in 1974/75, decided to convert their theoretical ability to build a bomb 

into practical reality. Their decision was motivated, they said, by the fear that they were being abandoned by their traditional 

Western allies because of their racially discriminatory policies, at the very time that the Soviet Union was presenting a 

growing threat to their survival. Particularly after the Portuguese colonial empire crumbled in 1974 and South Africa lost its 

‘buffer’ of colonies to the north. They therefore came to the conclusion that they needed a deterrent capable of keeping the 

mighty Soviet Union at bay, and the best such deterrent would be the possession of nuclear weapons.” 

A satellite photograph appeared on the screen behind Lee, showing the massive Valindaba / Pelindaba nuclear research 

complex that was constructed outside Pretoria. 

“In order to build a nuclear bomb, one has to have highly enriched fissionable material. The South Africans knew that 

they would have to develop the capacity for such enrichment themselves because obviously they couldn’t count on their 

erstwhile allies to supply them with weapons-grade material. The upshot was that they developed a unique indigenous 

method of enrichment based on an aerodynamic process of vortex-induced secretion of uranium isotopes.  

“This process wasn’t in use anywhere else in the world, and its uniqueness presented the IAEA with many difficulties in 

the early nineties when we tried to validate the information provided by the South Africans on the total production capacity 

of their enrichment plant over its operating lifetime, as compared to the actual volume of highly enriched uranium or HEU it 

supposedly in practice produced. This we had to try and do without having access to the original data, which had been 

destroyed, or to the actual production facilities, which were completely demolished, before we came on the scene.  

“To be perfectly clear – we had to do the most critically important of all the calculations associated with the investigation, 

namely the audit of their figures for alleged total lifetime production of HEU, all theoretically. This calculation was critical 

for us to be sure that the volume of the actual HEU that they physically handed over to us corresponded exactly with total 

production, thus demonstrating that there wasn’t any HEU produced that wasn’t fully accounted for and handed to us for 

safekeeping. To put it simply, they handed over to us 385 kilograms of the stuff – the amount they claim to have recovered 

when they dismantled the bombs they had armed, which had allegedly absorbed all of their production. What we had to be 

sure of was that they didn’t produce more than the 385 kilograms they handed over, because otherwise it would obviously 

have meant that some of the HEU they produced went missing.” 

Lee looked around the room, pausing to highlight the pivotal issue: “In other words, was it conceivable that they actually 

had, during the entire lifetime of the enrichment plant, only manufactured enough fissionable material for the six and a half 

bombs they declared and destroyed, and of which they subsequently handed the core material to us – or was it possible that 

their enrichment plant could, and by technical calculation, should have produced much more highly enriched uranium over 

its approximately ten year lifespan than the figure they declared? And, if so, what had happened to that additional material?” 

 Lee pointed to one of the buildings that formed part of the complex shown on the satellite photo. 

 “It is in this set of buildings that the so-called ‘Y’ production plant was located. This is where they enriched the uranium 

– of which South Africa’s mines produced plenty – to weapons grade; that is, to higher than 90% enrichment. Their 

erstwhile Atomic Energy Corporation employed more than eight thousand highly skilled scientists and technicians, and the 

weapons programme represented a vast investment, of more than 20 billion of their rands.” 

 A collage of photos of vaults and bomb casings followed. 

 “This is the Advena complex, also known as the Kentron Circle, located west of Pretoria. This is where the bulk of the 

bombs were built, and where they received their charges of highly enriched uranium produced by the Y Plant. We know 

that, allegedly, six complete bombs had been produced by the time that President de Klerk ordered the cessation of the 

project, with a seventh that was supposedly half-finished. Four of the weapons were already ‘qualified’, meaning that they 

were guaranteed to be ready for deployment in war; these could be dropped from modified B-12 Canberra bombers of 12 

Squadron as, for example, TV-guided glide bombs.  

“The design of the South African bomb – again, as per the specifications they shared with us – wasn’t symmetrical 

enough to enable it to be used as a missile warhead. It also weighed far too much – in excess of one thousand kilograms. 

Even without the steel bomb casing, the weapon had a diameter of 65 centimetres, a length of 1.8 metres and, at more than 

750 kilograms, would still have been too heavy to mount on the RSA-3 missile, or even the larger RSA-4. Each of the seven 

bombs contained 55 kilograms of HEU, thus 385 kilograms all together. This roughly corresponds to the declared total 

lifetime production capacity of the Y Plant, which they – on their second attempt at calculating it – said was 400 kilograms.” 
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Oedipa stared intently at the photographs, amazed by the sheer size of the facilities at Advena. On one photo alone she 

counted at least twelve bomb casings, each with the signatory blue ring painted around the nose, each in a custom-made 

wooden cradle. The vaults themselves, clinically white, also caused her to wonder – their sheer number, plus the number of 

bomb racks visible within each, could accommodate a hell of a lot more than just seven bombs! 

 She interrupted Lee: “Would you mind if I put a question to you at this point, Dr. Lee?” she asked, and immediately 

continued, when he nodded his assent: “I’ve read that the South Africans supposedly decided in the early eighties already to 

build just seven bombs in total – why, then, did they build all these vaults and facilities?” 

Lee nodded: “Yes, that’s another of the key questions which I’m afraid one cannot provide a logical answer to – I shall 

return a bit later to Advena and its capabilities, but first I would like to bring to a conclusion the critical matter of the audit 

of fissionable material; whether the alleged total production and the material eventually handed over to us could in fact be 

balanced. 

“In our report of 1994, it was eventually concluded that the total declared production, and the total volume of fissionable 

material actually handed over to us, did indeed balance out... However, we didn’t initially reach that conclusion, because our 

original calculations of the capacity of the Y Plant significantly exceeded the figure provided by the South Africans. It 

should be noted, also, that the figures that the South Africans themselves initially provided didn’t balance either; in other 

words, their own first audit didn’t balance with their own initial production figure. This discrepancy seemed to indicate that 

we were missing a significant amount of highly enriched uranium!”  

Lee again looked at each one of them in turn, allowing this to sink in. He could see that he had their undivided attention. 

 “As I indicated at the outset, the situation was not made easy at all by the fact that the South Africans had only invited us 

in after having destroyed all physical evidence of the weapons programme, including the enrichment facility as such, as well 

as all documents in any way related to it – more than twelve thousand pages, all destroyed as part of the then government’s 

so-called Operation Masada, whose purpose it was to strip the state’s records of all incriminating documents. In a recent 

book written by three South Africans who were key figures in their nuclear weapons programme, they mention pertinently 

that part of the official dismantlement programme consisted of: ‘The collation and destruction of all documents relating to 

the nuclear warheads. The sanitation of other interfacing document sets’. Thus, not only were all documents containing 

information on the weapons programme as such destroyed, but all documents that contained even just a reference to the 

programme were also sanitised.” 

Dr. Lee paused again, and then said with a wry smile: “We know, of course, that – probably through human error – some 

documents did survive and subsequently found their way to the national archives. Among these was a top secret 

memorandum by a South African General, R.F. Armstrong, about the secret high-level meetings between South African and 

Israeli government leaders that started in March 1975. At these meetings, the South Africans stated their interest in acquiring 

Israeli missiles, but only if these could be equipped with nuclear warheads – missiles which Israel was said to then have 

offered to them in three sizes ... this missile project evolved under the code-name ‘Chalet’. This fact was actually also 

confirmed by Commodore Dieter Gerhardt, the former senior South African Navy officer who had spied for Russian 

military intelligence before being caught by the Americans, then handed over to the South Africans; he was released after 

Nelson Mandela became president.  

“What is most disturbing, in the present context, is that these recently discovered documents demonstrate very concretely 

that the South Africans were, from the very outset, focused not only on acquiring nuclear bombs, but actually nuclear-armed 

missiles...” 

There was a general nodding of heads around the table. Dr. Lee allowed the murmur of agreement to die down first before 

sharing his own conclusion with them: “If you should ask me today whether the Y Plant had in fact produced more highly 

enriched uranium than was declared and handed over to us – in other words, more than just the content of the six and a half  

bombs – then I would have to admit that that is indeed possible. Fact is, the Y Plant undeniably could and should have 

produced significantly more than just 400 kilograms of HEU over its ten year lifespan, working 24 hours per day, seven 

days a week as it did – if it in fact functioned optimally. 

“When we confronted the South Africans about the discrepancies in their first audit, and about the divergence between 

their declared figures and our own initial calculations, they soon came back with amended figures and also gave us a 

complex set of explanations for the much lower production, which they adamantly maintained was the maximum actually 

achieved. They firstly claimed that the Y Plant had to be closed for almost a year due to a huge fire. In addition, they gave a 

technical explanation about filters that unexpectedly posed problems and which caused a near catastrophe in the form of a 

catalytic in-process gas reaction between the hydrogen carry element and the uranium hexafluoride... 

 “According to them, this was a systemic problem which they could never resolve and which endured throughout the 

lifetime of the project. The practical effect of this problem was, according to them, that it kept the actual production figure 

significantly below the theoretical one of some 60 to 90 kilograms of HEU per year. What was, in retrospect, even more 
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astonishing was that this problem hadn’t ever emerged in the theoretical models of their unique enrichment process, when 

they themselves ran these models. It had baffled their scientists, they said, because this problem only emerged in the actual 

production process itself; in other words, they were warning us that we wouldn’t be able to reproduce and verify the 

existence of the problem by means of theoretical models either...  

“As I’ve indicated, the Y Plant worked non-stop (except for the alleged down time due to the supposed fire) three shifts a 

day; its lifetime production should therefore have been around 600 to 900 kilograms, not merely the 400 kilograms the 

South Africans eventually declared...” 

Dieter whistled through his teeth, shaking his head. He then proceeded to tell them that the BND had, at the time, 

instructed all its sources, as a matter of priority, to gather as much information as possible about this supposed inferno at the 

Y Plant in August 1979. Not many people involved in the project seemed to know anything about this alleged “near 

disaster”, though. The purported consequent closure of the plant at that time also didn’t gel with other evidence, such as the 

fact that November 1979 is the date officially given for achieving 80% enrichment of enough fissionable material to arm the 

second of the seven old generation bombs. 

As he had promised Oedipa, Dr. Lee now reverted to his discussion of the Advena complex, of which the photos were still 

on the screen. “At the moment of discontinuation of the nuclear weapons programme, plans already existed to significantly 

expand Advena. That, despite the fact that the existing facilities had already proven to be more than adequate to arm the 

seven bombs that were supposedly the only ones they had ever intended to build. Despite, also, the fact that Advena was at 

that stage already equipped to work with shaped charges and to do high-speed diagnostics; in a nutshell, already equipped to 

design and develop a sophisticated new generation of implosion-type nuclear devices. The fact that, today, the South 

Africans actually manufacture and sell purpose-made conventional explosive lenses – which are themselves exactly the kind 

of shaped products as would have been needed for making implosion nuclear devices – demonstrates to me that they had 

indeed mastered the technology necessary for building a second generation of modern nuclear weapons.  

“In addition, Advena already boasted a facility where a ballistic missile could be armed with a warhead, plus safe storage 

designed to hold a smallish space capsule – a so-called ‘re-entry vehicle’... Add to that the extensive expansion planned and 

one has to ask oneself if they truly only ever intended to build the seven gun-type museum pieces that they dismantled and 

nothing more...”  

Pierre Faure now interjected, guiding the discussion in a different direction. 

 “Dr. Lee, it sounds to me as if we have to accept that the South Africans likely produced more HEU than they declared – 

possibly up to 500 kilograms more. They thus could have had enough ‘extra’ HEU with which to arm nine more nuclear 

bombs, at the generally accepted minimum necessary charge of 55 kilograms. Or, alternatively, some twenty missile 

warheads employing 25 kilograms each of fissionable material, which is the volume of HEU that an advanced next-

generation implosion-type warhead would require in order to deliver a yield of 210 kilotons...  

“It seems evident that they would not have produced such additional HEU merely to build and arm just more of the old 

museum pieces – especially if we consider how far advanced their missile programme was. Could you, therefore, explain to 

us where they stood in terms of their technical capabilities and infrastructure with regard to the manufacture of missile 

warheads and tactical nuclear weapons?” 

 “As I indicated moments ago...” Dr. Lee began his response “...it is an undeniable fact that the South Africans possessed 

the expertise, as well as the technological infrastructure, with which to manufacture the implosion-type devices needed for 

arming ballistic missiles. You yourself dug up a shaped artillery casing typical of a tactical nuclear weapon. Advena, as I 

mentioned, already had workshops and laboratories suitably equipped for this purpose – to store a re-entry vehicle, and to 

arm an ICBM with a warhead. Why were these facilities built if there was no thought of ever putting them to use? Why were 

there plans to expand these facilities even further? 

“One of the crucial things that they would have had to master, though, if they were indeed making a next generation of 

implosion-type devices, would have been triggers – neutron initiating triggers. Their first-generation weapons were 

allegedly unique in not requiring such triggers... Now, we know for a fact that the South African nuclear scientists did 

indeed begin to develop a miniaturised neutron generator, based upon the acceleration of deuterium into a tritium target. 

Only miniscule amounts of tritium and deuterium are required for such a trigger, and we know that the South Africans were 

working on the production of tritium through a Lithium-6 separation process.  

“This relates to what, exactly, the so-called Witvlei Committee, set up by the South African Government in 1978 to 

review their nuclear weapons programme, in truth decided about the future of the programme. Publicly it was presented that 

this committee had decided to build only the seven first generation bombs, and only those. There is evidence, however, that 

the Committee specifically authorised research on deuterium and tritium to continue – to what end, one might ask? There 

have been many rumours to the effect that the then newly elected Prime Minister, PW Botha (who had retained the defence 

portfolio), convened the Witvlei Committee to direct the nuclear weapons programme beyond the seven first generation 
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weapons. In other words, whilst it is correct that the committee decided to build only the first seven, that decision 

represented only part of the truth, and not the whole of it. That the decision to stop making the old generation was taken 

precisely in order to start on the next generation, the implosion devices, capable of being launched with the new missile 

systems and howitzers that PW Botha so cherished. 

 “We also have evidence that in 1977/78 South Africa had already obtained tritium from Israel; 30 grams in 12 

consignments, referred to in code as the ‘sheep’, in exchange for 50 kilograms of uranium oxide.” 

Lee closed and then disconnected his laptop, ending his presentation with this parting thought: “That South Africa’s 

nuclear technology was, and still is, very advanced is evident from the fact that they are still one of the world’s leading 

suppliers of isotopes that are essential for nuclear medicine; the American Government, for example, reported recently that 

the present-day South African Nuclear Energy Corporation has become the only company in the world to produce 

radioisotopes for medical purposes on an industrial scale, using a process based entirely on low enriched uranium.”  

Faure summed up the situation, in the form of a question: “Given the level of expertise and the technology available to the 

South Africans, one cannot therefore exclude the possibility that they did in fact develop tactical nuclear weapons and 

missile warheads prior to President de Klerk’s announcement regarding the dismantlement of the six and a half bombs? 

Furthermore, that not only could they have developed such new weapons, but they actually could have had sufficient 

supplies of HEU, in addition to that used in the first generation bombs, with which to arm such new generation missiles and 

tactical weapons?” 

Lee took the podium in both hands and pulled himself to his full height, to look Faure squarely in the eye. “That is a 

prudent way of putting it, Monsieur. No, one certainly couldn’t – and shouldn’t – exclude such possibilities. On the other 

hand, we have no concrete proof of the existence of such later generation weapons. And, if they do still exist, where they are 

– did the South Africans, for instance, hand them all over to their Israeli allies, who were apparently the co-developers of 

these weapons? 

“Neither do we have any evidence that the South Africans we dealt with wilfully lied or tried to mislead us. We can’t 

know if renegades like this TuGStaf hid the full truth about the scope and content of the nuclear programme from De 

Klerk’s people, even hiding some of the weapons... No such proof exists. It is clearly also possible that this TuGStaf is 

merely bluffing, astutely exploiting the ‘uncertainties’ they know to exist around the South African nuclear weapons 

programme.  

“However, can one – dare one – deny that the possibility does exist that their claims are actually true? I don’t believe I 

can...” 

 Lee now turned to Dieter: “For me, personally...” he concluded “...it is actually their development of advanced delivery 

systems that most inclines me to disbelieve that they only ever wanted the seven museum pieces and nothing else. They 

spent billions on developing the RSA-3 and RSA-4 missiles. Is it logical to believe the notion that they never actually 

intended to arm them? That their only use would have been to monitor their crops and other geological or climatological 

applications from space? Especially given that we now know, from the official minutes, that the South Africans were 

specifically and exclusively interested in getting nuclear-capable missile technology from Israel?  Perhaps one of you can 

answer that because missiles fall somewhat outside our area of specialisation...” 

..... 

Danie Steyn’s smartphone rang just as he was digging out his wallet to pay the porter who had helped cart his luggage to 

the Air France check-in counter at Johannesburg’s O.R. Tambo International Airport.  It was his colleague Pete calling. 

“Haai, Daan! Have you checked in with the Frog flight yet?” 

“I’m just about to, actually – why do you ask?” Danie responded warily, the suspicion that his plans were about to be 

changed for him immediately aroused. 

“I’m sorry, boytjie, but you’re not going to be watching those can-can girls at the Moulin Rouge tonight after all! We’ve 

just re-booked you, on a flight to Miami, so you’d better get your backside over there because that flight will be closing 

soon!” 

Danie motioned for the porter to wait while Pete rapidly explained. 

“A whole bunch of expensive newspaper adverts were published this morning, the world over, apparently by our ‘friends’ 

who’ve been issuing the biblical threats. The bank account, from which those ads were paid for, has been traced to the BVI 

– the British Virgin Islands. So, instead of Paris, we’re routing you to the samba girls of the Caribbean, you lucky dog! Via 

Miami. Your new ticket reference is Bravo Yankee Kilo Mike THREE.” 

Danie quickly punched this into his phone’s memory. “Got that!” he confirmed. 
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“You’d better be katvoet over there, you hear, boytjie!” Pete warned him, using the Afrikaans expression of moving on 

cat’s feet. “This fokken thing is shaping up to be something pretty darn dangerous. The guys up at the Presidency told me 

this morning that French Intelligence reported yesterday afternoon that they found hard evidence in Paris; real proof that 

PW’s boys did develop modern nuclear and bio-chemical weapons. This backs the claims by these fanatics that they have 

that kind of stuff ready to hand, available to let loose if their demands aren’t met. So we can be even more sure it’s no bluff 

– that this is real serious, Daan! Mega serious!” 

“Who got you the info about the account in the BVI? Kroll?” Danie asked. 

“That’s what I’ve conveniently been saying, but it was Issy’s people, actually...” 

Danie knew that “Issy” was their own private code-name for the local katsa, or collection officer, of the Israeli Mossad. 

“Issy came to see me this morning in a real flat spin. He says his people are mighty worked up about all this, fearing that 

if it blows up their own history with Apartheid South Africa will come back to bite them on the arse. Because it is today 

such common knowledge, you know – the cooperation that existed between the two countries, back in those years, 

developing missiles and nukes. Issy’s bosses are shit scared that, if this thing goes badly wrong, their enemies will seize 

upon it as another stick with which to beat them. They know that this Eksodus can impact the entire planet and they see it as 

a looming public relations disaster for themselves. Issy’s guys know full well what the world’s reaction will be if a nuclear 

warhead, based on one of their designs, lands on some big city on the tip of a missile that looks exactly like one of theirs!” 

“So Issy knew that we – you and I – are involved in the investigation?” Danie asked, not sounding altogether surprised. 

“Somehow or other he must have found out, yes. Or, otherwise, it was a guess and a gamble. Be that as it may, they 

desperately want to work with us, Danie. You know that they and the NIA don’t sit around the same fire these days, what 

with the ANC government’s close friendship with and support of their mortal enemies. So they obviously see us as a way in. 

That’s why they gave me the dope on the account, which they’ve already traced. Basically said, too, that we can name our 

own price...” 

Not for the first time in the course of their partnership did Danie frown inwardly at Pete’s buccaneer spirit. However, he 

had always respected the Mossad guys he worked with when he was in Security; liked them, actually. They were solid 

friends, when friends were sorely needed, in the olden days. And if they now needed a friend, and since the interests so 

evidently converged in the present case, he was all for working with them. They could certainly provide an edge, given their 

formidable skills and contact network. 

“So, you told Issy OK, we’re in...” Danie stated, rather than asked.  

“Yes – you’re OK with that, aren’t you?” 

“You know that I’ve always liked and admired those sandtrappers, and they’ll certainly bring something to the party, 

from their side as well,” Danie responded laconically, using the affectionate slang term in Afrikaans, coined by members of 

the South African forces for their Israeli counterparts, calling them the “guys stepping in the sand” (of the desert). 

“OK, great!” Pete responded with audible relief. “The guys on the A-Team will also be very interested in anything that 

you may discover about this business...” he concluded. 

Danie knew that the A-Team was Pete’s way of referring to their top-tier corporate clients. These players had huge 

investments in Southern Africa, and it wasn’t hard for Danie to understand why they would be interested. Nevertheless, 

bringing them into the conversation irked him somewhat. 

“Let’s just keep our eye on the ball, shall we?!” he shot back, with enough emphasis for Pete to catch his drift. 

“OK, OK – just mentioning reality, boytjie. You just go do your digging; at my end, I’ll see to it that there’s food on the 

table at the end of the day...”  

Danie heard “last call” for the Miami flight and quickly said goodbye. With the porter in tow, he stretched his long legs to 

the opposite end of the check-in hall.  

..... 

In Munich, the BND expert on Southern Africa had moved to the podium, handed back to him by Dr. Lee of the IAEA, in 

order that he may address the erstwhile South African missile programme. Dieter cleared his throat and motioned to an 

assistant to switch on the projector. On the screen a picture appeared of a monster of a vehicle, with wheels two metres tall, 

and with a missile of some 15 metres in length on its back. The photo was subtitled, identifying its subject matter as an 

RSA-3 ballistic missile, weighing some 23 tons when fully fuelled, sitting on its TEL, or Transporter Erector Launcher 

vehicle.  

The next photo was of a missile launch – an RSA-3 lifting off from the Overberg test range, near Arniston in the Western 

Cape Province, on 15 July 1989. It was followed by a schematic rendition of the RSA-3 as a three-stage ballistic missile, 

which the subtitle claimed resembled the Israeli Shavit.  
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Dieter asked for the slide of the RSA-3 on its TEL to be shown once more. 

 “The RSA-3 was jointly developed by South Africa and Israel as part of their ‘Project Chalet’. The Israelis call their 

version the Shavit. The first launch of the missile was from the test range at Overberg; the missile flew more than 1, 600 

kilometres in the direction of Prince Edward Island in the Southern Ocean, a South African possession. It wasn’t armed, but 

carried a 500 kilogram test payload. The missile landed within a few hundred metres of its target. Another two successful 

test launches were undertaken, the last of which was in November 1990.” 

A photo of a much larger missile now appeared on the screen.  

“This is the RSA-4, a full-blown intercontinental ballistic missile, or ICBM. As far as we know, it was never launched, 

but we do know that its solid fuel motors were successfully test fired on 12 October 1992 on the test bed of the testing centre 

at Hangklip, near the village of Rooi-Els, also in the Western Cape. This missile would likely have been operational by 1995 

had its development been allowed to continue. 

“The RSA-4 was designed to deliver a payload of 700 kilograms, anywhere on the planet... We know that the RSA-3 was 

capable of reaching New York with a payload of 340 kilograms, and Moscow with a payload of 400 kilograms.” 

Dieter turned back to face his audience: “There’s a complete RSA-3 sitting on its TEL at the South African Air Force 

Museum at Swartkops; come to think of it – perhaps left there precisely to remind us of the capabilities of this machine and 

the people who built it... 

“We do not know how many of these missiles and TELs were built. What we do know is that they were fully operational. 

After all, nobody doubts that the Israeli Shavits work as intended, and that they can carry nuclear warheads... We also know 

that the three gentlemen who wrote an ‘insider’ book on South Africa’s nuclear weapons programme – one of them having 

been the head of their Air Force, under which the nuclear delivery systems resorted – in which they refer to these TEL units 

in the plural. In the book, the TELs are described as massive vehicles with all-terrain capability, thus capable of roaming 

widely over South Africa’s vast countryside, thereby making it very difficult to locate them with a view to destroying them 

in a pre-emptive strike.  

“It’s evidently possible that some of these very mobile systems could have been hidden prior to the handover of power in 

1994, virtually anywhere in Southern Africa. Perhaps in a barn on a distant farm, or perhaps in a disused mine shaft – after 

all, the South African military actually hid their first nuclear bomb in a disused coal mine, prior to the storage facilities at 

Advena being completed. And the possibility that some of them could have been smuggled out of the country cannot be 

discounted. 

“The logical questions are: if you are building a rocket to carry agricultural surveillance cameras into space – which is 

what their supposed purpose was – then why put them military-style on expensive TELs capable of evading detection by 

dispersing widely over the countryside? Why build the Advena complex with its dedicated facility for arming and storing a 

re-entry vehicle? Why place the programme under your Air Force and not under a civilian research or academic entity?”  

Behind Dieter, a quotation appeared on the screen: 

Rumours circulating in recent years claim that certain weapons systems capable of launching nuclear, biological and 

chemical shells were spirited out of the country by rogue elements of the former defense and security establishment prior 

to the 1994 elections. 

The man from the BND briefly elucidated: “This was written jointly in 2005 by Professor Purkitt of the US Naval 

Academy and Professor Burgess of the US Air War College, who is also Assistant Director of the US Air Force 

Counterproliferation Center, in the introduction to their authoritative book on South Africa’s weapons of mass destruction.” 

Oedipa immediately started rummaging in her attaché case, from which she produced a copy of the book. “I paged 

through this last night...” she said “...and it contains some really disturbing allegations, some of which I’ve marked. For 

example, here on page 20 they say: ‘As more evidence has surfaced over the past decade that suggests that SA’s nuclear, 

biological and chemical weapons dismantlement process was incomplete, more individuals are accepting one of the 

alternative scripts about the recent past in South Africa.’ 

“They also mention that experts regard and refer to the seven first generation bombs as ‘museum pieces’, and that these 

experts claim that only seven were built precisely because the Apartheid regime was already developing its next generation 

of advanced nuclear weapons. 

 “I, myself, have been wondering – do we really know for a fact that there was a seventh bomb, one which was only half 

assembled, at the time that the order was given to dismantle them? Isn’t it just a story, a psychological ploy, by the 

Apartheid military? One designed to predispose us towards accepting that, since the initial weapons programme wasn’t even 

completed when they had their change of heart, they therefore wouldn’t yet have commenced work on a next generation?” 

Dieter nodded that he understood her argument. Dr. Lee, for his part, again stressed that there was no way of knowing 

since all physical evidence of the weapons programme, thus including the seventh “half-built” bomb, had been destroyed, 

together with all documentary evidence related to the programme, long before the IAEA had been invited in. 
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Dieter now showed a photo of the Launch and Flight Control Centre at Overberg and explained that more than five billion 

rand had been invested in the missile programme alone – an astronomical amount for a country the size of South Africa, 

which would incline one to think that something costing that much must have been intended to carry some kind of 

warhead... The photo of the interior of the centre showed an impressive array of row upon row of benches with computer 

stations facing a front wall with a huge screen at its centre, surrounded by two dozen smaller screens – not unlike the 

photographs of NASA’s control room one sometimes sees on TV. Dieter underscored the general impression of a very 

substantial, highly sophisticated space project when he explained about the adjoining air base with its double runways able 

to receive the largest jumbo jets as missile cargo carriers. Having seen these photos, not one of them could believe that they 

were not in fact evidence of a determined, very advanced, missile development programme with intercontinental reach. 

James Jones now spoke for the first time. 

 “You may know that the British Army facilitated the integration process of the new South African National Defence 

Force in the years after 1994. Our people were also very much involved in the training of the new officer corps. For most of 

that period I was, myself, stationed in Pretoria, and it was one of my duties to meet regularly with our military advisors in 

order to obtain from them their feedback. 

“I can share with you what our training officers learned from their informal contact with officers of the former SADF. In 

essence, it was that the philosophy behind the nuclear weapons programme had changed significantly from what it had 

initially been under Prime Minister Vorster, to what it later became in the years that followed, under PW Botha. What 

President de Klerk stated as being the original objective of the nuclear programme, when he informed the world in March 

1993 about its dismantlement, was true for Vorster’s time only – that is, that Vorster, General Van den Bergh and the rest of 

that inner circle, felt they needed a strategic deterrent with which to keep the Soviet Union at bay.  

“I would like to point out that if one’s nuclear strategy really revolves only around strategic deterrence, then having even 

just seven nuclear bombs – no matter that they were the old gun-type ‘museum pieces’ – would probably have sufficed. All 

that would psychologically have been required was one well-publicised underground test explosion. 

 “What we found to have happened under PW Botha, however, is that the evolving needs of the South African Defence 

Force, at that particular juncture, started changing the nature and objectives of the programme. It is very plausible that this 

happened – at least in part – because the military brass were aware that PW would give them anything they asked for, no 

matter the cost. A likelier explanation, however, is that they realised, particularly during 1988, that they needed a battlefield 

‘equaliser’, after the East Block forces in Angola gained air superiority and the Cubans threatened to march on the key 

border area at Ruacana. They realised that they urgently needed a force multiplier with which – in the absence of air 

superiority – they could stop a determined conventional invasion force backed by modern armour, artillery and air power.  

“Due to the international arms embargo that was in place at the time, South Africa wasn’t able to acquire competitive new 

aircraft, nor any sophisticated new weapons platforms for that matter. They therefore had no choice but to make do with 

what they had, and actually did a rather good job of upgrading their old tanks and planes. Nevertheless, as I’m sure you are 

well aware, in the military, the old can seldom keep up with the new. Especially in the arena of aerial combat. And the South 

Africans were being challenged, particularly in Angola, by increasingly more sophisticated weaponry, in the hands of 

increasingly larger forces. Nowhere was this better illustrated than with the Cuban assault on Calueque and Ruacana, when 

the Communists even began overflying Namibian territory in their MIG-23s, which the South Africans simply couldn’t 

match. To repeat – what the South African military realised they desperately needed were force multipliers – and what better 

force multiplier than tactical nuclear weapons?” 

Oedipa immediately voiced her concurrence. “That’s precisely what I read last night in this book by Purkitt and Burgess. 

They also strongly emphasised that the need for force multipliers was what changed the objectives of the nuclear 

programme, from the eighties onwards.” 

Dieter now also joined in: “General van Loggerenberg, the former Air Force head and his two co-authors, too, make that 

same point in their book. In it they unabashedly declare that ‘force multiplication had, clearly, become the name of the 

game’ and explained that the aging South African weapons platforms had to be given greater kick. It speaks for itself that 

systems such as their aging bombers and fighter aircraft could not be replaced from abroad given the embargo – and 

designing, developing and building new systems of that nature was simply beyond their own financial and industrial 

capability as a small nation, however highly skilled they may have been. On the other hand, developing sophisticated 

nuclear weapons and delivery systems was clearly within their technical, financial and industrial ability, particularly if done 

in partnership with a state such as Israel, and that would give them force multiplication beyond anything conventional that 

they could have hoped to import or build.  

“If your air force was running out of serviceable, competitive aircraft and you cannot build new ones yourself, but you 

can build modern missiles – what would you do? Of course you’d want to build such missiles, and certainly not only to take 

photographs from up high of how your national mealie harvest is progressing! You’d want them to be armed with the most 
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destructive warheads available to you, since one such missile can do far more damage than a whole squadron of bombers 

can with conventional bombs. With tactical warheads, those missiles would be able to take out airports, harbours and troop 

concentrations essential to any invasion force. Armed with full-size warheads, and with a range to reach any location on 

earth, such missiles would have been immensely dissuasive strategic deterrents that would have caused any hostile 

government, even a superpower, to think twice about messing with the South Africans – exactly the Israeli philosophy, 

therefore... ” 

“So, what does all this tell us?” Oedipa directed her question at Jones.  

“I believe we have to accept that, in the eighties, goal creep had set in,” the SIS man said thoughtfully. “Under John 

Vorster’s leadership, the nuclear weapons programme served a limited, strategic deterrence purpose. But once the wheels of 

production started rolling, the question probably was – why limit ourselves? Under PW Botha and his securocrats, nuclear 

capability was seen as the force multiplier that would keep the SADF competitive if only they could expand from the 

strategic to owning a tactical nuclear arsenal as well. Arming their aging warplanes, their artillery systems and their small 

patrol boats with tactical nuclear weapons would have made them as powerful as the latest and biggest weapons platforms 

available to their enemies. And missiles that could reach their adversaries at home would probably have made the White 

government untouchable.  Possessing such missiles, armed with nuclear warheads, would have meant that not even the most 

daring African alliance or Eastern Block country would have thought of taking White South Africa on militarily with 

conventional forces, no matter how numerically superior...” 

Dieter looked at a note that a staffer had brought in, wrung his hands, and then announced that he’d been informed that 

breakfast was ready downstairs. They could take a quick bio break, have something to eat (for those who hadn’t had any 

sustenance yet, given the early hour) and proceed to discuss the implications and alternatives over the breakfast table. 

….. 

Aaron Levison was pleased to notice from the read-out on the customised surveillance system that Oedipa was in Munich. 

They were obviously meeting with the BND, which meant that the plan was on track. 

Amazing the things that the technical boffins built into that smartphone, he thought again. It was a real marvel in terms of 

its multi-faceted surveillance uses… 

God, how he hated these cat and mouse lead-up phases! At least things were now moving after all the exhaustive, detailed 

planning. But it would be a few days more, he knew, before the real action would start. All he could say right now was “so 

far, so good.” They were on schedule; every critical task box thus far could be ticked off as a success, everything was going 

exactly to plan...  

Grimly he thought back to when it had all started, so many years ago. The military part was actually the easy part, due to 

the access that they then still enjoyed – making sure that they would have the weapons and the money to hand if ever they 

would need to activate their contingency plan, their Projek Eksodus. Much more difficult, during the negotiation phase, had 

been establishing the legal foundation for a future demand for an own territory. They knew that they needed a duly agreed 

and recorded constitutional provision to fall back upon, allowing them to legitimately demand their right to self-

determination if ever the Rainbow Nation should fall apart.  

As an action-orientated military man, this legal peg on which to hang their hat had not seemed that important to him then, 

and he had on occasion been frustrated with the legalists who insisted that they absolutely had to have it, in order to be 

legitimate. Now, however, he could see that they had been right to insist that such a provision be included in the Kempton 

Park negotiations. 

It was a hard slog, getting agreement on the inclusion of such a provision. It was obtained literally mere days before the 

1994 elections, in no small measure due to Prince Gatsha Buthelezi and his Inkatha impis, deployed as judicious 

“encouragement” by the Third Force. It had been brutal, a struggle waged of necessity in manners that he didn’t take much 

pride in, but in the end they won. The ANC caved in and included such a clause in catch-all terms, in order that the damn 

elections which they so craved could proceed. 

The duplicitous bastards on the ANC negotiating team obviously thought that this little “sop” to the conservatives would 

be meaningless, would have no practical effect in the post-election real world. They thought that it would soon be forgotten, 

and that – with the ANC’s anticipated huge future parliamentary majorities – any misguided small ethnic group trying to 

have recourse to such a self-determination clause would find themselves stymied by the legislative process. 

Which would certainly have been the case, Levison mused, had it not been for the other dimension – the military 

dimension – of the contingency plan. The fact that the means had been put in place to force recognition of this right to self-

determination, which was eventually included in the 1996 Constitution as Section 235. If Pharaoh should try and play 
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games, try and deny this universal right so clearly enshrined now in the supreme law of the land, he would find out that the 

modern-day version of the biblical plagues was ready to descend upon him… 

Still, when the writing on the wall had become clear to see for all who cared to look – when consequently the ringkoppe, 

the wise men of the Command Council were convened to consider activating Eksodus, back when things started going 

seriously downhill with the ouster of Thabo Mbeki – there had been those who wanted to follow a constitutional route, to 

launch their demand that a Section 235 territory be granted to the Afrikaner through a process of dialogue.  

Levison could understand why they had wanted that, but he was with those who strongly opposed such a tactic – because 

the Government would merely string them along, through endless committee meetings, public hearings, commissions of 

enquiry, amendments and the plethora of stalling tactics available to it in the legislative process. Then it would be too late – 

the populist Africanists would already have taken over, and the Afrikaner would have no hope of ever being accorded 

meaningful rights within a meaningful territory. 

The only solution, given the time constraints and the complete certainty that the Government would not voluntarily 

implement Section 235, was to force the ANC’s hand. Possession is nine points of the law, the old saying goes, and 

TuGStaf’s task would be to take possession, and then to hold on. Then only could and would the scope and modalities of a 

Section 235 process be realistically negotiated. 

Once this pre-emptive strike strategy had been adopted, the critically important question had been whether TuGStaf 

should show its hand regarding the nuclear arsenal. Obviously there would be the potentially fatal risk of international 

opprobrium, of TuGStaf and the Volkstaat being condemned as international nuclear terrorists and blackmailers.  

On the other hand, without disclosing this deterrent, there was the equally grave risk that a full-blown civil war would 

ensue, with international intervention. It was “Moses”, a non-military man, who had in the end swayed the debate in Council 

with his reference to the fact that the mere existence of a nuclear deterrence had ensured that the Cold War never heated up 

into a global conflagration. MAD – mutually assured destruction – it was called. It would be precisely the threat of nuclear 

weapons, despised as these may be, that would create the space for negotiating for the just and equitable implementation of 

Section 235 with a minimum of bloodshed and destruction, “Moses” had explained...   

Levison toyed with the model of an RSA-3 missile on the desk in front of him and prayed that those usually cynical, self-

centred and self-righteous bastards in their cosy conference rooms in Europe and North America could be brought to 

understand why TuGStaf had had no choice but to go public on its nuclear capabilities. Why, for the sake of deterring war, 

it had simply had to make this invidious trade-off between its own image and the goal of peace – why it had to accept 

incurring world-wide wrath for threatening nuclear retaliation, in order to deter foreign military intervention and thus 

minimise bloodshed… 

….. 

 At the breakfast table in Munich, amidst a typically Bavarian feast of cheeses and cold cuts, Dieter called the others back 

to order. 

 “Colleagues, I’m sure that we can talk a lot about the details of this matter, but time is our enemy today, as always. I 

believe that the key intelligence questions with which we will have to task our respective collection services are already 

clear. To my mind, there are four: 

“First among these would be finding out whether there really was a year-long break in production at the Y plant due to a 

fire, and whether it truly did only operate at about half of its intended capacity throughout its lifetime.  

“The second would be whether the South Africans really would have spent five billion rand on a missile system complete 

with elusive, countryside-roaming TELs if they truly only ever had civilian applications in mind? Never intending to arm 

those missiles with nuclear warheads despite having asked exactly that of the Israelis, according to those minutes we now 

have!  

“Thirdly, whether they would have built the Advena complex, with all its storage facilities, its laboratories for advanced 

implosion weapons development, its workshops for assembling warheads for ICBMs and the like if they didn’t intend to go 

beyond construction of the seven ‘museum pieces’, as they’ve been referred to.  

“Fourthly, whether such modern weapons – if they were indeed built – could have been secreted away, unbeknown to the 

De Klerk administration and everyone else.  

“In summation, what our bosses want to know at this point in time is whether this so-called TuGStaf’s threat should 

reasonably be assumed to be true.” 

Oedipa saw the others nodding their agreement with the key intelligence questions that Dieter had summarised, with the 

American liaison officer making copious notes.   
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“My personal opinion,” Dieter continued, “is that we have to take this very seriously. I say that based on Oedipa’s 

assessment of her encounter with this Gabriel fellow, also given the CDs of Project Coast that they had in their possession, 

as well as the shell casing that Pierre’s men dug up outside Paris, plus all that was said here this morning about their nuclear 

and especially their missile programme.  

“ I repeat, my personal opinion is that we are obliged to assume that TuGStaf is real, is technically competent, and very 

well may have at their disposal weapons of mass destruction from the Old South Africa’s arsenal, secretly stashed away 

before 1994 for just such a ‘Plan B’ as this Project Exodus. We cannot provide any concrete proof yet that they indeed have 

such weapons, or that these will still function today, after all these years. This TuGStaf may indeed just be bluffing, cleverly 

exploiting uncertainties that they must know to exist about South Africa’s nuclear programme.  

“But I ask you – can we afford to ignore this threat, waiting for such absolute proof, which can come to a world city in a 

form that is all too real and horrible? I believe that prudence demands that we act on the assumption that they have what 

they claim; if we are then proven wrong, neither we nor our fellow countrymen that we are sworn to serve and protect will 

have lost anything. The alternative approach, on the other hand, could be catastrophic.” 

Pierre immediately supported Dieter, and so did James Jones. Dr. Lee also agreed, and said that he would make a report 

along those lines to his director-general in Vienna. The CIA representative, Casper, clearly didn’t want to go on record, but 

undertook to report immediately to the Office of Terrorism Analysis in Langley, as well as to the APLAA, the CIA’s Office 

of Asian-Pacific, Latin American & African Analysis. It didn’t surprise the others that Casper was personally non-committal 

– he was only a liaison officer, after all – and since it had been the Americans who had had the reddest faces with regard to 

Iraq’s non-existent weapons of mass destruction.  

Before Dieter could close proceedings, Pierre Faure asked for another opportunity to speak.  

“My patron last night instructed me to raise an idea with you gentlemen, one which he may wish to take up with our 

presidency. His idea was that we should now, before it is too late, be putting our best efforts into convincing these TuGStaf 

people to abandon their plans. That we should, in secret, offer them a full amnesty, together with relocation outside South 

Africa for them and their families, under new identities, and naturally also with funds to enable them to make a new life for 

themselves. 

“If this is only a tiny group of individuals trying to run a huge bluff, then we can perhaps buy them off like that. Or at 

least sow some dissension within their ranks, which will hopefully lead to at least one or two of them wanting to take us up 

on the offer. If they don’t want to accept such an offer, then that will, in itself, be proof of their commitment to their cause. 

We would have lost nothing by trying. What do you think?” 

Jones didn’t sound as if he was terribly convinced. “Obviously you could try it ... like you say, it can’t do any harm... 

“However, my gut is telling me that this is very different from the craziness that we’ve seen in the past from the right-

wing fringe element, or from individual rogue scientists like those at Roodeplaat who wanted to be bought off.  

“The most worrying aspect to all of this, in my estimation, is that we seem to be dealing here with intelligent, capable 

people, albeit seriously misguided, of course. I should like to venture that the big mistake the ANC made was to abandon 

reconciliation, adopting instead rhetoric that threatens – and actually challenges – the Afrikaner to respond. Those very same 

moderate, Calvinistic, usually law-abiding Afrikaners that Mandela worked so hard to keep inside the tent...”  

Faure looked at the Englishman, somewhat surprised that a son of Albion would speak in such terms of the Afrikaner. 

That the man was right he instinctively knew, though. This wasn’t another case of isolated babble from the lunatic right; this 

was evidence of a people fearing for their future – intelligent and determined people who had foreseen this possibility and 

who had obviously planned accordingly... 

“So what do you think we should do, James?” he asked. 

“I think that what we really ought to be doing is to put ourselves in a position to manage this as a hostage drama – which 

it practically is, of course, since they are intent on taking the entire planet hostage with the weapons that they claim to have. 

We should consider ourselves fortunate that they have of their own accord identified the need for communication, and have 

established a link via Oedipa, albeit against her will.  

“So what we need now is to find the classic hostage negotiator. Somebody who understands them, and who can, on an 

ongoing basis, guide us on how best to respond to them. Because I suspect that we are probably going to be in this for the 

long haul. We need somebody who can get into their heads and really work them psychologically, in an effort to bring this 

matter to a peaceful conclusion...”   

Faure smiled to himself. When he responded to the suggestion made by the man from the SIS, his enthusiasm was clear. 

“You’re absolutely right, James. That’s exactly how I see this, as well. The current situation is indeed very similar to a 

hostage crisis. We need such a negotiator, a man who’s able to understand them, even if he doesn’t agree with them. Last 

night I spoke to someone that I believe would fit the bill perfectly.” 

 “Who do you have in mind?” Dieter asked. 
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“Somebody whom you know well, Dieter – and you too, James. I spoke with Dr. André Roux. You know, formerly of the 

NIS, who now lives in Andorra. He said that he’d be willing to help.” 

 “André!” Dieter responded immediately, the satisfaction in his voice plain for everyone to hear. “Yes, indeed, he would 

be a good man for the task. I’ve always held him in high esteem – please convey my greetings to him when next you two 

speak. And tell him that I’ll be glad to have him on our team!” 

 “I also regarded André as one of their best intelligence analysts, as he is undoubtedly one of the most honourably 

patriotic men that I’ve encountered in this profession of ours,” James Jones confirmed. “It would indeed be good – very 

good – if you could bring him on board to help us resolve this thing before matters degenerate too far.” 

Pierre Faure’s voice now became somewhat withdrawn, with a touch of sadness, when he related his discussion of the 

previous evening with André Roux. “You know, when I spoke with him last night, André was so very, very concerned about 

this damn business. So worried that this would again tag his people as the polecats of the world. What he stressed to me, and 

what we all know to be true, is how strongly the De Klerk team was motivated by the need to rehabilitate the image of the 

Afrikaner people, to liberate them from the stigma of being racists and warmongers, and to allow them to reassume their 

rightful position among the responsible citizenry of the world. That was what had motivated De Klerk to order the 

destruction of the nuclear, biological and chemical weapons programmes, as well as to halt the missile programme. To 

regain legitimacy and respect.  

“FW could simply have kept quiet about the nuclear weapons after their destruction – after all, nobody even knew about 

them. But he chose to go public with it and, together with the acceptance of majority rule, he thereby succeeded in 

redeeming his people in the eyes of the world.  

“Now this TuGStaf has popped out of the woodwork and, whether they intend to or not, they will be reopening those old 

wounds...”  

“So, why are they doing it? They must be aware of the consequences?” Oedipa asked. 

Dieter now stepped in and his answer was revealing, as well as very logical-sounding. 

“As James suggested earlier, we have to accept that these people aren’t stupid. They are not religious or ideological 

fanatics. They are clearly not acting on the spur of the moment, either – this was set up already before 1994 in anticipation 

of possible dark days. Since we must assume that they do know how high the stakes are, and understand just how terrible the 

consequences could be, there are only two reasons that I can think of for them doing what they have embarked upon. 

“The first is that they regard the future that they see unfolding for themselves and their children, under today’s ANC 

government and its potential future leadership, as so dark that any possibility of escaping that fate warrants the risks they are 

about to take. We must not underestimate how desperate these Whites have become, now that the dream of the Rainbow 

Nation seems to lie shattered under the boots of those who ousted Mbeki and who even now call Mandela a sell-out, for the 

settlement that he negotiated. In short, these Whites are so desperate that the risk of international opprobrium seems to them 

a lesser evil than living under a second Zimbabwe... 

“The second reason can only be that the Whites who are now insisting on their right to self-determination in an own 

territory realise full well that, without showing off nuclear weapons, they will not have sufficient credibility and will not be 

able to mobilise sufficient force to achieve their aims. Because even if the TuGStaf can overcome the debilitated present-day 

SANDF in a conventional conflict, there are enough left-wing forces in Africa, Asia and Latin America that would come to 

the ANC government’s aid, at the drop of a hat. Whether they like it or not, as military planners TuGStaf therefore knows 

that they simply have to threaten nuclear mayhem if they are to succeed. For them, it is a necessity that they cannot escape, 

however high the price, because without nuclear weapons they have absolutely no chance of prevailing militarily over the 

international forces that the ANC government will surely be able to call to their assistance!” 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 8 

 

On their way back to Munich’s airport, from inside the chauffeur-driven BMW, Faure issued a stream of instructions over 

his secure cell phone. The first of these went to the pilots; they were to log a new set of flight plans – no longer back to 

Paris, but straight to Air Base BA101 of the French Air Force, at Toulouse-Francazal. Anticipating Oedipa’s question, he 

briefly explained that BA101 was the closest airport to their destination, little more than a hundred kilometres from Andorra 

– because the tiny principality didn’t have its own airport, due to the lack of sufficient flat land within its rugged domain. 

Faure also contacted La Piscine and briefed them on the meeting. He further asked his head office to arrange for an Air 

Force helicopter and pilots to be put at their disposal at BA101 so they could go pick up Dr. André Roux from his house 

near the hamlet of Ansalonga. There simply wouldn’t be enough time to drive over the tortuous mountain passes by car to 

go collect him and, as chance had it, BA101 was the principal training base for the helicopter pilots of the French Air Force. 

Faure then phoned Roux himself to arrange the details of the pick-up. Roux undertook to speak with the owner of the 

caravan park alongside the river, just below his house, to get his permission for the chopper to land there. As it was still only 

the beginning of spring, it was too early for campers to be arriving yet, so that an expanse of relatively flat, open lawn was 

thus available for them to touch down on.  

After two nights of practically no sleep, Oedipa’s only desire now was to stretch out on one of the invitingly soft-looking 

sofabeds in the Falcon’s luxurious cabin. She fell asleep immediately and only woke up when the stewardess lightly shook 

her by the shoulder to warn her that they were approaching the air base and that she needed to fasten her seat belt. 

 “Have I missed anything important?” she asked Faure in a slightly embarrassed tone, while she strapped herself into the 

seat across from him. 

The older man looked her up and down, almost making her feel as if she was some kind of weakling for having needed 

sleep. Then he suddenly seemed to recall that he was bound by circumstance to treat her civilly. “Yes, rather…” he 

answered in his usual somewhat brusque manner. Then, to soften his initial response, he asked: “But tell me first, did you 

sleep well?”  

She nodded, managing at the same time to discipline her hair into a ponytail with a quick flick of her head and an adroit 

wrist movement. It was probably her first typically feminine gesture of the past two days; the hard-bitten war correspondent 

for a moment transposed by the awakening female – but it was all lost on Faure. 

 “I hope that you’ve brought clothes along for the tropics…” he continued. She looked at him quizzically, and he started 

to explain: “Shortly after we took off from Munich, I received a call from La Piscine. The bank account in the British Virgin 

Islands from which the French newspapers were paid has been traced. The investigative firm of that South African ex-

policeman, Danie Steyn, working with their buddies at Kroll in the Caribbean, succeeded in identifying it. So, since it is our 

only tangible lead at this stage, we’ve been ordered on to Tortola in the BVI – once we’ve picked up Dr. Roux in Andorra. 

Steyn’s own plans have also been changed. He’s now flying directly to Miami, no longer to Paris, and will fly across from 

there to join us in Road Town.” 

 Oedipa knew that the BVI, located in the north-eastern Caribbean, next to Puerto Rico, was an important centre for 

offshore banking. Road Town was probably the capital, she surmised, but didn’t want to give Faure the satisfaction of 

asking him for confirmation. 

Faure mentioned further that Paris was already in the process of arranging landing rights for the Falcon in the BVI. A 

second flight crew would also be joining them in Toulouse, flying in from Paris, to pilot them across the Atlantic. This was a 

legal-technical necessity as their present crew would otherwise be exceeding their permissible total of flying hours between 

obligatory rests. The stewardess, who’d never been to the Caribbean, insisted that she wanted to stay on board with them for 

the rest of the journey, to which Faure acceded since she obviously wouldn’t be doing any of the flying. 

Two communications technicians with the necessary equipment were also on the same flight from Paris as the 

replacement flight crew, to join them for the duration. They and their equipment would allow Faure to use the Falcon as a 

mobile field command post, constantly and securely in touch with La Piscine and – if need be – with the French Embassy in 

Pretoria. 

The Falcon swept in to land at BA101, affording Oedipa a brief view of the snow-covered peaks of the Pyrenees on the 

horizon. They had scarcely stepped onto solid ground when a small personnel van painted in drab military olive pulled up, 

emitting a raucous rattle from its diesel engine. It had clearly seen better days and, after the luxurious interior of the Falcon, 

the contrast with the Spartan interior of the van could not have been starker. Luckily the little van had to carry them only a 

stone’s throw farther, to a waiting SA330 Puma helicopter of the “Maurienne” training squadron, its motors already 

warming up.  
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Faure briefly explained to Oedipa, above the whine of the engines, that BA101 was home base to the CIEH, the centre for 

helicopter training of the French Air Force, and that two of its instructors would be flying them across the mountains to pick 

up André Roux in Andorra. The co-pilot now emerged and accompanied them to the machine, running crouched under the 

already spinning rotor blades. 

The passenger compartment of the Puma was almost as spartan as the little van had been. Oedipa tried to fasten her seat 

belt and control her hair at one and the same time, but had to surrender to defeat as regards the hair. Faure passed her the 

second of the two sets of earphones that he had received from the co-pilot, with which they would be able to hear each other, 

as well as the crew, above the thundering drone of the motor and the whap-whap of the rotor blades. The instant that the 

crouching ground technicians surrounding the craft gave the thumbs up, they felt the powerful machine surge upwards as the 

pilots urged it to maximum performance. They were in a hurry because the captain wanted to be able to take off from the 

makeshift field in Ansalonga before darkness set in, given that there would be no navigation aids available there. 

Francazal lies to the south-west of Toulouse, on the edge of the urban area, and soon Oedipa saw the typical patchwork 

quilt of the intensively cultivated rural landscape flit by below them. Progressively the irrigated fields of the plains started 

giving way to the olive groves and the vineyards of the hill country around the Puy Daniel, and then, only a few minutes 

later, they were beating the air over the rugged wilderness of the Pyrenees, with the chain known as the Montagnes du 

Plantaurel stretching out in a parallel linear fashion below them. 

The terrain systematically became even more rugged – the mountains higher, their rock faces covered with snow that 

reached low down the shaded north-facing slopes of the steep valley walls. 

 “What on earth made André Roux move to this forsaken place?” she asked Faure.  

He allowed himself a brief smile at the tone of her question before replying: “Where his house is, in one of the cultivated 

valleys, it looks a great deal better than here, in the middle of this wild expanse of raw rock and snow,” he answered. 

 “But leaving sunny South Africa for this?” she persisted. 

Faure’s voice turned serious – sufficiently so for her to notice, above the noise. 

“I don’t believe that it could have been easy for him, Oedipa. In fact, I know that it was gut-wrenching for the man. 

Firstly, because he’s not the kind of guy who runs away from challenges, or who’d be apt to take the ‘chicken run’. 

Secondly, because they had a truly beautiful place in the Franschhoek Valley – you’ll know just how picturesque that area is 

from having lived next door in Stellenbosch. The sad reality is that he, as with many responsible family men like himself, 

came to the conclusion that the prospects for South Africa had become just too risky – beyond what was reasonably 

acceptable.  He’s got a wife and a daughter, who come first in his life. Their security – safeguarding them against the wave 

of brutally violent, savage crime that’s been sweeping the country – became paramount. So, too, did their future financial 

security, given the rapidly increasing political uncertainty and the deterioration in investor confidence. 

“He explained to me one evening when I visited them on the farm – it was just before he sold it – that he was becoming 

very concerned about the future value of his retirement savings if the South African Rand should go the same way as the 

Zimbabwe Dollar.” 

Oedipa saw his point, mentioning that she had read somewhere that Zimbabwe’s inflation rate had at one stage surpassed 

one million per cent, with the Zim-dollar becoming practically worthless, to the point of being abandoned as legal tender. 

She could understand that to South Africans that wasn’t an attractive prospect. But then – who could say that South Africa 

would inevitably go that way, too? 

 Faure made a derisive, snorting sound, but said nothing. He remembered all too well what it had felt like when his family 

had been forced to flee their farm in Algeria.  

Not willing to allow his snort to pass for a reply, she kept looking at him insistently. In the end he said: “The problem 

with these African states, ma chère, is that things need to go wrong only once, for it to be practically irreversible. If you’re a 

pensioner when that happens, then you’re stuffed. We’ve seen it in French Africa, too, in formerly pleasant places where our 

own countrymen had once prospered, like the Ivory Coast. 

“And, honestly speaking, the divided and rudderless ANC of today is no longer the proud movement of Mandela, which 

had filled us all with the hope that democracy was dawning at last for Africa. The Rainbow Nation is now a forgotten dream, 

racism is back in vogue, albeit in reverse, and things can indeed turn disastrous for South Africa very quickly if the wrong 

bunch should win the power struggle around Zuma’s succession...” 

From her expression he could see that she was warming up for a confrontation on political correctness, so he quickly 

changed the subject back to the family Roux and the positive attributes of the little mountain principality that had attracted 

them to Andorra, in particular. 

“If you should ask him straight out: ‘Why Andorra? André would probably tell you, with his sense of humour, that he 

chose it because it has the highest life expectancy on earth – more than 84 years on average! Clearly the stability, 

tranquillity, culture, excellent services and tax-free status of the Principality weighed heavily with him, because of being 
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almost the direct opposite of how one would describe the situation in Africa. But I guess the preferences of his wife, Naomi, 

and his daughter, Nina, tipped it in the end. Both of them are crazy about skiing, which they learnt in the early eighties when 

André served for a few years at the South African Mission in Geneva, at the European seat of the United Nations. 

 “Nina is married to a French-Swiss guy, and the two of them had been pestering André and Naomi to move to Europe 

and start a guest house with them – Nina’s husband is a very good chef.” 

Oedipa had always loved visiting the beautiful Franschhoek Valley with its vineyards and excellent restaurants, making it 

an area with some of the highest real estate values in the country. She asked Faure how André had come to own one of those 

sought-after wine estates.  

“André inherited one of the Roux dynasty’s family farms in the Valley – his forebears were among the original French 

Huguenots who were settled there by the Dutch administration, more than three hundred years ago. After retiring from the 

NIS, he really started building the place back up beautifully, turning it into a very successful boutique wine estate. He was 

fortunate enough to sell it at a good price at the height of the property market boom, before Wall Street messed everything 

up. Naomi, for her part, was a successful attorney, first in Pretoria, then in Paarl, the large town adjacent to Franschhoek. 

Pooling their money they were able to buy a nice big house with a hectare or two of land, above Ansalonga, which they’ve 

converted into a guest house and restaurant. The view from up there is quite splendid.” 

The voice of the pilot crackled over the headphones, informing them that they’d just crossed the border with Andorra and 

would soon be flying down André’s valley, along the CG-3 main road to Ansalonga, which lay just a few minutes ahead of 

them.  

When a hamlet with an excuse for a golf course came into view, Faure recognised it. “That’s La Cortinada; the next place 

will be Ansalonga. André’s house should be on the right-hand side of the road…  Look! There!” he pointed it out.  

Oedipa saw a sturdy dwelling in Alpine style, ensconced against the slope at the top of a winding path. A vehicle was 

leaving the house at that precise moment, driving down towards the main road and the caravan park, which she identified 

next to the stream. A string of empty caravans stood drawn up next to one another in a dense line across an open field; 

evidently stored there, awaiting the arrival of summer. In one spot, safely distant from the caravans, the grass had been 

mown and a makeshift windsock hung limply against a pole, confirming that there wasn’t even a ghost of a breeze. 

The big helicopter found its feet, after a slight hop. The captain kept the rotor turning slowly while Faure and the co-pilot 

ducked out and ran in a crouch to the car that had just arrived. Oedipa saw a silver-haired man emerge from the vehicle and 

take an overnight bag from the boot. Two blonde women, clearly mother and daughter, took turns hugging and kissing him 

goodbye, after which he turned to Faure and greeted him heartily, before shaking hands with the co-pilot. With the sun 

rapidly setting, there wasn’t time for lengthy goodbyes, and the co-pilot unceremoniously ushered the two older men 

towards the waiting helicopter.  

Faure took a seat that would oblige Roux to sit between him and Oedipa. She saw a suntanned face that contrasted nicely 

with the silver of his hair. André Roux’s appearance spoke of an active life spent mostly outdoors – probably often exposed 

to the brilliant reflection of light on the ski slopes, she surmised. The blue eyes were alive and twinkled with good humour. 

Not bad looking, she thought, although more distinguished than attractive. There was quite a hint of the aristocratic-

sophisticated intellectual in him. Her own taste in men, though, ran more to athletic ruggedness. 

Roux evidently recognised her from having seen her on TV and greeted Oedipa with professional respect, in passable 

French, once they had donned the earphones. The tone of his voice immediately reminded her of the typical Afrikaner 

warmth and friendliness towards strangers, which she had so often encountered, across the length and breadth of the 

country, when she was studying and working there. When she greeted him back, in Afrikaans, she saw his features light up 

with pleasure.  

Her opening question to him, however, brought on a measure of sombreness in him. 

 “You must be glad to be safely ensconced up here, so far away, with all the shit that’s about to hit the fan down there in 

South Africa, aren’t you?” she needled him from the word go – if she was honest with herself, not exactly certain why she 

was doing it.  Perhaps because he was an Afrikaner male and her past experience of that species had been … unsettling? 

She could see from the expression in his eyes that it was tough for him to deal with her essentially accusing him of 

abandoning his fatherland. For a moment she was sorry that she had put her very first question in such a brutally 

personalised manner. But then, she told herself in self-righteous absolution – that was what she usually did on first 

encounters. Shake the tree a bit. Get the other party off balance from the outset. See their true nature emerge when they feel 

trapped in the headlights… 

 Roux now stared at her intently, appraisingly, and slowly she began to realise that he wasn’t the kind to be easily 

flustered. Suddenly he laughed out loud and slapped her on the knee before finally responding to her question with a mock 

light-heartedness that left her wondering about his true feelings.  
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“This grey old head of mine tells me that there really was no other choice; that it was the better of a limited number of 

essentially bad options that were the only ones open to me and my family…” he said, then paused to look her in the eye 

once again, before continuing, firmly: “… but this Boer heart of mine will always hanker after those wide open spaces, the 

wide horizons, the oh-so-blue of those African skies … that, Ms. Journalist, neither time nor man’s machinations will ever 

be able to wrench from me!” 

She simply nodded, for once not really knowing what to say. He shrugged, sensing that they had crossed the first hurdle, 

and then continued with what she could sense was sincerity: “In this life, one has to be able to face basic realities as you 

encounter them, realistically and with an open mind – not naively wishing for tough realities to either magically go away or 

become what you would like them to be, but confronting them for what they are. One cannot shy away from decisions that 

must sometimes be made, no matter how hard, in order to ensure a long-term future for yourself and your loved ones.  

“You have to accept the reality that destiny has seen fit to ordain for you. Challenges must be faced in time. If you have to 

exchange the known for the unknown, then have the guts to go with your instincts, make the decision, and live with the 

outcome. Life is too short to waste any part of it pondering what could or should have been! Life’s also too precious to 

vacillate in the face of imminent danger, eventually to find that your options have evaporated!” 

André Roux turned away from her and leaned towards the open side door to wave at his wife and daughter, mere specks 

by now against the green backdrop below. Oedipa saw him look across at his house against the slope, and then quickly fish 

out his cell phone to take a picture of it.  

Not just a thinker, but a doer as well, she thought. Comfortable within his own skin. With the phone back inside his 

pocket, he turned around to face her once more.  

“I am, of course, very pleased that we found this beautiful place. We are happy here, and we’re looking forward to 

hopefully welcoming a grandchild into the family one of these days. I need one to justify this grey hair of mine!” he 

laughed.  

“Well, that kid will have a very fit and tanned oupa,” she said, trying to compensate somewhat for her harsh opening 

gambit. Roux just smiled, and then of his own volition continued down the mental path upon which her initial question had 

led him – Oedipa could see that he indeed felt a need to rationalise to her his decision to leave South Africa – and she was 

interested to hear it. 

 “As one grows older, you realise that there won’t be many further opportunities to earn an income. You’re effectively 

dependent on what you’ve been able to put aside for your retirement. That’s when safeguarding the value of your 

investments become pivotal to your decision-making. If you lose what you have when you are young, you can always start 

afresh; when you are old, you have to hang on to what you’ve got,” he explained. “If everything that you’ve worked to 

acquire during the course of your life, everything that you and your wife have earned through the sweat of your brows, 

suddenly risks becoming worthless because the bottom has fallen out of your country’s currency, then your final years will 

be a struggle for survival, a living hell...  

“I remember very well how, not that many years ago, the Zimbabwean Dollar was stronger than the South African Rand. 

If you were a millionaire in Zimbabwe, well then you were more than a millionaire in South Africa. And today? With a 

million Zim dollars you cannot even buy a loaf of bread! 

 “The same applies to land – if your farm is your major asset, with its value representing your savings for your golden 

years, and suddenly it is taken from you because others choose to regard you as a ‘foreigner’ whose forefathers supposedly 

‘stole’ that land from their ancestors centuries ago, then you’ve also lost everything.” 

Leaving her with those thoughts, André Roux turned to his friend Pierre and Oedipa was struck by how warm the 

relationship between them was. Comradeship would be a better term, she thought. Roux playfully poked Faure in the ribs: 

“You Frogs are just about kidnapping me here, right from my own front porch. How am I going to explain to the Andorran 

authorities what happened to me and where I’ve been when hopefully one day you allow me to return to my home? You’ll 

not be so kind as to fly me back in with a chopper then, I presume?” 

Faure smirked, knowing that Roux was teasing him since there was no passport control between Andorra and France in 

any case – just customs control on essentially the French side, to see that Frenchmen who visit the tax-free haven don’t try 

to slip back with more than they’re entitled to bring into France duty-free. In any event, Faure replied, they had already 

officially informed the Andorran authorities about this chopper flight into their territory to come and pick him up; there were 

advantages to having the French president as co-prince of the country, he reminded Roux.  

Oedipa then heard Faure brief the South African on that morning’s meeting in Munich; the ex-NIS man seemed pleased to 

receive the greetings from Dieter and James, and it was clear to her that he knew both of them well.  

For the rest of the short flight back, the two men talked about the arrangements for the rendezvous with Danie Steyn in 

the BVI. To Oedipa they both appeared to be a bit perturbed by this unanticipated addition to their team, although Roux 

tried to make light of it.   
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It was already quite dark when the Puma landed gracefully back at BA101. The base commander was waiting for them 

with the news that the plane from Paris with the relief crew would be arriving there in little more than a half hour. He invited 

them to use the ablution facilities of the officers’ mess in the meantime, and also to join him there for some refreshments. 

Oedipa was soon in her element, propping up the bar counter along with the men. Her years as a war correspondent made 

her feel very much at home in this milieu. She had just downed her first two fingers of Chivas on the rocks when the 

smartphone that Gabriel Engelbrecht had left with her started ringing incessantly in her inner pocket.  

“I see you have been flying all over the place today, hey?” Levison’s tinny, still disguised voice came through when she 

took the call. “Are you alone? There aren’t ears around that shouldn’t hear?” 

“It’s him!” she hissed to Faure. “Get them out of here!” she motioned towards the Commandant and the two flight crew 

who were staring at them, their interest evidently piqued by the visitors’ intense reaction to a mere phone call. Faure 

immediately grasped the situation and led the Commandant towards the door, apologising and invoking national security.   

“We saw, yesterday, that you went to the house in the Hameau…” Levison continued, but she cut him short: “Wait! Wait 

until I tell you to continue,” she spat at him in Afrikaans, so that the French officers wouldn’t understand. Her tone brooked 

no argument; when Faure rejoined them, a still agitated Oedipa switched to speakerphone so that the others could hear as 

well. “OK, shithead, what do you want this time?” she asked, now in English.  

Levison managed to maintain a light and pleasant tone regardless. “As I said, we saw that you were at the house in La 

Jonchère yesterday. I take it for granted that you did, indeed, find there the evidence that we promised you? And you can’t 

have missed our adverts in all the major papers this morning, I’m sure.”  

Oedipa affirmed this, brusquely, and Levison continued: “We noticed also that you went to Munchen (he pronounced it 

the Afrikaans way) this morning; most certainly to visit the BND, I would guess? That was good to see, because it showed 

us that you are taking this matter seriously. What has us a little perplexed, though, is why you went to Andorra this 

afternoon? Staying there so briefly? Was it to pick something or somebody up? Not contraband, I’m sure!” 

Oedipa looked at Roux, who shook his head to signify that she should not yet reveal that he had joined them. Faure then 

asked for the phone, which Oedipa handed to him. He began to address Levison in English: “Mr. Levison, this is Pierre 

Faure speaking. I, as head of the Africa Division of the DGSE, have orders from my Government to make a formal offer to 

you and your associates. An offer of full, unconditional amnesty if only you agree to abandon this dangerous plan of 

yours…” 

Levison’s laugh burst forth from the smartphone’s small speaker, spontaneous and unaffected. Then he took control of 

himself and spoke harshly: “Monsieur Faure, forget that, please! Forget about making us any offers, other than offering to 

recognise our sovereign state. When you do that, I promise that we will immediately hand over to you all our weapons of 

mass destruction!” 

Faure tried again. “The amnesty is for all of you, including your family members, and includes re-settlement overseas 

with new identities, plus money enough for you to…” Levison again interrupted, this time with unmasked anger. “Stop! 

Stop this nonsense! I haven’t phoned to listen to such bullshit! I’ve phoned to warn you that we haven’t yet received any 

response to our memorandum from those people in Pretoria. Time is of the essence here. They clearly need to have their 

minds focused for them. You should be talking to them about that, not wasting your time making stupid offers to us!  

“Our own contribution to focusing their minds was to let loose the first plague – ten minutes ago – a symbolic act, nothing 

and nobody was actually harmed. And, as we’re not going public with our demands yet, there will be no claim of 

responsibility, no explanation of why or wherefore. It’s just something to make the world sit up and wonder… Significant 

though, I would suggest, in terms of our abilities – of the kind of intervention that we are technically capable of should our 

just and peaceful demands not be met… 

“You’ll find this first plague on the internet. Simply click on Google Earth!” 

The line went dead, abruptly, leaving Faure staring at the silent phone, before he swung around to return it to Oedipa. She, 

however, was already occupied with getting her laptop out of her attaché case. 

Placed on the bar counter, the computer screen flashed through the start-up routine. Oedipa clicked on the icon for Google 

Earth on her desktop. 

The usual black screen appeared, representing the vast blackness of outer space. Then, as usual, planet earth started 

slowly expanding from a pinprick at centre screen until it filled the frame. But something was different. Unusual. Instead of 

being predominantly blue, this time the planet was red. The crimson colour of blood. The oceans had been changed to the 

colour of blood, as had the lakes. 

“The waters have turned to blood!” André Roux gasped, voicing their surprised realisation. “The first biblical plague, just 

as he had said!” 

They looked at each other, unsure what to make of it all. Again it was André Roux who broke the silence. 
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“They are clever, these bastards! Really clever!” he said grimly. “This is psychological warfare that has been very 

carefully thought through. They know that hundreds of thousands of people log on to Google Earth every day. All the 

visitors to the site will see it, and all of them will wonder what this is all about. The media will report on it as well – another 

hacking of a major site. No matter that there’s no clue at this stage as to who the hackers are, or what their purpose is.” 

With a mix of irritation and frustration in her voice, Oedipa interrupted him: “But what the fuck do they think they’re 

proving with this?”  

“It’s evident that they’re trying to achieve two goals with this. The one is immediate, directed at us. The other is directed 

at the world at large, the first step in a longer-term strategy of preparing them psychologically for what TuGStaf has in store. 

 “Firstly, they are proving to us – we, the few who actually know that it’s them who hacked Google – that they have the 

technical expertise and capacity to hack into a site as large and as well secured as Google Earth … thereby forcing us to ask 

ourselves what else they may be capable of. All to dispose us towards according them and their threats enhanced credibility. 

“Secondly, as regards the public at large, the full effect of this hacking will kick in only later, when this TuGStaf chooses 

to publicly declare that they were responsible, and also reveal that it’s part of their Projek Eksodus with its biblical 

connotation of the plagues – if their demands are not met. They are now, with this ‘water into blood’ first plague, 

establishing a future psychological reference framework. They want to condition the public so that they will, once revealed, 

view TuGStaf’s demands in the context of a revered tale that everybody knows – the biblical story of the Exodus. So that 

TuGStaf’s demands be equated in the public mind with the just demands of the oppressed Israelites, and the Pretoria 

government’s likely refusal to accede to the intransigence of Pharaoh. With the public conditioned to subconsciously expect 

the same sequence of terrible escalation if the demands are not met, and the inevitable victory for the oppressed. 

Pierre Faure motioned for André Roux to elaborate on this last line of thought, which the South African was pleased 

enough to do. 

 “Practically every man, woman and child in the Western World knows the biblical story of the Exodus from Egypt. An 

oppressed population wishing to be released, to be allowed to go find their own Canaan. The bad guy, Pharaoh, because of 

not wanting to let them go, forcing a cycle of escalation, through his intransigence. With painful results, eventually, and an 

inevitable outcome that the public identify with as being just and good.  

“TuGStaf plans to tap into this familiar screenplay, starting out through symbolic acts like this so the public will recall 

that Pretoria was given a chance to resolve this peacefully and that TuGStaf initiated their demands non-violently. Thereby 

they hope to tap into subconscious perceptions of good and evil, of ‘just cause’ and the eventual justification of their violent 

actions for having been ‘forced’ to resort to extreme measures when their initial harmless gestures were ignored by the bad 

guys. 

“In the final analysis, though, they are now planting the seeds of profound future fear, when the true origin and context of 

these now seemingly innocuous acts are finally revealed. For the public will then realise the enormity of what has actually 

been going on … when people learn about the nuclear weapons and come to understand the biblical analogy. The public will 

then realise that a predetermined and seemingly unstoppable chain of events has been in motion for some time already, 

without their governments having informed them – and fear, of course, that the end result can turn out really badly for those 

who oppose such a ‘just’ plea for an exodus; resulting in wholesale destruction and the death of many… ”  

Oedipa snapped the laptop shut with an angry gesture. “You!” she snarled, her finger in his face. “You bloody Afrikaners! 

You have always been far too possessed by this fanciful notion of yourselves as some kind of ‘chosen people’ as in the Old 

Testament!” She spat the words at Roux, then stood back, her hands on her hips, before continuing:  “We, the world, we 

owe you nothing! Yet you always try to drag us into your disputes! Why can’t you fucking South Africans resolve your own 

issues, among yourselves, without forever involving the rest of us, wanting us to pick sides?” 

Roux kept his cool and looked her in the eye, not at all pushed onto the defensive by her attack. A grin slowly expanded 

across his face, his eyes – now mocking – still locked onto hers. Faure waited and watched in silence, to see the outcome of 

this contest of wills. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him stare at her with unmasked irritation; her attacking Roux for 

the wrongs committed by his kin, using him as lightning rod for her anger about the situation, was indeed a bit over the top, 

she suddenly realised. 

Roux was clearly up to the challenge, though. When he finally answered her, his voice was soft, without a trace of anger, 

but containing the barbs of tease. 

 “A journalist who honestly is not interested in our quarrels and squabbles?” he asked, still with that infuriating grin. 

“That, Madame, is not how I remember your kind, during the seventies and eighties, when you swarmed all over my 

country…” 

He paused a moment, as if affording her the opportunity for a riposte, as if challenging her to continue the verbal 

skirmishing. When this time she held her tongue, he continued, his voice reasonable and dispassionate: “One should not 
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generalise about any people, mine included. And certainly you have no reason to classify me, personally, with any 

fundamentalist movement, whether religious or political.  

“Remember, we are here to try and resolve this threatening catastrophe – peacefully, if we can. It is not going to serve us 

well if we succumb to our emotions at the first hurdle. If we demonise the very people that we will, inevitably, have to 

negotiate with – whether we want to or not, or like it or not. By demonising them we will simply be denying ourselves 

options and opportunities.  

“You have to stay objective, too. For example – you know very well that it is not Levison’s people who are now the first 

in history to try and internationalise the South African situation! They are simply taking a leaf out of the ANC playbook; 

they who very successfully internationalised their struggle in the seventies and the eighties, piling worldwide pressure upon 

the White Government to accede to their demands. In fact, many identify that pressure as having tilted the balance; that the 

White Government lost the struggle for political power not because they lacked physical power, but because they had lost 

the contest for world public opinion. TuGStaf seems aware of the need not to make that same mistake again. They are 

trying, with this psychological action plan of theirs – the advertisements, the slow setting up of first the symbolic plagues – 

to predispose public opinion to perceiving their demands and actions as justified, when revealed. They’re attempting to 

create a receptive climate, a soft landing pad, for when eventually they go public.” 

Faure now stepped in. “Do you think that you will be able to negotiate with them, André? To achieve, in a manner of 

speaking, safe passage for all sides, out of their respective nightmares? Some compromise that everyone concerned can live 

with?” 

Roux instinctively made a non-committal, questioning motion with his head and shoulders, but then his features firmed. 

“What you can be sure of is that I’m going to be doing my damndest to avoid this descending into a bloodbath… But I’m 

only a small cog, and what you all must accept…” he paused and looked pointedly in Oedipa’s direction “…is that if I want 

them to understand my point of view, then I – we – will at least have to try and comprehend theirs; to try to understand what 

makes them tick, why they do the things they do, in the way that they do. After all, that’s basic to any intelligence analysis – 

the fact that I’m trying to understand their motives, and that I will convey these to you, will not mean that I support either 

their cause or their actions! So – please don’t shoot the messenger!” 

Faure nodded, seemingly satisfied. Oedipa just looked at him, doubtingly. Not so much doubting his skills at analysis or 

negotiation, but wondering rather about the possibility of anybody being able to resolve this mess through talking… 

Instead of dwelling on that, though, she turned to Faure with a question about the technical prowess required to hack into 

Google Earth. The DGSE man responded that cyber warfare had clearly become one of the critical battlefronts of the 

modern era, not only between states, but also in the asymmetrical warfare engaged in by non-state actors such as terror 

groups. “The Pentagon, in mid-2009, set up a full-blown ‘US Cyber Command’ to fight such wars. Google itself has fallen 

victim to concerted hacking before – in China, when G-mail was penetrated in order to get information on dissidents. There 

also was the so-called Ghostnet operation, which targeted Tibetan activists. And Estonia suffered a massive cyber attack in 

2007, in which more than a million computers were hijacked to tie up government and business, causing damage to the tune 

of tens of millions of euros. Twitter, too, has been hacked – in much the same way as this Google Earth event – when 

Iranian hackers took over the normal landing screen and posted their own message, claiming retaliation for the role Twitter 

played as a communications medium during the troubles around Iran’s disputed election. And then there was the Israeli hack 

attack on Iran’s nuclear centrifuges, with the very sophisticated Stuxnet worm infiltration...” 

Apparently satisfied, she looked back at Dr. André Roux. His quizzical, slightly amused way of returning her gaze stirred 

her quick temper again, to the point that she could barely suppress it. Turning abruptly on her heel she headed for the door, 

showing her back to Roux, and told Faure over her shoulder that she was going to find the Commandant to get something to 

eat... 

She could, however, not get away from Roux that easily. With three long strides he was next to her, lightly squeezing her 

shoulder, his lively eyes smiling into hers as if to say: we are going to be friends, are we not? The silent gesture touched her 

in a way Roux could not have foreseen because it reminded her so much of one of Deon’s favourite ways of deflecting her 

temper when they had had an argument. That Deon – the older brother of her school friend, Annelie van Zyl… 

 “These bloody Afrikaners!” it screamed inside her.  She caught herself thinking of that first holiday she had spent with 

the Van Zyl family in South Africa; how Deon had walked into his parents’ house in his parabat uniform, how they had 

become lovers during that brief interlude in his national service, afforded him by a 7 day ‘pass’… 

With some difficulty she forced her thoughts back to the present, to this other Afrikaner male who was clearly not going 

to let go of her shoulder until she gave him some sign of cooperation. Oedipa looked up, into André Roux’s mirth-filled eyes 

and wordlessly they nodded at each other – a silent ceasefire if not yet a full peace accord. His hand dropped from her 

shoulder to the small of her back, and he gently motioned her to go through first.  
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Not somebody to take on with kid gloves, Oedipa realised, with respect – a man with presence, comfortable in his own 

skin, a natural leader of men. She understood now why Pierre, Dieter and James thought so highly of this André Roux. 

..... 

Comfortably settled in their camping chairs, Tienie and Marita Steyn were enjoying the old-time Boeremusiek melodies 

emanating from the admittedly tinny-sounding loudspeakers strung along the tree branches on the banks of the Wilge River. 

They had tucked heartily into Marita’s seafood “potjie”, and had of course been obliged to taste a bit of all the neighbouring 

pots too – anything from venison, lamb and chicken through to tripe – so that they were well into that mellow state induced 

by liberal helpings of good food and good wine, enjoyed in good company. Under some pots the coals were still winking red 

eyed, and the distinctive aroma of boerewors sausage (“illegal” at a potjiekos evening, yet too irresistible for it not to 

feature) hung deliciously in the windless evening air. Some of the youngsters had started converging on the concrete slab 

that served as a dance floor, and the two Steyn boys, along with their girlfriends, were among them.   

The Dominee (as Afrikaans Protestant church ministers are called) had brought his chair up to join Tienie and his wife, as 

had Phillip Smith, the local pharmacist, pulling up a plastic beer crate that had contained firewood, to use as an impromptu 

seat. The chatting initially centred around rugby, the Afrikaner national pastime, but Phillip (or Flippie, as his predominantly 

Afrikaans clientele called him) wasn’t really into that subject tonight. Like the proverb states, what the heart is full of, the 

mouth runneth over with, and Phillip’s heart was brimful of nostalgia and sadness about his fast-approaching departure from 

this land… 

 “Ja, mense…” he sighed. “I’ll be watching rugby in the cold and wet next season, over there, where we are moving to. I 

suppose I will have to learn to root for another team now, no longer our beloved Free State Cheetahs…” he said with 

feigned light-heartedness. “Since they already have the famous ‘London Irish’ over there, I really can’t see why they can’t 

start a team called the ‘London Bokke’ as well, seeing that so many of our boys are there – then at least I’ll have something 

to support that I can properly identify with…” 

“Yes, Flip, this is of course your last potjiekos here on the banks of the Wilge,” Tienie replied, a lump in his own throat 

because of his friend’s decision to emigrate. “But I reckon that you will at least be able to get some boerewors up there in 

London; I understand that there are guys doing quite well over there selling our traditional specialities to the pale, shivering 

South African expats who live in England, but who all still secretly long to be back here in the sunshine!” 

Both of them instinctively looked in the direction of the dance floor, where Tienie’s boy, Theunis, and Phillip’s daughter, 

Alice, were dancing to one side, tightly entwined. Dominee had followed their gaze: “Well, if you old folks are going to be 

so sad to see the last of each other, just imagine how those two are going to feel a few days from now, Flippie, when you 

and your family board that plane!” he playfully goaded the two fathers on. 

 “I reckon there’s nothing on this earth that will keep Theunis here after he matriculates at the end of the year. All that he 

has been talking about these past few months, ever since you decided to go settle in England, is how to get a visa and a work 

permit for Britain,” Tienie said. “Initially I got really fed up with hearing this kind of talk from him because he has a good 

head on his shoulders and I have always wanted him to go to Bloemfontein, to university. However, he has researched these 

things on the internet and he claims – correctly, I believe – that a South African university qualification no longer means 

much overseas. With affirmative action and Black Economic Empowerment, he sees very little future here for himself, as a 

young White male. He wants to go work in London; he’s very good with computers already. There he wants to study by 

correspondence – he talks about the Open University – and setting up his own business. He reckons that by working for 

someone else you only make that guy rich … in any event, listening to him explaining it thus, I was glad to know that his 

desire to go to London is purely a career decision which has nothing to do with a certain Miss Alice Smith, who will soon be 

residing over there!” he teased. 

Phillip shook his head in mock horror. “And to think that our entire objective with this move was to get our precious little 

princess away from the groping paws of that young Boer!”  

“I’m afraid, Flip, that tonight it seems that she’s got more of a grip on him…” Dominee now stepped in on the side of the 

Steyns, pointing at the incontrovertible evidence on the dance floor. His voice quickly turned serious, though, and full of 

empathy. “It is so very sad to see, when I do my rounds – my pastoral visits to my congregation – how so many of our older 

people have been left behind alone, missing their children and grandchildren, who’ve moved overseas…  

“One of my older colleagues, who ministered to the Afrikaans farming community of Eldoret in Kenya in the sixties, 

recently told me how unnatural things eventually became there; only a handful of old people, their numbers thinning out as 

each year passed… That’s what is starting to happen here, now. I read the other day that one in four homes on the market in 

South Africa nowadays is as a result of people emigrating – how long before we are going to be just another collection of 

Eldorets here on the platteland?” 
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 “Yes, it’s very sad that so many grandpas and grandmas only know their grandchildren through Facebook and Skype,” 

Tienie concurred. 

 “Well, thank heavens for the modern technology!” Phillip exclaimed. “Nowadays, culture is no longer fenced in by 

national borders. With a computer and the internet, you can listen to South African radio stations from anywhere on the 

planet, and read South African papers. You can even watch our rugby and your favourite local TV soapy. Those Afrikaners 

who always go on about wanting their own Volkstaat don’t seem to realise that it’s possible today to have a cyber-state of 

and for your own language, binding together all who want to share in its culture, no matter where they live on this earth!”  

Dominee smiled, then added: “I heard the other day that the South Africans who’ve gone to Australia are reckoned to be 

the most successful immigrants over there. Apparently the Aussies call them the ‘boat people’ because, six months after 

arriving there, they each already own a boat!” 

 “Yes, but the internet cannot convey to you the smell of boerewors dripping onto the coals! You cannot feel this good 

earth crumble in your fist, unless you are here – here in our Riemland, on the banks of the Wilge, where my people settled to 

develop this land more than 170 years ago!” Tienie now subconsciously defended his own commitment to staying. 

 “You know, broer Tienie, that two, or even three centuries – the time that us Whites have been here in South Africa – 

really is very short,” Dominee now responded calmly, his surprising statement delivered with the reflexive, philosophical 

slowness of one who’s thinking something through as he speaks. “It’s little more than a blink of the eye, historically 

speaking, when measured against the span of Africa’s history. We so readily see these things through our Eurocentric prism, 

as if Africa’s history started with the arrival of the White man at the Cape of Good Hope in 1652. That may be the totality of 

our history in Africa, but it is clearly not the totality of Africa’s own history. The hard reality of it is that our presence here 

represents but a blip on that timeline.  

“I can well imagine that, for the other Africans, our sojourn here has been far too short for them to accept us as being fully 

‘Africanized’. Granted, we’ve left our original Dutch and French identities behind, and we call ourselves the Africans – 

Afrikaners – but that is just so as to differentiate ourselves from other Europeans. How many centuries will have to pass 

before the White African is fully Africanised? Do we truly want to be fully Africanised, in our culture and worldview? And 

even if we do want that, will we ever be accepted as such by the indigenous Africans?  

“I wonder, as I listen to the new generation of young Black leaders, whether in all honesty there is a place in their Africa 

for us, no matter how much we may regard ourselves as ‘Africans’, as Afrikaners? Have we not been bluffing ourselves with 

this notion of a rainbow nation, of contentedly sharing one fatherland?”  

The other two were visibly surprised to hear Dominee talk like this – not so much about the content of what he had just 

said, because both of them (and many more than they) had been thinking the same thoughts, the past year or so, but because 

he was willing to articulate them.  

Tienie was the first to respond in his quiet, pensive manner: “Funny that you say that, Dominee – I saw an article in one 

of the English-language newspapers not so long ago; a piece of commentary, rather than an article, I should say. The writer, 

evidently a very reasoned and educated Black man, had entitled it something like ‘only Black people can be Africans’. He 

pointed out to us Whiteys the fact that, under Apartheid not so long ago, we had put up signs reserving benches, busses and 

the like for ourselves, for ‘Europeans’ as we so expressly referred to ourselves at the time, whereas now we are suddenly 

claiming to be Africans…” 

Dominee nodded in agreement: “I saw the article that you’re referring to… It was in the Mail & Guardian, I believe. I 

remember one phrase very clearly – ‘no White person can either through birth or naturalisation assume an identity of 

African’.”  

Phillip joined in, pleased at the opening that he saw for him to justify his decision to leave. “Well, I believe that there isn’t 

a place for us here, Dominee. Not any longer. It’s a tragedy, really – we are no longer Europeans, and it is therefore difficult 

for us to fit in up north of the Mediterranean; however, we are quite clearly not accepted as Africans either, by the other 

Africans, and unfortunately it is their opinion on that matter that counts, not ours.” 

Dominee nodded. “It’s so true what you say there, Flip. We cannot classify ourselves as African because only the other 

Africans can accord us that status. Just as you, Flip – or Phillip, you with your English roots – cannot see yourself as an 

Afrikaner, no matter how well you’ve come to speak our language; we Afrikaners are the ones that have to accept you as 

one of us, first. What’s really been worrying me of late is that the new leadership in the ANC is so dogmatically Afrocentric, 

especially the younger ones; so dismissively anti everything that we hold dear in our heritage. There isn’t even any lip 

service being paid to the notion of the Rainbow Nation any more, nor to reconciliation, or to the idea of non-racialism…” 

 “But, if the truth be known, hasn’t that always been the unadorned reality, Dominee? Deep down?” Phillip wanted to 

know. “All the pious objectives of creating a non-racial, colour-blind South Africa of individuals, rather than of groups and 

tribes – hasn’t that been little more than wishful thinking? Something that we desperately wanted to believe? Despite our 

obvious differences? 
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“Just take the whole concept of freedom – how differently it is perceived. In the individualistic Western mind, it signifies 

liberation from any imposed restraints on our ability to freely achieve our maximum potential – our forebears strove for 

personal freedom, to escape the medieval serfdom they had laboured under. To them freedom meant personal liberty; the 

right to go out and do things, unfettered. To be able to achieve, to the best of one’s own ability...  

“I look around me and I see a different concept of freedom in Africa, which is much more communalist than individualist. 

Here it relates to freedom from want – as if it is the right of everyone to receive, to the best of the government’s ability… 

“And please note that I’m blaming both sides here when it comes to the racial undercurrents still dominating our 

perceptions – not just the black Africans. Have the Whites really foresworn their prejudices…?  

“I, for my part, have no doubt that the White man’s time in Africa is up, like it or not. That’s why I see no choice – I’m 

taking my wife and kids, and I’m going. Now. While the going is still good.” 

Tienie’s heart wanted him to counter these arguments, but his head couldn’t immediately furnish him with the 

ammunition to do so. He knew that he, too, was worried. Undeniably so. About the increasing polarisation that he was 

witnessing. All the noise that the new and future ANC leaders were making, so different from the revered President 

Mandela’s message of reconciliation. Concerned, also, about the public mood of intolerance – the predisposition to using 

violence as the solution to a multitude of grievances. Frankforters were all too familiar with the latter thanks to the 

rumblings within the local Black community about things like the lack of service delivery on the part of the government. 

Their government, dêmmit! Memories of the recent revolt in Namahadi Township, when the masses burnt down the homes 

of three of their councillors and looted shops in town, were still fresh… 

Suddenly Tienie just didn’t want to have to listen to any more of this. Not on a beautiful night like tonight. “Listen, 

Flip…” he spoke softly to his friend, from the heart. “Only a year or so ago I would have condemned anyone who decided to 

leave this country of ours as a traitor. Now I don’t do that any more – because, honestly, I don’t myself know what is right 

or wrong, or even whether it is a question of right or wrong. Because it is not something that anybody can decide with his 

intellect alone. It is a matter fraught with emotion. It is also something about which one’s position cannot be static, because 

clearly the circumstances are constantly changing…” 

 His voice now turned to a plea: “But, guys, this place is such an important part of me, and I’m so much part of it! This 

land – my Groenplaas – it is mine, dêmmit! And not acquired by means of some recent purchase – it has been entrusted to 

me, by generations of Steyns who’ve preceded me on that land, a chain that I can’t break without totally shattering my own 

sense of who and what I am, of my own self-worth and destiny…” 

Tienie looked at them in turn, and then continued in a less emotional tone, but not less intense: “Here we sit tonight, 

perhaps together like this for the last time, with every one of our senses feeding our souls... Just listen to the Boeremusiek, 

its lyrics and melodies so naively simple, but so uniquely ours... The smell of the boerewors on the coals – an aroma that 

since childhood has embedded so many images and sensations in the memory bank of the mind; again, it’s so uniquely 

ours…” 

The master of Groenplaas had wanted to share more of his thoughts with them, had wanted to talk about the moonlight 

shimmering on the waters of the Wilge, about the Southern Cross up high against the vast canopy of the clear African night 

sky, but he was getting embarrassed about his own eloquence … and, in truth, it wasn’t necessary for him to elaborate 

further because the silence that followed his words said it all… 

Marita, in her reserved and dignified manner, now stood up and stepped over to position herself behind his chair, folding 

her arms across his broad chest. “You men are discussing such weighty things tonight,” she lightly admonished them. “All 

I’m interested in after the hard work of the harvest is the ten days of pure laziness, of doing less than nothing, that I’ve 

promised myself when we go down to our beach house at Jacobsbaai next week.” 

She turned to Phillip: “I’m driving over to the shopping mall in Vereeniging on Monday, Flippie, to get the last of the 

provisions for our trip – so if that shopaholic wife of yours wants to come with me, for old time’s sake, I would really 

appreciate her company!” 

..... 

In Toulouse the timing of the quick dinner that Oedipa and the others enjoyed in the officers’ mess was spot on because 

they had just finished dessert, washed down with strong black coffee in the French style, when a young subaltern came in 

with a message that the Falcon’s new crew were ready for the trans-Atlantic flight to the BVI. 

Pierre, André and Oedipa chose the forward of the two passenger cabins, leaving the one at the back to the rest of the 

team (to whom they had briefly been introduced on the tarmac). Both cabins were comfortably configured with sofa beds 

and easy chairs rather than the typical airline setup. Oedipa again immediately annexed the sofa bed, while Roux and Faure 

had to content themselves with an easy chair each. When the captain announced that the flight of some 4 300 nautical miles 
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to the airport on Beef Island in the BVI would be about eight hours in duration, she was even more pleased with her choice. 

According to the captain, they would be landing at about 23h00 hours BVI local time. 

Having completed the takeoff routine, sitting back with a drink in hand as they reached cruising altitude, their 

conversation quite naturally revolved around the events unfolding in South Africa. Pierre confirmed, in response to a 

question from André, that the DGSE field officer in Pretoria had reported that the South African Government was still 

without any real leads. There were vague, conflicting rumours doing the rounds about who or what might really be behind 

the threats. Apparently the authorities in Tshwane had not yet been able to reach any kind of consensus about how to 

respond to the crisis. The majority seemed to reckon that stonewalling would be best, at least until a concrete, properly 

assessed intelligence picture emerged out of the avalanche of untested information, to give them some idea of what exactly 

they were being confronted with.   

The authorities were understandably also particularly keen not to cause public anxiety, especially considering that the 

entire threat could still conceivably prove to be merely the fruit of the over-creative imaginations of a handful of lunatics… 

Any premature public recognition of the ostensible threat posed by TuGStaf would just lend these terrorists national stature 

and credence which could prove to be entirely unjustified if it were to emerge later that they were just another marginal 

grouping without any real substance, engaged in a colossal bluff.  

The internal conflict that had marked the ANC the past few years didn’t facilitate matters either, the DGSE’s chef de 

poste in Pretoria had reported. Not when it came to decision-making, and neither when it involved the functioning of the 

state’s own intelligence apparatus. Some of the new bucks in the NIA, who had come in when the Mbeki crowd was ousted, 

were telling Faure’s man that emerging evidence pointed to this whole Exodus saga being a red herring; that it was part of 

an elaborate scheme of “counter-revolutionary disinformation and destabilisation”, perpetrated by disgruntled former ANC 

members and their capitalist sponsors, who were supposedly hell-bent on recapturing power by any means. 

In response to a question from Oedipa about the capabilities of the present-day South African intelligence community, 

Faure exaggeratedly pulled a document from his briefcase and quoted to her, with barely disguised professional disdain: “It 

is an open secret that South Africa no longer possesses anything approaching what a developed nation would regard as a 

genuine intelligence capacity ... there are indeed intelligence-gathering organisations, like the NIA. But they are leaky, 

ramshackle contraptions, crippled by inefficiency and Byzantine office intrigues ... in consequence, foreign intelligence 

agencies like the CIA and MI6, no longer supply us with ‘feed’ from their spy satellites – something they readily did before 

apartheid died.” 

 “This isn’t a quote from a detractor of the ANC government,” Faure explained. “This came from one of the ANC’s own 

leading members – the late Dr. Anthony Holiday.”  

Roux confirmed the sobering assessment, and then added that, especially during the last years of the Mbeki presidency – 

but even more so now with the current jockeying for power in lining up for the next ANC congress, the NIA had been 

seriously debilitated by internal ANC succession battles. This kind of squabble was one of the main reasons why the 

government had in recent years started leaning more heavily on private intelligence organisations, like that of Kroll and 

Michael Oatley’s CIEX, for reliable intelligence on sensitive matters. 

Oedipa wanted to hear Roux’s opinion on the coming “second revolution” that TuGStaf was advancing as the rationale 

behind their decision to launch their secession bid. The former NIS analyst folded his arms and stared out of the window 

into the black night sky, first ordering his thoughts, before he turned back to face Oedipa. Then, pensively, he started to 

share his insights with them, the academic in him clearly coming to the fore.  

“We made the same mistake, back then, as the Americans did ten years later in Iraq,” he began. “With the benefit of 

hindsight, I realise today that we got so caught up in the here and now of the so-called regime change that we didn’t pay 

sufficient attention to the longer term. We didn’t look beyond the personalities gathered with us at the negotiation table, and 

we didn’t ask ourselves about the next generation – those who would succeed our interlocutors.” 

Oedipa wasn’t in the mood for a drawn-out academic treatise, which she immediately feared he was heading towards. She 

was interested in his personal interpretation; to get a sense of where he stood politically. She therefore had no qualms about 

interrupting his train of thought.  

“Listen, Dr. Roux – I can understand that you all must have been occupied with ensuring a peaceful transition, above all 

else. There were, after all, so many dire predictions of a bloodbath being flung about… But, nevertheless, you must also 

have intended for the negotiated settlement to be an enduring one, not so?” she pressed him. 

 “Of course we had hoped that it would be enduring, yes. Or, with hindsight, it was perhaps more a case of us having 

wishfully assumed that it would be enduring, because all the parties had gone through the legalistic motions of formally 

signing up to it. Obviously, we had looked at that kind of procedure as Westerners would, to whom signing an accord meant 

entering into a binding commitment. We accepted, on the basis of our own cultural-historical reference framework and 
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conditioning, that such an accord – negotiated in good faith, signed by all, and consecrated in a new national constitution – 

would be lasting, as if cast in stone. Like the American Constitution.” 

Oedipa saw his face momentarily harden, saw him shake his head as if in self-recrimination, before he looked up again, 

their eyes locking together. “With our ingrained Western or perhaps Dutch Calvinist respect for legal treaties, we were 

convinced that the negotiations of 1994 and the constitution that resulted from it were the end point, the final culmination, of 

the transition process. That was clearly a far too Eurocentric faith, or naiveté, based on the fiction that agreed structures 

determine the future course of human action. Today we understand the reality that it is the humans, through their usually 

self-centred political actions, who determine what structures you end up with.  

“So, logically, if the human role-players in the equation are changed, if the focus of the politics of those new humans in 

positions of power is significantly different, then mere pieces of paper will not constrain them – definitely not in Africa, 

which doesn’t yet have a strong culture of constitutional conventions…” 

 Still impatient, Oedipa butted in again: “So, what you are trying to prepare me for with all that you’re telling me is that 

you actually do think there’s merit in TuGStaf’s fears of a coming ‘second revolution’?” 

 Roux laughed, good-humouredly. “Look, my dear, do you want just a simple yes or no? Or do you want to properly 

comprehend the forces that have brought on this mess? The second way, you will better understand the motives and 

objectives of the different groups that are now pitted against one another...” he said, half teasingly, but with a sudden hint of 

coldness in his blue-grey eyes. “It’s for you to choose, because in a way it would suit me just fine to give you the short 

answer, and then enjoy a glass of Chablis with my good friend Pierre over here.” 

Reluctantly she motioned for him to continue, uncomfortably aware of the not so subtle threat that he could find more 

pleasant things to do with his time than be badgered by her… 

André Roux settled back in his chair again and, when he started elaborating further, she realised that he was just as 

addicted to political analysis as she was. The more he told her, the more pleased she was that she’d given him the chance to 

explain fully those often inscrutable events of the eighties and nineties surrounding South Africa’s transition, giving her the 

perspective of an insider on the “White” side. 

 “By the mid-1980s anyone with any sense had realised that negotiation was going to be the only real way forward for 

South Africa. The biggest challenge facing the government of the day was finding a credible, legitimate counterparty with 

whom to engage in such a process. We understood that such a national dialogue had to be carefully set up, in such a way that 

there would be a reasonable prospect of our minimum aspirations being met, and a crucial part of structuring such talks 

would be determining who our negotiation partner should be.  

“The one outcome that we simply couldn’t risk was for these negotiations to be rejected internally and internationally 

because of not being credible. Which is certainly what would have happened had we been perceived to have set up our own 

puppet as the counterparty with whom to engage. We didn’t want a repeat of Rhodesia, where the Ian Smith government had 

initially tried to engineer a deal with the unrepresentative Bishop Abel Muzorewa as their Black counterparty – all to no 

avail precisely because he was perceived to be their puppet, and the talks between them as not being credible because of 

that. 

“We therefore understood full well that if we wanted credible negotiations capable of bringing forth outcomes that would 

be respected, both internally and internationally, then we were reality bound to enter into talks with a group such as the 

ANC. To relate it to our own Afrikaner history, my people would certainly not have accepted a peace negotiated between 

the British and their ‘joiner’ puppets, instead of with our ‘bitter-enders’ who fought our cause to the end. People should not 

forget, you know, that the Afrikaners were Africa’s first anti-colonial freedom fighters, so we had the benefit of having been 

on the other side of the fence as well, and thus of understanding very well indeed, the struggle for Black liberation.” 

Oedipa was struck by this last observation, realising once again how complex and “unconventional” (when viewed 

through Western eyes) the South African political-demographic equation was. Roux saw her reflecting and waited a moment 

before delivering his punch line with a wry smile. 

“Of course, what I said about needing a credible counterparty such as the ANC to negotiate with now seems as simple and 

logical as can be. However, at the time there was one very obvious and very major problem with entering into such talks 

with them – talks that would evidently shape our very future and fundamentally impact our very lives and livelihood. That 

‘slight difficulty’ was that the people then in charge of the ANC were absolutely bent upon achieving a total takeover of 

power, through the barrel of a gun, and then implementing a Marxist political and economic agenda.” Roux pulled a 

bemused face as he said this, gesturing with his hands, palms upwards, to emphasise the complexity of the conundrum they 

had faced.  

Put that way, Oedipa could understand that it had indeed been a very daunting challenge – Pretoria effectively having to 

get the ANC to the table as its only credible negotiation partner, but at the same time having to ensure that it wouldn’t be the 

hard-line ANC of the decades of war, the ANC controlled and guided by the Moscow-backed hawks. The White government 
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desperately needed to engage with another ANC altogether; an ideologically flexible one amenable to market-driven 

economics, the protection of individual and property rights, and national reconciliation...   

Now thoroughly interested, Oedipa urged him to go on.  

“Once we in the old intelligence service had made peace with the reality that we would have to negotiate with the ANC 

for the process to be seen as legitimate and credible, we had to face up to the real challenge. That was to carefully set the 

scene for the negotiations. On the one hand, the hard-line Marxist ‘insurrectionist’ faction then in control of the ANC 

needed to be sidelined. On the other, the path had to be cleared for the nascent ‘negotiationist’ wing of the ANC then 

coalescing around Thabo Mbeki to take over and be seated at the table, where they had to be encouraged to negotiate 

compromises that would meet our minimum requirements in terms of the protection of human rights, private property and a 

democratic constitution.” 

 Oedipa couldn’t prevent herself from jumping ahead once more: “Yes! I’d love to know how you did it, because Mbeki 

indeed emerged victorious and you did get the compromises you were looking for!” she exclaimed. 

André Roux shook his head in a gesture that reflected his own ambivalence about the validity of her statement. “Yes and 

no, I have to say with hindsight. Initially I had thought ‘Yes!!!’ with much pride and pleasure... We had effectively neutered 

the radicals, and we had swung the ANC from Marxist dogma to acceptance of a liberal economic and political model... We 

had split the ANC, helped ensure the ascendancy of the side we favoured – but then we suckered ourselves into assuming 

that the compromise that was signed was committed to wholeheartedly by the entire ANC, not just in the name of the ANC, 

and not just by the ‘negotiationist’ side whose ascendancy we had facilitated... 

“What I realise now is that once the negotiations had begun and we got caught up in the rapidly alternating trauma and 

euphoria of that particular dynamic, we effectively forgot how divided the ANC had always been – the very reality that we 

had initially exploited. With our Western mindset and our legal culture of respect for accords, we assumed that the entire 

ANC and all of their heirs and descendants would regard themselves as immutably bound to what was signed in 1994 in 

their name. We assumed that the ‘insurrectionists’ had seen the error of their ways and were mouthing support for the deal 

out of conviction, not merely as a convenient tactic.” 

André Roux now drew up his shoulders, for the first time looking slightly embarrassed when he concluded: “So, ja, 

against this somewhat lengthy background I can now give you an answer to your original question – about how I view the 

likelihood of a ‘second revolution’. And I must confess that I do indeed fear that some revolutionary changes are about to be 

forced upon us. The ANC is once again being taken over, in two phases – first the old-school ‘insurrectionists’, the Vula 

remnants, succeeded in deposing Mbeki and the moderates, with the aid of a new generation of populists plus the 

communists and trade unionists. But that was merely the opening of Pandora’s box. Now Zuma, who was merely a tool used 

to unseat the Xhosa Nostra, is about to be discarded. It seems like Hobson’s choice – are we going to get the communists 

and unionists in charge, or the populists? These latter ones, the new generation, want to grab everything – ostensibly for the 

benefit of the masses. In reality, though, there is much suspicion in the ANC itself that these ‘tenderpreneurs’ want to 

nationalise for their own benefit. By controlling the ANC, and thus the government, they will control who will fill the 

directorships of the nationalised mines and banks, and thereby who will win the contracts.  

“I realise now that these people who ousted President Thabo Mbeki see the 1994 Accords in a completely different light 

to how Mandela, Mbeki and ourselves viewed what we signed. To all those who now talk incessantly of the ‘ongoing 

national democratic revolution’, 1994 was merely a necessary stepping stone, tactically acceptable at the time because it 

achieved their interim goal of overthrowing 300 years of White rule; something which they certainly would not have been 

able to achieve themselves, with their so-called armed struggle, especially after the fall of the Soviet Union. 

 “For these Afro-Socialists, 1994 was just the ‘first revolution’ – just like Russia, when Kerensky and the Duma or 

Russian parliament overthrew the Tsar in the ‘first revolution’ of February 1917 by force of moral argument. Lenin then 

launched his October, or ‘second revolution’, by force of arms against Kerensky and the democratic national assembly, 

storming and occupying the Russian parliament building with machine guns, so establishing his Marxist state. This strategy 

then became the classic communist model for a two step power grab. Just like what happened in Cuba, too. In South Africa 

it has been more like three steps, though – first get out the Whites, then get out Mbeki, who got out the Whites, and then get 

out Zuma, who was used to get out Mbeki!” 

 Pierre Faure now joined in: “You must admit though, André, that it wasn’t only the ANC that was divided into two 

camps in 1994. Within the White National Party, also among the security forces associated with them, there were definitely 

two camps as well.” 

André Roux immediately agreed with this. “You’re right, of course. The hard truth is that there were actually four main 

groups around that table, when you discard the minor parties, outside of the ANC and the NP. It was not just White versus 

Black, ANC versus NP. Each of these two main parties, despite the façades of unity that they projected, had their doves and 

their hawks. On both sides, the doves were willing to compromise in order to avoid bloodshed and bring peace to our land 
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and its children. The hawks, however, didn’t truly identify with either the process or the compromises reached. They 

accepted it, tactically, but it is clear now that they never abandoned their true goals.”  

 Oedipa groaned in deep dismay, clamping her arm around her knees, as a realisation suddenly struck her: “And where are 

the moderate elements now? The doves that negotiated that so-called ‘peace of the brave’?” She looked at them in turn, and 

then answered her rhetorical question: “They have, on both sides, been eliminated from the South African political scene!” 

 “Exactly!” André Roux exclaimed. “The NP of FW de Klerk doesn’t even exist any more, and in the ANC the 

negotiationists have been marginalised, with their man Mbeki unceremoniously dumped before his presidential term was up. 

Even Nelson Mandela is now being accused of being a ‘sell-out’ for the compromises that he championed. And the notion of 

the Rainbow Nation, unfortunately, is just a sad memory... 

“So, today, we only have the two sets of hawks that remain, once again ranged against one another – the one group in 

power, the other hiding in the shadows. Just as prior to 1990, but just inversed.  

“More specifically, we have in the ANC the ‘Vula Boys’, who masterminded Mbeki’s demise with the aid of their riotous 

allies, the populists, as well as the trade unionists, and not forgetting the die-hard communists. Against that merry mix, we 

now have what we used to call the ‘brown shoe’ element in the former security forces; as well as, for the first time, active 

opposition from usually moderate, intelligent Whites, not the lunatic fringe elements that featured occasionally in the past.  

“To sum up – the Africanists/Socialists against this TuGStaf and its Volkstaat.” 

Oedipa shook her head, her face contorted as if pained by these thoughts. She was filled with disbelief that the once so 

promising New South Africa could have descended to this. “So?” she asked “What next for these hawks?”  

“They are preparing to re-engage in the mortal combat that was interrupted by the negotiations of the early nineties, to 

conclude their unfinished business with each other. Because the likes of TuGStaf never believed that they in fact lost, nor 

could or would ever have lost, that war in the bush. On the other side, the Vula Boys and the populists don’t believe that 

they’ll truly have their Afro-Socialist utopia until they’ve taken the wealth and redistributed it; taken the farms, the mines, 

the banks...” 

Oedipa again shook her head, deeply dismayed at what she was hearing. Then she perked up somewhat: “But what about 

your parliamentary opposition parties? Are they totally irrelevant?” 

Roux sighed before answering almost despairingly: “If only they could somehow be more relevant! However, the ethnic 

demographics are just totally against them. The ANC has this lock on a majority vote, and the more the parliamentary 

parties press up against this unbreakable ceiling, the more we see polarisation back into two racially divided camps: Whites, 

Coloureds and most Indians on one side, and the Black Africans on the other. This is exacerbating things further because the 

Black leaders have even less reason to gear their talk and policies towards anybody other than their Black African voting 

block. 

“The biggest problem with the parliamentary opposition parties, though, is that they are mere talkers – not doers. They 

can talk up a storm, indignant and articulate, but Africa belongs to the doers. Wishy-washy liberal speak may look good 

when reported in the newspapers, may make you appear politically correct to your fellow English speakers in South Africa 

and around the world, but it cuts absolutely no ice with the Black masses. In Africa, you must look at who has the means, 

the motivation and the military manpower if you want to know who’s truly relevant in the ceaseless power struggles that 

mark our continent.” 

Faure had been rummaging among his papers and now extracted a page with a copy of a newspaper blog that appeared in 

the M&G. “Listen to what this usually enlightened Black academic recently wrote, under the heading ‘Dear White Liberal 

Person’. This was his message to the well-meaning White liberals, who are predominantly English speaking and urban:  

‘You see, no one is really a South African. Not in the way that you are, my dear non-racist, non-sexist, all-inclusive white 

person. One is first Zulu/Xhosa/Sotho/Afrikaans before one is South African. Mandela didn’t make that go away. Having no 

uniquely South African culture to fall back upon (honestly, now, who’s going to claim Britishness, with all the historical 

baggage, handlebar moustaches and pith helmets) you seized upon the eclectic Rainbow Nation identity, only to find that the 

rest of South Africa wasn’t joining in.” 

The stewardess entered the cabin at that moment with a printed message for Faure. While he was studying it, the young 

lady topped up their glasses and put out some snacks. Faure seemed pleased with what he had read. When Roux pressed him 

about it, he explained that it was a message that La Piscine had relayed, from James Jones of the British SIS. Jones had 

already briefed the police in the BVI about their coming visit and had obtained an undertaking that the BVI police would 

help Faure and his team in every way possible to identify the party that had paid for the newspaper adverts. A senior local 

officer, Inspector Lettsome, had been appropriately briefed and sworn to secrecy. Lettsome would be at the airport to 

welcome them. Arrangements had also been made with regard to the formalities upon arrival. 

La Piscine had already made a hotel reservation for them and hired vehicles that would be waiting at the airport, with 

drivers. The only hotel that could accommodate the group at such short notice was the Rhymer’s Beach Hotel on Cane 
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Garden Bay. This, fortunately, was located on the main island of Tortola, but some twenty minutes north of Road Town. 

They were booked there as a French government delegation visiting the BVI for discussions with the local Director of 

Financial Services about French nationals who were using the BVI to hide their income offshore. 

The other news was that Danie Steyn’s American associates had arranged for him to be flown from Miami to the BVI by 

private charter, so that he was also scheduled to arrive in the early hours of the morning. Steyn, too, had been booked into 

Rhymer’s. 

Oedipa’s overdeveloped curiosity had been stimulated on multiple fronts by what André Roux had been saying about the 

post-1994 evolution in South African politics, and the moment that the other two had digested the news about the BVI, she 

returned to those topics. “Please, Dr. Roux – would you enlighten me about the people you refer to as the ‘Vula Boys’?” 

Roux seemed to be the kind of savant that was only too happy to share his knowledge, and he assented immediately. 

However, he first had a question for Faure about TuGStaf’s ability to keep track of their movements, as evidenced by 

Levison’s remarks during his earlier phone call. “How could he have known that you were in Munich before picking me up 

in Andorra?” he asked. 

Faure shook his head, but did venture and answer: “Probably by tracking that fancy smartphone that Gabriel Engelbrecht 

gave Oedipa and which they insist that she carries around with her at all times. Who knows what they incorporated into the 

thing’s bodywork; perhaps a relay from its GPS back to them? Or, more mundanely, some means of tracking the point of 

origin of the phone’s own signal, like parents can do with some phones and service providers to track their kids? We’ll 

probably only know for sure when all of this is over and done with. Then hopefully we can open the thing up, and also open 

up her laptop, with which Engelbrecht obviously also fiddled.” 

Roux nodded in understanding. A faint smile played across his august features when the name “Gabriel Engelbrecht” was 

mentioned.  

“So, the one is the archangel Gabriel, the messenger of the heavens, and the other one is Aaron, son of Levi, spokesman 

for Moses! Evidently, we will have to identify who their Moses is, and then locate him, if we are to solve this mystery 

drama,” he remarked with a chuckle. 

“That Engelbrecht is no messenger from heaven – far more likely from hell!” Oedipa responded heatedly. “What 

surprised me, though, is that ‘Gabriel’ had a very authentic-looking passport that he showed me, in that very name...?” 

 “That’s easy to explain.” Roux replied. “In the old days, there was an agreement between the Home Affairs department 

and the intelligence community to issue authentic South African passports to our operatives, but with false identities. In 

other words, the passport as such wasn’t falsified, just the name and biographical data of the bearer. And that fictitious 

biographical data, entered as if in all respects authentic, is probably still sitting in that benighted department’s data banks, so 

that it could still be possible to have such passports reissued at every expiration date. Or then again, TuGStaf may just have 

bought it from some corrupt official, like so many foreigners do nowadays – even top Al Qaeda terrorists – causing the 

British to impose visas upon us for the first time in history.” 

Oedipa now took aim at Faure: “So, not much came of that clever idea of your patron to offer these people amnesty?!” 

she said in an “I told you so” tone.  

Faure himself was dismissive, as evidenced by the very Gallic initial shake of his head. However, he didn’t want to sound 

openly unappreciative of his boss’s wisdom: “Eh bien...” he answered, then for decorum’s sake offered a defence of his 

director: “...the patron wanted us to make that offer, essentially to see how they would respond; even if it only served to 

eliminate the possibility – however slight it might have been – that this is blackmail for personal gain. You’ll remember that 

we spoke earlier about that sorry bunch of researchers of Project Coast who approached our American friends a few years 

ago with the story that they were under pressure from certain third-world countries – all enemies of the USA – to go and 

work for them… The researchers then offered the Americans the pathogens from the Roodeplaat labs that they had secretly 

hidden when the project was terminated by President de Klerk, plus an undertaking not to go and work for any state inimical 

to the USA, on condition that the Americans resettle them and their families in the USA under new identities, and pay them 

a hefty sum of money. They did indeed hand over samples of some of the pathogens, but the Yanks called their bluff... 

“Now, at least, we know that the people of this TuGStaf are not motivated by similar personal considerations. Levison’s 

reaction to our offer shows that they are quite fanatical and determined!” 

 Ever mercurial, Oedipa now switched the conversation back to André Roux’s earlier remark about the need to identify 

and locate TuGStaf’s leader, their “Moses”.  

“Do you have any idea who this ‘Moses’ of theirs could be, Dr. Roux?” she asked, genuinely intrigued by the thought. “It 

could conceivably be somebody that you know well, from your own past?” Her voice turned to teasing: “Perhaps even ... 

somebody like you, with your knowledge and qualities?” 

Roux put on his most serious face and answered with mock horror: “Madame! You make it sound as if you suspect me!”  
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Oedipa kept at it: “Now, then, Dr. Roux! Are you – in addition to your other obvious talents – a good enough actor to be 

able to hide something like that from us?” she shot back. 

This time he didn’t respond verbally, just dismissed her with a visibly irritated wave of his hand, and turned his attention 

instead to the very good French white wine that he swirled appreciatively in his glass. Had she now alienated him, 

unnecessarily?  

Faure, clearly uncomfortable with the familiarity she was displaying towards Roux, stood up and headed for the toilet. 

When the Frenchman was out of earshot, Oedipa turned back to Roux, again changing the subject in a flash. “How well do 

you really know Pierre Faure?” she wanted to know, adding: “I must confess that I don’t know him very well, so I may be 

overhasty in my judgement – some people have accused me of that in the past, believe it or not!” she joked, then continued 

almost disdainfully: “Nevertheless, I’ve just never been able to develop a liking for him.” 

Roux realised that she was trying to duck out of the tricky situation she had created with her “Moses” nonsense, albeit by 

creating another tricky one. His features softened again, with that amused half smile returning, as he wondered about this 

strange, mercurial woman sitting across from him. He had noticed the liberal quantities of wine she was imbibing... 

“Pierre Faure’s a good man, Oedipa – one of the best, in my book. He’s sincere and actually full of empathy, despite the 

body armour of brusque superiority in which he tends to clad himself. To hide his inherent sensitivity, I believe... But don’t 

be surprised about your initial response to him – I suspect that it’s very unlikely that Pierre will develop real affinity for any 

woman and vice versa...” 

A light suddenly lit up for her – so, that’s what it was! “My God – do you mean that he’s a ... moffie?” She used the 

Afrikaans slang for a gay man, almost without thinking.  

 “You could and should put it more delicately, my dear... And you know the adage – don’t ask, don’t tell... So, since I’ve 

obviously never raised the issue with him, I cannot say for sure – but yes, I suspect that his orientation may be … 

ambivalent, at a minimum.” 

“And ... the two of you?” she interrupted Roux, who shook his head, his face crinkling with mirth which quickly turned to 

all-out laughter that he found hard to suppress. 

“If you want to know about me, then I can assure you most categorically that I’m not gay,” André Roux chuckled “...but 

this is the 21st century, and we should have learnt that human beings possess many more qualities than merely their 

sexuality.”  

Oedipa turned her head away to escape the searching gaze of those blue-grey eyes. Clever bastard, she thought – turning 

her own liberal leanings against her like that. Always so sure of himself, always so in command... She realised that she 

wasn’t entirely comfortable in his presence. She liked strong men, yes, but preferred them not to be so intellectually 

dominant. She reflected momentarily, with some degree of angst, on the contradiction between her normally liberal outlook 

on life and her personal inability to get along with gays... Probably because she was oversexed, she teased herself, and then 

opted to change the conversation back to safer ground. “So tell me about those Vula Boys” she requested of Roux. 

Faure at this point rejoined them and Roux waited for him to settle back into his easy chair before he started by explaining 

that the name derived from a military operation launched by the “insurrectionist” wing of the ANC, after Mandela’s release 

from prison, and thus in the very midst of the negotiations that were then being conducted by Thabo Mbeki. The full name 

was “Operation Vul’indlela” which means “open the road”. It was launched in secret, behind Mbeki’s back, by the hawks in 

Lusaka who believed that insurrection, rather than negotiated compromise, was the way through which to acquire total 

power. It reflected typically Marxist doctrine regarding the virtue of armed revolution, and was reminiscent of what 

SWAPO had tried to do some years earlier in Namibia. Roux reminded Oedipa of the episode when SWAPO’s “People’s 

Liberation Army of Namibia” launched a large-scale invasion of South-West Africa from Angola, after the South African 

military there had been confined to base and the United Nations transition process leading up to scheduled elections had 

begun. SWAPO miscalculated the international response, though, believing that the Communist and Third World blocks at 

the UN would oblige the likes of Margaret Thatcher to allow SWAPO to get away with such a blatant pre-election power 

grab. However, with the backing of the Iron Lady and the USA, the South African forces were authorised to leave their 

barracks and throw the SWAPO invaders back across the border – which they duly did, in no time at all. 

Operation Vula was, similarly, a blatant attempt at positioning the ANC to take total power by force of arms. A case of 

the hawks choosing the bullet rather than having to depend on the ballot. Its aim was to infiltrate arms and trained cadres 

into South Africa on a large scale during the period of joint transitional government, and then – despite the negotiations 

being conducted – to instigate a mass uprising of ANC supporters that would seize full power without being beholden to 

compromises. The aim, therefore, was to achieve complete military victory, which would allow the political and economic 

agenda of the Afro-Socialist wing of the ANC to be implemented, unfettered and undiluted by compromise or election 

results.  
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The brain behind Vula was Mac Maharaj, who had emerged within the ANC as Thabo Mbeki’s sworn enemy. With 

Maharaj were the Shaik brothers and men like Siphiwe Nyanda, who later became chief of the new South African National 

Defence Force, only to be worked out by Mbeki when he took over from Mandela as president.  

Faure interrupted at this point: “It is very noticeable that, with Mbeki now banished and Jacob Zuma warming the 

president’s seat, Mac and the Shaik brothers – who had been vilified under Mbeki, with one of them even jailed – are back 

in the halls of power, as is Nyanda, who’s now serving as President Zuma’s personal representative to Parliament. With 

Zuma under pressure, Mac has actually had to come out of the shadows and assume the role of official spokesperson for the 

Presidency.” 

Roux confirmed this, and then continued to recount the history of Operation Vula – how the then Special Branch of the 

Police in the province of Natal discovered its existence and arrested the key figures. Thabo Mbeki was said to have been 

livid when he learnt about Vula – on the one hand because it was done entirely behind his back, and on the other because he 

could see that it could potentially derail the negotiations into which he had poured so much personal effort.  

At that stage it was already clear that Mbeki’s political fortunes – in his contest with Communist Party head Chris Hani 

for the mantle of Mandela’s successor – depended entirely upon whether he would be able to pull off a negotiated transfer of 

power. Mbeki therefore never forgave the Vula Boys, and the feeling was mutual – in their words, he had them hung out to 

dry at the time, not pushing for their early release from police detention. When Mbeki succeeded Mandela as president (his 

rival Hani had earlier been assassinated by right-wing extremists, a deed for which some still blame Mbeki), he sidelined the 

Vula Boys from government, with Maharaj losing his cabinet rank. The vendetta intensified, and Maharaj became the brains 

behind the scheme to use Jacob Zuma and the sheer numbers of his Zulu nation, South Africa’s numerically dominant tribe, 

to unseat Mbeki, a Xhosa. That ploy may now have backfired, though, said Roux, because the Vula Boys had had to get into 

bed with the unionists and populists – with the likes of the hard to control Youth League – thereby opening the proverbial 

Pandora’s box, with ever more factions now emerging to contest the future leadership, once Zuma had served his purpose… 

 “What was Zuma’s role in Vula?” Oedipa wanted to know. 

“Not much, actually...” Roux explained “...he wasn’t directly involved with it. At that stage, Zuma was seen as a yes-man 

for Mbeki, a superficial person that would swing with the political winds – which is probably why he is still often depicted 

in cartoons in left-leaning sections of the media as a chameleon. Back at the end of the eighties, Jacob Zuma was one of the 

most hated individuals in the ANC, especially among the Communists and cadres of MK, the armed wing of the ANC; this 

was because of his misdeeds as head of the ANC’s own KGB, their internal security organ called the Mbokohdo, or the 

‘rock that smashes’. 

“One of the main grievances against Zuma was his suspected part in the murder of a very popular MK commander, Thami 

Zulu. This commander, who – as his name suggests – was a Zulu like Zuma, and with whom Zuma was competing for the 

leadership role as the most significant Zulu figure within the ANC, was detained by Zuma’s men on the pretext that he was 

an informer, a spy of the South African security forces. Zulu’s comrades didn’t believe this story at all, and when Zulu 

subsequently was killed, they blamed Zuma directly for his death.” 

Roux then made the point that the struggle between Mbeki and his detractors, often depicted in the media as being 

between Mbeki and Zuma as personalities, went far deeper than that. It was a continuation of a long-running conflict 

between the non-racialist / negotiationist wing led by Mbeki, and the loose amalgam of insurrectionists, communists and 

populist Africanist/Socialists; a struggle in which Zuma had simply been used as a means to achieving an interim goal.  

Maharaj and friends realised that the only way to unseat Mbeki would be to enlist the numerical strength of the Zulus, 

who had always had to play second fiddle to the Xhosas in the ANC, and who would flock to any Zulu that the Vula Boys 

could set up to achieve the coveted position of ANC chief. This wasn’t to be done for Zuma’s sake, but to break Mbeki’s 

grip on power. The ideological motivation would be to discredit and marginalise the negotiationists so that the goal of a 

“second” or “ongoing” revolution could be freely pursued in order to “correct” the “sell-out” of 1994. Obtaining, 

additionally, the support of the unionists and the young bucks of the Youth League, who had not yet had their turn at the 

feeding trough and who begrudged Mbeki for not allowing them their “fair share” of the spoils, would cement a majority. 

Mbeki’s cold personal style and perceived aloofness, as well as the too-cosy relationship that had developed between his 

clique and White capital, enriching a small group of so-called fat cats, played right into the hands of Mbeki’s opponents. 

The Vula Boys had to make do with what was available among the limited crop of potential Zulu leaders within the ANC, 

when looking for someone to put up against Mbeki. Zuma was, at the time, nominally the most senior Zulu, because he had 

earlier been appointed deputy president by Mbeki. The latter had given Zuma the job as a sop to the Zulus in a manner 

typical of many other African countries, where the largest tribe traditionally supplies the deputy president or the prime 

minister, but is not allowed by the combination of smaller tribes to attain the top spot. Mbeki had also chosen him as deputy 

because he wasn’t seen as someone personally capable of threatening the top man – again, a trend typical of vice-

presidential selections the world over.  
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However, Mbeki had not reckoned with the personal – and financial – relationships that key Vula players, such as the 

Shaiks, had steadily been building with Zuma. The jovial but lightweight Zuma was therefore adopted by the Vula Boys, 

because he was their “100% Zulu Boy” with which to bring on board the Zulu vote. Tactically important to the Vula Boys 

was the fact that Zuma was not a strong leader in his own right. He would therefore be totally beholden to those who made 

him king. Nor would his essential lightness make the other tribes feel threatened by Zulu overbearance. Zuma would clearly 

be entirely in their pocket, once the conspirators succeeded in getting him elected against the odds of his own mediocre 

record. They also succeeded in enlisting the support of the trade unions, the Communist Party and the ANC Youth league, 

all chafing under Mbeki’s discipline and wishing to have a more accommodating figure at the helm. 

 “At the ANC’s national congress in Polokwane in December 2007, things worked out as planned for the Vula Boys” 

Roux concluded. “Mac Maharaj enjoyed his triumph over Mbeki from the front seats reserved for ANC veterans; Mac had 

sat there stoically throughout, the architect of his arch-enemy’s public humiliation, without publicly participating, but 

directing the tactics. Today one of the Shaik brothers is Zuma’s intelligence supremo. Another of their disciples holds the 

direction-giving cabinet post of economic development planning. And with Zuma increasingly under fire, as Pierre just 

explained, even Mac had to step back into the open, taking up the official position of Comrade JZ’s public spokesperson. 

These people now ‘own’ Zuma; however, in order to get him elected, they’ve had to let loose the young Turks, and clearly 

the scene is already now being set by these disparate groups for a huge battle over Zuma’s succession. That could possibly 

happen as early as December 2012, at the next ANC congress.” 

Faure was nodding his agreement. Roux’s analysis very much coincided with the DGSE man’s own evaluation of the 

political scene in South Africa. “And that’s also where the rhetoric about the second revolution comes from,” the Frenchman 

took up the theme. “Those radicals who see the Whites as ‘foreigners’, as ‘land-stealing criminals’ who don’t vote for the 

ANC in any case, yet who still control the country’s wealth – those populists are adamant that the liberation struggle is 

continuing, that an economic revolution is now needed. Their second revolution has total economic and political power as its 

goal, striving for an Africanised country with an Africanised judicial and constitutional system. And a radical redistribution 

of wealth, of course.” 

Oedipa instinctively wanted to challenge Faure’s politically incorrect stance but her tongue was no longer cooperating 

fully due to her liberal indulgence in the good wine, and the fact that she was brain-numbingly tired, after the most intense 

48 hours of her life. In any event, Roux – who seemed to sense that Faure may be venturing onto thin ice – immediately took 

up the conversation again. 

 “So, if you want to know what I think about TuGStaf’s fears regarding a plot for a ‘second revolution’ I must state 

categorically that I do believe that there is fundamental change in the air, on the economic, social and political fronts. South 

African Whites would be naive in the extreme if they did’t realise this. 

“If the populist Africanist/Socialist tendency gains the upper hand in the internal struggle within the ANC to succeed 

Zuma, then the ‘rainbow nation’ ideal is no longer simply dead, it becomes unrevivable; Africanism – as the inverse equal of 

Apartheid’s White racism – will have triumphed over non-racialism. And yet – whether we like it or not – the ANC is and 

will remain the party of government. We simply have to accept the reality that the future direction of the country will be 

determined within and by the ANC, through its internal struggles. Exactly as we saw happen in White politics prior to 1994, 

when the question wasn’t which party would govern – it was always going to be the National Party – but instead which 

faction within it would control the old NP and thereby determine government policy. Thus policy could, and did, swing 180 

degrees at times. 

“White people also have to realise that the demands to nationalise the mines and take back the farms, now being spouted 

by the populist ANC leaders, are not born out of ‘stupidity’, as many Whites seem to think. Politicians like Youth League 

President Juju Malema are not stupid at all – they are very clever, very successful politicians who know that the best way to 

advance themselves is to faithfully articulate the deepest aspirations of the voting masses...  

“When you hear them speak like that, please realise that you are hearing the deepfelt wishes of the Black masses, who 

now demand their share of the material fruits of freedom. The poor have seen these fruits accrue mostly to the Whites since 

1994, certainly not to themselves. They regard 1994 as a temporary compromise at best, and a sell-out at worst.” 

They were interrupted for a few moments by the stewardess doing the rounds again. This time Oedipa asked for a liberal 

tot of Chivas – her sleeping potion, she said. Faure and Roux could see that she was on the verge of passing out – whether 

from tiredness, the drinks or both they could not tell for sure. It had not yet dampened her belligerence, though. “You 

fucking Whites are not above reproach either, you know!” she said, with the slight slur and fixed gaze of someone who had 

been in this condition many times before and had developed the capacity to dissimulate it. “You cannot always pin all the 

wrongs of your country on the bloody Blacks!”   

Roux considered a moment whether he should bother answering; then his own combative side spurred him on to a 

response, albeit measured.  
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“You’re right, of course; even though not in the way you meant. The Whites do share the blame, because they sat back, 

arms folded, when Mbeki and the ANC non-racialists needed their support and expertise to buttress the forces of moderation 

within the ANC. They sat back, focusing on making money, when White skills and experience were needed to help make 

delivery possible.  

“And yes, there are still good people in the ANC, but they are being increasingly marginalised. For example, the record 

will show that I’m still a member, even if only because I didn’t cancel before I left Franschhoek. I joined because of 

Mandela and Mbeki, and because I regarded their ANC as the logical home for all of us who are inherently nationalist.” 

 Roux’s membership of the ANC took Oedipa by surprise at first mention, but upon a moment’s reflection she could see 

how it had been logical for someone like him to join. She could also imagine the hope and idealism with which he had made 

that leap of faith. He had paused a moment, seeing her digesting what he had said, and she signalled for him to continue.  

 “So, I repeat that there are patriotic and moderate non-racialists aplenty in the ANC. After all, Mbeki did not lose to 

Zuma by all that much. The latest ANC succession battle could also afford opportunities for new alliances that exert a 

positive influence.  

“However, if all South Africans who believe in non-racialism and moderation don’t pull together, now, joining forces 

there where it counts – which is with the moderates inside the ANC – then the Africanist/Socialist demagogues will cement 

their takeover of the ANC. Then, like Mugabe, they will – in order to stay in power and to enrich themselves – start 

implementing their radical agenda, focusing not on national reconciliation, but exclusively on policies and programmes 

pleasing to their voting block, irrespective of the harm it might do to the national economy.  

“And then the whole of South Africa will find out that we most definitely do have a ‘second revolution’ on our hands!”  

.o0o. 
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Chapter 9 

 

Oedipa was disoriented at first, and then seriously annoyed, when she woke up in strange surroundings, still tired and 

with a dull headache, only to see that it was ten past five in the morning. Then, remembering the inter-continental flight in 

the Falcon across multiple time zones, she quickly realised that her body clock was still synced to Paris time, where day had 

already dawned hours ago. She kicked off the sheets, enjoying the caress of the cool tropical morning breeze, and then 

started to process the previous evening’s events, ordering them in her mind as a quick orientation exercise. It wasn’t all that 

easy, given the headache she was suffering as legacy of having partaken too liberally of the DGSE’s free drinks on a more 

or less empty stomach, during the long night flight westward to the Caribbean. 

The Falcon had landed at around half past ten in the evening, local time, at the international airport on Beef Island – a 

small, flat island linked to the main island of Tortola by means of a causeway. Road Town, as well as Cane Garden Bay, 

were both on Tortola. The airport – which impressed her with its modern functionality and tidiness – bore the name of one 

Terrence B. Lettsome. There was a double row of palms in front of the building, Oedipa now recalled, which she had 

noticed when they were escorted to their waiting rented vans by Inspector Timothy Lettsome, of the same surname as the 

dignitary after whom the airport was named. The Inspector, a tall, lean Afro-Caribbean man, was dressed conservatively in a 

pinstriped suit that hung well on him, making him look more like a banker than a policeman. The airport had already closed 

for the evening when they arrived, but Lettsome had simply led them past the four or so security guards doing night duty – 

the arrival formalities already taken care of thanks to the preparatory work of James Jones and La Piscine. The respect with 

which the guards treated the Inspector immediately struck Oedipa – he was evidently well known there, and his family was 

probably of substance, too, given the connection with the person after whom the airport was named. 

Outside the terminal building, two Japanese minibuses with drivers – furnished by the rental company with which Paris 

had contracted – were waiting for them. Lettsome bid them goodbye there, after having arranged with Faure when and 

where to meet the following morning. Lettsome had to stay on at the airport to greet Danie Steyn, whose small charter plane 

was due in from Miami in less than an hour. 

Once the busses had crossed the causeway onto the main island, they almost immediately started ascending a steep, 

snaking road leading up the mountain spine of the island. Tortola is a stretched out, thin island with a humped back and 

steep slopes dropping often precipitously down to its many coves and sheltered beaches, which in centuries past had made it 

a favourite haunt of Caribbean pirates. The two minibuses continued westward atop the main ridge, and Oedipa was 

suddenly very grateful for having local drivers on that dark, sharply meandering road that seemed to be skirting one abyss 

after the other. 

Far below them, to the left, she could see the lights of a small settlement which the driver identified as Road Town. Not a 

big place at all, she realised. Shortly thereafter they started dropping rapidly down the steep northern slope to eventually 

come to a stop in front of a double-storey building with a flat roof. In the light of the street lamps, it looked to her as if the 

exterior walls were painted a pinkish colour, with white louvre shutters and doors which, on the upper floor, opened up onto 

a balcony that encircled the building. 

The night staff had been expecting them and the check-in formalities were quickly completed. She found her room to be 

comfortable and tidy, although by no means luxurious. Light green walls and rattan furniture gave it a tropical look that was 

fashionable two decades ago. But clean it was, and Oedipa could hear the wavelets lapping the beach outside her window. 

She wasn’t sure whether the choice of hotel was motivated by the French Government’s austerity measures in light of the 

recession or, more mundanely, by the absence of any other hotels that could accommodate the group at such short notice. 

However, as long as it was clean and had in a nice location, its lack of luxury didn’t bother her – whatever the reason behind 

the choice... 

Exhausted almost beyond endurance, Oedipa had simply flopped down onto her bed, fully clothed, and was immediately 

lost in sleep, succumbing to the warm embrace of the sultry tropical air. Her last thought had been of Faure’s stated intention 

to stay up until he could meet with Steyn. Her compatriot had said to Roux that he wanted to ensure from the very outset 

that they were all “on the same wavelength” regarding the conduct of the mission. Oedipa had detected a glimmer of 

concern in Faure’s way of phrasing this intention, as if he wasn’t totally comfortable with – or really sure about – the 

supposed role of this private intelligence contractor, who wouldn’t be falling under his authority...  

Now, her body clock had her wide awake again, thanks to the maudit flight which had had the Falcon racing westward 

across the Atlantic, ahead of the sun.  

Having oriented herself thus, and with her mind now fully attuned again to her present reality, she stepped a little groggily 

out of bed to shed yesterday’s clothes and take a long, refreshing shower. That did the trick – together with the cool morning 
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breeze and the quick espresso she brewed. This combination dispelled any last vestige of the wooliness of sleep and the 

effects of the previous evening’s alcohol. Her first objective now was to bring her notes up to date on the extraordinary 

events of the past two days. Oedipa wanted to draft it as close as possible to being print ready as an article, in case she was 

suddenly given the green light to publish; she wanted to be able to shoot off a report to her editors by e-mail as soon as 

possible after these TuGStaf people decided to go public with their Operation Exodus... 

If she had understood Levison correctly when he last contacted them, the seventy-two hours mentioned in the ultimatum 

would be up before the end of the day. Because TuGStaf seemed to want to do something spectacular every 24 hours, she 

wondered what form the next plague would take, and whether this time – at the expiration of the ultimatum – it would still 

only be symbolic, or would now turn lethal. She had earlier googled the biblical plagues and noted that the next one had to 

do with frogs...  

Writing a newspaper article came easily to her. Oedipa’s fingers danced across the keyboard as she systematically and 

succinctly recorded the pivotal events, attentive to remaining as soberly objective as her own involvement permitted. She 

wrote it in the third person, as if authored by a well-connected and well-informed investigative journalist, not an active 

participant. She chose a nom de plume that her editors knew she used for sensitive matters rather than her own name. When 

she was done, she couldn’t help but feel frustrated at not being able to send it off immediately – damn, what a story it was 

already! 

It had surprised her somewhat that she was able to write about the events in so dispassionate a manner, and she wondered 

what the public reaction would be once the story broke – especially in South Africa. Definitely not uninvolved or 

unemotional, either – of that she was sure. Her thoughts went back to Annelie van Zyl ... and then, unintended but 

unstoppably, back to Deon as well. She simply had to get hold of his phone number and Annelie would be able to give it to 

her... 

On her sixteenth birthday, Oedipa’s present from her parents had been a solo trip to visit her friend Annelie in South 

Africa; to exchange the northern winter for a few weeks of sunshine in the land that her uncle Robert’s exploits had made 

part of Oedipa’s family lore and heritage. Oedipa had never been the inhibited type and by that age she was already well 

aware of her attraction to men, and of enjoying their interest in her charms. But she hadn’t had any special friend yet; hadn’t 

lost her heart. Not until that second day of her holiday when Deon van Zyl walked into his parents’ home in his uniform 

with the red beret and the parabat wing on his chest...  

Blond, athletic, and with intelligent eyes that instantly held hers like magnets... 

The transformation had bowled her over – for in front of her stood not the shy schoolboy she remembered seeing on a few 

occasions at Annelie’s house in Paris in their doll-playing days when he flew up from boarding school in Pretoria for the 

school holidays; in front of her now was a man, a battle-toughened young warrior in his second year of compulsory national 

service, member of the elite Parachute Battalion.  

Oedipa could only smile now, thinking back to that week of discovery and youthful passion. Afterwards, back in Paris 

and with Deon finishing the last weeks of his two year national service stint, they corresponded intensely; letters in which 

she included ever longer passages in Afrikaans, because the language had become a passion and a challenge for her. Deon 

subsequently enrolled at Stellenbosch University Medical School and, despite the considerable workload of that intensive 

course, the volume of correspondence between them never diminished. Every southern summer holiday they would be 

together because it had become a ritual for her to visit Annelie every year after Christmas. By then, however, Annelie must 

have begun to wonder who Oedipa was really visiting… 

She had to admit that her own postgraduate year spent at Stellenbosch was motivated by Deon’s presence there – at that 

stage, he had just started his postgraduate specialisation studies. She did not have any real wish to be studying with Annelie, 

whom she had “outgrown” by then. She also had to admit that she should have known even then that the relationship with 

Deon couldn’t last, despite the physical attraction between them – simply because their worlds were so far apart and their 

mindsets so different.  

When she reflected on it later, after the breakup, she understood that he was at heart a traditionalist, the marrying type. 

Could she have married her very first and only boyfriend? With a whole wide world out there that she was keen to discover 

and conquer?  

So they broke up. 

But, good God, how it had hurt! 

He never contacted her again. Not trusting her own lingering emotions, neither did she contact him. Instead, she threw 

herself into her job as a freelance correspondent, blocking him out by diving headlong into a maelstrom of romantic 

encounters – which mostly turned out to be one-night stands. She considered it an obligation to herself to circulate, to make 

up for lost time, after having been attached to only one man for most of her youth. 
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With happy-go-lucky Annelie (whose surname was now Dippenaar) Oedipa had, however, maintained sporadic contact 

over the years. The two of them could hardly have turned out more differently. Annelie was totally apolitical, seemingly 

unaffected by the changing times. The archetypal suburban consumer, determinedly materialistic. Oedipa wondered whether 

Annelie had any inkling that things were not as they should be in South Africa, that disaster was imminent. Had she noticed 

the negative movements on the Johannesburg Stock Exchange these past 48 hours, hinting that those with inside knowledge 

of the TuGStaf ultimatum may be unloading? Had she picked up on the sudden, unexplained scramble to convert rands into 

just about any other available currency? How did her friend feel, she asked herself, about the slide from Thabo Mbeki’s 

ordered reign into the back-stabbing, uncoordinated and dysfunctional free-for-all that Zuma presided over?  

On the spur of the moment, she decided to phone her. With a six hour time difference, it would be midmorning already in 

South Africa. 

Annelie answered her phone on the first ring, her voice relaxed, as always. Judging from the background music and the 

muffled sound of Annelie’s voice, Oedipa guessed that her friend had some tasty treat in her mouth, probably sitting in some 

restaurant. Annelie had grown decidedly plump these past few years, Oedipa remembered, keeping pace with the expansion 

of husband Peet’s beer belly. Her suspicion was confirmed when Annelie, after a hearty Hallo!, started describing in 

delectable detail the cheesecake she was busy enjoying in a coffee shop in the Tyger Valley Mall outside Cape Town. 

Oedipa remembered this as one of Annelie’s favourite haunts and could, with no difficulty, conjure up a rather vivid image 

for herself of Annelie tucking into that cake… 

 “So, Annelie, what do you make of these weird and worrisome times we’re living in? Have you and Peet not thought of 

packing up, of … moving, yet?” Oedipa came straight to the point. 

There was a note of surprise in Annelie’s voice, and for a moment she was almost cautious, as if wondering whether 

Oedipa had been reading her mind: “Since you mention it … ja, Peet and I have been thinking about moving, for some 

weeks now…” 

 “Really!” Oedipa exclaimed, caught a little off guard, but nevertheless with a sense of relief. “Pray tell! Why, and where 

to?” she pressed her. 

“Well ... you know, there’s this very grand mansion in Plattekloof, not that far from where we are now in Bellville; it’s 

got a beautiful view across Table Bay and the Mountain. The place is on the market for well below its true value, Peet 

reckons, because the people want to leave the country in a real hurry – packing for Perth, as the saying goes … I’ve told Peet 

that we should put in an offer, subject of course to our house selling…” 

Oedipa almost laughed at herself, at her automatic assumption that anyone wanting to move would mean thereby that they 

wanted to emigrate. Suddenly at a loss, she abruptly changed the subject and enquired after Peet’s business dealings. 

Annelie’s pride in her husband’s perceived business acumen immediately shone through, as she explained how well they 

were doing thanks to a big state tender that Peet had managed to land, after having brought in a new partner… 

 “You know, this new guy is one of ‘them’ – one of the boys with all the ‘connections’. But, nevertheless, he seems to be 

… OK ... you know. Peet keeps a sharp eye on him, of course. You do understand, don’t you? But, so far so good – last 

week Peet bought me a company car, too. Just a small Benz, but nonetheless... Peet says that it’s important in today’s 

society to be seen for who and what you are.” 

 “So, things are going well over there with you guys. No… worries?” Oedipa couldn’t stop herself from pressing again. 

“Everything’s as good as can be, mon amie!” Annelie laughed, without a hint of concern or falsity. “The sun is shining, 

the mountains are shimmering blue, the shop shelves are stacked – what more could any woman desire?” 

Oedipa again changed the subject, this time testing the crime theme. Annelie remained unperturbed: selecting where you 

want to stay was like selecting which shares to buy, she replied. The more attractive the location or the share, the more risky 

it would usually be. Then she resorted to the old cliché that Oedipa hated: “Africa is not for sissies, you know? If you want 

to enjoy what it has to offer, you must also be willing to face what the lotto of life sometimes throws up, here on our dark 

continent.” 

 “And Deon? How’s he doing?” 

Annelie was quiet for a moment, perhaps surprised at the question, because for many years now Oedipa had not once 

referred to her brother. “He’s down here in the Cape, successful medical practice and all. Also, he’s still playing at toy 

soldiers in his spare time, with the Cape Town Highlander Regiment of the Voluntary Reserve… Just getting more and more 

‘beneuk’ and difficult the older he gets…” 

 “And his health?” 

“For a while he had put on a bit, but the last three months or so he has been religious about getting fit again, and he is 

actually looking good. Very good – ‘fighting fit', as he says.” 

 “It’s his birthday one of these days, isn’t it? Can you give me his phone number?” Oedipa asked, as if in passing.  
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“I’ll text it to you – I don’t know it off the top of my head, and I don’t know how to get it out of this complicated 

Blackberry phone that Peet got me; in any case, not how to get it while I’m also talking to you,” Annelie replied, 

apologetically. 

A moment of silence followed, as Oedipa fought the temptation to hint to her old school friend that things might soon turn 

bad – very bad. Instead, she broached the subject of immigration again: "So, what you’re telling me is that you two toughies 

have never thought of emigrating?” 

Annelie’s laughter was hearty and spontaneous. “Don’t be silly, woman! Where do you think I’ll be able to get myself 

another maid like Hendriena, the one I’ve trained here to my hand? And can you honestly see my Peet pushing a 

lawnmower? I remember too damn well how my mom and dad had to slave away in and around the house during those years 

in Paris because of a lack of affordable help. That is something that this woman certainly doesn’t want to have to endure!” 

Oedipa summarily hung up, for a moment at a loss for words. With a shake of her head, she opened the curtains and was 

pleased to see the discolouration of the horizon heralding the imminent arrival of dawn. 

Impulsively, she decided to step out onto the beach and open her soul to the joys of a Caribbean tropical sunrise. 

The hotel was right on the beach – a Caribbean idyll of white sand seamed with palms, gently lapped by crystal-clear, 

calm waters. The bay lay safely ensconced between two arms of land reaching protectively around it; across the water 

towards the open sea, she could see more islands on the horizon. 

With the cool sand splicing her toes, she thought again of Deon van Zyl. He had spoilt her, as far as men were concerned, 

she realised now – compared to him, most European men of his intelligence were just too overtly and ostentatiously 

“refined”, too much the emasculated metrosexual to be able to satisfy her craving for the company of real men. Where were 

the Robert de Kersausons of old, she wondered? Her clan’s females bred real men and also wanted real men – strong, driven 

males, yet old-fashioned and chivalrous in their attitude towards women, children and civil duty. Men that looked like, smelt 

like, and acted like men. Perhaps that was why, subconsciously, she had always seemed to gravitate towards the conflict 

zones of the planet – the places where men who would put their lives on the line for some cause congregated. She did not 

need a man for financial support – for that she had more than enough money of her own. She had, for a long time, also 

thought that she didn’t need a man for emotional company, just for satisfying her physical cravings.  

She had no problem conceding that she was stimulated by the kind of straight-up guy who would just plainly be sweating, 

rather than by the cultured types who’d profess to be perspiring. Men who were truly living, every single minute (because 

violent death could brutally pluck the very life out of them, at any given moment). An adrenaline junky, that’s what she had 

become, who used sex as a stress reliever. Or, worse, as a tool in her profession – never attaching even a sliver of sentiment 

or emotion to such a relationship. 

It had worked for her, had helped her to the top in a tough job, rewarded her with the intense satisfaction of personal 

professional achievement. 

But no longer. Was it really living, that which she had been doing? Or was it simply a notching up of emotionally empty 

experiences? A momentarily stimulating way to pass the time of day for a spoilt little rich girl? 

Was it the fact that nowadays her biological clock was ticking ever louder, unsubtly and undeniably forcing her to open 

her mind to the possibility of seeking something more fulfilling when it came to relationships? Looking not only for the 

fighting man, the daredevil living off adrenaline with no care about tomorrow, whether he lives or dies – but rather looking 

for the man who could and would indeed fight, but only with a purpose, a just cause, with as goal to protect or advance 

something greater than himself? A man with a sense of justice, with a higher calling to serve (like her uncle Robert had 

been) rather than just meat and muscle driven by an oversupply of testosterone... 

What, after all, did she have to show, after all these years of “intense living”? Now, perhaps, she would be ready for a 

Deon van Zyl, for the shackles and the emotional euphoria of loving, and being loved. Frustrated, she shook her head – he 

would not be interested in her any more, probably still married to a good and dutiful Afrikaner Boeremeisie! Deep down, she 

doubted that she could – after these years of being hammered into a certain rigid shape by the life she had led – recapture the 

flexibility and compromise needed to accommodate a man as a mate and life partner. But yet, there had been that little voice 

lately, that sound of a ticking clock... 

The beach was quiet and peaceful so early in the morning. The moon must have been full a day or two before, she 

realised, because it was still up, adding its illumination to the early dawn sky. She started sauntering in the direction of the 

low wooden jetty jutting out into the bay, there for the use of the yachtsmen who were anchored deeper in when they came 

ashore with their dinghies. A number of yachts – mostly the multi-hulled catamarans so popular in the Caribbean – were 

bobbing lazily on the slight swell. 

 A man was standing at the beach end of the jetty, five or six yards in across the water. He was deep in conversation on 

his cell phone and didn’t notice her. His tall, well-proportioned figure had, however, immediately caught her eye. He was 

strongly built, broad in the shoulder, without being overly muscular. He was staring across the water, phone in hand, when 
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she crossed close behind him. His animated voice carried to her and she stopped in her tracks, initially not knowing why. 

Then it struck her… He was speaking Afrikaans!  

So this must be Danie Steyn!  

Oedipa stepped back a few yards and sat down on the cool sand. Steyn rang off after a minute or so. She saw him slip the 

phone into one of his shirt pockets and button that up, before folding the shirt neatly and placing it next to the towel that lay 

at his feet. He was on the jetty because he was going swimming, she realised. Her eyes roamed with appreciation across the 

broad shoulders, down to the slim waist and firm backside as he did a few stretch exercises. For a few moments her gaze 

rested on a jagged white scar across the tan of his right shoulder blade – a war wound, her expert eye told her. Probably 

shrapnel. 

Steyn strode out along the jetty to where the water would be deep enough. He dived in without hesitation, in one naturally 

graceful movement, cleanly entering the water and leaving behind a series of slowly expanding ripples. Intrigued, Oedipa 

now also walked out along the jetty to where he had left his towel and shirt. She picked these up and walked on to where he 

had dived in, surmising that that would be his point of exit at the end of his swim. She dangled her legs off the side of the 

jetty and watched him swim out towards the first line of boats with long, powerful yet measured strokes. The first boats 

were motorboats, able to anchor closer to shore because they lacked the deep keels of the yachts. For a minute or two he 

hung onto the anchor chain of one of the motorboats, catching his breath, before starting back towards her with those 

rhythmical, slow strokes. Oedipa stood up when he was close enough to see that she was holding out his towel to him...  

The water beaded on his skin, tanned to a tone that belied a lifetime spent in sunny climes. He shot himself up and onto 

the jetty in one smooth movement, propelled by the strength of his kicking and his powerful arms. In the same movement he 

spun half round, twisting his torso, so that he ended up sitting with his legs off the side of the jetty. He took the towel from 

her with a courteous nod, but his stare was questioning... He was even better looking from the front than the back, with a 

firm, flat stomach and a chiselled, though slightly boyish face that tempered his years.  

“Danie Steyn,” she said, matter of factly. He nodded, vigorously rubbing first his hair and then his torso. She seated 

herself beside him, at an angle so as to be able to observe him, her legs half folded in underneath her. 

His vigorous drying had allowed him time to place her. “You must be the French journalist, Oedipa ... something or the 

other!” He smiled a smile that he hoped would excuse him for not immediately recalling her surname. A nice, open smile 

without any guile, she noted. “I have seen you on TV, of course, but ... you can smack me blue with a wet fish...” (she 

grinned at his literal translation of an Afrikaans idiom) “...I just cannot recall that double-barrel surname of yours,” he 

continued good-naturedly. 

“Well, at least you remember that it’s double-barrelled!” she laughed. “And don’t worry, you’re certainly not the only one 

to struggle with it – so just call me Oedipa, OK?” He nodded, and now looked her up and down with interest, in the typical 

unpretentious Afrikaner manner. She returned the compliment, not at all averse to letting her eyes linger on his attractive 

physique. She didn’t know much about him, she realised, and instinctively looked down at his left hand – he wasn’t wearing 

a wedding band, and there wasn’t the telltale white ring against the tan of his skin either; but then many Afrikaner men, of 

his generation in particular, never wore wedding bands... 

Suddenly embarrassed that he may have caught her looking at his ring finger, she lifted her eyes to his right shoulder 

blade and the vivid white scar that disfigured the otherwise smooth skin. “Shrapnel?” she asked. 

He nodded. “Soviet F-1 hand grenade.” 

“Owamboland?” she asked. 

He nodded again, somewhat unsure where she was heading with this, then shrugged and gave her a fuller explanation: “A 

SWAPO guy, a Soviet-trained PLAN fighter. I’d been chasing him on foot, through a dry omuramba and a section of low 

scrub brush. He first tried to shoot me, emptying his AK-47 at me on the run – too high, as they often did. Then he threw 

away the gun, and I realised that he would lose me if I didn’t put down my gun as well. When he saw that I was again 

catching up with him, he threw the grenade at me. I managed to get down in time, but a fragment burnt me across the 

shoulder – nothing too serious.” He related the incident factually, without any bravado or embellishment. 

 “But you still had your service pistol?” she persisted, suddenly eager to needle him into some show of emotion – to test 

his temperament. 

 “Ja.” 

The terse answer didn’t put her off. 

“So you shot him, of course. Another Black ‘terrorist’ eliminated – one less communist to poison the minds of the 

natives!” she challenged him, then took the provocation even further: “That’s what you bunch were famous for – you, the 

notorious Koevoet (“crowbar”) squad of the Police – your kill ratio! You far surpassed that of the South African Army in the 

bush war in Namibia!” 
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Danie Steyn turned away from her, staring out to sea. For a moment his head sunk to his chest, but then she saw him 

square those broad shoulders and he turned round to look her quizzically in the eye. It struck her that she saw sorrow there, 

not anger. He shivered slightly, because of the memory: “Koevoet, yes. I did my time with them. But killing that particular 

insurgent? No. I captured him. Killing is the most God-awful thing that any man can be called upon to do, Oedipa. There’s 

no pride in it, just anguish – and when there is no other way, and you have to do it, then there’s only relief that it was him, 

and not you...”  

His eyes kept hers locked to his gaze; to the point where she felt her own resolve to stare him out begin to falter. Then his 

face lit up, his eyes crinkling in an amused smile and he uttered a somewhat dismissive laugh. “In any event, as I said, I 

didn’t kill him... You know, you may be a famous journalist but you don’t seem to know that much about our tactics during 

the Border War. For us, the police, the enemy was always worth much more alive than dead – after all, you cannot 

interrogate a corpse!” 

If there was one thing that Oedipa de Kersauson de Pennedreff could not stand it was a man who dismissed her with an 

amused smile – especially coming from a man that she found attractive. Deon could drive her crazy like that, and now this 

Danie Steyn was doing the exact same thing... 

“But you did shoot him, did you not? You did shoot that unarmed man?” she persisted, somewhat against her better 

judgement. 

Danie Steyn lifted his left forearm, showing her a scar made by a knife cut. “From his Russian Spetznas combat knife – I 

still have it, in my study. And I didn’t shoot him with the pistol – in the end I knocked him senseless with the barrel, against 

the side of his head. So, yes, I gave him a splitting bloody headache, but he was the one who drew blood – twice – my 

blood!” He now stared at her with that peculiar smile that combined amusement and defiance, as if challenging her to try 

and take things further still. Exactly the blue-eyed, teasing Deon van Zyl smile which had infuriated and yet stimulated her 

beyond the bearable, that year of turning sixteen... 

This time she was able to control herself, and when she simply swung her head away to stare out towards the islands, she 

got the effect she desired – by breaking off eye contact it made him want to re-engage her. He jumped up, agile and eager, 

holding out his hand to help her up. As she got to her feet, she noticed Pierre Faure waving at them from the beach. “Faure’s 

calling us,” she said, pointing towards the suited figure in dapper pose. 

“Ah, Monsieur Faure...”  

Did she detect a distinct lack of enthusiasm in his voice? 

“I hope he’s calling us to breakfast because, for the past two days, I’ve had to survive on airline food!” Steyn continued, 

good-humouredly. “And last night he kept me up talking way beyond room service hours. So now I could polish an ox on 

my own!” 

They walked up to where Faure was standing, hands on hips, and Oedipa noticed him looking at her with a bit of a frown. 

He seemed concerned – perhaps by the fact that she and Steyn had already met, without him having been there to do the 

introductions and define the parameters...  

Danie Steyn excused himself to go and shower, and Oedipa used the opportunity to interrogate the DGSE man about the 

newcomer. He told her what little he knew; the most startling of which, to Oedipa, was the news that Steyn had recently lost 

his wife after a minibus taxi ran a red light and crashed into her car, leaving her in a coma for more than a month before the 

decision was made to take her off artificial life support... 

Oedipa could not immediately fathom her own mixed reaction to this news. On the one hand, she now felt even more 

discomforted at having followed her typical “shake the tree” approach that morning. On the other hand, from what she had 

seen of Faure and André Roux, she knew that neither of them would be company for her on this mission, whereas Steyn had 

something about him that allowed her to picture the ex-policeman as somebody with whom she could become at least 

collegial, if not friends. The news of his loss had shocked her, and to settle herself she started telling Faure about 

overhearing Steyn’s phone conversation with what sounded like one of his kids.  

Pierre confirmed that Steyn had a teenage son and daughter back in Pretoria. He continued by filling her in on Danie’s 

professional background; that he had a master’s degree and was highly regarded in international circles for the investigative 

work he’d done for the United Nations, trying to counter the fraud, money laundering and smuggling endemic to Africa’s 

civil wars – such as his work on the Angolan rebel movement UNITA’s funding. 

 “He appears to be quite good...” the DGSE man concluded, almost reluctantly. “Which is probably why his government 

decided to send him to us. La Piscine couldn’t very well refuse him, either, since we need to retain their cooperation. 

Nobody knows, however, what the lines of command are supposed to be, with him not even being a public servant, but a 

privately-contracted consultant...”  
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“In other words, he doesn’t have to obey your every order?” Oedipa teased. “So now there are two of us who definitely 

fall outside of your ‘lines of command’ – lui et moi. And, come to think of it, Roux isn’t exactly under your control, either... 

Tsch tsch tsch – mon pauvre!” 

Faure evidently didn’t find her expressions of sympathy at his supposed predicament funny at all... 

..... 

The hotel’s restaurant was right on the beach. They chose a table that overlooked the bay. André Roux soon joined 

Oedipa and Faure, followed shortly thereafter by a freshly shaven Danie Steyn, who looked comfortably smart in a well-cut 

business suit. The transformation was complete, from bathing suit to business suit and, although the latter didn’t hide the 

width of his shoulders, at least the way it covered his athletic frame assisted Oedipa in concentrating on the work ahead, 

rather than on that old familiar craving that she felt stirring that morning… 

“So, Danie...” Faure began, after the waitress had served them some freshly squeezed orange juice. “What do you reckon 

– could this TuGStaf have hidden away enough money, back then when they had access to state funds, with which to be able 

now to finance a project as substantial as a Volkstaat and an own army?” 

Without a moment’s hesitation, Steyn vigorously nodded an emphatic “Yes!” So emphatically, that it caught the others 

somewhat by surprise.  

“Are you serious, Danie?” André Roux asked with seeming disbelief. “You know, it would have required a lot of 

money!” 

“Do any of you have any idea how much money the White Government spent on projects that it officially classified 

secret, in the period 1978 to 1994?” Steyn countered. 

There was complete silence as he looked them each in the eye. Nobody felt capable of venturing an answer. 

 “In today’s value, it exceeded three hundred and fifty billion rand!” 

Oedipa audibly drew in her breath. Danie hastened to explain that he wasn’t implying that all of that money had been 

secreted away by TuGStaf – not in the least. But with such huge amounts floating outside the normal audit system, it would 

have been relatively easy for TuGStaf to have skimmed off at least some of the funds in these accounts for their own 

clandestine use. 

“One must also realise that these funds that were officially classified as secret didn’t constitute the sum total of unaudited 

funds either, to which the likes of TuGStaf operators could have had access,” Steyn continued, pointing out that the total 

pool from which money could have been skimmed was indeed much bigger, due to the existence of some other undeclared 

and unaudited financing sources, that were even more secret and more irregular.  

“There’ve been many reports that the late Dr. Nico Diederichs, the former Finance Minister and later the ceremonial head 

of state, was one of the chief architects of these alternative sourcing options; that he engineered funding that derived from 

undeclared sources that weren’t even included in the national budget, not even as funds classified secret.” He explained that 

Diederichs, when he was Minister of Finance, allegedly struck a top secret deal with Swiss bankers in terms of which they 

paid an undeclared “levy” on all South African gold sales, in exchange for the South African Government switching the 

venue for its gold sales from London to Switzerland. This under-the-table “levy” was deposited into secret offshore bank 

accounts, which – according to rumour – was to be the war chest of a future White government in exile if things went 

completely wrong in South Africa... 

André Roux was flabbergasted. “You don’t seriously believe that, do you, Danie?” 

Again Steyn was insistent. “We’ve been really digging, these past 48 hours – digging deep! Granted, we do not have 

conclusive proof yet, in the form of having the account numbers, dates and amounts deposited etcetera. But the 

circumstantial evidence looks pretty convincing.  

“You may remember the murder – the unsolved murder – in November 1977 of Dr. Robert Smit and his wife...?” Steyn 

now asked. “That gruesome business, where the assassins painted the letters RAU-TEM on the walls in their home?” 

Only Roux knew about it. 

“In any event,” Steyn continued, “Dr. Smit was at that stage the South African representative at the International 

Monetary Fund in Washington DC, with his finger on the pulse of all South Africa’s foreign currency and financial dealings. 

Now, hear this – Dr. Eschel Rhoodie, the then head of the White government’s Department of Information – the man who 

fell out of favour with Prime Minster PW Botha over the contest to succeed Prime Minister Vorster, and who eventually fled 

the country? Remember him? Well, he passed on some startling information to a very senior and respected journalist, just 

before he, Rhoodie, died in exile. Remember, Rhoodie was at the very heart of most of the secret funding and secret projects 

of the time.   



 99 

“Well, according to the journalist, Rhoodie was adamant that Dr. Smit was assassinated by government agents precisely 

because he, Smit, had discovered information about the secret funds for the future Afrikaner government in exile, and it was 

feared that he couldn’t be trusted. 

 “The only independent official investigation ever undertaken into the Smit murders was that conducted by the Truth and 

Reconciliation Commission. In 1998, the TRC formally recorded the finding that Dr. and Mrs. Smit had indeed been 

murdered by hitherto unidentified members of the former Security Forces, for motives unknown...” 

“Ai, Danie ... these things come as a surprise, even to me,” said André Roux in a tone that was a mix of disgust and 

disbelief. Steyn, tired and hungry, reacted more sharply than he would normally have: “Well, Dr. Roux, all you need to do is 

to google the names that I’ve given you – it’s all out there, in the open...” 

Their breakfast arrived at that moment and the sight and aroma of this caused Danie Steyn to cast them a glance that 

pleaded for a respite in their questioning so that he could catch up with the growling demands of his stomach. Faure knew 

that Steyn had last eaten properly two days before, so he now took over the conversation. 

 “An interesting insight into the management of these secret funds, and how out of control it had often been, can be had 

from the records of the TRC and the High Court charge sheet against Dr. Wouter Basson of Project Coast fame. Just take the 

saga of Basson, the Croats, and the Vatican bearer bonds...” 

Faure explained how Basson, who had allegedly gone to Croatia to purchase large volumes of benzoate and other 

chemical compounds, somehow or other came to have in his possession bearer bonds to a value of forty million US Dollars, 

issued on behalf of the Vatican by the Banco di Napoli. Such bearer bonds carry no inscription of ownership – whoever 

carries and presents the bonds is entitled to their proceeds. This episode led to Basson’s arrest in Switzerland. 

 “The important lesson out of all this is that we have here a third possible funding source for something like this Project 

Exodus – in addition to the official secret funds and the unofficial ‘levies’ that Colonel Steyn spoke about, the vast volume 

of funds employed in sanctions busting also offered ample opportunity for skimming off. This could easily have been done 

through overinvoicing and kickbacks. The transactions would ostensibly be fully documented to meet the already limited 

audit requirements for secret funds, but the true invoicing would have allowed for a lot of cream to be diverted...” Faure 

explained. 

One of the communications technicians, looking as if he was having difficulty in containing his excitement, at this point 

came hurrying from his room looking for Faure. He whispered something in the DGSE man’s ear, which had the latter 

pushing his plate back with alacrity. “Mr. Steyn, please enjoy some more breakfast; I’m sure that Oedipa wouldn’t mind 

keeping you company. Dr. Roux, could you come with us, please? We’ll be away only briefly...” 

André Roux seemed to Oedipa to be as surprised by this development as she was, but Faure’s manner of speaking, and the 

fact that he summarily left the table, made it clear that he wasn’t about to indulge in any discussion of the instructions he had 

just given. Danie Steyn, for his part, was all too pleased for the opportunity to make up for the meals he had missed while 

flying up to the BVI. 

 Rushing down the passageway, Faure didn’t have time for more than just a cryptic explanation in response to the 

questioning look that Roux gave him. “It’s my friend ‘Apollo’ who wants to speak to me personally. Top secret contact, 

very highest level inside the ANC. Not a word to anybody else, please!”   

They had reached the hotel room shared by the two technicians. Waiting for the door to be opened, Faure quickly leaned 

towards Roux and whispered a name in his ear. Roux nodded, the look on his face showing that he was impressed. 

Once inside the room, which had been converted into a command and communications post, Faure exchanged a few 

words by secure phone with the DGSE’s chef de poste in Pretoria. Roux’s French was good enough to catch on that this 

Apollo had urgently wanted to speak to Faure personally. This request was received by the field officer in Pretoria during a 

business lunch to which he had unexpectedly been invited that morning, by the Managing Director of one of the companies 

owned by Apollo. Faure’s man was passed a note with the message and a phone number that Faure had to call. The note was 

hidden inside a presentation case of excellent vintage South African wines from Apollo’s own estate. The message said that 

the mobile phone number passed on hopefully would not be traceable back to Apollo, but that all names and forms of 

identification should in any case be avoided during the call because of the “dangerous times”.   

Faure hurriedly instructed the technician to phone the number, to put him in touch with Apollo, businessman turned 

Cabinet Minister. 

“Nanterre?” Faure enquired softly when the phone was picked up. 

“Mon pote!” came the instant response – the use of such a colloquial expression (translating roughly to “my pal!”) a bit at 

odds with the cultivated voice on the speakerphone. 

“Ça va?” Faure asked how things were with his interlocutor, equally colloquially. 

Apollo now switched to English: “Not good, my friend, not good... Many worries. My family is being torn apart – 

rebellious youngsters who want to change the world overnight, you know? Without yet being aware of the dangers...”  
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“Yes, these are indeed dangerous times...” Faure responded. “Is there anything that an old friend of the family like me can 

help with?” 

There was a moment’s hesitation as the other man carefully chose his next words.  

“Indeed... You know how I hate uncertainty! Bad for business, you know... I was wondering – one hears about terrible 

threats. From the grave, so to speak. Things we thought we’d buried long ago. Can you confirm for me – are these threats 

real? Do you take them seriously?” 

It was Faure’s turn to pick his words with care. 

“Very seriously. Very seriously, indeed. No absolute proof yet, but they seem to be for real.” 

“Eisj! That’s the last thing that our economy needs now, you know! And all because of people playing with fire. They 

don’t understand yet, these youngsters, that there’s no gain in provoking crazy people. And that, once you’ve signed a 

contract, you are bound by it. You cannot bloody well chop and change as you please! But they won’t listen, I’m afraid. 

They are pushing out the old indunas like me, tearing apart the family, stealing it all away from us, the ones who struggled 

to build it for them!” 

“So, what can be done about it?” Faure wanted to know. 

“Leadership! That’s what’s needed now. Plus creative thinking – the pragmatism and innovation that we turn to in the 

business world to get things done. We’re back where we were at the end of the eighties, my friend. It’s all the unfinished 

business from then that’s come back to haunt us – things that must now be sorted out. Once and for all. But without 

deviating from the foundations that were laid!  

“I, for one – I’m not going to allow all our hard work, all our blood, sweat and tears, to be turned to ashes!” 

Faure grunted softly in sympathy.  

Apollo continued: “But I need independent confirmation first before I can act. From you, because I trust you. As you 

know, I’m not really part of the particular division of the family business that deals directly with these kinds of threats, and 

those guys from that division – I don’t always trust their judgement… It seems to me that they’re barking up all kinds of 

trees. So I want to know, from you, whether we’re just talking here about your typical idiotic fringe antics again, with no 

substance, but which my friends in that division may be blowing out of proportion to serve their own purposes? Or do you 

also believe that, this time, it’s for real – that it is what it’s claimed to be...”  

Faure’s response was delivered in an equally serious tone. “I’m afraid it doesn’t get more real than this, mon ami. These 

people who are threatening us with biblical disasters carry very big sticks, and they can do a lot of damage – not only to you 

down there, but with a long, long reach. My own friends back home are also terribly worried; we urgently want to see it 

resolved. We are open to suggestions, and are also ready to help...” 

“OK. I understand – now I know that I have to believe it...  Let me get my head round this, and then I’ll get back to you. 

We’re definitely not going to allow this kind of shit to happen – not if I can help it!” The line went dead – the minister who 

had invited Sakkie Essop for sundowners clearly did not wish to drag out the conversation. 

As Faure handed the phone back to the technician, Roux spoke up: “The man’s worried, Pierre. But he also sounds 

determined and competent. Just as I remember him from the Codesa days.”  

Faure turned to Roux and nodded, then added with a brightening of his features: “He’s a clever bastard, as you well know. 

Been round the block any number of times. He’s got a lot to lose should things go seriously wrong. Very broad-ranging 

business interests he’s got ... real businesses that he and his wife built up, not this tenderpreneur crap!” 

“It’s significant that he’s saying that his ‘family’ – obviously meaning the ANC – is being torn apart, that it’s being stolen 

away...” Roux now remarked. “As you know, your man Apollo is of the non-racial school, in the mould of Mandela, 

although he and Mbeki never got along personally. The current government only brought him back into the cabinet because 

they needed him for his money and his business skills.” 

Faure now explained his personal connection to the minister: “During the struggle Struggle years, when he was in exile, 

he studied at the Paris X campus in Nanterre suburb, like me. After that he represented the ANC in Francophone Africa. I 

wanted you to hear the conversation because he is a rational man – one that can play a part in trying to negotiate a peaceful 

end to this unnecessary drama. Because he’s from one of the smaller tribes, he knows how to build alliances. And he’s 

married to a White girl, with their kids obviously being mixed race – a real rainbow nation family… It makes him a 

potentially unifying factor, I would think.” 

“Is Apollo really a barbouze of yours?” Roux wanted to know, somewhat incredulously, given the man’s high standing. 

He used the French slang term for an information source in the pay of an intelligence service. 

“NO!” Faure laughed. “Not a barbouze, never! He’s not the type! Anyway, he’s got so much money that we wouldn’t be 

able to buy him – not even our rich American cousins could. Also, as you know he’s very much his own man, very 

charismatic with a lot of leadership potential. No intelligence service would be able to ‘run’ him as an agent. He’s just an 

occasional personal contact of mine, strictly on his own terms. He uses me as much as I use him – much like you yourself 
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did, in our relationship back then! He’s confident enough of his own judgement and patriotism to discuss with me things – 

non secret things – that he regards to be of mutual interest, knowing that I serve as personal channel to the President of the 

Republic. He’s definitely not a traitor, rather just a good friend who took a liking to me because of the French bond and the 

fact that I could swap stories with him about the Nanterre campus. Which is why he speaks only to me when he wants 

independent confirmation on serious matters.”  

   “Well, good for you, Pierre! We’ll be needing every bit of support and understanding we can get from the guys in the 

Union Buildings before this is over because, as the saying goes, it takes two to tango. It’s just very worrisome that he refers 

so openly to the ANC being stolen from them...” 

Faure nodded in agreement, then started for the restaurant deck: “Come, let’s get back to the others before our inquisitive 

lady friend gets too suspicious!”   

Faure and Roux took their seats at the breakfast table again, as if nothing had happened. To avoid allowing Oedipa any 

opportunity to start cross-examining them on what they had been doing, Faure offered a perfunctory excuse and then 

immediately resumed the conversation about the money hidden abroad during the Apartheid era.  

“Sorry for that – just some admin that La Piscine wanted sorted out regarding Dr. Roux’s travel documents... So, where 

were we? Discussing the famous Dr. Wouter Basson’s non-Catholic use of Vatican bearer bonds...” 

Danie Steyn, his life forces replenished, now picked up the topic of Basson and the money he was charged in court with 

hiding abroad: “According to the charge sheet, the ex-boss of Project Coast had secretly deposited millions into accounts in 

the Channel Islands as well as here in the Caribbean,” Steyn said. He then explained that the then Defence Force had been 

the major beneficiary of, and also the main conduit, for secret funds – whether for projects like Basson’s, or for clandestine 

activities overseas. According to Steyn, the Auditor-General had calculated that the SADF, in the years 1974 to 1994, 

received exactly R50 250 524 578-00, thus more than fifty billion rand, originating from the secret funds, plus the Special 

Defence Account, and as a provision for “sensitive line function projects”. 

As an example of a typical secret Defence Force project Steyn cited “Project Byronic”. Its aim was to garner international 

support for the SADF’s ally, the Angolan rebel movement UNITA, and in 1991/1992 alone it cost the South African 

taxpayer more than one hundred million rand. Byronic entailed, among other things, the establishment of a commercial 

aircraft letting company – exactly the type of activity that TuGStaf would have had to repeat in order to have an air force at 

its disposal. Project Byronic was also not the only Defence Force project aimed at influencing the overseas audience – there 

was Project Pacman, which established the International Freedom Foundation with offices in Johannesburg, Washington, 

London, Brussels and Bonn. 

Oedipa wanted to know whether the kind of front companies that TuGStaf would have had to set up in 1994 for Exodus 

could conceivably have remained undetected all these years. Steyn’s opinion was very much in the affirmative, based on the 

expertise and contacts that had been built up in the eighties, circumventing the oil and arms embargoes. Steyn mentioned, as 

an example, the sanctions busting projects of the then Department of Foreign Affairs, which he rated as among the most 

sophisticated, with the most intricate corporate structures. 

 “Operations such as Project Blue and Project Grail give one an insight into how carefully these secret funding channels 

were configured. They were like onions – consisting of layer upon layer of cover. When done correctly, it is almost 

impossible to trace back these front organisations to the real figures behind them. One must accept, also, that TuGStaf’s 

operators would have been running corporations like these as unobtrusive, politically neutral ‘sleeper’ companies for almost 

two decades. These were simply doing what companies normally do, namely making more money. With the right 

investments, such ‘sleeper’ companies could have vastly increased the sums originally siphoned off for Exodus.” 

Project Blue, for instance, Steyn explained, started out with a family trust being set up in Lichtenstein, with an initial 

investment of some twenty million rand. This Taussig Familienstiftung then financially backed projects such as Grail and 

Arcadia by means of bank transfers channelled through Rothschilds Bank, Credit Suisse and banks in Lichtenstein itself. 

Grail was a sanctions-busting project; it was the code name for the incorporation of a substantial British-based company in 

1977, via Rothschilds Bank. It bought and sold specialised computer hardware and programming, among other things, with 

the true identity of the company and its South African origins veiled behind layer upon layer of trusts and holding 

companies, among them a trust on the island of Jersey, which was in turn based upon a trust mortis causa out of a deceased 

estate. 

According to Steyn, with this initial access to large sums of money and with the expertise in sanctions busting built up in 

the eighties, there could be no doubt that a formidable array of corporations and trusts could now be sitting with more than 

sufficient funds with which to finance a lot of mischief... 

André Roux changed the subject, wanting to know from Danie Steyn whether his firm, or the South African intelligence 

community for that matter, had been able find out anything about TuGStaf before Steyn flew out to join them.  
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Steyn responded that he and his partner had been chasing down the money trail with the help of their international 

associates. They had, therefore, not focused seriously on trying to identify who and what TuGStaf was. All he knew about 

the official investigation was that the NIA spooks were dusting off all their files on right-wing extremist groups, particularly 

the one related to what the investigative author Tom Mangold called “The Organisation”. 

Oedipa immediately sat up, notepad to hand: “Who’s this Mangold, and what is “The Organisation?” 

 “Mangold wrote a book called ‘Plague Wars’, one of the first exposés on Project Coast. In this book, Mangold alleges the 

existence of a highly secretive entity simply called ‘Die Organisasie’ in Afrikaans – that is, ‘The Organisation’. According 

to his sources, it consists of White South Africans who want to steer the country back to ‘the good old days’ by bringing the 

ANC government to a fall. The NIA initially ignored Mangold’s allegations, but in the light of current events his book has 

them thinking because he describes ‘The Organisation’ and its members in terms that bear much resemblance to this 

TuGStaf – Mangold says that they are not lunatics, or far-right pseudo Nazis; they are far better organised, far better 

financed, and far more patient...” 

“That’s exactly my major concern,” Faure now emphasised. “We are no longer dealing with a lunatic right-wing fringe 

element. What Mandela had always tried to avoid has now happened – clearly a group of generally moderate and intelligent 

Whites have now been driven to actions formerly associated with just a handful of crazies. People of exactly the type that 

Mangold describes as members of this ‘Organisasie’!” 

However, as far as Steyn and his colleague had been able to ascertain from the South African intelligence community, the 

notion of there being some structured group formally known as “The Organisation” was still being met with scepticism. It 

was more than likely just a pseudonym, like “The Company” when CIA operatives refer to their agency. What could not be 

denied, however, was that reference to some kind of organisation “waiting in the wings” had featured quite regularly in 

intelligence source reports – especially as rumours circulating amongst ex-soldiers. This much Faure also now confirmed. 

Nobody had succeeded yet in pinning it down, though, and it was possible that it was being confused with the so-called 

“Third Force”, which was regularly blamed for causing all kinds of internal problems whenever discord surfaced anywhere 

in South Africa. It was very possible that TuGStaf, the “Third Force” and “The Organisation” were one and the same thing, 

or just different but related manifestations of the machinations of the same core group of conspirators. 

André Roux now snorted contemptuously: “Despite the denials, we know full well that the Third Force did exist, and that 

it was indeed our friends wearing the brown shoes who instigated it at the time of the elections as a means of exerting 

pressure on the ANC by arming and pitting Black against Black. It was Gatsha Buthelezi’s Inkatha impis who were mostly 

used – come to think of it, very much in order to force acceptance of the idea that the 1994 settlement should include 

mention of the right to self-determination for ethnic groups like the Zulus or the Afrikaners... 

“If this TuGStaf is related to that element in the old Army, the ones who set up and ran the Third Force, then you can be 

damn sure of one thing – before they launch any military campaign of their own, they will prepare their chosen battleground 

very well by first unleashing a tempest of destabilising ‘Third Force’-style psychological warfare operations! They will want 

to divide their enemy, split them into opposing factions, and have them at each other’s throats!”  

Danie Steyn was in full agreement, adding that one current rumour that he would personally attribute to psy-ops, but 

which seemed to be gaining in popularity among the new powers that be in the NIA, was that this whole Project Exodus was 

merely a red herring, a complex false flag operation designed to mislead and distract, behind which another, more dangerous 

power grabbing plot was about to be deployed... 

The smartphone that Engelbrecht had left with Oedipa suddenly started beeping in her pocket. When she fished it out, she 

saw that it displayed a text message – albeit a rather long one: 

 “Still no word from Pretoria and time is running out. We still want to resolve this peacefully. Maybe they do not think 

that they need to take us seriously? So please tell them to break up the floor in the Cabinet Room in the Union Buildings. 

Carefully. Very carefully. There they will find enough explosives and remote-controlled detonators – built in at the time of 

those ‘renovations’ done in 1993 – with which we could have blown them all to kingdom come long ago if we were not 

committed to dialogue. And, of course, we are not terrorists... However, if this comes to war due to their intransigence, then 

they will all become legitimate targets, and then they had better start thinking really hard about where else we may have 

planted explosives in those days before 1994, when we had full access, everywhere and to everything... ” 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 10 

 

Niel Steyn wondered, just for a moment, what his father would have done in his shoes. Then he dismissed the thought 

with a nervous grin – for although Danie Steyn was his boyhood hero, the one thing that Danie definitely was not was a role 

model for being a ladies’ man. Looking across at the girl of his dreams, Niel realised that he was on his own and that the 

best approach would be to act naturally, to be himself – and let the chips fall as they may. 

Despite these brave thoughts, the butterflies were unmistakeably at work in his stomach. For it has been weeks now that 

he has been trying to muster up enough courage to let this girl know just how much he liked her – yet never being able to get 

beyond classmate chit-chat in the campus corridors...  

And now he was sitting across from her, in a coffee shop; each silently sipping a milkshake.  

Silent because of the awkwardness between them, but also because of the experience they had just shared, when Niel had 

laid flowers on his mother’s grave. 

It had been neither the setting, nor the circumstances that he had imagined for their first date. But her show of empathy 

when she had impulsively offered earlier that morning to accompany him had etched the moment on his heart.  

He had almost knocked her over in his haste, rushing to get out of the lecture hall, his thoughts at the time fixed on getting 

to the cemetery and back before his next class. He had been aghast at her evident irritation when she instinctively protested 

his clumsiness, but then saw her eyes soften as she realised it was he who had bumped into her from behind. When she 

asked him somewhat shyly where he was hurrying to – her question more an off-hand gesture to defuse the situation than 

any real attempt at conversation – he suddenly couldn’t contain the flood of emotion.  

In a moment of naked defencelessness he had shared with her the promise he’d made his father to put fresh flowers on his 

mother’s grave every week while Danie was abroad. Like everybody else in the class she had heard of his loss – the true 

impact of which she then saw up-close for the first time, reflected in his eyes.  

It was then that she fell into step beside him and not so much asked as averred that she was going with him... 

That’s what he liked most about her, he now realised – how genuine she was, and how caring, in her own slightly shy, 

reticent manner.  

That first day in the freshman Veterinary Biology class their eyes had made fleeting contact as everyone surreptitiously 

checked out everybody else. She was sitting quietly in the back row while he was with a boisterous bunch of his rugby pals, 

his normal animated self. She had immediately looked away, as had he, but then their eyes had again sought each other out, 

irresistibly, and this time held with a magnetism that had left him tingling. Afterwards he couldn’t really describe it to 

himself – it was unintentional, random, the kind of automatic visual scanning typical of the first day of class. A supposedly 

fleeting connection of the eyes which then, unexpectedly and spontaneously, didn’t want to be broken. A reflex that left him 

feeling simultaneously bashful and excited... It was unlike anything that he’d experienced before. 

He studied her now, over their tall foamy glasses, the first time today that he dared do so openly and at leisure. Shiny 

black hair – almost blue-black – which framed her face with its slightly oriental features that spoke of her Malay heritage. 

Wide brown eyes hidden behind a pair of professorial glasses, giving her the studious look that she purposely cultivated. 

White, even teeth set in a full mouth; the mouth that he had, with increasing frequency and intensity, begun to dream about... 

Her skin enchanted him most. Smooth, without the slightest imperfection, and with a healthy glow that gave its almond-

brown tone a warmth that he sensed to be the equal of her inner tenderness.  

His early attempts at initiating small talk with her between classes had not progressed very far, if at all. Mostly just the 

courtesy of a greeting, sometimes enhanced by the briefest banter – if he succeeded in delaying her escape by the strategic 

positioning of his imposing bulk. She was always civil, never showing any negative reaction to his attentions, but no 

positive encouragement either.   

Homing in on her in this way had become part of his daily routine, but their brief exchanges often just left him feeling 

frustrated. Unbeknownst to Niel, though, she had secretly begun to enjoy these encounters, perhaps because she sensed that 

some of the other girls who were patently interested in him had begun noticing the attention he was paying her with some 

jealousy.  

Frustrating, until this morning... A particularly difficult morning, with his father abroad and Niel having to bear all the 

responsibility of the household on his eighteen-year-old shoulders for the first time. He had been in a sombre mood, the 

thought of visiting his mother’s grave inevitably bringing back memories of those harrowing days when she’d been in a 

coma, her injury-ravaged features unrecognisable as the mother he had loved from his first breath. For once, when the bell 

signalling the end of class went, he had not been intent on getting as close to Farida Essop as he could. And then he had 

literally run over her in his haste... 
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Why she had offered to accompany him Farida couldn’t really explain either. Probably the double impact of first seeing 

the immediate alarm on his face when he realised just who he had so brusquely bumped into, re-enforced by the flash of 

pain she saw in those blue eyes of his, the deep sorrow and heartbreak so genuinely reflected on all his features when he had 

blurted out his reason for being in such a hurry.  

Those eyes, so uncharacteristically vulnerable, so longing for her understanding and forgiveness, had reached into her 

heart and before she could properly consider it, she had offered to accompany him. As soon as the words were out of her 

mouth, part of her had desperately wanted to backtrack, but then the glow of gratitude that transformed his expression 

reassured her that she was doing the right thing... 

They didn’t spend much time at the grave, its earth still fresh and as yet without a headstone. The tenderness with which 

Niel had arranged the flowers in the vase he had brought with – their blooms dwarfed by hands that looked so huge to her, 

so burly, yet capable of surprisingly delicate touch – had moved her beyond what she would have thought possible. There 

had been a quietness between them – not the silence of distance but rather that of intimacy, of subliminally knowing each 

other’s thoughts, obviating the need for speech.  

Now, having unspokenly agreed to skip the next class, they were focused on their milkshakes, each momentarily 

withdrawn into that inner space where one recovers from experiencing a surcharge of emotions. Soon, though, the 

irrepressible energy of youth had their eyes locking in a ballet of progressively longer and more frequently exchanged 

glances and she could see him mustering up the courage to share his feelings with her, evidently searching for the right 

words, the right opening statement. 

Farida would not have dreamt that she could ever feel attracted to a blêddie Boertjie – what would her Pa and his 

comrades have to say?! She was, however, mature enough not to attempt to deny to herself the reality that she was, indeed, 

attracted to this big boy-man who, with his nearly two metre tall frame, dwarfed her petite posture. He, normally boisterous, 

the popular athlete usually surrounded by a chattering coterie, who would suddenly turn timorous when he sensed her 

presence, who became so untypically bashful and tongue-tied when on occasion she had permitted him to intercept her in the 

after-lecture scramble... 

She had never thought that she could become attracted to his type – the “rugby rambos”, as she called them. In fact, se 

had not thought it possible that one of them would ever even notice her... Yet, quite early on, every womanly instinct she 

possessed had already affirmed to her that he had indeed noticed her, and more... 

That this show of interest flattered her she couldn’t deny either; she had noticed how many of the other girls were 

trawling for his attentions. Niel Steyn certainly was attractive, that much she had to admit, although fortunately he didn’t 

seem to be much aware of it himself. From his participation in class, she soon realised that he had more than enough brains, 

as well, to go with his brawn. 

The crinkling of a smile now started playing around her mouth as she relaxed and, for a moment or two, enjoyed his 

evident inner struggle with finding the right opening gambit. Then she took pity on him... 

 “I like it when people value their family...” she broke the ice, speaking softly, earnestly. “I am very attached to my 

parents too – I don’t know what I’d do if something should happen to one of them.” 

His face again lit up, like it had when she’d offered to accompany him, but his tongue was still slow to cooperate. She 

sensed she had the advantage, which helped to further break down her own innate shyness. 

 “You always have a lot to say in class, Niel Steyn, when you have all your buddies around you. Why, then, don’t you 

want to talk to me?” Farida teased. “You know, if you didn’t want me to come with you, you could’ve just said so...” she 

reproached him playfully, with feigned innocence. 

 “No!” he responded instantly, alarm in his voice. “Of course I’m glad that you came with me! Incredibly, happily, 

gratefully glad!” He grinned, self-consciously, chuckling at his own awkwardness, more than anything else. Shaking his 

head, he continued: “Of course I want to talk to you... It’s just that ... I struggle, I really struggle! Why, I don’t know!”  

Farida saw him pause, then look intently at her, to gauge her response. For a moment that glimpse of a smile played 

around her mouth again, but she said nothing; to draw him out further, she reset her face and returned his gaze blankly, 

innocently, her brow furrowed in expectation of a proper answer.  

Niel Steyn firmed his jaw, almost as if he had just grabbed and shaken himself; with more of a grip on the situation, he 

continued earnestly, in a stronger voice. 

 “That’s not really true, of course – saying that I don’t know why I find it so difficult. Because deep down I do know why 

it’s such a struggle for me to speak to you, Farida Essop. And I believe that you, too, actually know very well why that is.” 

He now fixed her with an interrogative gaze, and she blushed at the truth of his assertion.  

“I’ve struggled because you are so much more important to me than any other girl I’ve met. In truth, you’re the only one 

of any importance. You’re everything any man could desire – clever, beautiful, a good person. So, obviously, I don’t want to 

make a fool of myself in front of you. Classic ‘fear of rejection’, in case you tell me to get lost. But I’m over that now 
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because today you’ve done something really wonderful for me, coming with me to Mom’s grave. With that, you’ve given 

me hope – for us!” 

She liked his honesty, the fact that he had the guts to put his feelings for her on the table in this manner. But this sudden 

sharing of his innermost feelings, spontaneous and earnest as it was, also caught her unawares – not because she hadn’t 

already intuitively known why he was so tongue-tied in her presence, but because his confession of heart now placed the 

onus upon her to decide whether to respond in kind or not. 

For long moments she was silent, engaged in her own inner struggle, until she guiltily realised that his eyes had started 

clouding over with concern. Then, spontaneously, her left hand reached out across the table and pressed his big, tense right 

fist. Pressed it again, adding her right hand, too – more answer than he needed. She felt him turn his hand palm up to engulf 

hers, felt that electric current tingle between them at their first touch...  

 “Tell me about your family...” Niel asked, suddenly himself again, the smile back in his voice. “You live in Constantia 

Park, don’t you?” 

 Farida had seen him drive by her house a few times of late.  Of course he knew, and she knew that he knew, so she didn’t 

bother to confirm it.  

“Well, actually we’re from Stellenbosch. Always lived down there, in Ida’s Valley. My pa Izak – Sakkie as we call him – 

has been in education all his life. He was a schoolmaster there, then became a circuit inspector. After that he did a stint at the 

provincial head office in Cape Town. The last few years, he has been at the national ministry here in Pretoria, in a senior 

post to which a former Education Minister appointed him.” 

 “Are you ... Moslem?” Niel asked, with more inquisitiveness than concern, she noticed. 

“My pa’s family are, yes. My ma’s side is Reformed. However, in our house there’s never been formal religion. My pa – 

who’s very political, I must warn you – believes, like Lenin, that religion’s an opiate with which to enslave the people. But 

don’t think because we’re not religious that my parents weren’t strict with us about what is right and what is wrong. ‘Do 

unto others as you wish done unto yourself’ is a biblical text that my father actually does subscribe to.” 

“And which language do you speak at home?” Niel wanted to know next, evidently nor perturbed by her answer about her 

religion. 

Farida looked at him appraisingly. His questions were of the kind that a young man would ask if he was of serious intent, 

wanting more than mere friendship. This simultaneously pleased and disturbed her. The mere thought of “going steady” 

with a White Boer wasn’t something for which she had yet fully prepared herself. 

Her head inclined to the side, she shot back a counter-question: “Why this inquisition? Will it make any difference what 

answers I give?” 

He just grinned, shaking his head in perfect honesty. “You could be an alien atheist from outer space, speaking whatever 

you wish back there, and to me you would still be the most perfect being I’ve ever encountered,” he responded. “I just want 

to know more about you, that’s all.” 

Somewhat reassured, but nevertheless wondering how far apart their worlds really were, despite sharing a country and a 

campus, she continued: “When I was little, there was a time when my Pa insisted on us all speaking only English at home. 

Nowadays, though, it’s a mix, but mostly back to Afrikaans, I would guess...” Then, in anticipation of his next question, she 

added: “I like speaking Afrikaans, even though I can see the value of English as the international language. After all, it was 

my people, the Cape Coloureds as you Boere called us under Apartheid, who were the true originators of the Afrikaans 

language, more so than your kind – you should never forget that the Holy Quran was translated into Afrikaans long before 

the Bible was!” 

 “What would your Pa say if I should ask him for permission to take you out to the movies tonight?” Niel kept probing. 

She herself had been wondering about her parents’ likely reaction to this new turn in her life, but needed to assert her 

independence and pull in Niel’s reins a bit. 

 “I reckon that my Pa would tell you that you should actually ask me first, before you ask him,” she retorted, looking at 

him quizzically.   

“Will you?” he immediately asked, a touch of concern back in his voice. 

She looked out of the window, keeping him in suspense whilst she questioned her own readiness for such a step and its 

implications. When she finally looked back at him there was a happy blush on her face, and she nodded an emphatic “yes”. 

His sigh of relief and contented grin was reward enough for her. 

Feeling himself on firmer ground, Niel Steyn’s natural effervescence now started bubbling back to the surface. “Why did 

you decide to study Veterinary Science?” he asked, in order to keep her talking. 

 “Well, obviously because I love animals, why else?” Farida responded, also emerging from her shell. “And you?” 
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 “Me? Because I just love nature, and farm life, the livestock. I want to work in a game park or in a farming community, 

definitely not in a suburban pet surgery!” he responded animatedly. Then, somewhat hesitantly, he added “There’s also the 

fact that it’s a profession ... that can open up doors, overseas...” 

He watched her closely for any negative reaction to his last statement, but she simply nodded, soberly – it was a point that 

her Pa had made to her as well, when she had at one stage considered studying Law. She told Niel that, and then asked: “So 

you’re thinking of maybe leaving South Africa one day?” 

He took a moment to compose his thoughts and frame an answer that would adequately address all of the complexities.  

 “I’d like to see more of the world, yes,” he began his reply. “I can’t really say for sure whether I’d just go get some 

experience, or if I’d leave permanently. To be honest, I don’t really know if I could ever leave this place and never come 

back. I suppose that it will depend a lot on what happens here in the months and years ahead, whether there’s a safe and 

worthwhile future here for someone like me ... and for my wife and children?” He looked at her quizzically, longing to know 

whether she saw anything to condemn in his statement...  

She knew that her response to his unasked question would be important to him, and again her observation on the situation 

in the country was honest, without pretence or spin.  

“My Pa is very worried about the direction our politics is taking,” she said softly. “All of his old comrades have been 

worked out of their posts by this ... new crowd. They, in turn, are at each other’s throats, not about policy, but about personal 

gain – which jobs and tenders to be had... My Pa is even worried about his own job, that he can be kicked out to make way 

for one of the Youth League’s sycophants, or that he may not be ‘Black’ enough for this new Africanisation drive. One can 

just pray that the President will keep the middle together, but ... you know...” She let the last statement peter out, not needing 

to say more. 

 “My dad is equally concerned.” Niel affirmed. “But he’s busy chasing some right-wing loonies; he’s actually heading a 

big investigation at the moment – I don’t know precisely what, but something that’s taken him to the Caribbean...” 

Farida Essop looked up, surprised to some extent – she had thought of the White right wing as a spent force, as one of 

history’s footnotes. The serious expression on Niel’s face made her realise that both ends of the spectrum had to be watched 

closely. Something was in the air, of that everybody seemed to be instinctively aware lately... 

Farida remembered the hope and enthusiasm of President Mandela’s time, and with a sudden sense of unease she 

wondered how that spirit of reconciliation, of optimism, of a rainbow nation for which all was indeed possible, could have 

been allowed to evaporate like mist before the African sun... 

..... 

On Cane Garden Bay, Levison’s text message about the explosives concealed in the floor of the Cabinet room resulted in 

thirty minutes of frenetic activity. Faure and the technicians immediately relayed it to Paris and to the DGSE’s chef de poste 

in Pretoria, who would pass it on to the South African Government and to friendly intelligence services such as the BND 

and the SIS. 

While Faure was occupied in this manner, the other three discussed the latest threat over a cup of coffee on the dining 

terrace. André Roux recalled an incident in 2004 when the pro-Russian president of Chechnya was blown up by explosives 

that had long before been cemented into the podium of the sports stadium in Grozny by Muslim separatists. Because it had 

been built into the structure, the explosives had not been detected by security experts in their sweep for bombs prior to the 

ceremony. The president was at the podium, officiating, when the charges were set off remotely by the Mujahidin. 

It was a terrifying thought that TuGStaf, in those last years before power was handed over to President Mandela, had 

contrived that such explosive charges be built into key infrastructure and meeting venues. It was made more so by the 

realisation that standard sweeping methods would not suffice to detect it – how many buildings would have to be deeply 

probed, probably drilled and examined by ground-scanning sonar, to be sure that they did not contain the threat of sudden 

death?  

As soon as Faure had finished attending to the onward transmission of the chilling message, the group set off to Road 

Town to meet with Inspector Lettsome. 

In the light of day, the snaking road along which they crossed over the ridge, down to Road Town, appeared even steeper 

than Oedipa had perceived it to be in the darkness of the night before. From atop the spine they could see the BVI’s mini 

capital below them, squashed in between the blue azure of the Caribbean Sea and the emerald green of the steep slopes, 

hugging a little bay of which large part had recently been filled in to create a bit more building space. Two luxury cruise 

liners were moored on both sides of the single pier that stuck like a straight-pointing finger into the heart of the bay. The 

modern new government offices on the reclaimed land spoke of the new-found wealth that offshore banking had lately 

brought the small island state. The new marina for luxury yachts, also created when the back portion of the bay was filled in, 
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was chock-a-block with expensive boats swaying at their moorings, awaiting the infrequent arrival of their wealthy owners 

from up north. 

Oedipa’s overriding impression, however, was of how ridiculously small the place actually was, compared to the mental 

picture she had of what such a famous offshore banking centre should look like. She had based her mental image on the 

hype and publicity about the big money that was sheltered there, but Road Town was indeed just a town, no more. It 

consisted of three or four street blocks, with a handful of single and double storey buildings scattered among parks and 

sports grounds, with hardly any structures reaching three or four storeys. According to Danie Steyn, the other famous 

Caribbean offshore banking centre, Grand Cayman Island, was no bigger either... 

The police headquarters were on Main Street, behind the sports grounds and across from a botanical garden the size of a 

postage stamp. Lettsome, who was waiting for them at the entrance, immediately requested that they accompany him to the 

offices of the Prime Minister, located in the new government complex at the water’s edge. Oedipa and Faure both wanted to 

know why they had to meet with the Head of Government in person. The inspector explained that obtaining authorisation to 

lift banking secrecy in the BVI was no small matter. It would expedite matters considerably with lower-ranking officials if 

they could show that they had the Prime Minister’s backing for their request.  

The meeting with the BVI’s top political leader passed off amicably and constructively, but it had taken forty minutes of 

waiting to be let in to see him, and a further twenty to explain the essentials of the situation to him. Then, with a sealed 

envelope in hand containing a personal note from the Prime Minister, they set off for the offices of the BVI’s Financial 

Services Commission, across town in leafy Pasoa Estate, nestled against the slopes above the new marina. The Director was 

expecting them, thanks to a call he had received from the Prime Minister’s Private Secretary.  

Reading the note from “the Boss”, the Director saw that the Prime Minister had classified the French request as a matter 

of national security, and that he should therefore not insist on being informed at this stage about all the details. 

In less than an hour, they were in possession of a formal warrant, issued over the signatures of the Director of Financial 

Services and of the BVI’s Inspector of Banks, Trusts and Company Managers. It ordered the manager of the First Caribbean 

International Bank in Road Town to make available to Inspector Lettsome all the information in the bank’s possession 

regarding the holder of the account in question, and all records pertaining to movements on that account. Anticipating the 

likelihood that the account was held by an offshore company registered in the BVI, rather than belonging to a human being 

of flesh and blood, the warrant further stipulated that any local representative of such a company was to give his or her 

fullest cooperation in the investigation. This was included because of the common practice of such offshore companies to be 

locally represented by a Road Town financial consultant or attorney, who would act as its nominal company manager and 

who, as such, would fall under the jurisdiction of the Inspector of Banks, Trusts and Company Managers.  

With the warrant safely in Lettsome’s attaché case, they set off again, back in the direction of the Prime Minister’s office, 

because the bank’s main branch – where the account was held – was located in the Wickham’s Cay mall complex adjacent 

to the government offices.  

They entered the bank premises in single file, following behind the tall figure of the Inspector. The manager’s 

receptionist, ensconced in a smart horseshoe-shaped bureau trimmed in the bank’s corporate colours of blue and gold, took 

one glance at the warrant that Lettsome held out to her and immediately called her boss on his cell phone. Unfortunately the 

manager was already midway into lunch with an important client at a nearby restaurant. Not wishing to attract undue 

attention – such as would have resulted had they insisted on the manager abandoning his client – Faure and the Inspector 

agreed to return at two thirty. The receptionist assured them that, with the manager now aware that it was a matter related to 

a warrant, he would be sure to finish his meal expeditiously and be there on time.   

Oedipa wasn’t too upset about this unavoidable delay because it would allow them the opportunity to grab a quick bite to 

eat as well. Fortunately a good seafood restaurant, highly praised by Lettsome, was close by and they hastened down the 

street to go and enjoy the buffet he recommended.  

At the table Faure and Oedipa were relatively quiet, being focused on the need to quickly finish their meal. Pierre was 

sitting across from Oedipa, having taken a seat between Lettsome and Danie Steyn. With some surprise, the DGSE man 

noticed that she had applied more than her usual barest minimum of make-up that morning – the first time that he had seen 

her do this since they had been thrown together in this mad rush. Was it because she knew that they would be meeting with 

high-ranking officials that day? She had not done it for Munich, though… 

Steyn and Roux had seized the opportunity – in typically Afrikaner manner, as Oedipa recalled – to lay out their family 

lineages for each other. Steyn showed the older man photos of his son and daughter, with fatherly pride. He grimaced when 

Roux asked about his wife – Faure had obviously not told André yet, she realised. Briefly he explained what had happened, 

and an uncomfortable silence followed.  

Having finished her meal, Oedipa’s own thoughts were again carried back to that faraway part of the world that had so 

intensely been part of her early life. She remembered how the men-folk in that land of plenty had the tendency, shortly after 
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getting married, to let their waistlines go – as Annelie’s husband amply illustrated. This Danie Steyn certainly didn’t 

conform to that norm, she thought, remembering the athletic physique she had admired that morning. Not many men of his 

age could boast being in such good shape, she thought appreciatively, and then inadvertently wondered what Deon van Zyl 

looked like today… 

How would her life have turned out had she and Deon van Zyl married? she wondered, the thought completely unheeded 

and immediately disturbing to her for even pondering it.   

Determinedly she blocked out any thought of Deon, only to find that her inner voice now continued, without solicitation, 

to bid her to contemplate what it would be like to have a serious relationship with a man like Steyn – with his boyish good 

looks, his evident goodness and values and, of course, that body…  

 Angry at this train of thought, she excused herself to go to the restrooms. But the thoughts about him didn’t want to leave 

her. Was it that she had been without sex for too long? she teased herself, to make light of these thoughts. But then her dark 

side piped up. Whispering that his kind would not be interested in her, in any case – not with her reputation and history with 

men. Not him, with his family values, his loyalties and his evident penchant for total commitment. For the first time in her 

life, this possibility disturbed her – would she, therefore, not be good enough for the likes of him? On the other hand, would 

she really have any use for someone like him, aside from satisfying her base desires? she counter-argued.  

But would he be at all interested? that little voice kept nagging. She had not experienced any difficulty in that department 

before, with any man she had fancied – not even with that bloody Deon van Zyl, she triumphed.  However… 

On the spot, she got out her make-up and reapplied it. We’ll just have to see, won’t we? she thought… 

When Oedipa stepped out of the restrooms she saw that the others had already left the table and were gathered outside, 

waiting for her. It did not escape her notice, though, that Steyn had taken up the rearguard, evidently on the lookout for her. 

Just being the typical gentleman? she pondered… He smiled and motioned her towards them.  

 How much of a challenge would he really be? she couldn’t help but wonder, before determinedly banishing these 

delicious thoughts, at least until after the day’s business was done… 

The bank manager invited them into his office in the overly friendly, almost servile manner of someone not knowing what 

to expect from authority. Lettsome slipped the warrant across the desk to him in silence. The manager quickly read the 

account details to a clerk over the internal phone system, ordering that all related records be brought to his office without 

delay. 

After a few minutes of waiting, filled with the usual small talk, the manager’s phone rang and they could hear the clerk 

report back to him. From the manager’s sudden fidgeting they could deduce that there was some kind of problem. 

“So?” Faure demanded, rather unceremoniously.  

“The particular account was opened some years ago, back in 1993, to be exact…” the manager now began to explain, and 

then went on to set out for them the recent merger history of the bank. In those years, the account had been with Barclays 

Bank, whose branches in the Caribbean were subsequently merged with those of the Canadian CIBC in 2002, to become 

First Caribbean International Bank. In March 2006, CIBC then bought out the Barclays share in the joint venture. The banks 

had evidently used different computerised systems, and it would now require time for the relevant hand file to be located in 

the archives, which were fortunately kept in the same building. 

 A further ten minutes elapsed, during which time Faure and Lettsome stoically parried the manager’s increasingly 

inquisitive attempts to sound them out on the reasons for the particular account suddenly attracting such high-level attention. 

The harried clerk eventually rushed in and deposited the file in front of his boss, avoiding eye contact with them, and then 

left in a similar hurry. The manager frowned when he opened the file and saw on top of the correspondence a bank statement 

that indicated the account had been closed less than 24 hours earlier. He passed the file over to Lettsome: “I don’t really 

know what you’re looking for, Inspector, so you would be better off looking at it yourself,” he said, somewhat peeved. 

Lettsome, Faure and Steyn now pored over the file and noticed that there had not been much left in the account after the 

advertisements had been paid for because in the preceding month large sums had been transferred to other accounts across 

the globe.  

Steyn flipped back to the earliest correspondence and they saw that the account had indeed been opened in the name of an 

offshore company registered in the BVI, with a local consultant as the company manager and operator of the account. Steyn 

enquired about the paucity of information and the manager apologetically explained that the account had been opened before 

the terror attacks in New York and Washington on 11 September 2001 – in an era, therefore, when international measures to 

properly identify bank clients were not nearly as strict as nowadays. Very few details other than the name and registration 

number of the company, its registered address in the BVI, and the particulars of its local representative needed to be 

recorded. In this case, the local representative was a well-known Road Town financial consultant whom the bank regularly 

dealt with, and who represented a substantial number of such offshore companies registered in the BVI.  
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Danie Steyn jotted down the name and address of the consultant – a certain Percival Lettsome – and then read it out loud 

to the others. Inspector Lettsome shifted somewhat uncomfortably in his seat, then explained that it was his uncle … he 

would, of course, arrange a meeting with him. The others didn’t pursue the topic, out of deference to the Inspector, and 

focused instead on the recent account movements. 

The transactions recorded over the years were not atypical for this kind of account. Judging from annotations post 2002 

(when it became mandatory to provide information about beneficiaries and origins of funds for each transaction), it 

consisted mostly of transfers out of the account for the purpose of funding investments the company was making. The great 

majority of these investments, especially in recent years, seemed to involve gold and platinum in the form of coins, bullion, 

and shares in mines in Australia and Russia. Between 2004 and 2007, it also involved some investments in property 

development companies in Dubai, Panama and Spain’s coastal areas. From the end of 2007, though, the investments were 

almost exclusively in gold coins. 

The account was opened in 1993 with thirty-two million US Dollars. Being untaxed, the income from interest had accrued 

systematically but the balance as such had steadily diminished. It was evident that the account was not being replenished 

with the proceeds of the investments that were being funded from it – those returns had manifestly ended up in other, 

unrelated accounts that could be held anywhere on the planet.  

During the past nine months especially, the account had rapidly been drained with payments to gold dealers in London, 

Sydney and Vienna, evidently for the purchase of gold coins. In the three weeks prior to the closure of the account, only 

enough funds were retained to pay for the placement of the advertisements. Clearly the TuGStaf account holders had 

surmised, correctly, that such a payment would lead to the account being traced, and they had managed it into extinction 

accordingly. Percival Lettsome had signed the transfer orders and had, the day before, withdrawn the few thousand dollars 

that constituted the remaining balance, before formally closing the account. 

 The Inspector now asked for the file to be entrusted to him, for which he signed a receipt, and then motioned for them to 

leave. Once outside, Lettsome got out his cell phone and called his uncle Percival. The latter was on a business trip in Miami 

for the day, but his nephew’s serious tone of voice and the mention of a warrant had him promise to meet with them at his 

office the following morning at eight, only half an hour after his short return flight was scheduled to land at Beef Island 

airport. 

Frustrated by the fact that there was nothing else to do but wait, they accepted the Inspector’s invitation to join him for a 

cup of coffee. While they were waiting for their refreshments to be served, Lettsome explained with some circumspection 

that consultants in the BVI actually had a good reputation for doing their best to avoid being used for money laundering. 

They could not, of course, identify transactions as being suspicious if these seemed in every way to fit the normal pattern of 

innocent business dealings. In most instances the local consultants never even saw the actual client behind the money 

because, as a rule, they received their instructions from overseas attorneys who were the ones who actually dealt with the 

clients – or, in most cases, represented further layers of holding companies or trusts set up by the clients. Consequently, the 

Inspector almost pleaded with them not to jump to any conclusions about his uncle’s apparent involvement with the 

particular account…   

Steyn, perhaps out of solidarity with a fellow cop, or perhaps because of his love for the truth, now attested to the veracity 

of what Lettsome had said – much to the latter’s relief. The two of them then fell into a friendly and animated discussion 

about international money laundering, about which both were clearly expert. Oedipa noticed Steyn’s knack for getting along 

with strangers, his genuine interest in others. He was evidently a social kind of guy, open and easily likeable, although not 

an extrovert or show-off.  She enjoyed listening to the two men exchanging tales about the ingenuity and creativity of 

mankind when it came to hoarding and hiding money, but also noticed that Faure and Roux weren’t really participating. 

Both of them seemed to have become more and more distracted as the clock ticked on, although Roux seemed better able to 

hide his agitation than the DGSE man. She suddenly realised the probable cause – at 18h00 BVI time that evening, the 

seventy-two hour ultimatum would expire. With an involuntary shudder, she also began to wonder what that hour would 

bring… 

…… 

It was shortly before five when their minibus started the descent down to Cane Garden Bay, which lay shimmering below 

them, postcard-perfect. There would just be enough time for a quick dip, she calculated, before she would need to be on 

standby at six, with her laptop and TuGStaf’s smartphone. Steyn must have read her mind, she thought, when he raised the 

prospect of going for a swim as they got out and saw the wide expanse of beach stretch out invitingly in front of them. 

“Now look at that!” he exclaimed appreciatively. “Irresistible, isn’t it? Who wants to join me for a quick swim?” 
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Faure and Roux clearly had other things on their minds and dismissed the idea with brief shakes of their heads. Oedipa’s 

positive response, though, seemed to delight the athletic South African.  

“I will join you, yes…” she responded warmly “…so long as you don’t want to swim all the way out to the boats again! 

I’m not as fit as you and I don’t go in deeper than I can stand. Also, I want to be back on dry land and ready well before 

six.” 

 “That’s fine by me!” he replied, and she could hear that he was pleased at the prospect of having her company. “I’ll see 

you in the water!” he half shouted over his shoulder as he bounded up the stairs, evidently to go and change into his 

swimming trunks. The thought struck her that she would have to go do likewise, and suddenly a bit unsure of all this, she 

wondered what he would think of her appearance, clad in the cut-off khaki combat trousers that she habitually wore for 

jogging or swimming. With all these American women around, it probably wouldn’t do to go European-style topless here. 

So, even though she was proud of her ample yet still firm breasts, her matching khaki jogging T-shirt was going to have to 

be pressed into service … and get wet, she realised, with a naughty grin. You’re a bad girl, she thought – straying off into 

sex fantasies again, at a time as serious as this. But, then, what the hell!  

In his room, Danie focused on the real reason he had rushed up to his room. With urgency he punched the speed dial of 

his smartphone, ringing his home phone number. It was eleven at night, back there in Pretoria, but he had this overpowering 

need to speak with one of the kids, just to confirm that they were OK. Contrary to what he had been hoping, this trip had not 

proved sufficient yet to divert his thoughts away from home and his memories of Susan. And now there was the added 

worry of what was going to happen there, and how it would affect the kids if these TuGStaf fanatics couldn’t somehow be 

stopped in time. The whole bloody thing was turning out far more serious than he had initially thought possible, when he 

still half believed, half hoped that these were just a few more windbags from the far right, a small lunatic fringe easy to trace 

and isolate – otherwise he would not have agreed to be away from home at a time like this… 

Niel answered the phone and, before Danie could properly enquire about how things were going, the youngster 

interrupted him, bursting to convey his own news first: “Pa, Pa – I’ve got a meisie now, Pa! She’s in my class, very nice, and 

… very, very beautiful!” Danie couldn’t help but smile – so life continuous, he thought, no matter how tough things get... 

Relief flooded through him, and he realised how much his own soul was hankering after normalcy, after the everyday, even 

the mundane. And as Niel’s enthusiasm demonstrated, what was more normal than to love and be loved? 

“Nice … and very beautiful, you say? … I wonder, though, about her good taste, and her intelligence…?” he teased.  

“Ai, Paaaa!” Niel laughed. “I agree that one can wonder about her taste, but that she’s clever – about that, there’s no 

doubt. She’s one of the top students in our class!” 

“I’m glad for you, my boy, and I look forward to meeting this paragon of brains and beauty… But tell me, how’s your 

sister, and how are things at home? Has Ouma joined you there yet?” 

“Yes, Grandma is here, but she’s asleep. Sus also. They’re both well – you needn’t worry about us, Pa… We just worry 

about you – how are you doing?” 

“I’m well, son. Just busy. This whole business is much more serious than I initially thought… It can turn out really bad, 

and cause much chaos and conflict in our country, so you must be careful there. Tomorrow you must tell Ouma I said that 

you have to go buy in a good supply of food – tinned stuff, things that can last. Bottled water as well. And batteries. And get 

some fuel in the jerrycans, for the caravan’s generator… Just in case…”  

 There was a moment of silence as Niel digested this. When he replied, his voice was serious. “OK, I’ll tell her… We’ll 

go shopping first thing in the morning. And don’t you worry about us – just go get those guys that you’re after!” 

“We’re all trying, my boy, of that you can be damn sure. Just remember, don’t talk about this – not to anybody. We’re not 

sure yet exactly what is going on, and it will just play into their hands if word gets out that something big may be up, and 

panic starts to spread.”  

“So … Pa still can’t tell me what we need to be preparing for…?” 

Frustrated, Danie had to confirm this. “I’m sorry, my boy, but that is how it has to be… If it’s any consolation – it’s likely 

that this whole thing will either be dead, or have gone public anyway, in the next forty-eight hours – perhaps public even 

within the hour.” 

“When will Pa be back?” Niel wanted to know. Danie had to admit that he had no idea when that would be possible, but 

his voice rang very truthful when he said that it would be as soon as he could make it happen. “In any event, if things start 

going seriously wrong in South Africa, then I promise you that I’ll find some means to return home straight away, come hell 

or high water!” 

“OK, Pa – but please don’t worry too much about us. Sus and I are doing fine, and this morning … Farida and I put fresh 

flowers on mom’s grave…” 

Danie felt his throat constrict and his momentary silence made Niel quickly change the subject, as he sensed his father’s 

pain. “What’s it look like, Pa, where you are now? You’re in the Caribbean, are you not?” 
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“Yes, I’m on one of the islands – our hotel is right on the beach, a truly beautiful setting...” 

“I bet that you’ve been in the water already!” Niel chuckled, knowing how much his father liked swimming. “How are 

you getting along with the other guys that you have with you there?” 

Danie pondered the question for a moment, and then replied laughingly: “Interesting people. Ja, let’s just say that, at this 

stage. Very interesting. I don’t know them that well yet, but they are … quite diverse. Different. We’ll have to see, I 

suppose… But listen, son, if I’m still going to be able to catch a quick swim, I’ll have to go now. Tell Ouma and Sus that I 

love them, and e-mail me a photo of this beauty that’s reckless enough to go out with a boytjie like you… and you be careful 

now, you hear! I depend on you – you’re the man, remember!”  

 “Love you too, Pa. And you must also e-mail us some photos of those beaches! Go swim now, get some exercise – I 

don’t want my girl to see you as a fat old man and think I’m going to turn out like that one day!” 

Danie laughed: “Getting cocky, hey? Remember, I can still put you under at arm wrestling!” 

“Ja, that’s why I don’t want you to get even more of a weight advantage…” Niel got in the parting shot, before Danie said 

his goodbyes and rang off. His heart felt lighter, but the fact that his boy now had a girl just made him miss Susan all the 

more.  

Quickly he phoned Pete as well, just to touch base. 

“Ja, boerseun! What’s the score there in the Caribbean? Are you guys making progress?” his colleague got straight to the 

point. 

“Battling through the normal red tape, and wondering whether our quarry would really have left that many clues lying 

around about their identity. Somehow I doubt they would have...”  

“Well, over here there’s not much progress to report, either, I’m afraid,” Pete said. “The NIA’s still barking up some 

weird trees. Police Intelligence totally useless, too – an oxymoron, one could say. The guys who’re really running around in 

a flap, leaving no stone unturned, is Issy’s bunch – they truly have the wind up about this. He’s onto me ten times a day to 

hear if we’ve got any leads. They badly want this thing resolved before it becomes public knowledge because they know the 

caning they can expect for their role in helping build those damn bombs and missiles. I think, also, they feel more than a bit 

betrayed – I don’t think these TuGStaf guys were supposed to have held back stuff which probably was intended to have 

gone to ‘sandtrap’ land, when FW decided to stop the dance...” 

“Have they got any leads?” Danie now enquired, with reference to the Mossad. 

“Just broad indications of a spike in activity on the international black market for conventional armaments... Payments in 

gold for some potent stuff, as well as for basic supplies. All causing them to take this more seriously by the hour.  

“If I were these TuGStaf people, I would hope that it’s not Issy’s boys that catch up with them first. The ‘sandtrappers’ 

want them dead, and soon! Definitely not alive and put on trial in some international court of justice, spilling the beans... 

And, as we all know, Issy’s team’s got players who are real specialists in that kind of mission – shutting people up the 

permanent way... 

“Anyway, I’ll shut up myself now, and let you get on with your work there,” Pete concluded. 

Danie, too, had nothing to add and said a quick goodbye, then hastily grabbed his swimming trunks. Pete’s information 

about how serious Mossad was taking this perturbed him all over again, negating the lightening of his spirits he had felt after 

his chat with Niel. He headed down to the beach, determined to go exorcise his demons the one way he knew how, through 

some real hard exercise. 

...... 

André Roux looked at his watch as he entered Pierre Faure’s room. The DGSE man wanted to talk strategy, especially 

regarding Apollo. Both of them were pleased that Danie and Oedipa had decided to go swimming, leaving them the 

opportunity to meet privately. André saw that they had little less than an hour before the TuGStaf ultimatum would expire... 

“La Piscine has sent us new top priority instructions, directly from the Elysée. Having reviewed the intelligence to hand, 

they are seriously concerned that this TuGStaf may have too much of a head start on us; that these are experienced 

professionals who we may not be able to catch in time. So they want us to come up with a two-handed strategy – on the one 

hand, obviously, still to catch these salauds. On the other, to develop political countermeasures; to identify voices of 

moderation inside South Africa that can be assisted/persuaded to intervene should TuGStaf not be caught in time and should 

this then become a full-blown armed stand-off between the radical extremes – between this TuGStaf and the hawks in the 

Pretoria Government.” 

Roux seemed to warm immediately to such an approach. “What one will have to do is to isolate the hawks on both sides, 

and alienate them from their natural support bases, from their ethnic feeder populations... TuGStaf needs to be prevented 

from mobilising significant Afrikaner support, and the radicals who are trying to take possession of the ANC must be 
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isolated and stripped of the appeal they hold for the Black masses. In many ways, it will be a rerun of the late eighties and 

early nineties.” 

 “That’s where experienced leaders like Apollo can play such a pivotal role,” Faure remarked. “He’s not been branded a 

Mbeki man, due to their well-known personal differences, but he is definitely with the non-racial block in his outlook. Being 

a patriot, he obviously doesn’t want to stand by and see his country go up in flames. And, being a businessman, he knows 

that both he personally and the country’s economy stand to lose big time if things fall apart down there. He also has a 

businessman’s pragmatic, practical approach. He believes in getting things done and knows how to manage for results – 

where to push radical game changers into play, where to compromise, and how to mobilise support for practical, real-world 

solutions...”  

Roux knew Apollo from the negotiation days. “He can be very charismatic too. He’s the kind of guy that people will 

naturally turn to when they realise that the shit is hitting the fan. 

“What’s been missing, and what’s really needed now is leadership, from the Black side, but also the Afrikaner side – 

leaders with the kind of balls that Mandela and de Klerk showed. We all need to start praying that the old saying is true, that 

‘cometh the hour, cometh the man’.”  

Faure looked sharply at Roux, then surprised him by stating accusingly: “Only this time, for God’s sake, don’t try to 

manipulate the Black leadership into positions that will expose them in later years to charges of being sell-outs. Don’t sweep 

the difficult issues like economic justice under the carpet, either. And, don’t you Whites go running away from your 

responsibilities again, the moment the going gets tough – like when you absconded from Mandela’s Government of National 

Unity!”  

For once Roux had no riposte, in the face of these evident truths. Instead he took a sheet of the hotel’s stationery and 

started scribbling notes.  

Faure’s last remarks had spurred André Roux to the realisation that, in order to formulate a well-founded counter strategy 

against both sets of radicals, a full understanding of the historical roots of the current situation would be essential. He 

feverishly began to draft a background memo to serve as a reference framework that would contextualise for Faure the 

strategies that were followed in the early nineties, and their outcomes. 

They were indeed confronted by a replay of the conflict that had ostensibly been resolved at the negotiation table in the 

early nineties – and this time round they had to first learn from their mistakes so that, in striving to repeat those successes, a 

recurrence of the miscalculations and their unintended consequences could be avoided.  

That is, if there was to be a second chance – if events didn’t spiral irretrievably out of control before the forces of 

moderation could be shaken out of their stupor, receptive at last to the need to mobilise. 

He looked at his watch again and saw that the expiration of TuGStaf’s deadline was only forty minutes away...  

...... 

Oedipa stepped onto the white sand after Danie Steyn had already entered the water and done a fast lap around the jetty. 

She had taken some time with her appearance, in the end opting not to wear a bra under the T-shirt. She saw him look her 

over, not overtly ogling her as a sex object but with unfeigned appreciation nevertheless. She started jogging towards him, 

knowing what bounce that would provide, and saw his eyes widen, then quickly turn away. His embarrassment just 

heightened her sense of challenge, and she dived in to wet the upper garment before surfacing right in front of him, smiling 

disarmingly. 

“Hi.”  

Her greeting forced him to look at her. She saw his gaze drawn irresistibly to the clinging outline of her bust, her nipples 

proud with the shock of the sudden change in ambient temperature. 

Oedipa could not have known beforehand that her body type would appeal to him, yet she fitted his natural preference in 

women disconcertingly well. He wasn’t one for the tall and skinny model types. He was attracted to well-rounded women 

with strong thighs, and who were ample around the butt and bosom – voluptuous rather than svelte – and of a stature that 

would fit comfortably in the crook of his arm. He thus regarded himself as just your typical guy, taste-wise – except that 

brains, to him, probably constituted a woman’s sexiest asset. 

Danie was instantly flustered by her closeness, especially when he remembered Faure’s words of warning that morning, 

saying that she was a conceited little rich girl who went through men like other women went through shoes… 

“OK, let’s go!” he managed to get out, before he pulled away from her with strong strokes. She followed and noticed that 

he was holding parallel to the beach, out of deference to her earlier remark about not wanting to swim out of her depth. He 

had slowed his pace as well so that she could catch up and then keep up. After a few minutes of this she felt herself tiring, 

her breathing becoming ragged from smoking too many Gauloises, probably. She stood up and waited for him to turn 
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around and come back to her, before engaging him in conversation – hoping to gain a few moments of respite to catch her 

breath. 

 “Why so hyper-active, Meneer Steyn?” she wanted to know. “You’re always on the go, like one of those wind-up toys!”  

Oedipa saw his face cloud over momentarily. He was flexing his intertwined fingers in front of him, considering how to 

respond.  

Her naughty side got the better of her again, and she stretched languidly, clasping her hands above her head and bending 

backwards. She knew what the visual effect would be from his vantage point, and was rewarded by his gaze again reverting 

down, irresistibly drawn to her breasts. She saw him retreat into deeper water so his bathing trunks would be out of sight, 

and felt a delicious thrill at the image that that conjured up in her mind. With determination she followed him in deeper, still 

teasing: “So, why are you so … stiff, so tense, Danie Steyn? Why don’t you relax?” 

His expression now touched her, though, feeling a surge of empathy as she saw him visibly struggle with his emotions. 

Slowly, almost pleadingly, he responded, speaking softly: “You’re probably right about me being wound too tightly. I really 

do feel like one of those toys sometimes. Here, deep inside me. It was never like this before, but ever since…”  

Feeling guilty about her self-centred lack of sensitivity, she instinctively reached out, her hand clasping his muscled right 

bicep and squeezing a silent message of understanding and encouragement. The expression in those blue eyes of his really 

tore at her. 

Danie Steyn’s carefully chosen words now became an uncontrolled torrent. “I suppose it was an escape mechanism for 

me, this attempt to block out the memories by submerging myself in a flood of physical activity. To tire myself out to the 

point where I would, at last, be able to get some sleep at night. I had hoped that – by taking on this assignment – I’d be able 

to occupy my mind with important work, with no time to mull over what had happened to Susan. But I realise now that this 

is not the escape that I had hoped for, the release that I had so desperately wanted…” 

Silenced by the intensity of his emotions, Oedipa could only encourage him with her eyes to continue.    

“I’ve known all along that I should be speaking to somebody about this, but I was too proud, or rather too stupid, to seek 

counselling. And I couldn’t saddle the children with it either, of course.” 

The thought of his children, a reminder of his responsibilities, caused him to visibly get a grip on himself, to forcibly 

bring his emotions under control. She could see him shudder, a ripple running along those powerful chest muscles, and then 

a smile lit up his face. 

“Hey, I’m so sorry to have bothered you with my troubles!” he exclaimed. “You ready to start back?” 

 Oedipa felt something powerful, new and unknown, well up inside her and instinctively she clasped her arms around him, 

pressing the warmth of her body against his as if to infuse him with the heat of this surge of feeling and empathy. He did not 

resist, his right arm lightly wrapping around her, to hold her steady against the motion of the water. She felt something like a 

sob tear through him, felt those muscles ripple again under her touch, and spontaneously pressed herself against him even 

more tightly. What the hell is going on with me? she wondered, as surprised as he probably was by her own actions. 

For a minute or more they stood like that, silently, neither of them able to let go. Then she felt the stirring of his loins 

against her, and felt him break away, a bewildered look in his eyes. That delicious warmth surged through her again and she 

giggled, suddenly very content with life. He blushed, and then joined her laughter. “Well, you are … quite sexy, you know!” 

he defended himself, then dived under and started to powerfully kick away from her, extending the distance with each stroke 

of those strong arms. When she finally caught up with him at the jetty, he had already towelled himself dry. This time, he 

did not look away when she emerged from the water, and she enjoyed the appreciation that she detected in his gaze.  

“You are not bad-looking yourself, you know!” she retorted, somewhat out of breath when she reached him. He looked a 

tad surprised, and she realised that he did not think of himself as handsome. Now that’s refreshing! she thought.  

Relaxed, the ice now broken between them, they jogged back to the hotel to get ready for whatever TuGStaf had in store 

for six o’clock. Both were still a little bit taken aback by the emotions (or were they merely sensations?) that they had just 

experienced, so unexpectedly and so contrary to their usual natures – albeit that they viewed it from opposite ends of the 

moral spectrum. He was unfamiliar with this kind of woman – any woman, for that matter, other than his Susan – and 

couldn’t exactly fathom what she was up to, although it had set all his alarm bells ringing. Hers were ringing too, 

unbeknownst to him – but for the opposite reason. Her instinctive emotional response to his anguish, the intensity with 

which she had spontaneously identified and empathised with him, had not been part of the plan, and had caught her by 

surprise. Was she going soft? she wondered. Or had he just been all too clever? Was he playing the “little boy lost” ploy, 

tugging at motherly instincts she didn’t know she possessed? He looked too inexperienced, too guileless to be capable of 

that, she believed, but nevertheless made a mental note to be better in control next time. Then she remembered the thrill 

when she had pressed against him in embrace, and felt his manhood awaken in response – and she knew that, with her 

appetite for passion, control would not be all that easy.  
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..... 

The man whom Oedipa had got to know in such traumatic fashion as “Gabriel Engelbrecht” was massaging his aching 

thigh muscles with deep strokes of his palms. He was staring out across the Dead Sea in a state of near euphoria, watching 

the silvery reflection of the moon on the dark, still waters four hundred metres below him. 

During those difficult first years after 1994, it had only been his dogmatic faith, Old Testament-like and fundamental, that 

had helped him survive the pain and shame caused him by the public perception that his beloved Weermag of the Old South 

Africa – the best bloody army Africa had ever seen – had lost the war against the rabble of the ANC. How many times 

during those dark days had he dreamt of climbing once again this mountain bastion named Masada? Reminisced about that 

first time he had done so, more than two decades ago, in the company of a platoon of Israeli paratroopers...  

Because the tale of those indomitable Jewish defenders of two millennia ago – the 950 Zealots who had held out so long 

in this fortress, resisting an entire Roman army and opting for mass suicide in the end rather than surrender – had awed and 

inspired him from childhood. If only the Afrikaner people had been able to bring forth leaders of that kind of moral fibre, he 

thought, we would never have come anywhere near the humiliation of 1994. A despicable compromise that was now 

projected as little more than a dressed-up form of surrender. 

How many times in the past had the Afrikaner nation had to struggle against enemy hordes to avoid oppression and 

humiliation? Umpteen times resisting British imperialism, fleeing their ever-creeping encroachment until there was no 

longer anywhere to trek to, until his volk had no choice but to fight two wars of independence against the perfidious sons of 

Albion, who only won in the end because of their policy of ethnic cleansing of the countryside. Yes, the bastards killed 26 

000 Afrikaner women and children in the world’s first concentration camps, he recalled grimly…  

Then, from the end of Western colonial rule in Africa in the sixties, there were the two decades of resisting the Soviet 

empire, fighting them to a standstill in Angola, only to have first South-West Africa, and then South Africa itself, given 

away at the negotiation table… 

Heroic struggles that proved futile in the end, with good men who died in vain, leading to years of humiliation and 

domination by others. He had studied this history intensely, as any military strategist should. After the sell-out of 1994, one 

realisation in particular had struck him – each time they’d lost, it had been because of traitors in their own midst!  

The Afrikaners’ main problem had always been these traitors and their fellow-travellers, the latter usually hiding behind 

pious masks such as being peacemakers, conciliators or realists.  

Gabriel had begun to research this theme with a passion and found much empirical evidence to prove his theory – at least 

to himself. Such as the unwillingness of the burgers to join the Dutch colonial administration to throw the English straight 

back into the sea at Blaauwberg, when the Redcoats first landed on South African soil at the time of Napoleon more than 

200 years before. Then, having failed to prevent the British occupation, they suffered for decades under the heel of the Brits 

till they decided to rather abandon their farms in British territory and trek away, north into the untamed interior, to escape 

the Empire. Yet still these Afrikaner pioneers had not learnt the lesson that they had to unite and be steadfast. Instead, the 

Trek splintered in the midst of the endless divisions that marked its leadership, weakening the pioneer force to the point of it 

almost being wiped out...  

Worst of all, probably, was the gullibility of the original Trek leader, Piet Retief. A conciliator and a legalist-moralist, 

Retief had taken the Zulu tyrant Dingaan at his word, signing a high-sounding accord of peaceful coexistence with him and 

then held his side of the bargain. But, subsequently, he had to pay for his naiveté with his life and those of his entire 

commando, slaughtered while they were defenceless, unarmed banquet guests at Dingaan’s royal abode. That gullibility of 

Retief and his murdered men left their womenfolk and children undefended when the murderous Zulu hordes descended 

upon their encamped wagons the following night…  

He, Gabriel, knew that he could go on and on – four score years later during the Afrikaners’ second War of Independence, 

Afrikaner families were deeply divided, with General Christiaan de Wet gaining fame for being the Englishmen’s worst 

nightmare, whilst his own brother, General Piet de Wet, crossed over to the British side, donning their uniform, because in 

his view it was the “only realistic option”. 

 Gabriel believed, also, that this phenomenon had played out for other nations as well. Take the Germans in the First 

World War, who by 1917 had forced the Russians into submission on the Eastern front and could thus concentrate all their 

forces in the West, where they were still ensconced deep inside enemy territory, unvanquished, when the traitors in Berlin 

went soft and signed an armistice which would soon morph, at the negotiation table, into humiliating defeat and the 

imposition of the most onerous terms. That without the German Army ever having been militarily defeated on the 

battlefield, with Germany’s borders still intact, and with German troops still occupying large parts of the lands of the 

supposed victors, not vice versa! 
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That very same thing had happened in South Africa between 1990 and 1994, Gabriel firmly believed. The proud 

Weermag of which he had been part had never been militarily defeated. Never! On the contrary, they had driven the ANC as 

far north as Uganda and forced the Russians and their Cuban proxies to agree to withdraw from Angola.  

He could, from personal experience, recall all too well the intensity of the fighting against the Soviets and their cannon 

fodder in Angola. Like the night that his squad of Reccies, the Reconnaissance Commando, swam underwater into the 

Angolan port of Namibe, having been brought there by submarine, to sink three Russian ships… Operations they conducted 

in the style of the US Navy Seals, as far north as Cabinda, above the Congo River… The epic victory at the Lomba River in 

1987 when a small Weermag contingent, like the biblical band of Gideonites, broke a massive assault by five brigades of 

Russian-led troops equipped with 150 Russian battle tanks; routing them by means of pinpoint artillery fire and then driving 

what remained of the attackers back over 190 kilometres, desperately fleeing in chaotic retreat, all the way to their starting 

point at Cuito Cuanavale. Six months of fighting that had cost only 31 South African lives, most of those due to malaria, 

compared to twenty thousand of the enemy killed. And now that was being presented to the world as a great defeat for the 

Weermag?! On the convoluted reasoning that the South Africans had only pushed the communist attackers back to Cuito 

Cuanavale and not further! 

What irony, nay infamy, that from 1990 to 1994, with the Weermag at the height of its power, with its new 

intercontinental ballistic missiles and modernised nuclear arsenal tested and its full operational deployment only a year or 

two away, with the ANC in distant disarray and their Soviet backers themselves consigned to the trash heap of history – that 

at precisely that promising juncture his beautiful country had been given away from under him and his comrades at arms by 

gullible, malleable men with no military training, no military experience, nor any understanding whatsoever of military 

strategy… 

Boy-men with no balls, fancying themselves peacemakers, who – like Piet Retief of old – had chosen to be taken in by the 

pious pontificating of Black leaders promising everlasting goodwill, reconciliation and a rainbow nation. 

If it had not been for the existence of Projek Eksodus (about which he was one of the select few in the know, from the 

start having been one of its designated sleepers), if it hadn’t been for the fact that he had known that a Plan “B” had actually 

been framed and resourced, ready for implementation when needed – yes, without that, then for sure, already back there in 

1994, he would have personally tracked down and exterminated those traitors like the vermin they were, and be damned 

with the price he would have had to pay! 

All along he had known that it would eventually come to this. That one day Eksodus would inevitably have to be 

activated. Because Africa is what it is, and the Africans are what they are… 

He was relieved that it had at last started, and he was now anxious to get on with it. Anxious for the real fighting to 

commence so that they could show – once and for all, for the whole world to see – who the true winners and losers had been 

and again would be, when the best and the bravest of the Weermag renewed their acquaintance with the AIDS-infested 

cadres of the ANC’s “National Defence Force”. 

He had gladly played the part of messenger boy to that French journalist because he knew Paris way better than any of the 

other guys did. Which was also why he would have to go back there soon – on the morning, to be exact – for one more 

preparatory spes-op, this time of the wet kind. Designed to heighten confusion and distrust among the enemy, in typical 

“Third Force” style, and also – perhaps more importantly – to bring home to the French and European media and public that 

the South African conflict can and will spill over into their own back yard if not quickly resolved. Gabriel grinned – he and 

his operators had always been good with those “Third Force” actions, he had to admit, of course because they knew the 

African mind so well. But the stupid sods did make it easy when they started exaggerating everything, ascribing anything 

that went wrong in the country to the “Third Force” and thereby imbuing those behind these actions in the eyes of the 

African public with almost magical powers and acumen. 

 First, however, he had had to get away from Paris, to let things calm down a bit after that initial contact with the 

journalist, Oedipa, in her apartment. Because he had figured that the Vula Boys would have few contacts on the ground in 

Israel, he had chosen to cool his heels here for a day or two. He knew it would be relatively safe, that he would have the 

chance to climb Masada again, and getting back to Paris via Rome on the regular Alitalia “red-eye” flight would be quick 

and easy. 

He was disappointed, of course, that he would not be with the other manne for that first jump. He already knew that 

TuGStaf had recruited the bulk of its shock troops, to be parachuted into critical combat zones, from the ranks of the 

thousands of South African fighting men serving as “private security contractors” across the Middle-East, to be flown back 

home by “holiday charter” before “dropping in” on their old adversaries…  

But for now he was content to just be sitting on the summit of Masada again, which he had indeed ascended on foot, like 

the Israeli parabats do, rather than by using the cable car. It was the perfect place where to prepare his mind for what lay 

ahead, here with the roaming souls of those 950 brave Jewish patriots of old to keep him company. For he was intent on 
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staying after dark, even though doing so was strictly prohibited. Knowing that he was going to execute a “wet job”, taking 

away another human being’s life, was not something he approached light-heartedly. It was something for which he wished 

not only to be physically well prepared, but psychologically as well. Masada had the right vibe for that.  

He knew that he had been chosen for this assignment because of his skill at deliberately delivering death, when that 

ultimate sanction was ordered. Silent and unobtrusive, or dramatic and demonstrative, if so required – whether with a blade, 

explosives, firearm, or the power of his bare hands…  

 He instinctively flexed his long, strong fingers, his palms pushed away from him until his knuckles stood out a pale white 

in the low light cast by the moon… He was still fit, still very strong – both in body and in mind. He was ready for this – nay, 

more than ready – he was primordially primed, like a tightly drawn bowstring, with desire burning bright within for 

vengeance. To be snap-released into action at last, to avenge the dishonour of 1994. 

After another half hour spent in a yoga-like trance of concentration, he had achieved inner peace and conviction about the 

justification for his impending deed. Stretching his powerful limbs he then cautiously descended the escarpment, down to 

the rental car he had discreetly hidden out of sight below. His wristwatch showed that he had time enough to comfortably 

make it to Tel Aviv’s Lot Airport, for the red-eye to Rome and on to Paris, which would deliver him to the City of Light 

well before lunch – a lunchtime rendezvous that would be explosively consummated, he knew… 

.o0o. 



 117 

Chapter 11 

 

TuGStaf’s second “plague” came in the form of a chorus of frog croaks at precisely six that evening, merrily ringing out 

from each and all of the assorted mobile phones on the restaurant deck of Rhymer’s, where Faure’s team had gathered in 

anticipation whilst enjoying pre-dinner drinks.  

The chorus soon rose to a cacophony of croaking, to the general amusement of the other hotel guests, but it also perplexed 

them more than just a little.  

André Roux was the first to remark upon it: “Well, well, well – grant the devil his due, because that’s certainly some way 

of doing it! I was wondering how they’d deliver this second plague, the frogs!” he exclaimed with reluctant admiration. 

Faure was shaking his head, also unable to suppress his professional appreciation: “This time TuGStaf is really making sure 

that everyone, right across the planet, is wondering what’s going on – because nowadays practically every human being has 

a cell phone. And, by the sound of it, every single one of the damn things is now infected with this bloody virus!”  

All of their own cell phones had also joined in the chorus, except for the special smartphone that Gabriel Engelbrecht had 

delivered to Oedipa to enable Levison to communicate with her – that one, at least, seemed to be immune… 

The virus activating the frog-like ringtone had apparently been configured as an alarm setting, programmed to start 

ringing at midnight Zulu (South African) time or, in their case, at six o’clock BVI time. Precisely seventy-two hours after 

the ultimatum had been issued. 

On the hour, exactly, of the expiration of TuGStaf’s bond to refrain from violence, as well as of their undertaking not to 

go public with their demands… 

One of the communications technicians who had joined them at the airbase in Toulouse now explained that mobile phones 

and hand-held devices were particularly prone to hacking because their limited memory capacity did not allow for the 

upload of comprehensive anti-virus programmes. Furthermore, since these phones were connected to public networks and 

were essentially always powered on, they were easily accessible to hackers.  

The frog chorus, which had fallen silent after about thirty seconds, started up again at five, ten and then fifteen minutes 

past the hour, for a fourth and (thankfully, as it would transpire) final time.  Looking around, Oedipa saw how the strange 

behaviour of the cell phones had everyone around them perplexed; people were chatting about little else, but evidently no 

one could come up with any logical explanation or yet attribute it to its true origin... 

For Oedipa and her companions with their knowledge (still secret, but for how long?), it was obvious that TuGStaf had 

succeeded in capturing the attention of the world. She immediately began to wonder just how Levison and his co-

conspirators would choose to capitalise on the interest and curiosity they had created.  

She did not have long to wait for the answer… 

The smartphone that Engelbrecht had left her suddenly started to vibrate, and then emitted a beep to signal the arrival of a 

text message. It was brief, informing her that a new e-mail had been sent to her laptop computer, which she had to decode 

with a specifically-numbered OTP disk.  

With sweating palms, she lifted the computer out of its carrybag, right there on the deck, and slipped the correct disk into 

the drive. Faure, Roux and Steyn were already up and gathered behind her, eagerly looking over her shoulder. The jumble of 

characters on the screen quickly transformed into legible text as each one of the team instinctively held their breath...  

There was a collective sigh of relief when they saw that it wasn’t (yet) the full-scale declaration of war that they had 

feared. Rather, it was an announcement by TuGStaf that it was “benevolently” extending its own deadline, allowing more 

time for a “peaceful settlement” before violent coercion would commence.  

Then, reading further, their concern started mounting again.  

TuGStaf informed them that a press release was about to be sent to every major global news organisation, to reach its 

destination within the half hour. This release would take the matter public, setting out TuGStaf’s demands and including a 

copy of the memorandum that the Volkstaat proponents had faxed to the Pretoria government three days earlier. The press 

release would explain that, even though TuGStaf was extending by seventy-two hours their deadline for initiating “full-scale 

coercive measures to enforce their rights”, they were not extending the period of confidentiality that they had initially 

maintained, stating that it was now time for the general public to be made aware of the “persistent intransigence” of the 

South African Government.  

According to the release, Pretoria had thus far chosen not to respond at all to the original invitation to negotiate a peaceful 

solution to the “just demands” put forth by TuGStaf in their ultimatum – henceforth, though, the South African Government 

would have to address the matter in the glare of public scrutiny…  
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Danie Steyn punched his right fist into his left palm, viciously and repeatedly, as he read from over Oedipa’s shoulder. As 

an act born out of both anger and helplessness, it spoke eloquently of his concern about how the publication of TuGStaf’s 

demands and their horrific threats would soon be impacting the peace of mind of the average South African, including his 

own family… 

The press release furthermore claimed responsibility for letting loose the first two “plagues” – the hacking of Google 

Earth and infecting cell phones around the world with the frog alarm tone. TuGStaf described these as conclusive yet 

harmless proof of their advanced technological capabilities, as well as of their preference for peaceful solutions. Should the 

governing clique in the Union Buildings persist in their refusal to negotiate, then the plagues to follow would not necessarily 

be so benign, Levison threatened.    

The e-mail message ended with a note to Oedipa, giving her permission to “contribute to international public awareness 

and transparency” by going public with the story. Since TuGStaf had nothing to hide, she was authorised to publish 

whatever she wished about the impending conflagration – including that unrelenting coercive action inevitably would 

commence if Pharaoh did not agree, within the next seventy-two hours, to let the dispossessed and victimised Afrikaner 

people establish their own Afrikanaän as provided in Section 235 of the Constitution.  

Levison gave her an exclusive quote as well, for her to use as a scoop. It was ominous in both content and portent.  

The TuGStaf spokesman cautioned in his message that, since Pretoria had continued to ignore the Afrikaners’ legitimate 

demand to be allowed to exercise their constitutionally enshrined right to self-determination, TuGStaf was accordingly 

under no obligation to work its way sequentially through each and all of the eight remaining biblical plagues. Failure to 

agree immediately to a Volkstaat, he threatened bluntly, could and would lead to any number of the minor plagues simply 

being skipped, thus escalating directly and without warning to those gravely serious ultimate plagues. Time was of the 

essence. TuGStaf would – if the government’s “intransigence” continued – regard itself free and justified to use all of the 

means of persuasion available to it from its awesome arsenal of secret weapons, at any time and place of its choosing, to 

ensure that the inalienable rights of the Afrikaner people were respected. 

 “So, what do you think of this?” Oedipa hurriedly asked, allowing them only a few seconds more to scrutinise the 

message on screen before snapping the laptop shut. She was anxious to get back upstairs to her room, to fire off her 

predrafted report to her editors. 

André Roux was again the first to respond: “I think they’re still desperately trying to establish some form of legitimacy, 

and some sympathy, of course.”  

Pierre Faure agreed: “They want to put public pressure on the ANC – the fact that they are extending the deadline by 

seventy-two hours is proof that they never really thought anything would happen; at least not during that initial 

‘confidential’ seventy-two hours. They still want to be seen to be exhausting all peaceful means first before they resort to 

violence, and they want the public at large to feel that Pretoria was given ample chance – initially even with the benefit of 

confidentiality...” 

Oedipa looked at Danie Steyn to see if he wanted to add anything, but the big Boer was still reflexively pounding his fist 

into his palm, staring out across the bay – clearly in a quandary, caught between his duty to the mission he had accepted and 

his responsibility to his children. Oedipa felt herself tempted to get up and go hold him, despite her impatience to send off 

her story. She could just imagine the shock and despair that the news was about to bring to fathers and mothers across South 

Africa, not to mention the concern that it would raise in many households across the globe… 

André Roux spoke up again, voicing her thoughts, which she could imagine the others were also sharing: “All of this is 

going to explode onto the world stage in ten minutes. It will be one hell of a story – about that there can be no doubt at 

all…” He stepped round to face Oedipa “…and you, madame, you’re the journalist with the scoop; I think that you’ve 

earned the right to be in there first, with all that they’ve put you through…  

“So – go, girl, go!” he motioned for her to be on her way, with a wink and a worried half grin that had more of the 

appearance of a grimace. 

Oedipa quickly checked the other faces and saw no objection. Steyn’s grim countenance did soften momentarily as he 

perfunctorily nodded in her direction. Faure, for his part, seemed resigned to the inevitable – he obviously also understood 

that with TuGStaf going public there was no longer any point in her remaining silent. She would at least be able to inject 

some factual accuracy into what could otherwise become wild, sensationalist speculation. Without bothering to excuse 

herself, she literally ran up the stairs. 

Fortunately she only had to add the frog story to her draft, plus that last quote about TuGStaf not intending to work 

through each and every other plague before unleashing death and destruction. With four minutes to go before TuGStaf’s 

press communiqué would be released, she hit the send icon and watched her story speed from her outbox to the e-mail 

inboxes of her most trusted editors. To avoid being personally identified to the reading public (and thereby possibly be 

compromised in her further coverage of the story should she be recognised in any future investigative setting), she used a 
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nom de plume that she had employed before, which her editors were familiar with and which would forewarn them, and bind 

them to protecting her identity. 

No matter how factually and objectively neutral she reported the events, the news could not do otherwise than to have a 

profound public impact, she knew. There were just no two ways about it. Not with madmen threatening to unleash nuclear 

missiles, and possibly even biological and chemical weapons! Of course the world would sit up and notice. With trepidation. 

Especially since it was a threat emanating not from some amateurish lunatic fringe group, but from experienced military 

people. Professional soldiers turned nuclear terrorists, who had evidently once had access to such weapons, and who had just 

demonstrated their continued technological expertise by means of the computer hacks they had perpetrated… 

Suddenly anxious to see the public reaction, Oedipa rushed back down to the deck. Faure and the two technicians weren’t 

there, having gone off to send an alert about Levison’s message to La Piscine. Roux and Steyn were still there, however. 

Pale and withdrawn, they sat watching a TV set that they had already asked the restaurant staff to switch from a sports to a 

cable news channel. For the first time in years, Oedipa caught herself biting her nails...  

Steyn had his smartphone out and was rapidly typing a text message to Pete, giving him a heads-up, which he copied to 

Niel as well. His face was grim, reflecting both his anxiety and his rising anger. Somebody had to stop these bastards – and 

he didn’t care who: DGSE, SIS, the NIA – or the Mossad.  And were the latter to do it, he suspected that their manner of 

stopping whoever was behind TuGStaf would be rather personal – quick and permanent, instead of through a drawn-out 

judicial process.  

The thought of such a sticky end left Steyn in a bit of a quandary because of his traditional policeman’s belief in due 

process and a fair trial. However, considering what was at stake, would he not himself pull the trigger if the opportunity 

presented itself? If he could avert looming disaster by means of such expeditious tactics? Right now he believed that he 

would, as he no longer cared very much about how they were stopped, as long as they were stopped! Before any harm befell 

his children!  

Then he caught himself, and ran his fingers through his hair in agitation – Good Lord, could he really be thinking that? 

After all that he had stood for in the past? With all the values that he held dear? But then – how do you even begin to 

prosecute an international nuclear terrorist in a civilian court?  What normal charge would fit the magnitude of the crime? 

Inwardly he cursed the seeming inevitability that TuGStaf’s crazy, desperate gamble would very soon be placing 

normally decent people – unwillingly and against their better nature and judgement – four-square before morally highly 

ambiguous choices: with having to elect which family members to support against which others, which cause to serve, and 

with having to try and draw moral sustenance from expedients like “the end justifies the means”.  

The first mention of Projek Eksodus by the news media appeared as a line of scrolling text at the bottom of the TV screen, 

merely mentioning that a militant right-wing South African group had claimed responsibility for hacking Google Earth and 

the world’s cell phones. This caused a slight murmur in one corner of the restaurant deck when a hotel guest noticed and 

remarked upon it to his fellows – the frog ringtone on his own cell phone still fresh in his memory.  

Shortly thereafter, the CNN presenter ditched his prepared script as a large “Breaking News” banner appeared on screen. 

The somewhat puzzled-looking presenter announced that an organisation calling itself the TuGStaf had accepted 

responsibility for the hackings that had mystified the world. These actions, it was now being claimed, were intended to 

pressurise the South African Government into according certain Whites an own Volkstaat or homeland, their Afrikaner 

Canaan. The hackings harked back to the plagues of the biblical Exodus – first the changing of water to blood, then frogs – 

let loose at the behest of Moses to force Pharaoh to allow the oppressed Israelites to leave Egypt and return to their land, 

their Canaan.  

The presenter said that TuGStaf’s claim of being behind the hackings could not yet be independently verified. The group, 

of which the acronym stood for the Interim General Command Council of an Afrikaner Weermag or defence force, was 

making further claims and threats of a “most disturbing nature”. These latter the channel would publish only if and once 

their plausibility had been better established. The presenter ended by advising viewers to stay tuned for further 

developments.  

Oedipa watched the group in the corner and saw that they were now showing some interest in the news, although they 

were not yet fully absorbed by it. In her own little group, however, the tension was becoming well-nigh unbearable. For her, 

in particular, there was the additional anticipation of waiting to see when her own reporting would start appearing in the 

flashes. Rather brusquely she hailed the waiter to bring her a double Chivas… 

Roux asked if her story had been written in English or French, and when she confirmed that it was in the latter, he nodded 

his understanding – then it would take the English-language channels a while to realise that they did in fact have their 

confirmation, he muttered under his breath.  

The TV presenter, now very grim faced, brought them the next instalment of the breaking news story less than five 

minutes later. He read sections of the TuGStaf memorandum verbatim, focusing on the nuclear threat. It was immediately 
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obvious to Oedipa and the other two that the newsroom had now absorbed the press release, and most likely Oedipa’s 

reporting as well, because the threat was no longer being presented as if it might just be another hoax or boast.   

Oedipa watched the group of tourists in the corner intently. The mood among them had changed considerably, with a 

serious damper having been put on their holiday joviality, although their animated chatter manifested that they were at this 

stage more flabbergasted than immediately concerned about their personal safety. Nevertheless, the first mention of TuGStaf 

claiming to be in possession of the Apartheid Government’s secret arsenal of NBC weapons had caused them to pay 

undivided attention. Especially when a photo of the mobile launcher with its RSA-3 missile was shown, along with mention 

of the disturbing fact that it had a range that would enable it to strike population centres in the northern hemisphere…  

The presenter noted that TuGStaf’s claims that it was in possession of such weapons had as yet not been officially verified 

by government agencies. However, he then stressed that a respected international investigative journalist privy to the 

ongoing official investigations had reliably reported that Western intelligence agencies and the IAEA were treating the 

claims very seriously indeed, deeming them – at a minimum – to be potentially true. This caused the level of consternation 

reflected in the hubbub of conversation among the tourists to rise significantly.  

Within a further five minutes, the story was totally dominating the news, the normal scheduling having been abandoned. 

Senior anchors were hastily being roped in to present a series of flashes about the discovery of the CDs with data on Project 

Coast and the unearthing – “in a major European metropolis” – of an Apartheid-era artillery shell configured to deliver a 

tactical nuclear warhead. The linkage between this planted evidence of TuGStaf’s access to weapons of mass destruction, 

the recent high-tech hackings of Google Earth and the world’s cell phones, as well as the newspaper adverts of earlier in the 

week, and the demands contained in TuGStaf’s ultimatum to the Pretoria Government, was explained. Inevitably, the 

analogy of the biblical Exodus was much commented upon, with intense speculation about what could be expected next… 

The tourists on Rhymer’s deck were by now transfixed by this evolving news story, their numbers supplemented by 

passersby who were coming in off the street to catch a glimpse of the TV reporting. Oedipa couldn’t remember seeing such 

a reaction to a news event since 9/11. 

The customised smartphone in Oedipa’s bag started vibrating and humming again. When she hastily switched it on, a 

patently pleased Aaron Levison greeted her, warmly congratulating her on her reporting.  

Oedipa was immediately furious to hear him sounding so chuffed because she had been well aware – even as she was 

preparing the draft of her report – that TuGStaf was setting her up, blatantly using her to lend credibility to their threat. She 

had actually hesitated momentarily before sending it off, precisely because she realised that she would inevitably be playing 

into their hands – but then the newshound in her had proved too strong, and she had clicked the send icon anyway.  

She had rationalised her actions in terms of the public’s right to know and the reality that TuGStaf was broadcasting their 

claims to the world in any case. Common sense thus dictated that her reporting would not be a disclosure, as much as a 

contribution to factual veracity and perspective… Yet the mere fact of having been put in this dilemma still galled her, and 

Levison’s smug tone instantly triggered her anger. 

“Oh, shut up, you fucking scheming fils de pute!” she snarled at him, calling Levison a son of a whore, in a voice loud 

enough to attract the attention of some of the others on the deck. Faure immediately grabbed hold of her elbow and half 

pulled, half steered her towards the stairs, manifestly intent on reaching the privacy of their rooms as quickly as possible.  

André Roux in the meanwhile intimated for her to hand the phone to him, which she at first instinctively refused. “I’m 

supposed to be the ‘hostage negotiator’ here, remember?” he softly chided her. She saw Faure nod, and reluctantly handed 

over the phone. 

The ex-NIS man addressed Levison calmly in Afrikaans, identifying himself and asking the TuGStaf spokesman to hold 

on for a moment until they could reach somewhere private from where to converse unconstrained.  

When the door to Faure’s suite slammed shut behind them, Roux continued – this time in English so that Faure could also 

follow what was being said.      

“Mr. Levison, this is Doctor André Roux speaking. You may remember me from the old days, when I was head of 

Analysis at the National Intelligence Service…” Roux paused for a moment, but could not elicit more than a non-committal 

grunt from Levison. Apparently unfazed by that, he continued. 

“I asked Oedipa to allow me to speak with you because I have been designated to negotiate with you a peaceful end to 

this … unfortunate situation that has arisen…” 

Again Roux paused, but once more Levison remained silent.   

“I believe you should see the fact that the Western intelligence agencies have asked me – your fellow Afrikaner – to 

assume this role as proof that they genuinely wish to understand where you’re coming from with this very startling manner 

you’ve chosen to press your political demands…”  

Once again Roux paused, hoping to elicit some kind of response from Levison. This time the TuGStaf spokesman did 

speak up, his voice sounding brittle and cautious.  
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“Doctor André Roux, hey?” Levison murmured. “Slim André, they called you – that means clever, for any of you who 

don’t understand Afrikaans…” he added, then made much of his evident surprise: “Well, well, well… who would believe 

this!”  

It was Levinson’s turn now to pause meaningfully, but Roux chose not to step into the gap, wanting first to have a more 

concrete indication of Levison’s attitude. When it came, it was biting, yet not irrationally emotional. 

 “Slim vang sy baas, né? (Caught out by your own cleverness, hey?) You, the boffin with the infallible crystal ball – the 

wise man from the so very presumptuous, so very self-assured National Intelligence Service! One of those intellectuals who 

in 1990 so articulately identified for the rest of us dumb bastards the one and only guaranteed, sure to succeed path to 

everlasting peace and prosperity…” 

Oedipa could see Roux stiffen, but he retained his composure. Levinson’s voice now rose in pitch, reproach dripping from 

every word of his next utterance: “Still consorting with the enemy, then, Dr. Roux? Still preaching peace at any price?” 

Roux surprised Oedipa with his ability to shrug off the slight – he remained focused on the task he had volunteered for 

when at last he responded: “Every issue tends to have at least two sides, Mr. Levison. I know that, and – deep down – you 

know that, too. We may be approaching this … conundrum … from seemingly opposite ends, but I would like to believe 

that we have the same end goal in mind, which is to serve the interests of our people, with justice and in peace…” 

Roux looked around him, his gaze settling on Faure, and she saw them nod at each other, as if confirming that they were 

on track in terms of some prearranged master plan. Roux’s tone became even more soothing:  

“So, you can rest assured, Mr. Levison, that I will always grant you the right to your own viewpoint, even though my own 

may be very different. You can also be certain that I will do my very best to understand you and to correctly convey your 

views to the Western governments – those very same governments to who you are, after all, attempting to reach out in this 

most unconventional manner.” 

The silence that followed had them all instinctively reflect on Roux’s softly-softly approach – Oedipa caught Danie 

Steyn’s eye, and for an instant she thought she read in his angry stare a sharing of her own preference for a more direct, 

morally unambiguous counter attack, although she could not be sure… 

“Still the smooth talker of old, I see, Dr. Roux…” Levison now responded with a sigh. “Still the tireless accommodator … 

can’t you see what you and your latter-day Piet Retief – you and De Klerk, that is – what your compromises have now 

brought upon us?” 

When Roux again declined to take the bait, Levison’s voice rose: “You’ve enabled our people’s worst enemies in the 

ANC to set up a power grab, now that your boy Mbeki has been kicked out – power that they would never have acquired if 

only we had been allowed in the nineties to keep on chasing them further and further north, away from our borders, when we 

had them on the run! You’ve brought upon us the prospect of the likes of Julius Malema as a future president, thanks to the 

fact that you caved in to the sweet talk of Mandela and Mbeki back in 1994… You, meneer – you set us up to become a 

second Zimbabwe!”  

Roux again responded calmly: “If history has any blame to accord me, Mr. Levison, then I am ready to shoulder it. 

Everyone should, however, ponder whether this would have come to pass at all if we had stuck to the original plan, namely a 

Government of National Unity. But those are done deeds – nobody can change them. What you want to do now, however, 

can still be changed; it can still be channelled towards a peaceful ending. That’s what I’m here to try and do, as an honest 

broker…” 

Levison’s response was sneering: “You know that I did not trust you and your kind back then – why should I do so now?” 

 Roux did not respond immediately and to Oedipa’s surprise, Levison suddenly showed another side of his character when 

he unexpectedly retracted: “My apologies, Dr. Roux. That was uncalled for, on my part. Please proceed…” he said, 

suddenly again the officer and gentleman.  

Mon Dieu! What kind of bloody pantomime was this between the two of them! Oedipa thought, in a fit of exasperation. 

Like some rehearsed charade; two chivalrous knights, duelling, politely circling each other! 

Roux now responded quickly, still with logic, not emotion: “You’ve no choice but to trust me, Mr. Levison, because 

everything you are doing is aimed at one thing, and one thing only – namely to get your message through to the Western 

powers. You need them, because you know that on your own you’ve got no chance of convincing the ANC government of 

anything. And I’m the one entrusted with the task of negotiating the preliminaries with you on their behalf. 

 “So, irrespective of whether we like it or not, and no matter whether or not you really want to have to speak through me, 

there is one inescapable reality, my friend … that is that you only have me through whom to put your case to the Western 

powers, just as I only have you as a channel through to your TuGStaf.” 

Levison’s response this time was swift, with a note of triumph in his voice. 

“Wrong, again, Dr. Roux! Just as wrong as you were with your ‘noble savage’ hypothesis about the ANC, when you gave 

away all power to them! Fact is, my friend, that you are far from being our only channel to those Western governments.  
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“This time we have an array of much more direct, much more persuasive means of getting our message through to the 

world. There’s the media, there’s social networking over the internet, and then there’s the same tangible means that FW de 

Klerk could also have employed if he had just waited a little longer for the RSA-4s to also be operational – if he had had any 

military-strategic sense, that is! I’m talking, of course, about the physical means with which to ensure that our pain gets 

shared around by all – meaning our weapons of mass destruction, as those things are now called – because that kind of threat 

remains the only message that people take seriously! That much we have all seen lately, looking at the kid-glove treatment 

that Iran and North Korea have been receiving, compared to Iraq and Libya! 

“This time, we are working directly on the minds of the public, to let them in turn put pressure on their politicians! As 

they surely will once they realise that they, too, may have to pay a hefty price if their feckless leaders should opt to sacrifice 

us to the barbarians. They will then find reason enough to admit the justness of our demands, as we’re asking for no more 

than the same rights and freedoms that they take for granted in the West. Rights actually enshrined in our famous 

Constitution! And the Western public will quickly understand that, if we have to resort to military action to obtain what is 

ours by right, and thereafter have to employ our weapons of mass destruction to defend our Volkstaat and our women and 

children against threats of international intervention, then things may indeed escalate globally to the point of their interests 

and safety also coming under threat, albeit inadvertently...” 

Levison was now becoming quite eloquent, with a steely determination in his voice that Oedipa could not help but 

acknowledge, despite their ideological differences – at least the guy had balls… 

“We stood by the West through their World Wars and the Cold War! If the Western nations won’t now speak up for us, in 

our hour of need, when we – their kith and kin – are being slaughtered on our farms and in our homes, then they must know 

that we have the right as well as the means with which to blow any enemy to hell and beyond! Of course we understand that 

that would mean global nuclear conflagration, if we are forced to use those weapons, but they have to understand that then 

no one will be able to control the fallout and collateral damage! 

“The West can stop the missiles from flying by recognising our Volkstaat and preventing any rabid left-wing lunatics out 

there from trying to mount an international military expedition against us. So, you tell those governments to carefully 

consider their own self-interest here, as well as the safety of their people! If all their high moral prattle about human rights 

and self-determination doesn’t move them to support our just claims, like they supported Israel’s claim to statehood in 1948, 

and subsequently the secessionist claims of Eritrea, of Kosovo and of the Blacks of South Sudan in 2011, then they must 

know that we are far more capable than Iran or North Korea of dealing effectively with any threat to our sovereignty, and be 

damned with the consequences for others!” 

The smartphone abruptly clicked off before Roux could even reply, and Oedipa saw Steyn stare at it, frustration and 

concern clearly etched on his handsome features. “Goedige fok!” she heard the former security policeman hiss under his 

breath before he swung away to stare moodily out of the window at the rapidly darkening tropical sky.  

Roux stood pensively for a few moments, then just shrugged his shoulders and handed the phone back to her. For a few 

seconds her searching gaze held his and he shrugged again: “The Israeli Masada philosophy, in other words…” Roux said 

matter-of-factly, “…you know – if we go down, then we’ll take all of you with us.” 

Leaving her to mull that thought over, he stepped across the room to switch on the TV set. 

….. 

Behind his desk in the makeshift operations room that had been set up for him, “Aaron Levison” wiped the perspiration 

from his brow, then got up and pushed his face under the cold water tap of the washbasin in the corner of the room. The 

others signalled their appreciation for his handling of the conversation, one giving him a thumbs-up, as he stood drying his 

face on a length of paper towel. 

Thank God it’s out in the open now! was his first thought. After all the years of planning, this was it! Now their carefully 

laid communications strategy needed to work; the psychological operations had to prepare the ground. With some 

trepidation he thought again of how overwhelming the odds stacked against them were. Immediately, though, he forced 

himself to think of Zimbabwe, and that helped square his shoulders.  

What bloody choice did they have?  

None! 

Quickly he reviewed the inroads that the IT and Psy-Ops guys were already making with their assault on the social 

networking sites on the internet. The Volkstaat page had barely appeared on Facebook, but had already been suitably primed 

to show more than ten thousand “likes”. On Twitter they had put their best scriptwriters and they were already building up a 

sizeable following – augmented, of course, by a good number of “plants”. Since they would essentially be in control of the 

information flow, Levison was sure that they would be picking up Twitter followers by the thousands – a captive audience 
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whom they could then assiduously work on… Also important would be their agents of influence in key positions – just like 

the International Freedom Foundation operated in the olden days. That dimension, too, was looking promising indeed, he 

reflected…  

With all of these strands pulling together, they were activating social groups in most of the relevant countries, on both 

sides of the fence – those conservatives who were naturally inclined to support the Volkstaat idea, as well as those anti-

nuclear liberals who would support any compromise that would avoid A-bombs being used; these latter the children and 

grandchildren of the “Better Red than Dead” brigade of the sixties and seventies. 

At the other end of the spectrum, the campaign to feed disinformation to, and to divide and set up against one another, the 

different factions in the State’s security establishment, was also proceeding promisingly.  

Last but by no means least, TuGStaf’s message was already going out as well, and very pertinently so, to international 

business circles – those rich investors in South Africa’s mines and manufacturing with access to highly paid lobbyists. A 

message that peace is required, at any price – peace that can and will only be secured by acceding to TuGStaf’s demands. 

Pressure from the side of business was sure to build quickly on those foreign governments; especially those crucial states 

with Security Council vetoes that had to be cajoled or coerced into blocking any precipitate international military action 

against TuGStaf’s forces.  

So far so good, Aaron Levison thought – even though he had no illusions at all about the trauma that lay ahead, because 

he knew full well that the government in Pretoria would never accede to his people’s right to self-determination, despite it 

being inscribed in the Constitution. Not without that government’s hand being forced by means of military action – upon the 

commencement of which they would be sure to immediately go running abroad to seek an international intervention force. 

That much Levison was already sure of and prepared for… 

….. 

 André Roux had just switched the TV in Faure’s room on when a correspondent based in South Africa came on screen, 

interviewing a spokesperson for the government’s “security cluster”, with the Union Buildings in Pretoria as the backdrop.  

Oedipa saw Steyn’s head jerk back, saw him look incredulously at the screen, when they heard the spin that the 

spokesperson was putting on events.  

According to this talking head, the NIA had irrefutable proof that Project Exodus was just a smokescreen, an elaborate 

bluff that was merely the opening gambit of a much larger conspiracy by power-hungry “counter-revolutionaries” from the 

ranks of those who engineered the sell-out of Black interests in 1994, who again were in cahoots with “Capital”. These 

conspirators were allegedly intent on creating a climate of chaos and fear, using this so-called TuGStaf to try and 

demonstrate that the present government had lost control. Thus TuGStaf’s threats and the government’s supposed 

mishandling thereof would serve as the justification for a coup d’état to “restore order” and to “protect the legacy of 

Mandela”. In truth, however, their aim was to retake the power that they – the fat cats and sell-outs of the previous regime – 

had lost to the people at the ANC’s Polokwane elective congress, in order to be able to protect the assets of their capitalist 

sponsors against nationalisation...  

Steyn was looking quizzically at Roux and Oedipa followed his gaze – she saw the ex-NIS analyst shake his head 

seemingly in wonder at this explanation. 

Steyn also saw the headshake and inwardly concurred with Roux’s obvious dismissal of this nonsense. He remembered 

Pete mentioning to him that the neophytes who had taken over state intelligence had begun barking up this particular tree, 

but neither of them had given much credence to such a fanciful explanation. 

Steyn got out his cell phone to try to phone his children, but had to contend with the frustration of network saturation in 

South Africa – everyone must be phoning everyone else down there, discussing the news, Oedipa imagined. 

The Pretoria correspondent made way on screen for an interview with Dr. Lee of the IAEA, who confirmed that his 

Agency had taken note, with grave concern, of the claims that South Africa’s nuclear arsenal had not been completely 

dismantled in the early nineties. He stressed that, even back then, the IAEA had concluded that the South African assertions 

about their nuclear disarmament were “not free of uncertainty”. Lee pointed out, quite forcefully, that the alleged 

dismantling had been undertaken unilaterally and in secret, outside of IAEA supervision.  

In response to a direct question as to whether TuGStaf was now officially believed to be in possession of nuclear 

weapons, Lee did not want to commit to a definitive yes – though not to a categorical no, either. However, from his 

demeanour it seemed evident that he was attaching a lot of credence to the claims. Particularly when he rather pointedly 

reminded everyone that declassified official documents had recently surfaced that explicitly stated that South Africa was 

interested in acquiring missiles only if they were armed with nuclear warheads. Lee then asked the interviewer whether it 

was logical to assume that a country would build intercontinental ballistic missiles merely to photograph its maize crop – 
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especially given that these supposedly civilian missiles were placed under control of the military, that a fleet of near-

undetectable TEL vehicles were designed and built to safely disperse them across the countryside, and a specialised clean 

room was constructed at the Advena complex for arming re-entry vehicles with warheads? A close-up of the interviewer’s 

face left little doubt as to what he thought the missiles were intended for, after hearing Lee’s analysis. 

Oedipa now turned to André Roux, still intrigued by the assertion on the part of the government spokesperson in Pretoria 

about Eksodus merely being a false flag operation that hid a larger “counter-revolutionary” power grab. 

Asked about it, he shook his head, again signifying his total disaccord with the spokesperson. When he looked up, there 

was a glitter of appreciation in his eyes: “We have to give these devils their due, Oedipa… TuGStaf, I mean. Their Psy-Ops 

specialists are at it again, ‘besig om met hulle koppe te smokkel’.” Oedipa understood the apt Afrikaans expression, which – 

when literally translated – meant “smuggling with their heads”.  

“You know, the ‘Third Force’ – the real one that was set up by the TuGStaf types in the late eighties – clearly is at work 

again, sowing disinformation and division.” 

Oedipa looked at Faure and Steyn, but saw no negation of Roux’s theory. Her own leftist instincts, however, rebelled 

against the notion of Black people being so ignorant, so malleable as to be such easy prey to blatant manipulation by Whites, 

but she knew that Black-on-Black violence instigated by the Third Force had indeed happened in the past, with awful 

regularity. She listened with rising anger, as Roux continued: “They have always excelled at psychological warfare. They’re 

once again engaging in their favourite tactic of confusing and dividing the enemy – preparing the battlefield to their 

advantage before launching into action. 

“TuGStaf is well aware that, with the power struggle raging within the ANC, they must feed the Pretoria government 

what it wants to hear – or rather, give Pretoria the pretext that it needs in order to be able to justify its own priority actions, 

which is to eliminate its internal political opposition. What better justification for that than this disinformation that TuGStaf 

is providing to tar those people as “counter-revolutionaries”? It is a classic convergence of interests, with Pretoria surely 

knowing this is nonsense, but playing along because it legitimises the elimination of the dissidents in the ANC… Those of 

Mbeki’s confidants who may still hold government posts will be sleeping uneasily tonight – if at all.” 

The way that she stared back angrily at him now caused Roux’s somewhat long-winded explanation to peter out.  

Oedipa was frustrated. Irritated, too, by the fact that she had not been able to put her own name to this, the story of a 

lifetime.  

But most of all she felt frustrated by her own inability to get a handle on what exactly was brewing here – all her instincts 

were screaming that there was more to all of this than meets the eye; that there were indeed intrigues within intrigues, a 

drama of smoke and mirrors, where actors were playing roles and could not be taken at face value, and where she may well 

find herself being played for a fool… She opened the minibar and downed one of the small bottles of Chivas in one go. 

Her response to Roux, when it came, was acerbic: “You claim that this TuGStaf is so clever. Almost as if you were 

praising them. That’s one of the basic problems with you bloody Boere – you always believe that your kind is so much 

cleverer than anybody else!”  

Was it Deon van Zyl that she was thinking of in saying that? The thought flashed through her mind, but she persisted: 

“Well? If you Afrikaners are really so bloody smart, why then did you end up having to give your own country away on a 

platter?”  

She saw the look of hurt that her outburst had caused to flit across Danie Steyn’s features and, before she could restrain 

herself, she fired off a volley in his direction as well – why, she couldn’t really say. “And you bastards, you of the fascist 

fucking Security Police – just think back to all the evil that your kind committed under Apartheid and then ask yourself: how 

much of this current psychology of violence, fear and distrust that is plaguing your country is directly due to the legacy that 

guys like you created?” 

Steyn’s look of hurt and surprise intensified. She saw him turn pale, his eyes narrowing. When he responded, it was 

controlled, but barely so. 

 “You know very well that it serves no purpose to generalise like you are now doing, Oedipa! We all admit that there were 

some bad apples, yes. But what percentage of Special Branch officers was ever subpoenaed to appear before the Truth and 

Reconciliation Commission? Very few! Certainly not me, nor the vast majority of my colleagues – not even all of the 

generals. Take the first head of the Branch I served under; the man who instilled in me the best traditions of our police force 

when I was transferred to the Special Branch in the mid-eighties. We were the protectors of law and order, we served justice 

as it stood, we didn’t make the laws!” 

Oedipa, with frustration and anger flashing in her eyes, retorted before she had really considered what she was actually 

imputing to Danie Steyn: “So – the Nazi defence at Nuremberg, all over! Just obeying orders!” she hissed. 

Steyn’s head snapped back as if he’d been slapped in the face. Her taunt spurred him on to continue, to in turn say more 

than he had probably intended, even with Faure’s hand placed on his forearm, as if to plead for a cessation of fire.  
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“You may not know this Oedipa – and you probably don’t even care to know about it – but you’re going to hear it from 

me regardless. The fact is that we upheld the law, even when it didn’t suit President PW Botha and his securocrats! Yes! 

Even when we had to confront our own government and extend the protection of the law to our enemies…”  

She looked at him quizzically; the anger in her eyes slowly being replaced by a look of inquisitiveness, yet still mingled 

with a large dash of scepticism.  

Against his better judgment he ploughed on, confronting her with facts not in the public domain: “To give you one 

example – that same general, the one we called the ‘maer man’ (the skinny guy) met PW’s people head-on when they 

wanted to quietly ‘dispose’ of Commodore Dieter Gerhardt, the South African Navy bigwig who had been caught by the 

Americans spying for the Soviet military intelligence, the GRU. Some of those securocrats wanted to make Gerhardt simply 

‘disappear’, without putting him on trial for treason, in order to save the South African Defence Force the embarrassment of 

having such a senior officer exposed as a traitor. 

“You may recall the incident – the Americans picked Gerhardt up during a trip to the USA and put him on a plane, under 

escort, back to Johannesburg, together with all the evidence of his spying. My general’s position was straightforward: the 

man may be a traitor, he said, but he was nevertheless entitled to a fair trial.  

“Knowing what the hotheads in the establishment were proposing for Gerhardt’s future – which would have been 

exceedingly prejudicial to the Commodore’s health…” Steyn added with a humourless chuckle “…my general sent his 

second-in-command, General Stadler, to the airport to personally take custody of Gerhardt, right there on the plane, and to 

escort him to the police holding cells, thereby ensuring that nothing illegal would befall him…” 

Danie Steyn was himself now visibly angry, to some extent with himself, for allowing her to get under his skin – but that 

Nazi taunt had been just too much. He carried on but fortunately his anger now brought its usual chilly calm over him: “I 

know that it is fashionable nowadays to blame us, the police, for every conceivable evil in the Old South Africa, and then 

some! Unfortunately that’s easy to do because of our stance at the time – our ethos was that we were above politics, the thin 

blue line of the law, standing between chaos and civilised norms. Because we abhorred politics, we did not appoint hordes 

of media liaison officers and other spin doctors, and we didn’t try to mould public opinion as the old Defence Force so 

assiduously did. 

“We didn’t engage in the political infighting that was going on between the ‘brown shoes’ and Dr. Roux’s NIS at the 

time. We just did our jobs – it was our guys, we ourselves, who exposed and arrested the bad apples in our ranks – like 

Eugene de Kock, to name but one – who we prosecuted to the fullest, long before the ANC came to power!” 

Steyn had stood up and distractedly changed the TV channel. The new station, too, was carrying reporting on the 

unfolding events in South Africa. He kept the sound turned down – that, plus the intensity of his counter attack, conveyed a 

sense that he was not done yet. The others stared at his back, in mute expectation of more revelations. Oedipa was now fully 

absorbed by what she was hearing, but when he turned again to face them he pointedly ignored her, addressing Faure and 

Roux instead. 

 “You would know that – just as we upheld the law without fear or favour – so, too, did we state the truth as we saw it, 

whether it was to the liking of the politicians or not! Few people realise that the Special Branch warned the PW Botha 

government – in the mid-eighties already – in an official research memorandum written by my general, that they would have 

to start negotiating with the ANC while they could still do so ‘from a position of relative power’. That study told PW that 

seeking a communist behind every bush was nonsense; that the Black liberation struggle was in essence no different to what 

the Afrikaner’s own struggle against English imperial domination had been…”  

 “Do you have any proof of this?” Oedipa now chipped in, peeved at being ignored and dubious about his claims, which 

did not gel with the politically correct common wisdom about the Police Force of the mid-eighties.  

“Of course, yes!” Danie retorted. “I’m a policeman, not a journalist – I wouldn’t say things that I cannot back with hard 

evidence! 

“A while ago I downloaded a copy of my general’s memo from the internet onto my computer – I found it on the web 

page of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission, who made it public. I will e-mail it to you tonight so you can see that we 

were not the dumb, intransigent brutes we are so often made out to be! 

“I can remember the core of it very clearly, though – the general stressed that the country’s internal challenges could only 

be resolved politically, not by force, which made it the most urgent imperative that a negotiated political solution be sought. 

I remember that message very vividly, when he urged that the Black liberation forces be engaged in negotiation as soon as 

possible, while the State still had leverage.”  

“What then about Nelson Mandela – I always believed that it was he who initiated the negotiation process!” Oedipa 

asserted belligerently.  

André Roux now stepped in, referring with evident respect to the ex-president and the key role he played. Roux 

confirmed that the idea of a negotiated settlement would not have borne fruit had it not been for the personal support that 
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Nelson Mandela accorded it. However, he also confirmed what Steyn had said, namely that the Security Police, the NIS and 

the Department of Foreign Affairs had counselled against the “total onslaught” militarism of the Army’s leadership from 

early on, cajoling the politicians into seeking a comprehensive and lasting political settlement instead.  

“Something that I will never forget from my early days with the NIS, when I was secretary to the old Inter-Departmental 

Intelligence Committee, was the annual review we had to do for Cabinet about what to do with prisoner number 46664, 

Nelson Rolihlahla Mandela.  

“That committee convened on the 11th floor of the Concilium building in Skinner Street in Pretoria, the HQ of the NIS. It 

was roundabout 1979/80, as I recall. One of my predecessors, Cor Bekker, chaired it. All the relevant departments were 

represented. We had to advise Cabinet about Mr. Mandela’s state of health, both mentally and physically, as well as the 

likely impact that his release would have, locally and internationally. Then, already, more than ten years before his eventual 

release, it was accepted as axiomatic that Nelson Mandela should not be allowed to die in prison – his release, therefore, was 

a given, but the timing and circumstance of it had to be carefully chosen.”  

Roux allowed a moment for this statement to sink in before he continued: “I recall very vividly how a psychologist from 

the Prison Service shocked some of the high-ranking ‘brown shoes’ at that meeting. This particular officer was specifically 

tasked with studying and getting to know Madiba as well as he possibly could, which is why he was asked to attend that 

meeting and report back to us. When asked for his professional opinion regarding Mandela’s likely impact on local politics 

once released, the psychologist answered – without the slightest hesitation – that Madiba would dominate the scene with his 

personality and intellect; that there wasn’t a White politician that could ‘hold a candle’ to him, as he put it in the Afrikaans 

version of that idiom.  

“Well, one of the senior Army guys found that very difficult to swallow. He asked – quite snidely, as I recall – whether 

the psychologist was including White leaders of the calibre of Prof. Gerrit Viljoen, the then Rector of the Rand Afrikaans 

University and head of the secretive but influential Broederbond; Viljoen was regarded as probably the leading intellectual 

force in White politics at the time. This highly qualified professional from the Prison Service just looked the Army officer 

squarely in the eye and gave no ground – yes, he was including Viljoen in that equation, he confirmed adamantly.  

“Eventually, of course – when we saw Madiba’s dominant performance in the course of the CODESA negotiations for a 

new non-racial constitution – we all saw the validity of that assessment, didn’t we?” Roux concluded. 

Oedipa’s mood had swung, with her curiosity having gained the upper hand over her anger. Her interest had been piqued 

by this opportunity to hear more about the motivating forces behind the events preceding South Africa’s transition, from the 

horse’s mouth, as it were – from senior members of the former security forces themselves. She had always had the suspicion 

that, from the White side, the process had been instigated and guided by “verligte” (enlightened) elements within the 

security establishment, rather than by your common or garden-variety Afrikaner politicians. She also suspected that the true 

story of the transition – the whys and wherefores, from the perspective of those enlightened officials – had not yet been 

told… 

 “Why?” She now wanted to know. “Why did you do it? Why did you accept universal voting rights for the Blacks? You 

have just now admitted that you knew beforehand that Mandela would be a formidable opponent, and obviously you could 

do the demographic maths as well. You must have known that the ANC would win at the polls, in a one man, one vote 

election!” 

Roux seemed to hesitate a moment, his eyes seeking out Faure’s, but then he appeared to conclude that the time was 

indeed now ripe to talk about the true motives that drove the negotiated settlement from the White side.  

“You may be surprised to hear, Oedipa, that that was precisely our objective – to have Mandela bring the ANC with him 

into elected government, after having reached agreement on a liberal constitution with him and Thabo Mbeki!” 

 She could immediately see that Roux was deadly serious, making her more eager than ever for him to continue. 

However, before he would discuss the key elements of the strategy that was followed, he first wanted to explain why their 

true goals and methodologies could hitherto not have been divulged to the South African public.  

Oedipa unobtrusively switched on her laptop’s recording facility and moved it closer to him. There were so many 

questions to which she and her journalist colleagues had not been able to get satisfactory answers, back at the time of the 

negotiations. 

 “With the recent developments in the ANC, it is no longer necessary for people like me to maintain our silence about the 

planning behind the transition,” Roux began. “The internal ANC developments I’m talking about are things like the 

unceremonious dumping of Thabo Mbeki and the power grab by an unholy alliance of Africanists, populists, trade unionists 

and communists, orchestrated by the Vula Boys around their puppet, Jacob Zuma.” 

Oedipa got up and switched off the TV, in order to better concentrate on André Roux’s disclosures. 

 “If one considers the power struggle that has flared since within the ANC, about who should succeed Zuma, it is actually 

important that that silence now be broken – that we do now explain what was actually planned and why, as well as the extent 
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to which it has worked out or not. Particularly since the fear that things in fact are no longer working out has had such a 

strong bearing on this TuGStaf ‘s decision to activate their sleepers. By sharing with you my personal perceptions about the 

strategies that were followed back in those days, it will – I hope – provide you with some perspective, with a reference 

framework of sorts, for comprehending what is transpiring today.” 

Roux looked at Faure, seemed to come to some kind of decision, and then continued: “Actually, to help Pierre’s people 

understand the historical context of this crisis, I earlier typed up a memo for him, in the wee hours of this morning; I have a 

copy of it in my room which you can have. It will save us time because if I had to relate to you, verbally, all of the 

convoluted details, then we wouldn’t get much else done.” Roux grinned self-depreciatingly at her, but she eagerly motioned 

him to continue, clearly happy to afford him as much time as he needed. 

“At this moment in time, the fact that I wrote the memo must remain embargoed, till further notice. You can interpret and 

extrapolate, but not identify me as the source – that will obviously jeopardise my ability to negotiate with these people…” 

Oedipa indicated her agreement and again impatiently motioned for him to continue. 

Roux repeated, in order to emphasise, that their preference had been for the ANC to win the election and become the core 

of a new government – more particularly, the moderate wing of the ANC under Thabo Mbeki, with President Mandela as the 

initial bridge builder. This obviously wasn’t due to any ideological preference for the ANC as such, but pragmatic realism, 

accepting that non-racial elections would bring forth an essentially Black government, with the ANC viewed as the best 

available alternative from among a set of options that ranged from bad to disastrous. 

 “Now you will understand why we could never revealed our main strategic objective, because if we’d ever let slip that 

we’d actually accepted the reality that there would, demographically, be a Black government, and that our goal within that 

context pragmatically had to be to get the moderate wing of the ANC ensconced in power, then that would have been the 

proverbial ‘kiss of death’ for Mbeki and the moderates. Equally so for FW de Klerk, among the White electorate.  

“Today however, with Mbeki and his ‘non-racialist’ faction consigned to the scrapheap of history by his own people, and 

with De Klerk’s National Party long disbanded, there can be little harm in acknowledging that truth…” Roux had moved 

towards the door, as he was speaking. “I’m going to get you a copy of the memo from my room,” he said and started to 

leave, just to turn around again, as he was about to close the door behind him. He looked at Oedipa with unexpected warmth 

of emotion in his eyes: “Actually, you know, I’ve long wanted to be able to tell the world what we planned and achieved, 

because pretending that we didn’t actually foresee that the ANC would obviously win an election just makes us look bloody 

stupid! It also denies us the opportunity to lay claim to what I’ve always regarded as a remarkable political success on our 

part, a great victory, if you consider the starting point we had to build from.” With that he stepped back into the passage and 

closed the door. 

 Roux was back in less than two minutes, before any sensible conversation could start up between her and Steyn or Faure, 

who were both still looking less than enamoured with her. Roux handed her the document, which she immediately began to 

read voraciously; he then got caught up, with the other two, in following the reporting on the television set, which they had 

switched back on again.  

Oedipa immediately became immersed in the memo, which was entitled “Political-Historical Context of the Current 

Crisis”. In it Roux first set out the realities with which the White government had found itself confronted in the mid- to late 

eighties. Most critical of these was the increasingly successful efforts of the ever more politicised, more polarised Black 

masses under the loosely structured leadership of the United Democratic Front, or UDF, to make the non-White “townships” 

ungovernable. The dramatic confrontations between security forces and crowds of mostly schoolchildren had the world 

media in a feeding frenzy, which stoked international public opinion and in turn caused the economic screws to be tightened 

through sanctions.  

“In June 1986, the Government was forced to proclaim another national state of emergency. This time it was placed 

under the direction of the Police Force, no longer the Defence Force. The Police, who had a far better understanding of the 

internal situation in the country than the Defence Force, did manage in the end to bring matters in the townships under a 

semblance of control. However, the Police had no illusions. They knew that they, a very thin blue line, would not indefinitely 

be able to contain what was essentially a political struggle, and not a crime issue (South Africa always had far fewer 

policemen per head of the population than, for example, Western European democracies). With conflict flaming bright in the 

heartland, there was little sense in fighting border wars in places like Namibia. The only workable solution would be to 

negotiate a settlement. The question, though, was – with whom? 

 The crucial dilemma that the White government faced if it was to successfully negotiate a peaceful resolution to the 

conflict was that it needed a properly structured, representative and credible (internally and internationally) counterparty 

on the other side of the table. In the case of Namibia’s independence we had SWAPO and the United Nations to fill that role. 

Inside South Africa, however – if we had persisted in outlawing the ANC – we would have been left with just the radicalised, 

unstructured and undisciplined township mob, being represented (more or less) by the amorphous UDF. With them it would 
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have been a practical impossibility to negotiate due to their lack of structure and the fact that they were highly unlikely to 

agree to our basic demands, especially if they had the ANC breathing down their necks from the outside. This, quite apart 

from the fact that it would have been dangerous to accord this mixed bag of rabble-rousers, clerics, academics and student 

radicals any kind of stature by elevating them to negotiation partner. In any event, the UDF’s only cogent demand had 

always been precisely the unbanning of the ANC, in order that the latter would be able to participate directly in a National 

Convention to draw up a new constitution. 

The key question that we, the enlightened element in the intelligence community, had to ask ourselves was: which Black 

political organisation could credibly and efficiently be that much-desired negotiation partner? Which organisation would be 

capable, through their participation, of shifting the initiative in Black politics away from the revolting masses in the streets 

to a coherent team around a negotiation table, and thereby in effect render the dangerous UDF irrelevant? But, on the other 

hand – which essentially Black political organisation possessing the aforementioned potential was simultaneously so 

inherently weak, so internally divided, and so ideologically vulnerable at that point in time that there would be a realistic 

chance of the White negotiators convincing them to accept a settlement on the basis of a liberal political and economic 

dispensation that would guarantee the accommodation of the minimum demands of the White community? 

 The answer to both sets of questions was the same – the ANC. 

In the late eighties, the ANC as an armed liberation movement was reduced to a near irrelevancy – their “military bases” 

had been driven north, so that the closest were in Uganda. Their core leadership in Lusaka was still committed to 

doctrinaire Marxism, even though it was ever more evident that their main sponsor for funds and weapons, the Soviet 

Union, was itself about to pass into history. Inside the country, the ANC had no effective presence and was out of touch, with 

little real influence over events and all the running at grass-roots level being made by the UDF.  

Internally, the ANC was deeply divided – ethnically, organisationally and in terms of the strategic options being pursued. 

A very sickly Oliver Tambo was nominally in charge, but could die any day. The main ANC offices in Lusaka, Luanda and 

London each had their own agendas as well as their own horses in the succession race. The decades-old cleft between so-

called Africanists and Non-Racialists (terms which, within the ANC, had acquired their own particular meaning, 

designating its two main tendencies) was very much in evidence. The ANC was therefore indeed very weak and divided, yet 

it was still the hard men of the armed wing, like Chris Hani and Mac Maharaj, who effectively controlled the movement and 

who still believed in the Marxist-Leninist doctrine of winning total political power through the barrel of a gun.  

The key question, therefore, was whether the somewhat academic and Bohemian non-racialist faction around Mbeki 

could unseat the ANC’s hawks and then agree to the compromises we sought – a daunting challenge for us to try and 

manage if ever there was one!  

Yet, the inescapable conclusion remained that the ANC simply had to be our main negotiation partner. Without the 

presence of the ANC, it would not matter how one tried to dress up the proceedings as a widely representative and 

democratic national convention, nor however many other parties were present. Without the ANC there, it simply would not 

pass muster. The ANC therefore had to be brought in and had to be brought round to our point of view – something that 

could only conceivably be achieved via its nascent “negotiationist” element.  

Given that inescapable reality, our strategy needed to be to facilitate the moderate “non-racialist” faction  taking control 

of the negotiations and excluding or controlling their hawks – just as we knew we would have to do with our own hawks. 

Then we would have to get this new moderate ANC to abandon its Marxist-Leninist ideology, as well as their then economic 

policy predicated on wholesale nationalisation, in favour of a liberal democracy with respect for individual human rights, a 

free market and guaranteed rights to private property.  

At that time, the leadership situation within the ANC was fast approaching the tipping point, with Oliver Tambo obviously 

hovering at death’s door. If the moderates could not be boosted to take charge before that happened, then Chris Hani would 

surely have taken over as the official ANC leader, and the only negotiation that would then have been possible would have 

been about the modalities of our complete surrender. 

The ace in the pack that we as intelligence analysts identified was the mythical stature that Nelson Mandela had been 

elevated to – both internationally and among Black South Africans. The man who had not been seen on the public stage for 

close to three decades had been very successfully built up to pop star status by Thabo Mbeki. A cult of martyrdom had been 

created around him, which was used to both symbolise the ANC and its Struggle and to demonise the South African 

Government as his jailers. Ironically, within the leadership structures of the ANC itself, Mandela was not a factor. He was a 

prisoner, after all, out of circulation and without the means to participate or influence policy decisions – his only value to 

them resided in the opportunity to exploit his martyr status to garner and focus public sympathy. 

What we realised was that, by so successfully building Mandela up into a mega star, the ANC had potentially painted 

themselves into a corner – because, should we release him, and should he return to active politics, then the ANC would find 

it very hard to disown him or go against the political direction that he advocated. They would have to follow him – 
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particularly if Tambo was no more, or seriously incapacitated – because they themselves had built Mandela up into being 

the living personification of the ANC in the eyes of the world and of the Black masses. He, on his own, could give more than 

ample credibility to any negotiations that he opted to participate in, and his stature would allow him to bring the masses 

with him, also with regard to such compromises as he would agree to. 

To us in the civilian intelligence community, there was no doubt that the ANC was our ideal counterparty, being on the 

one hand weak and internally divided, with a failed ideology and failing main sponsor,  but on the other hand enjoying the 

kind of media stature that would nevertheless give it credibility. Most of all, it was a movement that had made itself the 

hostage of one man whom they had deified on the world stage – a man that they had no real contact with, and could thus not 

really control… A man that we had been talking to for a number of years already, a man that saw the writing on the wall for 

the Soviet Union and Communism and, most important of all – a man that we knew wanted to negotiate… 

Oedipa’s cell phone rang and, thinking at first it was Levison again, she hastily reached inside her bag, only to realise that 

it was her own phone ringing, not the one that Engelbrecht had left with her. 

“Oedipa? It’s me – Annelie…” Oedipa heard her erstwhile schoolmate sob. “What the hell is going on? Is this story true? 

Please – you must tell me what you know about it!” 

The unmistakable fear and consternation in Annelie’s voice shocked Oedipa almost as much as her own initial alarm at 

the thought that her friend might somehow have divined that Oedipa was the “reputable journalist” referred to in the 

television news reports. 

“Annelie! Why are you asking me this?!” 

Annelie sounded taken aback for a moment, even hurt. “Why? Because you journalists know about things, of course! I 

told my husband earlier that you’d phoned me out of the blue. Then, when these terrible news reports started coming up on 

the TV, he said that I should phone and ask if you know what was really going on – that your call may not have been a 

coincidence... We’re scared, Oedipa! Everybody here’s very, very scared and very uncertain about everything too – because 

we don’t know if we can trust the local broadcasters. But you, you’re different – I know I can trust you – can’t I?” 

Oedipa suddenly felt a lump in her throat, despite the different tune Annelie was now singing compared to their earlier 

conversation. Of course they would be scared! Shitless, she herself would have been!  

She could just imagine the consternation that would be reigning in most South African households.  

“I’m afraid that it is true, Annelie. Or at least, we need to assume that it’s true. These are diabolically clever, well-

prepared people, who will stop at nothing.” She remembered those cold eyes of Gabriel Engelbrecht and shivered – indeed, 

they would stop at nothing… 

“Goeie God!” was all that Annelie could say, repeating it three or four times like a prayer, rather than swearing. 

“All I can say is that you have to be very careful, and you have to be prepared for this thing to drag on for quite a while – 

stock up on supplies, do you understand?” 

Annelie made an affirmative noise, in a strangled-sounding manner. 

“Where’s Deon? What’s does he say about all this?” The question was out before Oedipa could stop herself. 

“I can’t get hold of him!” Annelie wailed. “He told me two days ago that he was taking time off, something about going 

fishing with his mates up at Henties in Namibia – didn’t know him to be much…” 

The line suddenly went dead and Oedipa couldn’t call back, try as she might – also getting (like Danie Steyn had) a 

network saturation message. 

Frustrated, she threw the phone back into her bag and returned to reading Roux’s memorandum. 

“The crux, therefore, was to determine what Mandela’s stand would be with regard to the format and goals of 

constitutional negotiations. In which direction would he lead the ANC? Would he accept negotiations aimed at building a 

broad national consensus that would thus inevitably require compromise, or would he support the hawks in the ANC and 

insist on unconditional capitulation by the White Government, as if militarily defeated – with any negotiations limited to the 

modalities of the transfer of unfettered power? 

Would Mandela be willing to step back from the Marxist economic model to which the comrades in Lusaka were still 

wedded? Would he be willing, or indeed able, to lead the ANC to acceptance of a liberal Western-style participatory 

democracy based on individual human rights, plus a free market with protection for private property – also the property that 

Whites had acquired and built up over the preceding three centuries? Would he be willing to legitimise the existing Public 

Service and institutions of state so that the bureaucrats would retain their positions and pensions? Very importantly – would 

he agree to a general amnesty so that no Nuremberg-style trials would be instituted against office bearers of the White 

government?    

It must never be forgotten that, at that time, Oliver Tambo’s ANC was still controlled by people who were committed to 

the armed struggle, to winning total power, with no interest in compromise and certainly not in flipping over from their 
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cherished ideal of establishing an Afro-socialist utopia to a free enterprise state protecting the “ill-gotten gains” of the 

Whites.  

They were, in any event, convinced that the Whites would never negotiate in good faith to establish majority rule. 

Jabulani Nxumalo (popularly known as Comrade Mzala), one of the ANC’s “outstanding political commissars”, for 

example wrote in early 1990 – shortly before the announcement, in early February that same year, of Mandela’s release: 

“There is no prospect of the Apartheid regime under De Klerk agreeing to the most elementary demands of the ANC such as 

the establishment of a one person, one vote system.”  

 Accordingly, most in the ANC were committed to the idea of defeating the hated “Boere” militarily and in that way 

winning it all for themselves, unfettered – after all, was that not what other African liberation movements had achieved with 

armed struggle in Algeria, Mozambique, Angola and Zimbabwe? So why should they settle for less? 

At this point in her reading of Roux’s memorandum, it was the turn of Faure’s secure phone to ring. It was the DGSE chef 

de poste in Pretoria, who conveyed cryptically that Apollo seemed ready and willing to take the bit between his teeth and 

was likely to contact Faure within the next 24 hours. The chef de poste then briefly informed Pierre about a conversation that 

he had just had with one of his contacts at the NIA. According to this contact, the NIA was still determinedly pursuing the 

notion of “counter-revolutionaries” being the true force behind TuGStaf and Projek Eksodus. It was evident to the DGSE 

man in Pretoria that, whatever disinformation may have been fed to the NIA, it suited their internal political purpose 

perfectly, affording them what little excuse they needed for getting at their own political opposition within. Such strong-arm 

measures would also serve to warn off others within the ANC who might have been considering trying to exploit the coming 

conflict and confusion to challenge or blame the “Chief”. 

According to what was told to the DGSE’s station chief, the NIA was preparing a blacklist of suspects – unreconciled 

remnants of the previous administration still occupying senior positions, as well as key figures among the suspected 

“capitalist backers”. These “traitors” would be picked up within the hour, in concentrated pre-dawn raids.  

Faure thanked his colleague and quickly related the conversation to the others, without referring to the part about Apollo, 

of course. Roux just shook his head: “They are taking the bait – hook, line and sinker!” They’re going to divide and weaken 

their own forces tremendously with this kind of raid!”  

Oedipa immediately read into this that Roux was implying that clever White people were again successfully manipulating 

dumb Blacks into doing things against their own best interest, and started angrily taking Roux to task over this. He would 

have none of it, however – evidently too preoccupied with what was going on in the country of his birth to be willing to 

waste time on PC debates with her. He therefore cut her short, rather unceremoniously.  

“Look, madame, I agree that these things are very complex indeed. However, contrary to what you seem to think, my own 

analysis is not based on prejudice. Obviously TuGStaf planted the supposed evidence of this so-called counter-revolutionary 

plot. But equally obviously, it suits the powers that be to act as if they believe it – given the present disarray in the ANC’s 

own ranks around the succession struggle, there’s every reason for those who want to settle scores to see this story as an 

opportunity to deal once and for all with their internal enemies. It should be obvious that these people would naturally want 

to clean house before they have to confront a White secessionist threat.”  

Faure now stepped in: “We have always seen South Africa as a powder keg, and not only in simplistic terms of Black 

versus White. Exactly because of the very many diverse forces and interests that could be let loose and at each other’s 

throats if a free-for-all should develop when law and order breaks down. It would be like Pandora’s box being opened, even 

if it was just the tiniest bit, because nobody would then be able to close the lid again. Or, if you will, like somebody trying to 

set off just a small explosion in a powder magazine, and the whole thing then going up in sympathetic detonation… 

“Mark my words – before the dust finally settles on all of this, we are going to see White pitted against White, Black 

pitted against Black, in ways that couldn’t honestly have been foreseen. Because the only law that will reign, when the usual 

order is destabilised as seriously as we now see, is the law of unintended consequences!” 

Listening to them theorising like that, Danie Steyn had worked himself into a barely contained fury. The events they were 

dissecting were, after all, not playing out in a sterile laboratory, but in the place where his children were so very directly in 

harm’s way. Faure’s words clearly resonated with him and he now spoke up, more forcefully than Oedipa had seen hitherto.  

“Precisely! That’s what we’ve always said – the old order was not perfect, but it was better than lawless chaos, and thus 

we had to uphold its laws till such time as an orderly transition could be negotiated, in peace! The same applies now – this 

TuGStaf cannot try and force its will upon the existing order, ignoring constitutional channels! The current laws must be 

upheld, and if they want their Volkstaat so badly, they have to negotiate for it, peacefully!  

“I hate politics, because the only thing that it is governed by is exactly what Pierre has said – this inescapable bloody ‘law 

of unintended consequences’... 

“People start things that they cannot finish, and which then spiral out of control. Like these stupid, stupid pre-dawn raids. 

I don’t give a damn about the whys and wherefores that you have been dissecting – I had to participate in too many of that 
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kind of raid in my day, and I can tell you that it’s going to stir things up in the country like you cannot believe. It will make 

the urban unrest and protests of the past few years about service delivery look like a Sunday school picnic. People will be 

forced into taking sides, albeit unwillingly... And André is right – if they pick up senior officers in the security services, then 

it will more than likely paralyse our army and police at a very crucial time!” 

The thought made Steyn visibly tremble with anger and concern and, when he continued, his voice was filled with 

anguish: “Christ! How I wish to be back there now, with my children!”  

Steyn swung now to Faure: “I don’t believe that we’re going to achieve anything here, chasing after this damn bank 

account! I’m giving this one more day, then I’m going back home. Understand?!” 

The DGSE man had both hands up, his palms out, waving them up and down in the universal motion of urging calm. 

“Listen people, we need some composure here, don’t you think? Nothing disastrous has happened yet – basically just a lot of 

bluffing and posturing. For all we know, nothing more is going to happen – just remember all the dire predictions in 1994, 

of which absolutely nothing came to pass in the end!  

“In any event, we’ve come this far and this is our only real lead, such as it is… So – let’s see what tomorrow morning’s 

meeting with that financial broker Lettsome brings… Then, thereafter, we can advise Paris whether we think it’s a good idea 

to continue on this piste, or rather fly back…” 

Steyn seemed to calm down some, but Oedipa could see that inwardly he was still seething. “OK, OK!” was his only 

response, before turning away again and marching across to the window to stare out to sea… Something in her stirred at the 

sight of this handsome man for the first time displaying real assertiveness. That’s more like it! she thought. At least he had 

emotions – a heart and balls – not just clinical analysis, like what Roux seemed to be made of.  

Oedipa drained the last drop from the bottle of Mexican Corona beer she had taken from the minibar, drinking it the 

traditional way from the bottle, past a wedge of lemon stuck in the neck. Her nonchalance had the others staring at her, and 

she instinctively spoke up. 

“I’ve been thinking about what you wrote in your memo about your negotiation strategy, as well as what that NIA man 

said about Mbeki and his supporters being ‘bought’ by White capital at the time of the CODESA talks, to get them to 

abandon their communist ideology. What you wrote, and what this NIA guy is saying, isn’t that far apart, you know. And 

even Winnie Mandela not so long ago claimed that Madiba ‘sold out’ in 1994. It also fits with what I read a while back, 

something written by John Pilger, if I recall correctly… 

“He also claimed that the South African money barons and the White government shared the aim of splitting the ANC. 

What struck me at the time was that he emphasised that Thabo Mbeki had lauded the compromises of 1994, whilst others in 

the ANC described it as treason – a view that has lately, of course, been expressed quite openly by others in the ANC. Pilger 

mentioned in support of this thesis that George Soros, the finance mogul, said somewhere that under Mbeki South Africa 

was solidly in the hands of international capital. He also quoted the United Nations Development Programme as saying that 

GEAR, the Mbeki government’s economic policy, was in essence no different to the economic policy of the last White 

government…” 

 Faure snorted his Gallic snort, then added how astounded he had been to read in the Mail & Guardian newspaper, a while 

back, that a ridiculous rumour was even circulating that the White Government killed Nelson Mandela in prison, and then 

released an imposter in his place, who was used to sucker the ANC into the 1994 “sell-out…” 

Roux just smiled a wry smile, shaking his head, which reminded Oedipa of his memo. She took it up again, now even 

more intrigued. 

“One of the most disturbing realities that emerged in the late eighties was that our White business leaders were starting 

to run scared. Another was that our access to foreign capital was drying up – our reserves barely covered two months’ 

worth of imports, and we had to declare a unilateral debt standstill because we could no longer meet our external 

obligations. Without a political settlement, we were therefore running the very real risk of militarily still controlling the 

land, but it becoming an empty shell, incapable of providing our children with the kind of life that we wished for them. 

It was evident that, without such a settlement, we would endlessly have to suppress the aspirations of the majority by 

force, thereby condemning our sons to a life of perpetual internal warfare within their own borders. The odds, long term, 

were stacked against us being able to maintain such oppression forever, due to simple demographics and to the fact that the 

economy could disintegrate, depriving us of our technological superiority.  

Which brings another key point to the fore – it must not be forgotten that the Afrikaner himself had historically been at the 

forefront of armed resistance against colonial aggression in Africa, fighting the mighty British Empire to a standstill in the 

first modern-day guerrilla war. From own experience, we therefore knew full well that the aspirations of oppressed people 

could not forever be denied; not by brute force alone. Especially not if the wielders of that force could be portrayed as non-

indigenous oppressors. We could recall our own Afrikaner rebellion of 1914 and how easily that was put down by an 

Afrikaner-led government, compared to how tough the British had found it a decade or so earlier to counter the self-same 
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guerrilla leaders. In other words, we understood very well that the restless Black masses who were making the townships 

ungovernable, and upon whose labour our economy depended, could only successfully be brought to order by a Black-led 

government, not a White one. 

But probably the most telling realisation at the time concerned the rapidly escalating loss of legitimacy, which had 

crossed over into full-blown moral opprobrium. The Afrikaner nation was running the risk of being indelibly branded as the 

most brutal racists on the planet. The sports and cultural boycotts initially didn’t hurt too much – at least in terms of actual 

deprivation. However, what increasingly started to weigh on our thinking was the realisation that we were seriously at risk 

of being banned from any and all kind of intercourse with the rest of the planet, exactly at a time when globalisation was 

becoming the dominant reality.  

One must never forget that the raison d’être of Apartheid had been to retain, at the southern tip of Africa, a small oasis of 

Western European culture and civilisation. For us to be so rudely cut off from our cultural kin in the West, to be banished 

from that family because we had forfeited all moral legitimacy, having become an active embarrassment, was to negate 

completely the original intent of Apartheid. What purpose would it serve to bequeath to our children their own little White 

parcel of Africa but, in exchange for that, to lose for them their place among the nations of the world? To condemn them to 

perpetual isolation and conflict?  

Each one of us, the senior officials who had to live with the possibility of being placed on a UN blacklist of human rights 

violators, and of being hauled in front of an international court of justice, were also obviously very much concerned about 

this growing loss of legitimacy.  

It had become evident that, for the survival of our people, we had to restore our legitimacy – and we had to do it before 

Oliver Tambo died and Hani took over the ANC, as well as before the Soviet Union finally collapsed, because with that 

latter threat gone, the West would no longer feel any need to continue their under-the-table cooperation with us, and we 

would be left standing utterly alone (with the Soviet imperialist threat on the decline by 1990, we also naturally felt much 

safer about negotiating with the ANC, whom we could henceforth deal with as fellow African nationalists, and no longer as 

the proxies of Moscow). 

So, negotiation it had to be, and Nelson Mandela and Thabo Mbeki simply had to be convinced to participate and 

compromise, as well as to be assisted to position themselves so as to take the control of the ANC out of the hands of the 

hawks. History shows that we were supremely successful in achieving exactly that outcome – for thirteen years, that is…  

Having reached the end of the document, Oedipa dwelled for a moment on the reference to the demise of the Soviet 

Union. Would De Klerk’s embrace of negotiations with the ANC have been at all possible had it not been for the fall of the 

Berlin Wall? she mused. With the threat of Soviet imperialism gone, and therewith the elimination of any risk that the ANC 

could be used as a Trojan horse to get hold of South Africa’s mineral wealth, the White government felt free to risk 

negotiations. Equally, would the ANC have been willing to negotiate and compromise if it still had at its back a powerful 

Soviet Union with international communism in the ascendancy? Not bloody likely, Oedipa thought… 

Roux’s quickly drafted memo had helped her to better understand why the De Klerk government promoted negotiation as 

a strategy, but it had stopped short of explaining what the goals of the White government were for the negotiation process 

itself. She now looked up questioningly at Roux, but he was still glued to the TV set – as were Steyn and Faure. 

“Dr. Roux!” she called and held out the memo to him when he turned to face her. “Thanks, I have finished reading it. 

Interesting. Very enlightening.”  

He nodded in appreciation of her praise, but then frowned at her next words, which she uttered almost accusingly as a 

shortcoming in his dissertation: “However, it doesn’t explain what your negotiating strategy and goals were.” 

She saw his reaction and continued in a more conciliatory tone: “Your people were obviously neither dumb nor just 

fatalistic. You still controlled enormous power, had many cards that you could play… So, you must have had a game plan. 

What did you set out to achieve; what was your bottom line?” 

André Roux laughed. “If with your reference to ‘you’, Oedipa, you mean ‘us’, the intelligence people who were in favour 

of negotiations, then I must confess that initially – in the midst of the turbulence of the eighties – our overriding objective 

was simply to get talks going, no matter how or in what form. This was to prepare the ground and to serve as a testbed for 

us, to see if negotiation was in fact a real possibility. Also to blunt the claws of the hawks on both sides a bit. 

“Kobie Coetsee, the then Minister of Justice and Prisons, who was the influential leader of the National Party in the Free 

State province, was fortunately receptive to our ideas. He met Nelson Mandela at the end of 1986 for the first time. 

Following that, on the day before Christmas that year, Colonel Gawie Marx, the head of Pollsmoor prison, took Madiba out 

on the first of numerous orientation trips. You must have seen, I’m sure, the Pollsmoor prison farm – near the university 

town of Stellenbosch, where you studied – there where Mr. Mandela lived in a nice house on the grounds, complete with his 

own butler in attendance. The orientation trips were necessary because, remember, Mandela had been locked up for more 

than two decades and had no idea what was going on in the real world outside…. 
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“It was only 30 months later, in July 1989, that the ‘Big Crocodile’, President PW Botha, agreed to receive Nelson 

Mandela. Fortunately, shortly thereafter – in September of that year – FW de Klerk succeeded Botha as president. And, to 

all intents and purposes, it was only under his leadership that the question of what our strategic objectives should be for the 

first time even became politically relevant, for it was only then that National Party politicians really became receptive to the 

idea of a negotiated New South Africa.” 

At this point Roux stopped and suggested that they order room service dinner. It could well turn into a long night and they 

would be wise to nourish themselves while they could. Oedipa realised that she, too, was feeling peckish, and she wanted 

another Corona – a lovely light beer of which one could drink a few in this tropical heat without suffering the usual 

consequences.  Faure did the honours over the phone and when that was accomplished, Oedipa immediately prodded Roux 

to continue, eager to make the most of this opportunity to hear straight from the horse’s mouth what the White 

establishment’s thoughts and plans had been at the time. 

Andre Roux wasn’t averse to obliging her, obviously quite comfortable in the role of resident guru, but also appreciating 

the opportunity to help her better understand his people’s side of the equation. 

 “De Klerk didn’t have a strong ideological streak and wasn’t all that interested in overarching strategies. His strength was 

his instinct for the tactical. He quickly understood that we were at a critical juncture in history; that there was a window of 

opportunity that had opened before us but which could slam shut at any moment. On the positive side, the Berlin Wall had 

fallen and the Soviet Union was on its knees; the ANC was internally divided and militarily impotent, not to mention 

demoralised. But most important of all, the preceding three years of the carefully controlled contact and initiation of Nelson 

Mandela into the realities of the late eighties had demonstrated that Madiba also believed that the time was right to talk and 

to compromise, rather than to fight.  

 “On the negative side was the prospect that the collapse of the Soviet Union and the end of the Cold War would remove 

the last remaining reason for the West to cooperate with us. We could therefore expect nothing but intensified global 

pressure. South Africa’s economy was teetering under sanctions and the lack of foreign capital, and then there was the real 

danger that Oliver Tambo could die and be succeeded by Chris Hani, which would have made it very difficult indeed for 

Mandela and Mbeki to sway the ANC onto a moderate course.” 

Roux went on to explain that De Klerk quickly grasped their point that a few judicious tactical moves could bear fruit in a 

multitude of ways. Should he free Mandela from prison and unban the ANC, allowing it to legally participate in South 

African politics, he would thereby gain the credible, properly structured negotiation counterpart that was so urgently needed. 

Legalising the ANC and accepting the idea of a constitutional convention would also deprive the dangerous UDF of their 

main demand and essentially also deprive them of their raison d’être, with the ANC certain to supplant the UDF in the 

attention of the media and the public mind. These moves would also confront the ANC with its own internal policy conflicts 

– they would be like the proverbial dog that chased busses all its life and then finally catches one: what to do now?  

On top of all these benefits, such calculated tactical moves would immediately begin the relegitimisation of the Afrikaner 

and would mobilise the support of the business sector as well as Western governments for the process of negotiation and 

compromise. With Mandela’s international stature, any negotiation process that he participated in, and any settlement agreed 

to by him, would ipso facto be credible. 

Oedipa was once again getting impatient. What she desired were specifics – what had their objectives been, exactly? 

Which concrete outcomes had they strived for? She tried to prod Roux towards more speed by means of reference to the 

food that would soon be arriving. 

He responded with a pleasant laugh, obviously now quite relaxed. “OK, I know that I tend to get too embroiled in all the 

details!” he apologised. “So, short and sweet – we wanted a democracy that would uphold the rule of law, with protection of 

individual human rights, including the right to own private property, and we wanted an economic system based on private 

enterprise and the free market. We wanted our image rehabilitated with our legitimacy restored, our careers and pensions 

safe, plus a general amnesty and no fear of Nuremberg-style trials.  

“Of course we knew that numerically we had no hope of winning one man, one vote elections since the National Party 

had historically been built exclusively around White people and, more specifically, the Afrikaner. Because we also knew 

that nothing less than full democracy would be acceptable, we knew that having one man, one vote elections was simply 

unavoidable. Therefore, probably our most vital objective had to be to ensure that power would not end up in the hands of 

the township masses or the communist cum Afro-socialist populists of the PAC, or the radical wing of the ANC.  

“The only realistic way of achieving this was to turn the ANC, the likely winner, completely around. Turn them around 

one hundred and eighty degrees – away from their Marxist-Leninist ideological foundations as a revolutionary movement, to 

become instead a conventional political party capable of shouldering the responsibilities of governing a modern state with an 

advanced economy.” 
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Oedipa was quite staggered to hear this. She well remembered the Stalinist ANC of old and their fondness of Marxist-

Leninist rhetoric. For the first time she realised just what a tall order these Boere had set themselves…   

“We had hoped, of course, that the concept of a government of national unity would be accepted so that we would, in 

years ahead, still be able to participate in the mechanics of governance. But in essence we knew that Mbeki and the 

moderates, the ‘Non-Racialists’ in ANC parlance, would need to be assisted in taking control of the ANC. We knew that we 

had to allow them sufficient successes in the negotiation process so that with such achievements they would be able to 

convince and build a working majority from among the broader ANC constituency. We knew, therefore, that we would not 

be able to play hardball – because if we tried to visibly best Mandela and Mbeki in the negotiations, the biggest losers would 

be ourselves.” 

Roux paused to allow this last truth to sink in and, against this backdrop, Oedipa felt that she now understood some of the 

drama that she had seen play out during the negotiations, when she had wondered whether the formerly so tough National 

Party politicians had suddenly gone soft. 

“Even without our hands tied behind our backs by this reality, it was clearly not going to be easy to achieve these goals – 

that much we knew from the outset. Just look at where we had to start from – practically the entire ANC top structure were 

card-carrying members of the hard-line Stalinist SA Communist Party of the time. Even Nelson Mandela, in his younger 

days, wrote a book entitled “How to be a Good Communist” – which is probably why the CIA tipped off the Security Police 

in 1962 that Mandela, posing as a chauffeur, would be driving with an accomplice from Durban to Johannesburg; the police 

pulled them over at Cedara in Natal. It was thus the American tip that led directly to Mandela’s arrest, conviction and 

imprisonment.”  

 Oedipa was a little startled by this last revelation, and she saw Roux and Steyn both grin at her reaction – so Steyn 

obviously knew about that as well, she noted.  

Roux pressed on, at the quickened pace she had demanded: “Furthermore, it was ingrained in the propaganda of the ANC 

that power comes from the barrel of a gun, not from negotiation. Also, that the Whites had ‘stolen’ from Blacks everything 

the Whites came to possess, so that redistribution of wealth was a right to which the dispossessed and impoverished Blacks 

were entitled; that the enormous gap in prosperity between the racial groups had to be bridged by means of the state 

requisitioning and redistributing those assets.” 

Fortunately, according to Roux, the White government had been able to count on the assistance of the business sector, 

which had every reason to help convince ANC leaders of the material benefits of the free market system. If need be, in 

directly personal terms. Coopting them to sit around the corporate fleshpots, with their children sponsored into private 

schools, or awarding them lucrative contracts … the West, also, with its many strategic interests and investments in South 

Africa, could be reckoned upon to exert a strong influence in favour of Western norms and economic models. 

Potentially the most difficult goal to achieve, Roux now said, was the relegitimisation of the existing institutions of state 

and the Public Service. This had to entail that Apartheid-era bureaucrats would not lose their jobs or pensions, even in the 

Police and Defence Force. There had to be reconciliation rather than revenge, with a proper legal mechanism for amnesty. 

The public image of the once demonised White political leaders of the “Apartheid state” also needed to be rehabilitated to 

the point of them being able once again to travel the world freely, without stigma. In brief, the transition had to be 

evolutionary, not revolutionary, with the New South Africa being built upon the constitutional foundations and through the 

mechanisms and parliamentary procedures of the Old. The new Black government had to accept being bound by the legal 

commitments and obligations entered into by its White predecessors. 

Here Roux seemed a little defensive and on edge – he admitted that the issue of relegitimisation had been one of the 

primary concerns of the bureaucrats, including – and perhaps especially – the security advisors. It is possible, he confessed, 

that the short-term gains to be won in this regard blinded them somewhat to the possibility that the deals being struck with 

the moderates may not retain the everlasting loyalty of the hawks, who – it is now clear – were only going along for tactical 

reasons of their own…  

André Roux concluded his explanation with more emotion than she would have credited him with: “In essence, though, 

our overriding goal was more philosophical and existential in nature, rather than being merely practical-functional. It was to 

re-establish the Afrikaner as an accepted and valued fellow African, rather than a European settler, in order that we and our 

children could live and prosper in the country of our birth for generations to come, albeit as a minority…” 

Their room service arrived and, as she nibbled on her prawn cocktail, Oedipa mused to herself that, upon reflection, Roux 

and his political masters had indeed achieved the goals which he had outlined, despite what were, in hindsight, tremendous 

odds stacked against them. Achieved, yes, at the 1994 settlement, and at least for the first thirteen-fourteen years 

thereafter… 

The unrest in the townships ended with the 1994 elections, to the great relief of the business community in particular, who 

also rejoiced in the lifting of the sanctions and boycotts and the opening up of new markets. Foreign investment started to 
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flow again. The currency held its value, more or less, thanks to the embrace of Western economic precepts by the erstwhile 

Marxist-Leninist revolutionaries who – now clad in business suits – were being fêted as VIP guests at Davos, as well as in 

Washington at meetings of the Bretton-Woods institutions. In these forums, their conversion to liberal economic and 

monetary policy was held up as a model to the Third World.  

This transformation was almost breathtaking, she had to admit. 

Not the least of the achievements was the fact that White public servants and officers in the security forces retained their 

posts, or could opt for compensation packages by accepting early retirement. There were no Nuremberg trials, with the late 

PW Botha’s family even being offered a state funeral by President Mbeki upon Botha’s death. Very rapidly the stain of 

Apartheid seemed to wash off South African Whites, who were once again welcome on the world’s playing fields, in 

academic and cultural institutions and in globalised life in general. Winning the Rugby World Cup twice crowned it all for 

White South Africans, who also contributed in no small way to the successful hosting of the 2010 Soccer World Cup... 

Yet now these successes, the very notion of the “rainbow nation” was under threat – because Mbeki’s moderates couldn’t 

in the end deliver to the Black masses the basic necessities of their daily existence. This failure opened the opportunity for 

Mbeki’s arch-enemies, the ex-Vula Boys, to herd together all the disgruntled politicos who could not find a spot for sticking 

their snouts into the feeding trough, and to also deftly play the ethnic card against the “Xhosa Nostra” to unseat Mbeki. 

The ANC, as the once structured and disciplined negotiation partner, had degenerated into fractious cliques of 

opportunistic power grabbers squabbling already about succession and division of future spoils, in a manner that seemed to 

most reward the more vocal and radically populist among them… Of leadership there was very little evidence, she thought.   

Then it struck her that these opportunistic new ANC leaders, too, were miscalculating, being too clever by half in wanting 

to have the entire cake for themselves. Seriously blundering by abandoning Mandela’s wise goal of keeping the moderate 

Afrikaner inside the proverbial tent, by instead now pushing the Afrikaner into having to choose between fight or flight. In 

this manner, the cake that they were trying to grab all to themselves was about to be trampled underfoot.  

Oedipa recalled what Levison had earlier said to Roux about being too clever for one’s own good. “Slim vang sy baas” 

were his words – in a moment of insight she realised that both sides may be about to find themselves caught out by what 

they seemed to regard as their clever political scheming…   

.o0o. 
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Chapter 12 

 

When she eventually went to bed, Oedipa couldn’t sleep. Too many questions kept spinning around in her head. Was she 

getting paranoid, she wondered – suspecting everyone and everything? Frustrated, she propped herself up against the pillow 

and, with her laptop resting where its name suggested it should be, she started surfing the internet for information about the 

nefarious Third Force. 

When she googled the term, she was astounded by the volume of articles about Third Force-related shenanigans, real and 

imagined, that spewed forth. Acts of political violence mostly perpetrated in support of Zulu chief Gatsha Buthelezi’s 

Inkatha Freedom Party – and it was undeniably the Apartheid-era military that had trained, armed and directed Gatsha’s 

ferocious impis. She found many references to secret projects of this nature, such as Operation Katzen and Operation 

Marion, conceived by the former SA Defence Force. There were many references as well to the escalating outbreaks of 

savage intimidation by Zulu hostel dwellers in the strategic Witwatersrand mining region around Johannesburg, during the 

period of intense political conflict to determine the final constitutional accords prior to the 1994 elections – accords and 

elections which, in the end, only came about after the right to self-determination for minorities had grudgingly been 

included...  

Thereafter, almost willy-nilly, any problem containing an element of Black-on-Black violence was attributed to the Third 

Force – lately even the xenophobic violence of 2008 against migrants from outside South Africa, committed by disgruntled 

local Blacks. All of these incidents had been attributed by some or other official spokesperson to instigation by this 

mysterious and convenient latter-day “Third Force” – which, to Oedipa, showed political opportunism, but also the enduring 

depth of the fear inspired by the well-orchestrsted actions of decades before.  

The Truth and Reconciliation Commission later confirmed the hand of those that Roux referred to as the “brown shoes” in 

most of the actual incidents of this kind that had occurred before and during the transition period of the early nineties. This 

gave credence to Roux’s assertion that TuGStaf’s operatives were indeed skilled and experienced in instigating mayhem in 

this most underhand manner. It made her realise, too, that putting the preparations in place for Exodus all those years ago 

had been, at the time, part of a deliberate and, of necessity, tandem approach – TuGStaf prepared its eventual military 

enforcement capacity in the form of Exodus, whilst it was simultaneously going all out to ensure inclusion of the 

constitutional right to self-determination, bloodily forcing the latter upon the major negotiating parties in 1994 through 

Third Force violence… 

 What also struck her as she browsed these articles about secret activities by the then security forces, were the number of 

references (albeit loosely related) that kept popping up in connection with cooperation between the pre-1994 South African 

intelligence services and their Western counterparts.  There was quite a lot of reporting, for instance, about the close 

personal ties that the then head of Swiss Military Intelligence, Peter Regli, maintained with senior members of the South 

African services. The British and the Americans had also actively cooperated with Apartheid South Africa – to the extent 

even of entering into a formal accord with them for the systematic and large-scale interception of communications. This 

tripartite agreement was concluded in 1980, during a meeting hosted by the British at their highly sensitive Government 

Communications Headquarters (GCHQ) at Cheltenham, attended by the South Africans and representatives of the National 

Security Agency, the USA’s specialist eavesdroppers and code breakers. As a consequence of this agreement, Oedipa learnt, 

the NSA had actually posted some of their staff at the South African facilities at Silvermine, on the cliffs above the naval 

base at Simon’s Town, near Cape Town.  

She came across an interesting research paper on cooperation between the Germans and the South Africans, delivered in 

1999 at a conference hosted by the Akademie für Politische Bildung in Tutzing and she remembered what the BND man, 

Dieter, had said about the subject during the meeting in Munich. 

Oedipa also noticed that South Africa’s intelligence operatives had enjoyed cooperation from beyond the ranks of their 

professional counterparts – in conservative political circles in the USA and Britain, influential figures had lent their names 

to, and participated in, the political influencing campaigns conducted by the International Freedom Foundation (a front 

organisation headquartered in Washington DC, but set up and funded for the most part by South African Military 

Intelligence). In France, there had also been a dedicated group of pro-South African activists who were often tied in with the 

French far right, and who were assiduously cultivated and managed by female South African agents with names like Moira 

and Lydia, who used the French-South African friendship organisation as their cover… 

Having seen the friendship between André Roux and Pierre Faure, and having heard Dieter express similar positive 

sentiments about his Apartheid-era South African colleague, she wondered how widespread such personal ties among 

influential intelligence professionals had been and how many such relationships still endured? Worse still – how many 
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organisations and individuals from the European and North American far right may today still be willing to assist their 

White South African friends and former allies? Not to mention the influence and might of international corporations, who – 

with billions at stake – may already be doing so on the quiet? 

What she had also noticed on the internet was the tidal wave of microblogs and indications of sympathy, if not outright 

support, on websites and pages that she surmised TuGStaf had initiated. With their IT expertise, and their skills in the art of 

psychological operations, they had obviously taken to social networking in a big way and were mobilising a sizeable 

constituency… TuGStaf obviously had agents of influence in place who were milking sites like Facebook, Google + and 

Twitter for all their worth.  

Where else would they have sympathisers? she wondered. 

All the possible permutations regarding who and what Projek Eksodus could in truth be had her head in a whirl. It was a 

cat’s nest of plausible conspiracy theories and again she wondered if she wasn’t getting slightly paranoid about it all…  

On the spur of the moment, she fired off an e-mail to one of her editors – for the attention of the paper’s research staff – 

asking for all the background information they could dig up on Pierre Faure, as well as on Dr. André Roux. Then, on a 

hunch, she asked for any information they could lay their hands on about cooperation in the development of nuclear-armed 

missiles between South Africa and Israel, as well… 

With one eye she had also been keeping tabs on the events unfolding on television. An insistently flashing “Breaking 

News” banner now managed to fully capture her attention. It announced that an extensive, apparently coordinated, sabotage 

operation in the hours before dawn had deprived most of the country’s largest Black townships of electricity. These 

townships were now cloaked in the pitch darkness of the African night. 

Darkness! The ninth plague, she realised. She remembered Levison’s earlier warning to her about TuGStaf not working 

one by one through all of the plagues and, despite the mental toughness on which she prided herself, a frisson of fear ran 

down her spine when the implication of bringing down darkness upon the townships sank in. It was a stark warning. The 

bastards had indeed skipped all the other plagues and were thus now already at the very brink of unleashing serious shit!  

This was a clear and ominous signal that things were about to move from the symbolic to the potentially catastrophic very 

quickly indeed! 

 Depriving the townships of electrical power, and thus of light on that particular night, would also contribute to the sense 

of unease and insecurity created by the government’s ongoing roundup of “counter-revolutionaries”, she realised. 

The stock exchanges in the Far East and Europe had started reacting to the news from South Africa already and the 

reaction wasn’t good. The prices of gold, platinum and manganese were skyrocketing, as were the prices of shares in mining 

operations for those commoditie – for mines located outside Southern Africa. The South African Rand was being 

disastrously impacted, too, with billions in short-term foreign capital that had come into the country on the daily carry trade 

being abruptly pulled out. One of the ratings agencies had already drastically downgraded the country, with the others 

promising emergency reviews in the morning. 

As the night progressed, increasingly disturbing reports emerged about what fortunately seemed to still be relatively 

selective raids being conducted by elements of the South African security agencies, rounding up individuals who were 

deemed to pose a threat to the regime. Foreign correspondents were already starting to refer to it as South Africa’s own 

“night of the long knives”. Oedipa remembered how Danie Steyn had earlier that evening warned that Pretoria’s hard men 

should be very careful not to use the security services to crush internal opposition in the manner that the ANC had used its 

internal security service in the Struggle years, the infamous Mbokohdo (then headed by Jacob Zuma), in places like the 

ANC’s notorious Quattro torture camp in Angola… 

One related report, about a leading minister who was also a member of the Board of the Mandela Foundation and who 

was publicly cautioning against excessive action of this nature, struck her. She wondered whether the Vula Boys would be 

bold enough, or dumb enough, to take action against him – but thought not, given his stature and connections… 

Nevertheless, she admired his guts for speaking up.  

Journalists had now also had more time to research the Apartheid State’s nuclear arsenal, which gave rise to reporting that 

left very little doubt about the potential seriousness of the TuGStaf threat. The ties to Israel with its known expertise, the 

huge investment in the missile programme and in the Advena complex, with its many vaults and re-entry vehicle assembly 

facilities – none of it rhymed with the nonsense of it all being done to take photographs from space of the grain harvest… 

The wave of concern wasn’t limited to South Africans, either. Thanks to the hacking of Google Earth and the cell phones 

of every man jack on the planet, the civilian population the world over suddenly felt extremely vulnerable – especially given 

the reported range of the missiles the Apartheid State had developed, and the possibility that these could be tipped with 

nuclear warheads.  

Spokespersons for the Western powers were becoming more insistent in their calls for South Africans of all hues and 

persuasions to return forthwith to the “rainbow nation” spirit of reconciliation. There needed to be a return, as well, to the 
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willingness to compromise for the sake of the common good; a return to the creative and brave paradigm shifts that had 

made possible the historic settlement reached in 1994 under the leadership of Mandela and De Klerk – a thought with which 

Oedipa was very much in accord... 

She only fell asleep well after midnight, a shallow and restlessly intermittent series of naps of the kind that one would fit 

in on the battlefield, after which you wake up far from feeling refreshed and rested. 

..... 

Niel Steyn gunned his Volksie Beetle through its gears, the pedal kicked flat against the metal. The tree-lined sidewalks 

of Pretoria’s eastern suburbs flashed by, illuminated by street lamps in the hour before dawn. Luckily the power wasn’t off 

in the White suburbs, he thought – he had not yet memorised the route to her house well enough to be able to find it easily in 

complete darkness. 

As boys are apt to do, he had driven past her place a couple of times in the weeks before he and Farida had become close. 

He had done so just on the off chance of seeing her out in the garden – no such luck, though – and to know what her parents’ 

place looked like. Now it was urgent that he locate her house straight away – that much he had realised from the moment 

he’d heard the tremble of fear and desperation in her voice. 

Her call, so early in the morning, had shaken him. When his phone rang a little before five, he had half expected to hear 

his father’s voice – definitely not hers. Especially not so filled with raw angst and emotion.  

What he managed to grasp, once she had calmed down a bit, was that agents of what she called “the clique in power” had 

burst into their home and dragged her father away. The realisation that she and her mother were there, all alone, had driven 

him out of bed to immediate action.  

Just the previous evening he had told Sus about him and Farida. As he had hoped – and half anticipated – his sister was 

quite chuffed with the idea of him having a proper girlfriend at last, especially when he described Farida first in terms of her 

personality and her intellectual, rather than her physical features. Teased him, even, when she realised that Farida wasn’t 

White – saying mock piously that she was pleased that Niel wasn’t, after all, the arch-verkrampte, or conservative, she had 

feared he might be! He had promised to bring Farida round soon to introduce her to the family… 

Now, this! Cold fury gripped his heart. 

Before getting into his car, Niel had quickly woken Sus and conveyed rapidly what Farida had told him, as well as his 

intention to go and fetch her and her mother and bring them over to their house. He saw Sus’s eyes widen, saw her jaw set – 

then she waved him on, urging him to get going. 

When he reached Constantia Park, Niel raced up William Nichol Street to a white Spanish-style house just about halfway 

up the hill, on the left. Standing on the brakes, the first thing he noticed was that the entire wrought-iron security gate, with 

its pillars, had been knocked over – probably bashed in by something like a Casspir, the Police’s riot control armoured 

personnel carrier. Some of the neighbours were still standing around outside, chatting in low voices, after having been 

woken by what must have been quite a racket. None of them, though, seemed intent on going in. Inwardly Niel cursed them. 

Although he realised that their reluctance to help was probably firstly due to fear of getting involved in such a situation, he 

couldn’t help but think that it was also likely due to them not having yet fully accepted the intrusion of a “Coloured” family 

into a “White” neighbourhood…  

The front door was also bashed in, Niel noticed as he rushed towards the house. He had never been inside, but when he 

entered, he was shocked by the chaos and destruction. A reading lamp had been knocked over, but its bulb was still working 

and was illuminating a scene of intentional vandalism, with paintings cut up and furniture smashed. Farida and her mother 

were huddled tightly together on a sofa, the older woman holding her head in her hands. 

 “Farida! Farida, it’s me… Are you OK?” 

Farida’s head jerked up and, with a flash of anger, he saw the bluish swelling under her left eye. Her mother also looked 

the worse for wear. Farida couldn’t initially muster the coordination to get up, just nodded mutely that they were alright. 

Then, suddenly, as she overcame the paralysing effect of the shock, she forced herself upright and flew into his arms. Never 

in his life had he held somebody so tightly. A sob racked her slender frame, and he felt a bitterness rise up in him like he had 

not experienced before. 

 “Who did this to you? What kind of people could do this? Why?” his questions poured out, even though he could well 

guess the answers. 

Farida’s mother now struggled to her feet and crossed the room to them – clearly with some difficulty, but also with 

supreme dignity. She held out her hand to Niel in greeting, with a correctness that threw the scene of barbarity surrounding 

them into even starker contrast. 
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“I am Trudy Essop, Niel – Farida’s mother. She told me about you, yesterday – couldn’t stop talking about you, in fact…” 

a shy but slightly naughty grin played around the older woman’s mouth, momentarily displacing the grimace of pain – she 

was teasing her daughter by sharing these confidences but, above all, she wanted to put him at ease…  

“She told me that you’re a big boy, but my goodness – you are tall!” she continued the small talk, as if nothing was 

amiss… Niel could see, though, in her suddenly glazing eyes that the shock and emotion of the events were catching up with 

her, and she started swaying slightly, before her legs gave way under her. The speed and strength packed by his nearly two 

metre frame, that of a well-toned rugby flanker, allowed him to reach out in time with one arm and haul her close to him, 

still holding Farida in his other arm. For a few moments he stood like that, a pillar of strength to them both, and sensed his 

male purpose in a manner that he had not hitherto experienced in his short life. 

He steered Farida and Trudy back to the sofa and, with her mother seated comfortably once more, Farida went to the 

kitchen to fetch her a glass of water. 

 “My husband Izak was worried that something like this could happen – well, perhaps not envisaging something quite as 

horrible as what they did to us this morning – but he feared that they wanted to work him out of his job…” Trudy explained, 

bringing Niel into the picture. 

 “The new woman they appointed under him in the Ministry, after the skollies kicked out poor Thabo Mbeki, had been 

after his post from day one … my husband saw immediately that she was one of those who believe that connections get you 

ahead, not merit – definitely not whether you can do the job! Always name-dropping, always reminding him that her 

boyfriend’s in with the Shaiks – apparently her lover’s some bigwig in the NIA. 

 “Sakkie told me one evening, not so long ago, that he wondered whether she had been planted on him, appointed in that 

post to spy on him, because she certainly wasn’t there to do any work – that much was plain to see… However, he didn’t 

really want to believe that; not coming from fellow comrades who had also been in the Struggle and who should therefore 

know how loyal he had always been to the cause…” 

Farida had by now returned, and the hatred in her voice cut like a knife. “They’re not comrades – they’re blêddie skollies! 

Nothing but licensed armed robbers, that’s what they are! Most of those who came bursting in here this morning were still in 

nappies when Pappie and his true comrades were putting their necks on the line in the Struggle! These young tsotsis were 

probably recruited from the rabble of the Youth League, the ignorant bastards!” 

She turned to Niel, her small fists clenched in anger and frustration. “All that they kept going on about was that we’re 

supposed to be ‘fat cats’, also ‘sell-outs’ and ‘counter-revolutionaries’ – us, my God!  

“Look at this place, they said – the fancy paintings, the expensive furniture – you’re living it up here, trying for White, 

among your umlungu neighbours!”  

Niel knew the derogatory term for White people used by some Blacks; umlungu – literally meaning the dirty foam found 

on a beach – thus calling Whites the scum washed in from the ocean. 

Farida continued, ferocious in her anger, at a level of intensity that Niel would not before have associated with her slight, 

shy self, but which he now completely understood.  

“They could barely speak English! When I asked them where they were taking my dad, they first taunted me about my 

accent – ‘Model C, Model C’ – then one of them just stepped up and hit me here, with the butt of his rifle.” She touched her 

cheek, gingerly, and Niel could see that her eye was rapidly swelling shut. Despite the circumstances, he grinned at the 

“Model C” reference, which meant that Farida had picked up her proper English accent from attending a semi-private so-

called Model C school, as opposed to the fully government-subsidised schools with their atrocious standards – elocution had 

replaced colour as the differentiator in the New South Africa, distinguishing class and upbringing. He leaned forward to take 

a closer look at her cheekbone: “You’d better get some ice on that,” he advised from own experience with rugby bumps and 

bruises. 

Farida was not to be distracted, however: “The thieving bastards then took our TVs, DVD player, the hi-fi, my dad’s 

computer, my laptop – everything, including his car. Said they needed it for their investigation, to check for evidence. 

Please! Do they think we’re morons?!” She stood hands on hips, silently livid after her outburst. Trudy Essop now took up 

where Farida had left off. 

 “They kicked my husband, hit him, then shackled him… He’s thin, not strong … his nose was bleeding so much!” The 

older woman’s shoulders heaved as the sobs tore through her. 

 “You know, during the Struggle, the Boere twice raided our house and also locked Izak up, after big protest marches by 

the UDF. When they searched our house, back there in Stellenbosch, it was never like this! My son in the Cape said to me 

just now over the phone, just before you arrived, that the Boere must hurry up and start this Volkstaat of theirs because he 

wants to go join them there. Saying that, after all, we’re as Afrikaans as they are. He was mad with rage when Farida told 

him over the phone what had happened here. But what can he do from so far away? We don’t even have any family here in 

the North!”  
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Niel’s strength of character, as well as the systematic, disciplined manner of thinking that his father had taught him, now 

came to the fore. 

 “Look, we need to do two things here. First is to get you to safety. Then we have to find out where they took your dad so 

we can get him back!” There was a calm determination to his voice that gave him an aura of credibility beyond his years. 

“My father will probably be able to help in locating him; as soon as we get to our house, I’ll call him so that the search can 

be started. But, please, now you have to go pack the essentials that you will need for staying at our house because you can 

clearly not stay on your own in this wrecked place – not in these times. Then you have to come with me – do you agree?”  

The two women looked at each other and Trudy took his hand, squeezing it as a silent signal of her appreciation. When 

they turned away to go do as he suggested, Niel’s thoughts returned to his father. He was sure that Danie would, through his 

company’s contacts, be able to get a lead on what had happened to Izak Essop. Thinking of his father, he remembered what 

Danie had said to him at the airport before leaving for the Caribbean: that he didn’t want to leave home at what might turn 

out to be a dangerous time, but if good men stayed put and did nothing, if men of the moderate middle didn’t make a stand, 

then the extremists at the ends of the spectrum would dominate and, between them, destroy all that’s good and decent and 

which the silent majority holds dear….  

Niel Steyn shuddered at the thought of what was in store if the likes of the TuGStaf with their threats of nuclear war, and 

the types who had burst into Farida’s home, were left to determine the country’s future between them…  

..... 

André Roux needed a moment to register where he was when the hotel’s bedside phone woke him at four in the morning. 

It was Pierre Faure, who urgently wanted to see him. About Apollo. Suddenly fully awake, he invited the Frenchman to his 

room. 

“I received a call from my friend,” Pierre said simply as he seated himself at the round glass-topped utility table in the 

front corner of André’s suite and immediately began setting up his smartphone for playback. 

Roux had earlier slipped on his robe and slippers. “Coffee?” he offered, busying himself with the coffee maker.  Faure 

just nodded absently, and then activated the playback.  

“Oui!?” André recognised Pierre’s voice, sounding as sleepy as his own probably had when the Frenchman woke him a 

few minutes earlier. 

“Monsieur Faure?! That you?”  

“Yes … yes, it’s Pierre Faure speaking. Who’s calling, please?” 

“Your friend from Nanterre. I’m sorry, mon ami, did I wake you?” 

Faure’s voice could be heard suddenly coming alive with recognition and interest. “Yes! Yes, I was asleep, but don’t 

worry. We’re in different time zones – where I am it’s around three thirty in the morning…” 

“Oh! Well, sorry for that…” there was a hearty guffaw before Apollo continued: “…here it’s nine thirty already. I’m 

phoning you from my plane. I’m on my way up to Jo’burg for a meeting of the trustees of the Mandela Foundation. It was 

scheduled some time ago, but the timing is fortuitous because it’s now clearer than ever that Madiba’s legacy is seriously, 

seriously under threat. You may know that the twin focus of the Foundation is protecting his legacy and promoting dialogue. 

Obviously both have never been more apt than now. And I, for one, have decided that I’m not going to just stand by and 

watch my country go to the dogs! I stood up once before – all those many years ago as a youngster, to risk life and limb for 

what’s right, when I went into exile to join the Struggle; that spirit kept me going through those long years of incarceration 

on Robben Island. Now’s the time for that same spirit, that same commitment, no matter the personal risk!”  

Faure was evidently pleased to hear that. 

“That’s excellent, Minister! We, of course, are extremely worried, too – especially about the need for leadership during 

this crisis and we wish…” He couldn’t complete his sentence, though, because Apollo was obviously in alpha mode and in a 

hurry to get his message across. 

“Yes! I’m not going to stand by, arms folded! I’m arranging to meet with a number of the others – Madiba’s boys, as they 

used to call us – so that we can bring some sense and direction to this mess! Guys with historic standing among the trade 

unionists, who can help to bring them on board – and with the civics movement, of course. Our communist friends too. Then 

there’s another pal of mine, from my tribe, who has some influence over Malema; he may perhaps be able get Juju to shut 

the fuck up, even if it’s just for the time being. And I’ll be speaking to the people up there in the Union Buildings as well, of 

course. This witch hunt that they’ve started will have to be stopped before it divides our people even more! 

“Why I’m phoning you, Faure, is because these crazy amaBhunu (Boere) seem to have chosen you French as their 

channel for communicating with the world.”  
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Roux could hear on the tape how Faure tried to protest against this notion, but Apollo wouldn’t allow him time for any 

explanation: “Yes, I know it wasn’t of your own choosing, mon ami. It doesn’t matter why they chose you – it could all be 

for the greater good, actually.  

“What you and your government need to be aware of is that there are many of us who are determined that the ANC we 

know and hold dear will not be stolen away from us. True, we should perhaps have acted earlier. But be that as it may, we 

realise now that we are once again in the same situation as in 1990. We need systemic change. What is required now, as 

you’ve just said, is leadership.  Creative, practical, outcome-orientated leadership. We need to start up a dialogue again, 

between patriotic, pragmatic realists. True dialogue – not the pious but sterile talking past each other that takes place down 

there in the grand hall of parliament. Because just as the Boere have their gripes about the system, so have we Black people 

– there must now be economic justice for all!” 

Pierre saw André nod his head emphatically in agreement. Apollo was talking his kind of language, straight and to the 

point. The determination in the Black leader’s voice inspired confidence. Faure made as if to stop the replay to discuss the 

point, but then thought the better of it and allowed Apollo’s voice to continue.  

“What we definitely don’t need now is a duel with deadly weapons between the opposing sets of hawks, all trapped in the 

past, who want to recontest battles long forgotten. Or to allow a bunch of wet behind the ears kids to brashly start something 

which they won’t be able to finish. These inexperienced neophytes have no idea of how brutal a conflict with the amaBhunu 

can turn out to be – how seriously they are underestimating the enemy they’re making for themselves. Jesus! Stupidly 

singing about shooting people when those very targets are known for being extremely competent shots themselves!  

“So, if you have any influence over the amaBhunu, with the Afrikaners in general, then for God’s sake get the message 

across to them that they mustn’t allow these maniacs with the missiles to destroy all that De Klerk achieved! We will reign 

in our radicals if they as a people do the same with theirs!  

“Just as we now have to show true leadership on our side, there has to be real leadership now from the side of the 

Afrikaner people too. They cannot, as a people, continue to be spectators criticising from the sidelines! Because we cannot 

have a proper dialogue unless we can once again find both a Mandela and a De Klerk!” 

Faure’s response sounded somewhat forlorn. “I hear you, Minister. Of course we’ll do our best – after all, there is much at 

stake for us as well. But we hold very little sway with this TuGStaf, I’m afraid…” 

“Listen, Faure. I know that. I know that this isn’t going to be easy. Obviously it’s going to be very tough and it’s also 

going to be very dangerous for anyone who now tries to propose dialogue. Dangerous for me, in particular – they’ve already 

blamed me for plotting imagined coups dozens of times in the past, the stupid mongrels! So here’s my second request to you 

– your Western governments must make it clear to the guys in our security establishment and up in the Union Buildings that 

you favour dialogue. More importantly, you have to make it plain that you will not tolerate any coercive measures being 

taken against those of us who want to give dialogue a try as a way of resolving this. The security people have to uphold the 

constitution and respect everyone’s human rights, starting with the release of the poor sods they picked up this morning – I 

know that they think that this is a golden opportunity for them to clean house, but what they are actually doing is playing 

right into this TuGStaf’s hands, dividing our people like never before, and just bringing back memories of the Mbokohdo 

and Quattro camp!”  

André Roux heard Faure agree, with alacrity, to convey this message. Apollo then concluded, with a warning: “I want to 

make it perfectly clear, though, that my preference for dialogue is not born out of fear for these amaBhunu – if they insist on 

a fight, then we’ll give them one!  It’s also not a sign that I personally disagree with our young lions who say that land 

reform and an equitable distribution of the riches of this country are absolute top priorities. They definitely are, and these 

issues simply have to be addressed now. The present ways of dealing with these challenges have totally failed and we 

simply have to find better ones because the simplistic solutions the youngsters offer might turn out to be the worst medicine 

possible. What I don’t want to see is us ending up as a second Zimbabwe, through us trying to achieve these goals in an 

unworkable way.  

“These issues are urgent and serious, and the amaBhunu also have to be made to understand that it’s in their own interest 

that we resolve them, together, once and for all. Because I also don’t want to see the White people of this land leave en 

masse, depriving our economy of probably its greatest current asset.” 

The minister’s voice became even more serious, almost pleading.  

“This is truly 1990 again, mon ami! We are confronted now by the unfinished work of that time; by the outstanding issues 

that we had conveniently swept under the carpet of our famous Constitution. What the liberal Whites must realise, though, is 

that constitutionality is not going to save us – it may well be that the current Constitution is our biggest problem. Our 

challenge is to rid it of its Britishness in exchange for an original and relevant Africanness!” 

“So, mon pote, are you game for this? To become my private channel as well, to your Western governments? I know that 

your position allows you to do so…” 
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André Roux saw Faure square his dapper frame again, as his reply was replayed: “Mister Minister, it would be an honour. 

You can count on me to do my part to try and help you save your country from the disaster that’s threatening you – and us, 

too, for that matter, given the range of the weapons involved. Je suis a votre service – I’m at your call. Just let me know 

what you need.” 

“Très bien, Faure! Á bientôt!” Apollo rang off, his goodbye holding the promise of further contact in the near future. 

Roux had listened intently, and Faure now looked questioningly at him.  

“The minister is right, I believe. It is the unfinished business – the key issues of land reform and sharing in the wealth of 

the country – that has brought us to this present mess. He’s right, too, about improving that so-called model constitution of 

ours. Right, as well, about how ridiculous this notion of constitutionality, in which we Whites seem to invest so much faith, 

actually is.  

“The Constitution has clearly not worked for the impoverished Black masses, who’ve actually slid significantly 

backwards since 1994 in terms of material wellbeing. And, if we’re honest about it, the Constitution’s first-past-the-post, 

winner-takes-all Westminster character is not working for minorities like us Whites either – for it will inevitably polarise the 

nation along ethnic lines and push to the top the nationalist firebrands. Exactly what happened in the White politics of the 

Old South Africa, where the same constitutional model condemned English speakers and their political parties to perpetual 

spectatorship, leaving the real direction of the country to be exclusively determined by the Afrikaners as the majority in the 

then voting White demographic.” 

Faure looked at Roux appraisingly. “So – do you think that your people will be able to reign in this TuGStaf? To give 

peaceful dialogue a chance?” 

André Roux shrugged, an almost pained expression flitting across his drawn features. 

“To be honest with you, Pierre, I don’t know. It’s going to be a question of leadership, just as Apollo pointed out. 

Unfortunately, for a long time now, top Afrikaners have shied away from that kind of responsibility, from engaging in 

politics.  

“Given the present shape of our politics, the question that I’ve been asking myself is if the liberal White establishment, 

with their razzmatazz political party and their status as official opposition in parliament, can contribute anything towards 

resolving this crisis? And I must tell you, I have my doubts. They’re just so blindly wedded to this idea of constitutionality, 

this myth that 1994 cemented in place the perfect liberal constitutional solution to all our problems. All they’ve been chasing 

after, single-mindedly, is the unattainable ideal of winning over enough Blacks to become the majority party within the 

current parliamentary framework. That, despite the fact that they could never even win over enough Afrikaners to support 

their liberal ideals under the Apartheid-era constitution; even a blind man can see that getting enough Black votes is even 

more of an illusion, that it cannot and will not happen given the ethno-demographic realities. They seem not to understand 

that it’s exactly their cherished British Westminster constitution that condemns them to perpetual marginalisation!” 

Faure took the point being made, jotted down a note for his report, and then motioned for Roux to continue.  

“Whites must realise that it is that very same constitution that will be used, in a salami process, slice-by-slice, to pass 

legislation that will implement the agenda of the Africanist populists for their ‘second revolution’. Thus the Constitution will 

serve to procedurally legitimise their actions – because however contrary those actions may be to the spirit of reconciliation 

and a rainbow nation, the resultant acts of parliament will have come into being through due constitutional process. Just as 

the entire discriminatory Apartheid legal framework was brought into being procedurally correctly, and thus ‘legitimately’, 

in accordance with the very same kind of Westminster-style constitution of the South Africa of that time, which was also a 

constitution originally modelled on and handed down by the British parliament in their South Africa Act of 1909.”   

Roux stood up and refilled their cups with coffee, while Faure pondered his somewhat negative response. “But you do 

agree that it is significant that Apollo is ready to make a stand, and that apparently he has friends in the ANC who will join 

him?” 

André Roux’s features lightened up for the first time that morning. “But of course it’s important! It is critically important 

for my people to know that there are people in the ANC who recognise that Madiba’s legacy is under threat; who understand 

that there’s a very real risk of the ANC, as they know and cherish it, being stolen from them. It’s the best news since this 

whole damn mess started! And I must say that I admire the courage of any person who, in these tough times, is ready to 

stand up and be counted. It is precisely the lack of that kind of spirit which, after all, has led us into this mess – the lack of 

leadership all round, the unwillingness or inability of anybody to stand up and present an appealing and workable set of 

alternative solutions to the outstanding issues. Those issues bugging the Blacks, as well as those concerning the Whites. To 

offer better solutions, at least, than that which the Africanist populist demagogues have simplistically been espousing, but 

with which they’ve been allowed to monopolise the political agenda due to the total silence on the part of the rest!  

“The only question is – is it too little, too late? Shouldn’t intelligent and responsible people – people with so much to lose 

– have seen this coming and realised long ago that they have to actually do something about it? Something creative and 
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constructive? That the underlying problem wasn’t going to go away by itself? To put it more bluntly – that the act of having 

accorded the impoverished masses full and equal political rights by means of the interim 1994 Constitution, laudable as it 

was, did not in and of itself solve the socio-economic issues? That passing the liberal final 1996 Constitution didn’t provide 

us, the Whites, with absolution regarding the need to find a workable solution for alleviating the dire economic situation of 

the vast majority of Blacks?!”   

 Pierre Faure noticed Roux’s frustration, neigh anger, and realised that his friend was, under the current circumstances, 

feeling hard-pressed to find anything truly positive about the situation his country found itself in. He couldn’t really blame 

him for feeling that way, either. 

André Roux had stood up and was staring out to sea, subconsciously hitting his right fist in the palm of his left hand – the 

same reflexive gesture that Faure had seen the day before from Danie Steyn. The darkness of the hour before dawn matched 

the mood of the South African. When he spoke, he couldn’t hide his bitterness. 

“Mark my words, Pierre. Either we’re going to find some way of repeating 1990; you know – finding some compromise, 

some give-and-take through which to broker a new deal that will resolve the unfinished business of capital and land on the 

one side, and more scope for self-determination on the other. Or otherwise, if we’re not going to be able to share this land, 

then we’re going to find ourselves fighting over how to divide it physically, just as this TuGStaf is now trying to engineer!” 

Roux’s mention of TuGStaf reminded Faure of the news about the sabotage of the power supply to the major townships. 

“Have you seen the news about the attacks on the power grid? Leaving the townships in darkness?” 

Roux had seen the first reports just before midnight BVI time, before he went to bed. “Yes! It’s the ninth plague, of 

course! They are warning us that the symbolic games are nearly over…” 

“What do you expect they’ll do next?” the DGSE man asked, alarmed. 

Roux thought a moment, then voiced the opinion that TuGStaf would realise that they’d have to forge ahead fast, because 

they couldn’t afford to allow the Government time to organise itself and its international support. Things would now 

escalate quickly, the ex-NIS analyst predicted. The 72-hour extension might just have been a bluff to retain the element of 

surprise.  

Faure pursed his lips and nodded. It made sense. He pushed back his chair, thanked Roux for his input and the coffee, and 

excused himself to go file his report to La Piscine. 

 As he stepped out of Roux’s room into the passage, he almost bumped into a somewhat dishevelled-looking Oedipa.  

“Hey! You don’t look well!” he remarked with some concern. She grimaced. “J’ai un sacré mal de tête!” Faure 

suppressed a smile. With the volume and the mix of alcohol she had consumed she should be suffering “one hell of a 

headache” he reckoned.  

“And?” he asked.  

“I went to Reception to ask if they have any tablets but the bloody place was deserted – do you happen to have any?” 

He beckoned her with his head towards his room and, once inside, quickly located the little carton containing a powerful 

analgesic that he habitually travelled with to combat his own occasional light-induced migraines. She took two, thanked 

him, and left without any further ado, keen to try and catch up on some sleep.  

The pills quickly took effect, but not before she wondered what Faure had been up to, meeting with Roux at such an 

ungodly hour… 

….. 

Danie Steyn and André Roux were quicker that morning to get to the breakfast deck than the two citoyens of the French 

Republic. Faure was still busy reporting to La Piscine about his conversation with Apollo, in between liaising regularly with 

his man in Pretoria. Oedipa had not yet woken up, sleeping the sleep of the dead, thanks to Faure’s tablets and the fact that 

she had been pushed beyond exhaustion by the hectic days and nights that she had been put through – which she had thus far 

survived mainly on a potent mixture of adrenalin, Chivas and beer, alternated with French-style black espresso (with three 

spoonfuls of sugar). Not to mention that legal drug named after her countryman, Jean Nicot, sold in twenties in the blue 

packet with the winged helmet as its brand emblem.  

The two Afrikaners thus had the opportunity for the first time to discuss the developments in South Africa between just 

the two of them.  

Danie had arrived first and when the older man sat down, he immediately told him about the phone call he had received 

half an hour earlier from his son, Niel, who was extremely upset about what had happened to his girlfriend and her father. 

Niel had recounted a very disturbing scene, even allowing for the fact that the boy was obviously very subjectively involved. 

How did Roux honestly assess the situation in the country? Steyn wanted to know. 
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 André Roux didn’t immediately answer – Danie could see him ordering his thoughts whilst taking in the stunning view 

of day breaking over Cane Garden Bay. A modern five-masted passenger liner, its sails and superstructure the purest white, 

was gracefully sailing into the bay to anchor there for the day. The reflection of the stately vessel on the blue crystal of the 

water perfectly accentuated what could have been a postcard picture. 

“You know, Danie, what bothers me most of all is that this whole thing is such a waste of potential and promise – South 

Africa is such a rich country, with such wonderful opportunities… I really think that these TuGStaf people are premature in 

what they’re doing, even though I fully understand their concerns. Zuma may not be our idea of the ideal statesman, and 

there certainly are opportunists among the very broad family of politicians that claim the ANC as their home, but there are 

some good people there as well – people who understand that the centre must hold.  

“Zuma must choose whether he wants to be like Brazil’s Lula and lead the country to momentous achievements for the 

benefit of all, or to be like Venezuela’s Chavez, and lead the country to ruin. He should have done what Lula did; maybe he 

still can if this current mess can somehow be defused. It can be done if he gets the necessary assistance from the right kind 

of people within the ANC; otherwise he needs to be replaced by one of the realists. But then the Whites, with their skills and 

experience, will also have to get stuck in so that delivery to the masses can at last become a reality. 

“The Whites must now surely realise that they would have been far better off had they just gotten off the sidelines in years 

past and supported Mbeki, improving delivery to the masses with the innate organisational capacity that only the Whites 

possess at this stage. They did it to ensure the success of the Soccer World Cup – now they have to get over their phobias 

and petty aversions and get stuck in there, into the scrum of our new politics, to help the centre to hold. If they don’t, then 

TuGStaf is for sure going to be proven right and eventually South Africa will end up with one of the Malema types of this 

world in the presidency. Then the Whites will indeed have to withdraw into some barren little Volkstaat through an armed 

exodus of the kind TuGStaf is now proposing…”  

 Danie concurred, and then voiced what was evidently a deeply ingrained personal sentiment: “These bastards from 

TuGStaf are quick to talk war, but I’ve seen combat – up close and personal. It’s not romantic, not in the least. It is desperate 

stuff – very scary as well as dastardly in terms of what otherwise decent human beings will do to each other when they fear 

defeat and death!” 

André Roux picked up on the theme: “You know, I’ve been thinking about those missiles and tactical nuclear arms upon 

which the ‘brown shoes’ seem to have begun staking everything from the late eighties on…” he said pensively. “The 

Communists tend to make much of the battles at Cuito Cuanavale, deep inside Angola, as if that was a turning point, a 

decisive victory for them.  

“Today, with hindsight, I tend to think that the real game changer came later, when the crack Cuban 50th Division started 

advancing south in three columns, threatening to invade Namibia. What happened then changed the strategic thinking of our 

military. That 50th Division – which was usually tasked with protecting Havana itself, and which had been flown down to 

Angola on Fidel Castro’s personal orders, along with the advanced aircraft they then deployed with extraordinary rapidity – 

that was what forcefully brought home to us what the future might hold… Our military couldn’t stop them, east of Ruacana, 

right on the border – that embarrassing reality check is probably what kicked into high gear the subsequent fixation with 

tactical nukes and missiles.  

“You, Danie, you served in Namibia with Koevoet – you will probably have heard that the Cuban MIG-23s bombed our 

forward positions at the hydro-plant at Calueque, which is just across the border in Angola, but which had at that stage been 

occupied for years already by our troops. The air raid disabled the plant and killed twelve of our men of the 61st Mechanised 

Battalion. It may have been a lucky hit on one troop carrier – I know that’s what our military claimed – but the strategic 

implication was plain. The Cubans had earlier built forward air bases at Cahama and Xangongo with astonishing speed, 

from where they threatened our positions in Northern Namibia; of course we didn’t fully publicise this at the time, so 

perhaps you wouldn’t know about it – the rest of South Africa was certainly left blissfully unaware of just how hairy things 

had become, almost overnight.” 

Steyn shook his head, confirming that he had not known about this, and motioned for Roux to tell him more.  

“At that stage, the Cubans were able for the first time to overfly Namibian airspace with virtual impunity. Our flyboys 

simply couldn’t any longer match them head to head; the forward-firing ability of their MIGs outclassed our old patched-up 

Mirages that we converted with Israeli and French aid into the Cheetah, but which could still only attack an opposing fighter 

jet from the rear. One of the bloody MIGs even did a victory roll, flying low over the town of Ruacana on the Namibian side 

of the border, after they had bombed Calueque, unopposed, in three successive waves. We actually had to blow the border 

bridges behind us when our last units left Angola shortly after that aerial bombardment. The bridges were blown ahead of 

the advancing Cuban tank columns that had managed to occupy Calueque within a week.  

“We knew from intercepts that Fidel Castro himself had issued explicit orders to the Cuban High Command on 7 June 

1988 – a date burned into my memory – to attack Calueque and Ruacana, as well as our bases inside Namibia at Oshakati 
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and Ondangwa. Castro had even ordered that, if need be, his ground forces were to invade Namibia itself, in order to bring 

home to us the message that we had to withdraw from Angola. It was Castro’s order that initiated the unexpected southward 

advance by the three Cuban armoured columns, as well as the accompanying air strikes I mentioned earlier. Truth is, Castro 

completely wrongfooted our military brass when he sent his 50th Division to Angola – sending them not to get involved at 

Cuito Cuanavale, but to outflank us to the west and march directly on the Namibian border.  

“The Americans had warned us at the talks in Cairo that Castro could be planning to invade Northern Namibia if the 

conflict continued to escalate. Our generals, caught by surprise, began hurriedly to prepare for the defence of Oshakati, 

Ondangwa and Ruacana / Calueque, with the latter critical because of the fact that the electricity and water supply for the 

entire Owamboland area of Northern Namibia came from there. Fact was, though, as the CIA also concluded, we had lost air 

superiority.  

“Thus the tables were turned. From the loss of Calueque onwards – had that level of conventional military conflict 

continued – we would have been the sitting ducks, to be hammered from the air just as we had been hammering our enemies 

in the bush war from the skies – up to that point. The days of desultory bush warfare were over – henceforth it would be the 

real thing, for which we simply did not have sufficiently modern conventional arms with which to be competitive, with no 

possibility of replacement either.  

“Luckily Gorbachev and Reagan reached broad strategic agreement at their Moscow summit at just the right time, leading 

to the signing of the Tripartite Agreement in New York between Cuba, ourselves and the Angolans – which got the ‘brown 

shoes’ off that particular hook.  

“However, having been through that experience, our brass then obviously started throwing everything into developing the 

next generation of nukes and missiles because they knew that we didn’t have the conventional means any longer with which 

to resist a determined foreign invasion of our territory!” 

Danie Steyn now snorted his derision: “Typical! Just typical! I saw our famous Army in action in the bush war, when I 

served with Koevoet. Lots of bluff and bluster – and the occasional individual bravery too, of course – but we policemen, we 

were the ones who were getting the results on the ground – not they! There were some good military units, like the ‘Bats and 

32-Batallion, but the troops in general were just conscripted kids, with youngsters as officers who knew precious little about 

the culture and psyche of their enemy, or about the real operational imperatives of fighting an anti-colonial insurgency.” 

Roux could see that Steyn was an angry and frustrated man. The ex-policeman was leaning forward, punctuating the 

points he made with his forefinger stabbing at the table top.  

“What beats me is how these delusional types have been feeding off this myth of how militarily successful they 

supposedly were – this bloody stupid notion that the rest of us sold out in Namibia, and then again in South Africa, just 

when victory was within the military’s grasp! Our public should have been made more aware of how near we had come to 

complete fucking military disaster; that – had we continued – then only unholy weapons such as nuclear bombs could have 

shielded us from a full-scale conventional assault of the type that you say Castro threatened to unleash against us!  

“It’s terrible to think that, had not the Soviet Empire crumbled in the nick of time, we could well have had a full-blown 

nuclear standoff, like the one TuGStaf is now fooling with, already in the early nineties – because those would have been 

our only remaining effective weapons!”  

Roux sighed, shaking his head at the thought: “Yes – we saw in Germany what happened when the myth was allowed to 

flourish that their Army had not been defeated in the First World War. It’s as if these testosterone junkies then always crave 

a rematch. Always then seeking – just like Hitler – to acquire ‘secret weapons’ to gain an edge.  

“I tell you, Danie, that TuGStaf cannot do this thing without nuclear weapons. A White force can perhaps retake South 

Africa, but it cannot then hold onto it – no matter how inept and underarmed the new National Defence Force may be – 

unless they resort to that kind of nuclear blackmail to ward off the inevitable foreign intervention!  Not to mention the 

neverending repeat of the township struggle, that will ensue!” 

It was a terrible spectre to behold, the image of a nuclear stand-off instigated for the sake of an idealistic notion of self-

determination. Awed by the potential consequences, Roux and Steyn sat silently contemplating the tranquil scene in the bay, 

with the yachts gently bobbing at anchor. After some reflection, Danie wondered aloud: “Now what would most Afrikaners 

be making of all this? It’s supposedly happening in our name, for our benefit, you know!”  

Roux was quick to reply. “Our people are not stupid, thank God! They’re not likely to lose their heads and jump onto any 

emotional bandwagons. That’s why I believe there’s a second reason for TuGStaf brandishing their nuclear weapons, apart 

from deterrence – they need such a prop in order to convince and mobilise a significant number of Afrikaners, who will 

otherwise not get involved. Because, deep down, all of us instinctively know that armed secession is not doable without such 

weapons as an ace in the hole!  

“If TuGStaf doesn’t demonstrate that they actually do have nukes and that the things still work, then precious few sane 

Afrikaners will join them – not that I think very many will in any case join, even with nukes – because our people will know 
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that even the mere threat of using such weapons will brand us as outcasts for all time to come! Only the fanatical diehards 

will see a Volkstaat as worth using nuclear weapons to get, with all the opprobrium that it will bring down on them, and on 

our people by association.” 

The ex-NIS man’s voice became adamant, his tone determined: “The only solution is for people like you and me, 

Afrikaners ourselves, to stop them. In that way, we can make clear to the world that we’re not all like this TuGStaf; that we 

ourselves actually sorted out this aberration that surfaced in our ranks, just as you Special Branch guys did with aberrations 

in your ranks like Eugene de Kock – that’s the only reason why I’m here!” 

 Danie Steyn nodded vigorously in agreement, before withdrawing momentarily into his own thoughts whilst he again 

wistfully stared out at the big sailcraft in the bay, busy setting itself up for the day. One of its anchors had just rattled the still 

morning air as it clattered down to the coral and sand bottom. God, how he wished such tranquillity for his own country! 

 “So – you think things can still be saved?” he asked at last, with a spark of hope in his voice for the first time in days. 

Roux first shrugged, but then nodded: “It would obviously have been better, had the moderates taken a stand much earlier.  

But if we can catch these guys in time, or otherwise talk some sense into them, then there may still be hope – otherwise, 

once Pandora’s box is open, once there’s real fighting going on, it’s going to be impossible to control the consequences. But 

not only must TuGStaf be stopped; the young idiots in the ANC who want to undo the 1994 Accords will also have to be 

stopped. Because it’s they who are forcing White people over the brink. They are causing important segments of the White 

population, like the farmers, to see little hope any more…” 

Steyn leaned forward, pressing Roux’s forearm as signal of his total accord: “You’re right about that! These TuGStaf 

people would not have surfaced had it not been for the radical populists and their dangerous bloody agenda. All this talk of a 

second or ongoing revolution is spurring people on to contemplating the unthinkable, just in order to protect their rights and 

livelihoods.” 

Roux concurred that the threat by Black radicals to undo what they called the “sell-out” of 1994 had directly precipitated 

the crisis. However, Whites also had to realise that issues like land reform and equitable wealth sharing simply had to be 

addressed, even though not in the simplistic manner threatened by the radicals. Because the truth of the matter was that the 

average Black South African didn’t feel as if uhuru (liberation) had brought him anything yet – and that was making them 

susceptible to the populist promises of rabble-rousers. 

 Testing Roux, Steyn now asked a question that had been bothering him for some time: “And you, André – if you really 

believe that things can still be saved – will you pack up in Andorra and return to South Africa?” 

For a moment the older man did indeed look discomforted. In the end, though, he responded with a quiet determination: 

“Let me tell you this – not all the Whites who’ve left South Africa have permanently excluded any possibility of ever 

returning. Many have just prudently chosen to spread their risk while they’ve still got the chance – to build up a foreign nest 

egg, just in case the rand collapses like the Zim dollar did. Also to obtain foreign residency permits for themselves and their 

children, as a kind of insurance policy for the day that South Africa really becomes untenable in the manner that so many 

African states indeed have. Prudence, in other words; setting up a lifeboat was what they sought, more than full-blown 

emigration of the ‘I’m out of here, never to return’ sort. 

“Right now I obviously wouldn’t want my wife and daughter to go back. Clearly not till this mess is resolved. But I, 

myself – I’m definitely going back there. Now – when people like us are needed – to try and do my bit. Because this trauma 

can also bear opportunity with it being the kind of catharsis that will hopefully open minds to the need to finally resolve the 

business that we left unfinished in 1994. I still believe in dialogue, and I do hope that there will be leadership that will 

emerge out of this, both in the ANC and from among our people, who will have the vision and creativity to give us the 

innovative solutions that both the Black majority and we, as a minority, deserve. With all options on the table – also this 

Section 235 of the Constitution, as well as serious land reform, perhaps even in some kind of tradeoff…”  

At that moment, first Faure, and shortly thereafter Oedipa, joined them. They ate their breakfast quickly, in silence, 

preferring their own thoughts and following the newscasts on the TV set in the corner. They didn’t fail to notice that the 

general mood on the deck was decidedly less than jolly that morning…  

After breakfast, they all bundled into the minivan and ascended the now familiar snaking path up the ridge and across the 

humped back of the island, then down to Road Town, for their meeting with Inspector Lettsome’s uncle. 

..... 

Gabriel Engelbrecht heard his cell phone bleep.  

The incoming text message was from the legman assigned to him, who had been recruited from amongst the French far 

right, and consisted of only three letters – d e p – which he knew signified in French that the target had left her residence. 
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It would take her less than ten minutes, he had calculated, to drive through the Porte Dauphine and cross the western 

section of the Bois de Boulogne to where he was waiting, close to the famous Grande Cascade restaurant. He stretched his 

legs as far as the cramped space in the small rental car would allow him, and willed his pulse to slow down. 

Another text message beeped in after a further five minutes. Just the letters “r n”, meaning “nothing”, and signifying that 

the target wasn’t being tailed. Engelbrecht stepped out of the car, the red scarf by which she would recognise him draped 

around his neck. He opened the back door and gingerly picked up the heavy attaché case from the back seat. He had parked 

on the Route de la Muette à Neuilly, and started walking at speed, cutting through the woods to the Allée de Longchamp, 

which he knew (from having paced it before) would take no more than two or three minutes to reach. These two lanes 

eventually converged, so that his shortcut was like the third side of a triangle. He had chosen this spot precisely because of 

its wooded nature and the fact that so many routes converged nearby; the Route de l’Etoile was close, and the wide 

Longchamp (leading down to the famous race course of the same name) had space enough for a car to pull up against the 

kerb without snarling up the traffic from behind. Should he for any reason need to escape on foot, the proximity of so many 

egress routes and the density of the forest made it ideal – not only was the Bois densely wooded, but in size it was two and a 

half times that of New York’s Central Park. 

Engelbrecht positioned himself alongside the Allée de Longchamp, taking care that his red scarf shows. They had 

arranged that she would stop next to him as if to ask for directions. His cell phone beeped again and displayed a text 

consisting of just the number 1 – signifying that she was a minute or so away from his position.  

Amazing how greed can lead people to their death, eyes wide open, he thought, as he flicked the trigger mechanism to 

arm the contents of the attaché case… 

The fancy sports car – which he recognised from the photographs taken earlier by the surveillance team – started aiming 

towards him, veering to its right while it slowed down, until it came to a stop next to him, hugging the sidewalk. As had 

previously been agreed, the driver lowered the passenger side window. He bent down and immediately positively identified 

her from the file photos he had seen. She was alone, as per their arrangement. Engelbrecht rested his left arm on the roof of 

the low-slung vehicle, the unbuttoned front left flap of his overcoat tenting out to provide concealment for his next move. 

 “Here’s your diamonds,” was all he said as he quickly dropped the attaché case onto the empty seat next to her. She 

didn’t bother to reply, just pulled off before the window had properly rewound itself. He stepped smartly back into the 

woods and strode away to where his rented car was parked. The motor started on the first turn of the ignition and he pulled 

slowly out into the traffic. He had held his cell phone at the ready and now tapped in eight figures, hesitating only the 

briefest of moments, before punching the green button with grim determination. 

The thunderous clap of the explosion reached him a fraction of a second after the raging ball of orange-red flame climbed 

skyward, mushrooming above the tree-topped horizon. 

That’s what’s so spectacular about combining Semtex and napalm, he mused – always good for an impressive pyrotechnic 

display… 

He knew that there had been enough explosives packed into the false bottom of the attaché case to rip the compact cockpit 

of the sports car to shreds, killing her instantly, without unnecessary suffering. The napalm, burning at more than one 

thousand degrees, would leave no evidence behind… 

His cell phone now rang, surprising him – he had been expecting the familiar beep of an incoming text message. Gabriel 

Engelbrecht activated the speakerphone function and for a few moments listened to the ecstatic babble of a voice that 

described the burning wreckage in upper-class French. Deeply annoyed, he summarily killed the call. Fucking French 

amateur! he thought with a surge of anger. These Europeans of the far right were the proverbial useful idiots, but idiots 

nonetheless! 

Well, at least he had his confirmation. Of the target – the South African Ambassador to the French Republic – less than a 

thimbleful remained, according to his collaborator who had followed her from her official residence to the fatal scene. 

Gabriel typed the letters OK into the phone with his one hand, and pressed the send button. With the confirmation that he 

had just sent, TuGStaf would now be able to activate the psychological action plan they had conceived around the 

assassination… 

He knew that TuGStaf had targeted her because she was a hold-over from the “previous regime.” TuGStaf’s story would 

have it that she was killed on the instructions of the Vula Boys, ostensibly because she was a counter-revolutionary 

implicated in the coup planned around Eksodus, but in reality because they had got wind of her diamond dealings and had 

first forcibly relieved her of a case full of illicit stones for their own benefit, and had thereafter shut her up by blowing her 

up…  

Given the ambassador’s status in her own circle, as well as her regal tribal stature, such a deceitful elimination was sure to 

fan the fires of suspicion and division back in South Africa. More importantly, however, with the “evidence” that TuGStaf 

would be feeding the local police of involvement by South African Intelligence in the murder, the execution of such a high-
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profile hit on French soil would certainly not endear the current Pretoria regime to the French authorities or public. The 

media was sure to latch onto the story, and for them and the European viewing and reading public, it would serve as a brutal 

reminder of how easily the South African conflict could violently impact others, far beyond the borders of that southern 

land. And whereas the NIA could probably hide the repressive measures they were taking against opponents in South Africa 

from the world media, this Parisian hit – presented by TuGStaf as an example of Mbokohdo-style retribution – would be 

highly visible and reportable fodder for blackening the image of the South African security establishment.   

Engelbrecht steered his vehicle safely out of the wooded park, into the bustle of Parisian traffic. In a few minutes he 

would abandon the car and disappear on foot into the Metro subway system. A warm feeling of contentment was diffusing 

through his previously tense body: not because he had been instrumental in her death – her lot had left him cold – but due to 

the professional manner in which the entire operation had been planned and executed. 

He wasn’t familiar with the finer details of how she had been enticed into their brief but fatal encounter – just that she had 

been hooked, then reeled in, with a story designed to play into her insecurities at finding herself suddenly part of the “out” 

clique, and her concurrent fear about being distanced from the gravy train once her term as ambassador came to an end. The 

cover story had been concocted around diamonds – that much he had obviously had to know. A fabrication about facilitating 

a supposed “special arrangement” with the president of the Central African Republic… 

The unfortunate ambassador had been induced to believe that he, Engelbrecht, was the “bag man”, or paymaster, in the 

service of Jewish diamond dealers from Antwerp in Belgium (the world’s traditional polishing centre for precious stones). 

These dealers from Antwerp were supposedly concerned about the increasing role of Lebanese smuggler-traders who were 

moving large volumes of diamonds illicitly directly from Bangui in the CAR to India, to be polished there – thus threatening 

Antwerp’s control over the market. The Antwerp guys had supposedly identified the Ambassador as the ideal go-between 

with the CAR president because of her relationship with his brother, who was the CAR’s ambassador in Paris, and had let it 

be known that they were willing to pay in polished stones for the mediating role that they wanted her to play in getting the 

CAR to clamp down on the Lebanese. She had been offered an advance payment as “proof of good faith”.  

Because the Ambassador herself was obviously not keen to be caught out receiving such favours, she had found the cloak 

and dagger manner of the “Belgians” quite natural under the circumstances. She had been completely in accord with their 

suggestion about the clandestine rendezvous in the Bois to hand over the “good faith deposit”, and had made sure she took 

her personal vehicle, not the official chauffeured limousine, ostensibly to go to a private lunch appointment at the famous 

restaurant, after first sending her staff off on different errands… 

 Engelbrecht was in a hurry now to be rid of the rental car, and left it in a hotel basement close to the Metro subway 

station. He would use the Metro to get to the TGV station to catch the bullet train to Geneva. There he would be able to lie 

low and await his next instruction. He knew that today’s assassination surely had to be indicative of the fact that the action 

was about to start really hotting up back home. The thought of imminent combat filled him with delicious anticipation. Now 

the world would see who Africa’s top soldiers truly were, he thrilled – as long as no bloody traitors, hands-uppers or 

peacemaking pragmatists deprived them of the opportunity to take possession of the Afrikaners’ rightful heritage! 

..... 

Percival Lettsome’s office was located on the upper floor of a small double-storey building dating from Road Town’s 

colonial era, on Main Street. Oedipa was astounded by the sheer number of corporate name plaques that festooned the front 

wall. Upon ascending the stairs, she noticed an equally large number of name plates clustered around the door leading into 

Lettsome’s reception, which proclaimed the office to be the registered address of a couple of dozen banks and corporations 

registered as offshore entities in the BVI. 

For these banks and corporations, this dingy office was thus their sought-after BVI address that they would proudly 

display on their websites (without revealing that, in fact, the venerable Percival Lettsome and his aged receptionist 

constituted the sum total of their corporate presence in the islands). This tiny office and many more just like it were the legal 

fronts that allowed such institutions to project themselves via the internet as if they were in the same league as Wall Street. 

Momentarily amused by the thought, Oedipa wondered how many people really knew how almost non-existent the local 

infrastructure of these corporations actually was, to whom millions were being entrusted on a daily basis. 

 After the introductions to a very nervous Percival Lettsome (who had obviously put two and two together about their 

investigation and the big South African nuclear terror story that was all over the news), Danie Steyn – being evidently the 

most knowledgeable about the world of offshore finance – opened the discussion. Oedipa noticed how quickly he managed 

to put the older man at ease, winning his confidence and cooperation by assuring him that they had no reason at all to 

suspect him of any wrongdoing.  
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As Danie had expected, Percival Lettsome immediately confirmed that he had never actually met any of these particular 

account holders in person. He had formally incorporated the company for them in the BVI in 1993, acting upon written 

instructions from a respected law firm in Zurich, Switzerland, with whom he was used to doing business. The name of the 

company (as provided to him by the lawyers, for registration purposes) was Trans-Global Securities – again the acronym 

TGS, Oedipa immediately noticed. He had subsequently opened the corresponding bank account at what was then Barclays 

Bank in Road Town. 

The initial amount with which to open the bank account was transferred from a Swiss bank via Barclays Bank PLC in 

London. A few years later, Percival Lettsome had received a couriered letter from the attorneys in Zurich. In it he was 

informed that the client had requested that the law firm’s branch office in Panama City, Panama, should henceforth manage 

the relationship. The reason proffered was that the investment focus had shifted to real estate developments in Panama and 

the USA’s Sun Belt. In the letter, he was given the names of the partners at the law firm in Panama from whom he would in 

future be receiving instructions, as well as samples of their signatures. 

It was through this channel that he had been receiving the orders for payments, up to and including the payment for the 

advertisements – with the placement of which, he stressed, he had nothing to do. Of late the payments had mostly been for 

the purchase of gold, in which the client had begun investing heavily – particularly over the last four months. He never saw 

the actual coins himself because his role was merely to make payments to the overseas gold traders who were supplying; in 

this manner the bank account had been drawn down to practically zero.  

“So…” Percival Lettsome concluded, “as you can appreciate, my only role and function was to serve as the signatory for 

the bank account, always acting strictly on instructions sent to me from Panama City, which were always very proper and 

typical of investment instructions, giving me no reasonable cause whatsoever to suspect anything…” 

Danie Steyn now posed a question about the closure of the bank account and the elderly consultant confirmed that he had 

received instructions, two days earlier, to close the account and withdraw the remaining funds as a bonus to himself for his 

years of diligent care. The instruction had not provided any reasons and, from experience, he had not expected any either. 

At Steyn’s request, Percival Lettsome agreed to allow them to take his entire file with them, on condition that he was 

provided by his nephew with an official receipt for it. Upon an enquiry from Faure about the Swiss-Panamanian law firm 

from whom he had been receiving his instructions, Lettsome repeated that he had been doing business with them for many 

years, on behalf of many different clients, and that he would have no qualms about continuing to do so – in his experience 

they were professionals who did their duty to their very substantial clients, always in a most correct manner. In fact, he 

regarded himself as fortunate that this particular law firm had selected him to represent a number of their clients in the BVI. 

Percival Lettsome unhesitatingly provided the full particulars of their address in Panama City and the names of the partners 

that he worked with – although he did make a point of mentioning to Steyn that he would be phoning them to report on the 

morning’s events “just as a professional courtesy", as he was sure Steyn would understand. 

Percival Lettsome, no longer a young man, was visibly tired after his early flight in from Miami.  So, since it was clear 

that he had nothing further to add, they said their goodbyes and left. Inspector Lettsome again invited them for coffee, this 

time at his office, which provided Danie with the opportunity to study the file in more detail and to make copies of some of 

the correspondence and bank statements. The exchanges recorded therein were brief and to the point, as one would expect 

from professional business consultants and lawyers. All of the transactions were evidently above board, with nothing that 

should have caused a reasonable man any suspicion. What struck Steyn, however, was the sharp increase in investments in 

gold, platinum and manganese mines outside of Africa (particularly in Australia and Russia), and in actual gold bullion, the 

nearer the timeline came to the present. Wryly he thought that this was like a guy who owns a glass shop sending out kids 

with stones to go and throw out window panes – once all hell broke loose in Southern Africa, TuGStaf was bound to make a 

huge profit (as the stock markets were already demonstrating). The gold coin and bullion had the added advantage of being 

almost untraceable – the ideal medium with which to pay for illicit arms deals. 

There was not much more that they could sensibly discuss with Inspector Lettsome and Faure was in a growing hurry to 

get to his communications technicians in order to transmit his report to Paris on what they had found in the BVI. La Piscine 

would have to provide them with instructions regarding their next move – whether they should head to Panama City or 

not…  

They arrived back at the hotel with an hour to spare before lunch. Oedipa could see that Danie Steyn was agitated, clearly 

irritated by the fact that he was obliged to kick his heels when he so desperately wanted to be heading back to his children. 

On the spur of the moment she suggested that they go for a swim, just to distract him from his thoughts, and somewhat to 

her surprise he agreed, arranging to meet her in twenty minutes on the beach. He just needed to quickly file his own report to 

Pretoria first. Danie handed the copies of the file content that Inspector Lettsome had made for him at police headquarters to 

the reception staff, asking for it to be faxed to Pete, and followed up with a brief report on his laptop, sent by e-mail. In it he 
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specifically asked Pete to get the data through to “Issy” as quickly as possible – like a drowning man clutching at straws, he 

had this growing sense that the Mossad probably had a stronger motivation than most to speedily resolve this mess. 

 With his report filed, he hurried to join Oedipa on the beach. This time she kept her tongue under control and was 

rewarded by him taking over the conversational duties, regaling her with an articulate stream of increasingly revealing 

recollections about his youth in the Free State – about the family farm in a bend of the Wilge River, seamed by willow trees 

from which the river took its name; how he and his cousin had caught catfish and the more sporting yellowfish on hand lines 

in the river, rode bull calves in the kraal, hunted guineafowl with their slingshots among the rows of head-high maize… Of 

how the fertile African soil felt, freshly ploughed, when you crush a sod in your fist…  

In listening to him she again appreciated how deeply anchored the Afrikaners were in their African pastoral heritage – as 

much as the Zulu cattle herders she had seen in KwaZulu-Natal, or the Venda women tending their plots in the far north of 

that beautiful, bountiful land. 

Was there enough land there for all who wanted to farm it? she wondered... 

For Afrikaner, Zulu, Venda – for every African son or daughter of the soil who, in his or her heart, still hankered after an 

own piece of Mother Africa, being so inextricably bound to the land? Would they be able to manage the sharing and 

dividing of the agricultural land among themselves, in peace and with equity? 

Because in Africa, she knew – when all is said and done – it is the division of the land that really counts… 

..... 

Tienie Steyn could feel his chest tighten with concern. This bloody situation was getting out of hand, he sensed with 

darkening premonition. Watching Sky TV on the satellite feed had progressively brought him to that conclusion. The 

breaking news about TuGStaf had been a real bombshell, as evidenced by the number of phone calls it generated as friends 

and neighbours “touched base” about what stood to be done in order to protect hearth and home. 

What frustrated him most was the lack of reliable local information. Under his breath he cursed fate, which had willed it 

that his wife, Marita, together with Flippie’s wife, had driven to the metropolitan malls of Vereeniging early that morning to 

do their shopping. 

Marita had phoned him, just past four o’clock, to say that the situation there was looking dicey and that it likely wasn’t 

safe to attempt the drive back to Frankfort. The management of the shopping centre had broadcast warnings over the 

intercom system, cautioning that the surrounding Black townships (which had the previous night been deprived of power, 

through sabotage) were caught up in a state of unrest, with some through routes blocked with tree trunks, rocks and burning 

tyres – just like in the seventies and eighties. The shoppers who had to pass along those routes on their way home were 

therefore advised to look for alternatives, or otherwise to stay over in the city until things calmed down.  

Fortunately Flippie’s sister lived in Vereeniging. They would be able to stay overnight with her – a good thing because 

Flippie’s wife was the nervous type and Marita said that she had seemed really scared by the prospect of heading back to 

Frankfort under the circumstances. Tienie had supported the decision for them to stay put because in Frankfort itself things 

weren’t looking too good, either. The township of Namahadi was at boiling point, with the power supply blasted out and the 

different ethnic factions at odds – the Zulus, an aggressive bunch, were mostly backing the current regime, whilst the rest 

was made to suffer the purges, with their leaders branded as “counter-revolutionaries”. Some of them had started fleeing to 

the White part of town, across the barren no man’s land that still physically separated the two areas, in the hope of finding 

shelter with employers. 

Johnnie Muller and his bunch of right-wing cronies were doing their damndest to keep all the Blacks on “their” side of the 

old Apartheid-era buffer strip and they patrolled along its boundary in their pickup trucks with much show and bravado, 

brandishing their shotguns and hunting rifles for all to see. Tienie could not stand this kind of showmanship, especially 

coming from a bunch that knew precious little about the hard realities of taking up arms against their fellow man, 

particularly if there should be return fire… 

Tienie himself had done his share of jumps under fire – such as in ’78 with Operation Reindeer at Cassinga in Angola, 

under the legendary Colonel Jan Breytenbach – as one of the parabats who took on SWAPO and the Angolan 

MPLA/Cubans that day, hundreds of kilometres inside enemy territory. He had been part of the small but critically 

important blocking group, deployed alongside the main road to Techamutete, with orders to halt the rapidly advancing 

Cuban armoured column sent to attack the lightly armed South African paratroopers from the flank. They had stood their 

ground and seen off that threat, so Tienie didn’t usually regard himself as someone who scared easily. 

Today, however, a pernicious sense of foreboding had taken hold of him. He wasn’t one to exaggerate, but the threats 

being issued by this so-called TuGStaf had him really worried. He knew intuitively that this TuGStaf was the subject of his 

supersleuth cousin Danie’s current investigation and the gravity which Danie had ascribed to the matter now made it plain to 
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Tienie that TuGStaf’s operatives weren’t just another bunch of windbags… Talk of nuclear bombs was enough to give 

anyone a scare, but his big concern was that this TuGStaf’s actions – no matter how professionally planned they may be in 

their own right – could set off a chain reaction of unpredictable own “amateur initiatives” by the ultra-right-wing hotheads 

of which the Frankfort district unfortunately had its fair share.  

Tienie could also see the impact that these threats by White men to take control again by force of arms was having on the 

attitude of the Black population. Quite obviously they were not enamoured of the prospect, and were making their feelings 

known by means of protest demonstrations, such as those in the Vaal Triangle that had obliged Marita to stay put. 

Just how the hell had this TuGStaf thought the Blacks would react to their demand for a Volkstaat anyway? he wondered. 

However, in his book the Blacks weren’t blameless either – their leaders should have known that this nonsense of singing 

“shoot the Boer” and clamouring for nationalisation and the redistribution of farmland would stoke up White sentiments. 

And he didn’t believe for one second the government’s story about Eksodus being a plot by counter-revolutionaries – the 

purges going on he regarded as opportunism on the part of the new ruling clique, to settle old scores with their internal 

enemies. He also feared that linking Eksodus to White capital was just the prelude, the psychological justification for a 

coming nationalisation of the mines and banks and the seizure of farms.  

This bullshit about setting up a White homeland, a Volkstaat, had him fuming because he intuitively knew that it would 

mean him losing his Groenplaas, one way or another. Bitterly he mused that these bastards of the TuGStaf were gambling on 

escalating tensions so rapidly, causing so much interracial polarisation, that Whites and Blacks would be forced willy-nilly 

into opposing camps purely on the strength of blood being thicker than water, whether they wanted to be part of these crazy 

schemes or not. In his view, TuGStaf’s professions of non-racialism would in practice come to nothing, given the racial 

polarisation that their actions would inevitably generate. 

With deep concern he had phoned his neighbour, Kommandant Pieterse, who had been his commander in the territorial 

forces, the now disbanded local Commando. They were of the same opinion about the emotions that were being unleashed. 

Pieterse furthermore confirmed that the bulk of the men of their ilk in the district were quietly doing what was necessary to 

stay in touch and to be prepared, but he also had this underlying fear that they were all going to be overtaken by events. 

Pieterse, too, had seen the stirrings in Namahadi and the anti-White feelings boiling up among the disenchanted, jobless 

youths there… 

The biggest problem was the new part of Namahadi, along the R26 main road to the neighbouring town of Villiers, the 

Kommandant had told him. Youngsters from there were staging protest marches along the kerb and one could but hope that 

they did not start blocking the road again with burning tyres.  

This was the road along which Marita would have to return. She was cut from pioneering Voortrekker cloth, fearless to 

the point of sometimes being reckless. He hoped that the troubles would blow over by the following morning because he 

knew that it would be difficult to restrain Marita from driving back on the morrow – she dearly wanted for them to hit the 

road south, down to the beach cottage on the West Coast.  

Tienie checked his hunting rifles and then – for the first time in three decades – he went back to the old cooler box built 

with blocks of cement mixed with cinder, located at the rear of the milk shed. He had a bricklayer’s hammer in his hand.  

Delicately he chipped away the plaster in the right back corner and extracted a rectangular bundle, carefully wrapped in 

oil cloth. The AK-47 which he (like many other troepies who had seen service in the bush war) had so long ago smuggled 

back with him as a souvenir, shone dully in the light of his torch. Back then his father had wanted to flog him to within an 

inch of his life for bringing the bloody thing onto the farm. He had been so ashamed of the illegality of what he’d done that 

he had immediately bricked it up. 

Tienie tested the action and could see and feel that the weapon was as good as its deserved reputation for being virtually 

indestructible. The bloody things could withstand terrible abuse and, because of his love and respect for guns, he had 

cleaned and oiled it very well before carefully wrapping it all those many years ago. Luckily the Russians had designed what 

was their standard assault rifle so as to be able to use NATO-calibre ammo as well, by cleverly choosing their own bore to 

be just slightly larger than standard Western issue – they could therefore use captured Western ammo, but the NATO forces 

could not use theirs. Tienie accordingly had some fresh ammunition, albeit Western bore, for the two crescent-shaped 

magazines.  

May the Good Lord see to it that I never need to fire the bloody thing in anger, he prayed… 

..... 

At precisely twelve noon, BVI time, Oedipa and the others sat down for lunch, again outside on the hotel deck. The 

television in the corner was still screening news footage about the events in South Africa to the virtual exclusion of all other 

news items. Naturally their own conversation quickly picked up from where it had left off the previous evening. 
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Oedipa, insatiably inquisitive, started it all again. She wanted to know why the strategy advocated by Roux and the 

“doves” like him in the intelligence establishment, and which had seemingly worked so well for the first thirteen to fourteen 

years after the transition, had then so dramatically started to unravel. 

Roux’s off-the-cuff response caught her by surprise. She had expected that he would blame the current crop of Black 

politicians, but he commenced by faulting the Whites instead. Roux lamented the fact that his brethren had been either 

ignorant of the strategy that was developed, or had not understood it. Consequently, they hadn’t been aware of what they 

were supposed to contribute in order to make the New South Africa work, as intended, in the long term. 

André Roux explained that one of the cornerstones of the strategy had been to tap into the typically consensual, inclusive 

approach to decision-making that was the norm in traditional African political systems. According to this traditional 

approach, the chief has to allow all stakeholder groups to be seated at the indaba, or policy-making discussion, and also has 

to allow them to freely and often critically speak their minds. Only after having had the benefit of everyone’s opinions was 

the chief entitled to make his decision – which everybody then had to respect. Such a traditional system, with its emphasis 

on inclusivity and participation, would allow the Whites to be seated at the Cabinet table and to make their inputs there, 

right at the heart of decision-making. This concept stands in direct contrast to the Anglo-Saxon political tradition of winner-

takes-all, with one group being “in” and the other “out”, and the two sides slugging it out verbally in perpetual political 

confrontation under the guise of a “loyal opposition” – the latter a concept totally alien to the consensus-demanding African. 

Such an inclusive system of unity government naturally works to limit the confrontational political posturing typical of 

the Westminster system – posturing that inevitably tends, in a multi-racial society, to polarise that society politically along 

racial cleavage lines, rather than in terms of opposing ideas or policy platforms.  

The settlement negotiated in 1994 had just such an inclusive, participatory African style of governance in mind. The heart 

of it was the concept of a government of national unity, complete with two executive deputy presidents and a division of 

cabinet seats among all significant parties, not just the winning party. It was not a notion completely foreign to Westerners, 

specifically continental Europeans (as distinct from the Anglo-Saxon world); it resembles the so-called consociational model 

developed by modern European constitutional thinkers such as the Dutchman Arndt Lijphardt.  

André Roux looked wistfully at Oedipa and she could see and hear the intellectual and emotional attachment that he felt 

to this concept: “Such a unity government with representation of all interest groups was seen by us as the best way in which 

Whites could hope to bring their expertise as well as their vital interests to the table, at the very highest level of decision-

making. It would have been far better than being the British-style Leader of the Opposition and having to shout at 

Government from across the aisle – especially if you know that, because of ethnic demographics, you’ll never be able to sit 

on the government benches yourself, because of the very nature of the British system.  

“This inclusive, participatory indaba-style of governance was natural to the African, as demonstrated by the ANC’s 

willingness to accommodate even their arch-enemy, the Inkatha Freedom Party, at cabinet level. President Mandela actually 

went beyond what the interim constitution stipulated and invited parties who had not attained five per cent of the vote to also 

participate in his cabinet. Because it meshed with traditional African values, it was an approach that, in our view, had a far 

better chance of working than the Westminster-style of government, which had failed all over Africa and only resulted in the 

accentuation of division and the oppression of minorities.  

“Great was our joy, therefore, when in 1994 FW de Klerk was made one of the Executive Deputy Presidents to President 

Mandela, together with Thabo Mbeki, and when a number of experienced ministers from the previous White government 

were included in the Mandela cabinet.” 

“And then the stupid members of the National Party’s congress buggered it all up!” Oedipa now interjected, having 

caught on to where Roux was headed with this. 

With a sigh and a nod, Roux agreed. “Looking back upon it all, I can see now that that was the moment when the plot was 

lost. It happened because no one had explained to the average NP member what the true goals of the negotiation process 

were. As I indicated last night, we couldn’t very well tell them publicly that we wanted Mandela and Mbeki to win, in order 

to be rid of the UDF; neither could we tell them that the true enemy was not the ANC as such, but the radical wing within 

the ANC – who we had to marginalise in order to enable the moderates to take charge of the movement and reach a 

reasonable settlement with us.  

“For decades we had demonised the ANC, so it was perhaps understandable that the average White party activist found it 

difficult to figure out for himself that we now had to work within an ANC-dominated government in order to be heard, and 

also to be able to bolster the moderates against the radicals in the ANC – the latter whom we had to prevent from taking 

power at all cost. Also, the Whites had known only the Westminster-type of politics, so the idea of vociferously critical 

opposition was deeply ingrained. And, of course, there were a lot of things that the new government did which Whites much 

rather wanted to criticise than have to share the blame for, due to having been part of the cabinet that took those decisions.  
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“The end came at the NP conference two years into the government of national unity, when the pernicious idea carried the 

day that – in order to be able to take on the ANC in future elections – the NP had to withdraw from the unity government so 

that they could freely criticise and not share the blame for government policy. A very short-sighted approach as history 

quickly taught us when the NP, by going it alone, lost all relevance and disbanded – with one part joining the ANC and the 

rest being swallowed by the Democratic Alliance.” 

Oedipa shook her head, understanding for the first time the frustration that the White leadership who had successfully 

negotiated the transition must have felt when their own people pulled the rug from under them. That’s why so many of the 

leading figures then simply retired from politics, leaving the traditional Afrikaner nationalist with no leaders of stature, she 

realised. 

“So they withdrew from the government of national unity, ending up the junior members of a toothless liberal opposition 

with no hope in hell of influencing policy,” she summed up.  “And now the Whites are shit scared of Julius Malema taking 

over the ANC and, by default, the government; scared because they stupidly gave up the real political leverage that had been 

negotiated for them, and now they don’t know how to counteract Malema and his policies – short of threatening to blow us 

all to kingdom come with nuclear bombs, that is!” 

 Roux nodded with a pained expression. “Yes – that decision to walk out of Cabinet, to me, was the turning point. The 

fact that the Afrikaner no longer had any real input into decision-making was a catastrophic mistake, as we can now clearly 

see. And why did it happen? Because too few Afrikaners had the guts or the insight to grasp that, inevitably, the ANC was 

going to be the party of government and that they would therefore politically have to engage with them if they wanted to 

make any real difference. Instead most took the soft option, joining the English as ‘bywoners’ in their Westminster-style 

Democratic Alliance opposition party, where they could get a kick out of being a very vocal, very critical and very 

politically correct opposition, but – as you’ve just said – without them having a snowball’s hope in hell of ever having any 

significance at national level.  

“As I said – for me, personally – this was a turning point. I realised that my own people had lost the plot, or rather, had 

most probably never truly understood it – which I ascribe to the harsh reality that we had over many decades nurtured a 

culture of uncritical, non-analytical obedience to the party line among our NP voters, who voted for us for the same reasons 

that most Blacks have voted, and will continue to vote, for the ANC – because the NP had been the liberation movement of 

the Afrikaner, and therefore my people’s natural ethno-political home, just as the ANC is for the Blacks. And all because we 

didn’t – couldn’t – communicate to them the intricate complexities of our strategy, nor could we celebrate with them our 

success in turning the ANC 180 degrees and actually establishing a government of national unity, thereby achieving our 

most prized goal.” 

Oedipa’s sudden understanding of what had been hitherto a very opaque situation filled her with some sympathy for him. 

It is ironic, Oedipa thought, that both Mbeki and De Klerk, and even Mandela, were now being scorned by their own people, 

branded as “sell-outs”, because they had had the courage to seek a new paradigm, compromising for the common good, 

when they concluded the so-called “peace of the brave”. With the moderates now all sidelined, and the hawks from both 

sides once again dominating proceedings and squaring off once more, she wondered whether those who had been so loud in 

their scorn now perhaps had a better appreciation of what the country lost when the dream of reconciliation, of the 

“Rainbow Nation”, was allowed to fade.   

“Is that why you decided to sell up and move to Andorra?” Oedipa asked. 

André Roux hesitated a moment, but then his mouth set in a firm expression and his eyes held hers. “If the truth be 

known, yes – it was after the 2004 election that I came to the conclusion that there was a very real possibility that things 

might not work out well for South Africa in the long run. We human beings cannot easily escape our conditioning, and 

perhaps the experiment of 1994 had been just too complex, too ambitious, for the uninformed general public. They never 

had the benefit of any concerted communication effort to explain to them what was at stake and what the true goals were. 

Consequently they simply did not – could not – understand what it all truly entailed, nor what was required, in order to 

ensure enduring success. I knew then, in 2004 – when Mbeki had so assiduously courted the White, and especially the 

Afrikaner, vote, and was yet roundly rejected – that he and the ANC non-racialists were doomed.”  

The others mulled this over in silence and after a moment Roux continued, this time in a tone of resignation rather than 

bitterness: “In mitigation I have to admit that – given our sensitivities around race and group politics – it would have been 

extremely difficult, not to mention risky, to communicate fully to the public what was really going on. For example – Mbeki 

could scarcely have told the Whites in 2004 that they needed, in their own interest, to back him against his fellow comrades 

in the ANC, because otherwise he and the non-racialists risked being chucked out of the window, to be replaced by the 

proponents of a second revolution who would want to ‘shoot the Boer’, take his farm, nationalise the mines and banks, and 

generally do all in their power to undo the perceived ‘sell-out’ that was agreed to in 1994.  
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“Mbeki obviously had as little scope for doing this as we had in 1994 for trumpeting from the rooftops that, with and 

through Mandela and Mbeki, we had succeeded in turning the ANC from a Marxist movement, fighting to gain total power 

through the barrel of a gun, into an internationally credible negotiation partner committed to democracy, the rule of law, 

individual human rights and the perpetuation of the Old South Africa’s market-driven economic model, with retention of 

property rights, bureaucrats’ pensions etcetera, etcetera.”  

 “So...” Oedipa now summed up as her fingers flew across the keys of her laptop, typing up her own conclusions as part 

of the report she wanted to send after lunch. “What we have here is a country where those moderates, Black and White, who 

supported the compromise of 1994 were nevertheless oblivious to the reality that that settlement would need their continued 

joint effort in order to be brought to material fruition; where the moderates were unwilling to acknowledge that they were 

inextricably bound by fate. Rather than associate politically with their fellow moderates, they still instinctively chose to 

associate with their fellows of the same colour, despite the ideological differences between them. Within their respective 

ethnic groupings, these moderates have now been marginalised and – thus fragmented – they have lost all political 

relevance. Worse yet – their political demise has now left the real political battle to be fought, and the future to be 

determined, by and between the radicals on both extremes of the political spectrum…”  

Roux looked at her with evident respect for her insightfulness. “You’re absolutely right – the elections of 2009 and 2011 

demonstrated that the ANC will remain the natural party of government, despite the fundamental change in direction it 

underwent at its Polokwane congress, and despite the attempted breakaway by some of Mbeki’s erstwhile lieutenants. What 

those recent elections demonstrate is that it is complete wishful thinking to believe that the populists and Africanists can be 

beaten at the ballot box once they have taken control of the ANC. Put simply – whoever controls the ANC, controls the 

country!  

“Fortunately, the domination of the ANC by its lunatic left and its kleptomaniacs isn’t yet complete. There are very many 

good people still within the ANC, even though they are increasingly being marginalised. In a perfect world, what should 

happen is that all of the moderates, of all…” 

The ringing of Faure’s phone interrupted Roux. When they heard that it was a call from La Piscine with new instructions, 

all attention focused on the Frenchman. The message was terse; they saw him nodding, then snap the phone shut. 

“OK, people – it’s Panama City, as expected. In anticipation, I sent the air crew ahead to the airport an hour ago to go 

through their preparatory drills. So please, go collect your stuff from your rooms and get back here, quick as you can…” 

Steyn made it obvious that he wasn’t pleased with the orders. “I hope your people don’t have great expectations of what 

we’re likely to find in Panama,” he snorted. “These TuGStaf operators are clever and careful – all we’re likely to find is 

another layer of blind corporations and anonymous accounts, all likely empty!”  

Faure shook his head. “Looking up that law firm is not the only reason for our orders to go to Panama. There’s been an 

interesting development – the local intelligence service there, SENIS, late this morning contacted the CIA, who in turn put 

them in touch with La Piscine. It seems that SENIS believes that they have a man under active surveillance there who could 

be linked to Eksodus. It’s an American, an ex-marine, who’s been hanging around there for some time and who’s now 

suddenly come into some money. Last night he got as drunk as a skunk and started bragging in the bar where he was 

hanging out that he’s working for the South Africans, for TuGStaf. This when the TV in his favourite drinking hole showed 

news coverage about the alleged nuclear threat. La Piscine wants us to join SENIS and the CIA field officers there asap to 

check out this guy, Jude Grossbeck, who SENIS has got under observation as we speak.  

“Incidentally, La Piscine has also told me that the South African ambassador to Paris, one of the former ‘in’ crowd, has 

just been assassinated near the Grande Cascade restaurant in the Bois de Boulogne, with a bomb that exploded in her motor 

car... They don’t know yet who’s responsible, but sources suggest she may have been taken out by agents of Pretoria on 

suspicion of being one of the so-called ‘counter-revolutionaries’. There are also rumours going round of dealings in 

diamonds – all kinds of non-kosher things, which the media is jumping on with relish. So, my friends, their war has started 

to spread into our own back yard. And our public – and consequently my government – isn’t amused at all… it’s safe to say 

that, with these events, your New South Africa is no longer the flavour of the month in Europe!” 

Roux now joined in trying to convince Steyn of the merits of going to Panama: “In any case, Danie, you’re likely to be 

able to get to Johannesburg much quicker from Panama City than from here. From Panama there are any number of flights 

daily, over Sao Paulo in Brazil, or via Buenos Aires, with flight paths that are almost straight lines home – from the BVI, on 

the other hand, you’ll first have to go back up to the USA or via Europe.” 

Grudgingly Steyn agreed, having understood Roux’s point, and they scattered to go get their stuff ready.  

Once back in the microbus, there wasn’t much talking as Faure hurried the driver along. Oedipa knew that she wouldn’t 

miss travelling that snaking hill road, although the views down to the many bays and coves were certainly spectacular. 

The airport terminal was relatively busy, with passengers readying for the afternoon’s flights to Puerto Rico and Miami. 

They moved quickly through the VIP Salon, hurrying to get to the waiting Falcon. 
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 A CNN flash of breaking news, which she saw on one of the screens in the Salon, caused Oedipa to pause briefly to take 

in the latest flash – the tall tower building housing the SABC’s Broadcast Centre in Johannesburg was in flames and the 

rolling subscript affirmed that the national transmissions were off the air. Another scene flashed on screen, this time 

showing the steel winch tower over the shaft of the mine at Gold Reef City lying crumpled on its side, with a subscript 

which proclaimed that it had been blown up half an hour earlier… 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 13 

 

The Falcon’s cabin was filled with speculation as to who could be behind the assassination in Paris, as well as the blaze 

and bomb blast in Johannesburg. The latter obviously would have been TuGStaf. The former could – as emerging evidence 

seemed to indicate – have been a manifestation of the internal divisions within the ANC, but André Roux doubted that. To 

him, the party with most to gain from the media spotlight that the assassination cast on the potential for the South African 

conflict to impact European cities was indubitably TuGStaf. However, irrespective of responsibility, what the recent violent 

actions made plain was that the intensity of the conflict was being ramped up rapidly and significantly – that the phase of 

symbolic actions was behind them.  

 “You know, what we’re witnessing now is exactly the kind of thing that we foreign journalists had expected for the 

transition, in 1994,” Oedipa remarked. “The peace that’s reigned since makes what’s happening now all the more 

distressing. You just don’t expect this sort of thing to be happening in post-Apartheid South Africa!” The others evidently 

agreed with her sentiments and after a moment’s reflection she continued, in a sombre voice: “Perhaps all those malcontents 

who’ve lately been so vocal in their criticism of the settlement of 1994 will now reconsider – and rediscover just what a 

blessing that peace accord actually was…” 

 “Ja – you’re very right…” Roux agreed, grim-faced “… and I fear that these scenes of violence we saw just represent the 

beginning. It’s going to get much, much worse – and probably very quickly, too…”   

Danie Steyn now emerged from the cockpit, where he had gone to make a call home to his children in Pretoria. In 

response to their questioning glances, he sighed and threw his hands up in the air: “It doesn’t look good – not good at all! 

People are scared. They are huddling together again, like frightened herd animals. The Whites – at least in Pretoria’s suburbs 

– have reinstituted their block-guard system of self-defence because they cannot, or will not, depend on the Police Service to 

protect them. All of the women and children are together, in the safest house on the block, with the men-folk out patrolling 

the neighbourhood. The tiniest spark could ignite this powder keg! 

 “My son has his girlfriend and her mother staying at our place as well, after what happened to them. Her dad is still 

missing. I’ve asked my colleagues at the office in Centurion to see if they can find out where he was being held, and on what 

grounds. From what Niel has told me, it appears that Mr. Essop was set up by a conniving colleague who’s after his job…” 

There was complete silence in the cabin as they each mentally processed the events in South Africa. Peace in such a 

society is truly a delicate flower, Oedipa mused to herself – you disturb the balance of forces just marginally and all hell 

breaks loose. With irritation she remembered a thought that had come to her in many a conflict situation before – about 

man’s inability to appreciate what he’s got, and as corollary thereto, always to try and push his luck just that little bit 

further… There was no doubt that it was TuGStaf who were the accelerators of the current crisis. But she understood, too, 

that they would not have felt themselves obliged to act in such cataclysmic manner had it not been for the sayings and 

doings of the ANC’s radicals, who were very much the instigators... 

Deeply liberal as she was by inclination, even she couldn’t deny that TuGStaf’s fear of a “second revolution”, of the 

country descending into a second Zimbabwe, was not without foundation. For nobody could deny that the ANC of today 

and, even more so, the new leadership that was lining up to steer it into the future, were a far cry from the ANC of Nelson 

Mandela and Thabo Mbeki.  

Politics was much like Newton’s laws of physics, she mused – every action elicits a reaction. The law of unintended 

consequences… These young ANC radicals would be gravely mistaken if they should even try to steer South Africa towards 

Robert Mugabe’s policies that had ruined Zimbabwe – because patently the White population of South Africa, and the 

Afrikaners in particular, were a very different kettle of fish to the couple of hundred thousand British settlers who had 

briefly held sway in the old Rhodesia. As TuGStaf was viciously demonstrating, there would be determined resistance if 

pushed to choose between flight or fight – because unlike the handful of White Zimbabweans, the Afrikaners essentially had 

nowhere to flee to and would be with their backs against the wall. 

Roux suddenly shifted their focus, pointing out of the window, down at a large island passing below their right wing: 

“Look, that’s Puerto Rico ... a few years ago, when we were travelling these parts, I heard an interesting story about the 

origins of the island’s name. As you may know, the capital of Puerto Rico is San Juan, which is located on a beautifully 

protected natural harbour. Apparently the early Spaniards decided to name the island after St. John and to call their new city 

on the magnificent bay Rich Port. However, the monk who acted as scribe of the petition to the Spanish king for his 

approval of the names, had apparently imbibed a few too many liquid cures for tropical maladies on the day of the writing 

thereof and had gotten the names mixed up in the document. The king accepted the petition at face value, so the island 

became Rich Port and the town St. John!” 
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Faure remembered that Roux had told him years before about the Caribbean trip that he and his wife undertook when they 

were doing research on where to settle. “On that trip you visited Panama as well, didn’t you, André?” Pierre asked. “Don’t 

you want to give us your impressions of the place?” Neither he nor the other two had visited Panama before. 

André Roux sank back into his seat, his fingertips touching in front of his chest. The ever-inquisitive Oedipa leaned 

forward expectantly and was not disappointed when he started relating how he and wife Naomi had first got it into their 

heads to investigate Panama as a possible retirement destination – as Oedipa had already learnt, Roux was an accomplished 

storyteller. 

“It started with a simple internet search…” he explained. “I just googled ‘best places to retire’ and, lo and behold, Panama 

kept popping up in the number one spot – to my utter surprise, I may add, because I knew little more about the place than 

that it boasted the famous inter-oceanic canal.” 

Intrigued by these Google results, Roux had then started researching Panama and was pleasantly surprised by the number 

of incentives that the Panamanian authorities had put in place to attract foreigners to come and settle. “You know, when you 

consider some of the usual destinations that we South Africans immediately think of, you end up confronted by enormous 

bureaucratic hurdles to immigration. This red tape makes it quite clear that those usually favoured countries – like our 

traditional Southern hemisphere rugby rivals, for example – are desperately keen on keeping foreigners out, not on actively 

attracting them. The Panamanians, however, have a number of incentive schemes for investors, but also for the likes of 

pensioners – the latter normally the most unwanted of the unwanted in other countries.”    

Roux paused for a moment, then admitted with a grin: “You’ve probably already deduced from my family’s eventual 

choice of Andorra that we are somewhat allergic to the idea of paying taxes. Well, Panama is even more advantageous than 

Andorra in that respect, with extensive property tax exemptions, no estate or death duties, no taxes on foreign-earned 

income, low value added tax, low customs duties – all in all, a very free market-orientated place, with the cost of living 

therefore being very affordable.  

“If you add to it the fact that the US Dollar is the money in circulation – yes, they use the actual greenback – and that 

there are no exchange controls or restrictions on repatriating your funds, then you understand why it is the second largest 

offshore banking centre in the world, after Switzerland. A real banking centre as well, not like what we’ve just seen in the 

BVI – all the large banks of the world, sitting there in some mighty tall skyscrapers. You’ll see that Panama City’s skyline is 

as impressive as that of places like Singapore, which it very much resembles – Panama has often been described as the 

Singapore or Dubai of the Americas.”  

Danie Steyn now joined in and confirmed that he, too, had been told in the course of his many financial investigations that 

Panama was second only to Switzerland as an offshore banking centre – proper banks, though – not merely collections of 

name plaques as was the case in Road Town. The place was also a shopper’s paradise because of the low taxes and duties, 

and the fact that it boasted the largest Free Zone in the Western Hemisphere, with only Hong Kong being larger on the 

global scale. “They’ve consistently recorded the highest economic growth rate in the Western Hemisphere as well, ever 

since the Americans handed back the canal to them in 2000,” he added.  

 “You’re right!” Roux endorsed with evident enthusiasm. “The country’s grown spectacularly and they have the most 

modern logistical infrastructure to support such growth. You’ll see excellent roads, high-tech communications and top 

hospitals – for example, they have the only Johns Hopkins hospital outside of the USA.” 

 “So? Why didn’t you retire to this veritable paradise?” Faure asked, half teasingly. 

Roux looked somewhat bashful, Oedipa noticed. “To be honest, it would have been my first choice…” he admitted. “It’s 

not for nothing that the name Panama means ‘place of lots of fish’ – most international deep-sea angling records were set 

there and Pierre knows how much I love fishing… And for the nature lover in me, it offers huge diversity and beauty – the 

largest unspoiled rain forests in the world, outside the Amazon, scenic mountain ranges with a perfect climate – living up 

there above six hundred metres is like having year-round natural air-conditioning There’s sea on both sides, with beautiful 

beaches on the Pacific and coral islands on the Caribbean, plus some excellent golf courses around Panama City and along 

their Gold Coast. 

“Another huge advantage is that the Americans cleared the country of tropical diseases like malaria and yellow fever 

when they constructed the Canal and it has been assiduously kept that way – so the population enjoys a very high life 

expectancy. It also has the lowest crime rate in the Americas. 

“What it doesn’t have, though, is snow – which is what my women-folk wanted because they’re both crazy about skiing. 

The true clincher, however, was its distance from Switzerland, where my son-in-law hails from. So, I was outvoted and now 

– every cold Andorran winter – there’s a part of me that regrets very much not having settled in balmy Panama…” 

The air hostess at this point came to call Faure to the cockpit for a link-up with the Deputy Director of Panama’s 

intelligence service, SENIS, via the coms-centre at La Piscine.  
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When he returned a few minutes later, Faure seemed pleased with the arrangements that had been made with Armando de 

la Guardia of the Servicio Nacional de Inteligencia y Seguridad. 

“We will be met at Tocúmen airport by Licenciado Armando de la Guardia, the Deputy Director of Panama’s security and 

intelligence service. The title ‘Licenciado’ in his case signifies advocate,” Faure explained. “SENIS is a civilian service, 

which falls directly under the Panamanian Presidency. Panama doesn’t have any military forces, just a national police 

service with different wings, like an aero-naval service, border police and the elite Institutional Protection Unit. 

“De la Guardia and two of his colleagues will collect us from the airport, where we shall split into two groups to save 

time. I will accompany him to interview this Jude Grossbeck character. The Institutional Protection Unit has got him under 

observation where he’s sleeping off last night’s partying in an apartment in the former Canal Zone.  

“You will go with one of the other SENIS chaps, named Rolando, who’ll take you directly to the offices of the attorneys 

who issued Mr. Lettsome with TuGStaf’s payment instructions. Once we’re done with our respective assignments, we’ll 

meet up again at the Marriott Hotel at the Multiplaza Pacifica shopping mall, which is apparently not far from the building 

that houses the offices of the attorneys.” 

The remainder of the two hour flight was taken up by a constant stream of messages about the evolving situation in South 

Africa, passed on to them by the DGSE communications technicians. It included feed from press associations, but also field 

reporting and background assessments from the SIS, CIA and BND. The focus of the background material was mostly on 

whether TuGStaf’s claims about tactical nuclear weapons and missiles could conceivably be true – with the consensus 

appearing to be that, at the very minimum, it could not be ruled out. When it came to internal events in South Africa, it was 

clear that it had been another hectic day, due in no small measure to Third Force provocations. There were also runs on 

supermarkets to stock up on food and essential supplies.  

They flew over the famous Panama Canal as they headed south across the Isthmus to Panama City and Oedipa heard 

Roux quickly explain that – for the most part – the Canal actually consisted not of an excavated ditch, but of a fresh-water 

lake created by damming the mighty Chagres River. She saw the huge locks that elevated the ships from sea level to that of 

the lake, eighty-five feet higher, and then discerned the impressive skyline of Panama City rising up on the Pacific coastline. 

Approaching their landing from the north-west, the Falcon made a wide turn over the Bay of Panama, giving them first a 

spectacular view to their right of the Pearl Islands strung out like green dots on the blue-grey of the Pacific, and then to their 

left, of the skyscrapers lining the ocean front. The jet raced over dozens of ships waiting at anchor in the bay for their turn to 

enter the Canal and then descended smoothly across flat mangrove jungle to touch down at the busy modern airport dubbed 

“the hub of the Americas”. 

Two Lexus 4x4s and a minibus stood awaiting the Falcon alongside the isolated runway north-east of the ones in regular 

commercial use. A distinguished-looking man in his forties, well dressed in a suit that clearly wasn’t bought off the shelf, 

greeted them on the apron in perfect English, though with a heavy American accent. He introduced himself as Armando de 

la Guardia and presented his associates Rolando and José, also in business suits and – like Armando – also of dark 

complexion, on the Latin pattern. Rolando, in particular, seemed to be of mainly Amerindian extraction. 

Without further delay, De la Guardia invited Faure to join him in the one Lexus. The chauffeur already had the engine 

running. José slid into the front seat next to the chauffeur and they left for a place that sounded to Oedipa like “Albrook”.  

Steyn and Roux got into the back of the other Lexus, with Rolando up front to drive. Oedipa had already taken the other 

front seat– already keen to be able to view this new city from the best vantage point. 

Rolando steered the luxurious 4x4 onto a modern motorway of concrete paving which took them towards the south-west, 

heading for the city and the ocean front. Oedipa could see how rapidly Panama City had been expanding as they passed a 

succession of newly-built middleclass urban housing developments that had sprung up on both sides of the highway. There 

was no sign of the typical Latin American shanty town or favela. In front of them, a new extension of the city proper was 

rising up along the coastline, dominated by some three dozen very tall skyscrapers. Rolando explained that the area had been 

the old municipal rubbish dump, reclaimed after the American handover of the Canal Zone and now known as the East 

Coast, or Costa del Este. Due to the congestion in the downtown banking quarter, a number of large enterprises had moved 

their corporate headquarters to this modern new development with its spacious boulevards, green lungs and luxurious 

residential amenities.  

The highway swept past the new skyscrapers and suddenly emerged literally onto the ocean, running on pillars across the 

bay for a number of kilometres. Rolando explained that the highway had been built there to side-step the Casco Antiguo, the 

original Panama City, which had been burnt to the ground when the notorious Welsh pirate, Henry Morgan, sacked it in 

1671. This was now a World Heritage Site, located between the modern-day city and the Costa del Este. Looking to her 

right, Oedipa could see the ruins of the old stone-built cathedral jutting out above the trees, beyond the beach – it was the 

only structure that survived the sacking in more or less recognisable form.  
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Turning back to look at the panorama unfolding in front of her, Oedipa noticed that this spectacular highway across the 

water would take them right into the heart of the present-day city’s high rises. One building in particular caught her eye, 

where it stood at the edge of the ocean on a kind of peninsula. Its architecture was striking, with two wings curving out and 

up like the billowing sails of a huge yacht. Upon her question, Rolando identified it as the Trump Tower – a residential and 

hotel complex that had the distinction of being Latin America’s tallest building, at almost one thousand feet (she was soon to 

realise that not only did the Panamanians use the American currency, but they also still tended to use American units of 

measurement such as feet, pounds and gallons, even though the metric system was the country’s official norm). 

They reached land again, in the form of what Rolando referred to as the twin-pointed peninsula of Punta Pacifica and 

Paitilla. The former was densely built with brand-new residential skyscrapers of forty to seventy storeys, and the 

Panamanian explained that it had all been built since 2000. This was due to the land – which, before the canal restitution, 

had been a civilian airstrip for smaller planes – in that year becoming available for redevelopment, thanks to the reversion of 

the Canal Zone and its former military airbases to Panama, which had made it possible to relocate the airport to one of the 

former military air bases. Oedipa was astounded at the speed of development and Roux also expressed his amazement at 

how much the city had grown in just the few years since his last visit. 

Once through Paitilla, Rolando drove down the scenic new coastal beltway, the Cinta Costera, constructed on land that 

had been reclaimed from the ocean for the purpose, in front of the bustling banking district – a highway system built and 

fully landscaped since Roux’s previous visit. “Now look at that! What an improvement!” Roux exclaimed, as they crested an 

elevated viaduct, which allowed them to look down upon the coastal strip stretching out ahead of them. “I’ve read about this 

– we’re now on the city’s major thoroughfare, the Avenida Balboa, which had been a nightmare of clogged traffic when 

Nina and I were here. Just look at it now: a beautiful esplanade!” they admired the fly-overs and multiple lanes set in an 

expansive new green belt with pathways for joggers and hikers, plus sports facilities and public lawns and gardens, where 

before there had been saltwater. 

About two kilometres down Avenida Balboa, Rolando turned right, in among the glass-and-granite edifices of Marbella, 

the banking district, before turning right again into Calle 50 (Fiftieth Street) to stop in front of the tower block of Credicorp 

Bank. 

The offices of the law firm were located on the 41st floor. They were accompanied directly to a lavishly appointed 

conference room by a suitably smartly turned out receptionist, who was dressed in an ensemble more suited to a cold 

northern clime than the tropics. Oedipa was soon to grasp why, when she experienced at what chilly temperature the air-

conditioning was set! She would soon learn that this was a common Panamanian foible – creating near-Arctic conditions 

inside most buildings.  

The view from this elevation, looking across the cityscape and the bay, was superb; however, they did not have much 

time to appreciate it because the firm’s senior partner did not keep them waiting. He strode in confidently, placed a small 

pile of files in front of Danie Steyn, and then proceeded to greet them each in turn. 

Lic. Rodrigo Sanchez explained that Armando de la Guardia had called him earlier to inform him about the “situation” 

and to ask for his firm’s cooperation, which Sanchez stressed they were only too pleased to offer – on the one hand since 

their mandate had been terminated two days before by their client, but more particularly because De la Guardia had 

suggested that their erstwhile client was responsible for the despicable events now unfolding in South Africa. 

Sanchez then briefly sketched the history that Percival Lettsome had already shared with them, namely that the client had 

first made contact with the firm’s head office in Zurich, before later requesting that his file be transferred to Panama. Neither 

Sanchez nor any of his colleagues in the Panama office had ever laid eyes on the client or anyone representing it. All 

instructions came by fax, without indication of a sending number, but always with the correct prearranged security 

identifiers to confirm authenticity. All of the instructions were, on the face of it, normal for the kind of investment portfolio 

management to which they related: nothing to cause suspicion. Just property development in California and Florida, which 

the client had bailed out of in time, before the market crash of 2008, and investments of a similar nature in Panama’s 

property boom. And lately in gold. All reports to the client were sent by e-mail, to an innocuous Hotmail address that could 

be located, or picked up, anywhere in the world. 

Sanchez continued to explain that, because of the evident seriousness of the situation, he had already contacted Zurich to 

try and find out more about the opening of the file in 1993, but unfortunately the partner who had handled it retired shortly 

thereafter, and subsequently passed away some years ago.  

Danie Steyn had already, on the flight in to Panama, made peace with the reality that they were unlikely to obtain from 

the lawyers any useful pointers with regard to the real identity of those behind the anonymous “client” – for that TuGStaf 

had been simply too careful and professional. Accordingly, he now concentrated on the payment instructions that Sanchez 

had of late passed on to Lettsome. Apart from the last one covering the newspaper adverts, those instructions had focused 

mostly on the purchase of gold and platinum. Sanchez, who had anticipated such a request, immediately gave Steyn copies 
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of all the instructions for such purchases. This amplified significantly the information gleaned in the BVI, which had related 

only to the payments made to designated accounts, whereas Sanchez had actually placed the purchase orders with the 

suppliers, whose contact particulars he was thus able to provide. Delivery of the gold was always to be arranged in such a 

manner that it would keep the recipient’s identity hidden – motivated reasonably enough by the client as a necessary security 

measure, to prevent their couriers from being robbed. The lawyers would provide the supplier with a confidential identifying 

pass phrase received from the client, which an unnamed courier would then use to identify him or herself with when picking 

up the consignment that Percival Lettsome had prepaid from the BVI account.   

“And you didn’t regard this cloak and dagger way of doing things as suspicious?” Oedipa immediately asked with a 

sharpness to her tone that she couldn’t suppress in time. 

Sanchez smiled: “No, madame – we’re used to clients making special arrangements to collect such valuables. They don’t 

usually identify their couriers by name, or set up fixed collection schedules, simply because that would make the collecting 

courier an easy target if too many people should be able to identify him, know his schedule, or even have knowledge about 

what he may be carrying...” 

Steyn, always the peacemaker, now intervened: “Knowing who the gold was bought from is a first lead, at least. Maybe 

they will have records, or at least remember something about whoever collected it from them. Or, if they had to deposit it 

somewhere or courier it onwards themselves, they may be able to give us that information… However, I can see from these 

instructions that the purchases were made widely from across the globe, evidently purposely so – which means that it is 

going to be a time-consuming task to follow up on each individual purchase. Then, because gold can be melted and recast, 

we are going to have the even more difficult task of tracing what TuGStaf could have done with the gold – what did they 

buy with it, and from whom? Or did they simply deposit it for safe-keeping somewhere? I would think not, because the fact 

that they only lately converted to buying gold signifies to me that they needed it to make untraceable payments – for things 

like weapons bought on the international black market, for example. So, more than likely we will expend a lot of time and 

effort chasing after this without much chance of real success or of learning anything of true value.” 

Sanchez now pointed Steyn to a few rare instructions that related to payments made in actual money, which had to be 

made to bank accounts in Dubai, Hong Kong, the Ukraine and Switzerland, and one to an account at a bank in Panama City 

itself. Particulars were sketchy, just identifying these payments as being for “Goods and/or Services Rendered”, with the 

accounts clearly all being held in the name of offshore trusts or corporations, which as such were meaningless. 

Steyn and Rolando, however, instantly perked up, particularly when they noticed that these instructions were all very 

recent, as in the past four or five months. Rolando immediately started tracing the Panamanian account with the aid of his 

Blackberry. Steyn texted the other particulars through to Faure so that he could put La Piscine to work on them, and copied 

the SMS to Pete, for onward transmission to their ally, Issy. 

“I won’t be surprised if these are payments to more or less respectable business enterprises, from whom TuGStaf needed 

essential goods or services, and who would have been suspicious had they been approached with a proposal of being paid in 

gold rather than currency,” Danie Steyn remarked. “It’s going to be interesting to see what they bought, even though – once 

again – I doubt it’ll help us to identify or locate TuGStaf’s agents as such.” 

Steyn thanked Sanchez for his exemplary cooperation and, with the copies safely in his attaché case, Rolando drove them 

the four blocks or so to the Marriott. The hotel formed part of the luxurious Multiplaza Pacifica mall complex, catering for 

shoppers from all over Central and South America who flew there to fill up their suitcases with designer goods at 

significantly lower prices than elsewhere in the region.  

Faure and De la Guardia were not back yet, so Oedipa decided to drop off her bags in her room before going to explore 

the mall; it was not that she needed or wanted to buy anything, but was motivated rather by her unquenchable curiosity. 

The first thing to impress her was the sheer size of the place. As she walked around exploring, her admiration grew. This 

was a stylish mall, she thought – with comfortable, under-stated luxury, rather than being ostentatious. It was spacious, 

functional and airy, and it boasted all of the ultra-elite European brands which – to Oedipa’s surprise – all operated their 

own exclusive shops with designer interiors and equally stylish sales staff. Cartier, Ralph Lauren, Armani, Louis Vuitton, 

Tiffany, Carolina Herrera – the top names were all there and the prices were definitely cheaper than what she had seen 

elsewhere in the world. 

Whilst she was admiring a zebra-skin handbag in the Cartier shop, her smartphone rang – the one that Gabriel 

Engelbrecht had left her. It was shortly before five local time – thus just before midnight in South Africa. 

 “Goeienaand, Oedipa.” 

The voice greeting her in Afrikaans no longer sounded tinny and disguised, just tired. 

 “This is Major-General Adam Latsky of the Weermag of the Afrikanaän Republiek; I’ve been using the nom de guerre 

Aaron Levison. I need to speak with you urgently, via Skype; so please set up your computer. I will phone you back in five 

minutes.” 
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The phone went dead and, propelled by a rush of adrenaline, she hurried back to the hotel. Before entering her room, she 

first hammered on the adjacent doors, those of Steyn and Roux. When they hurriedly opened to hear what was going on she 

held open her door and urgently motioned them to enter. 

 “It’s Levison; he wants to speak with us via Skype… And – he’s given me his real name!” 

 “Really?! Who is he?” Danie immediately wanted to know. 

“He called himself ‘Major-General Adam Latsky’. Do you know him?” 

Steyn shook his head, but it seemed to ring a bell with Roux. 

The intelligence analyst was, however, more interested in what this revelation potentially signified. “It must mean that 

they’re now going operational – since they no longer deem it necessary to disguise their identities.” 

At that moment, just as she had got her computer set up, Latsky/Levinson’s Skype call came through. This time, the 

avatar of the powder horn that represented Levison in earlier conversations was no longer visible on the screen. Instead, a 

full video image of a man of average build, with an intelligent face and who seemed to be in his late fifties, came up. He was 

sitting at a desk, wearing a military uniform. A large map of Southern Africa covered the wall behind him, and he was 

flanked by two flags – the senior one consisting of a vertical green band at the hoist, with three horizontal bands: orange at 

the top, white in the centre and royal blue at the bottom. The second flag staff carried a military-style standard, burgundy in 

colour, with golden tassels, upon which the familiar five-pointed outline of the Cape Town castle was centred in blue, with a 

powderhorn in gold in turn centred upon that.  

 “I remember that face!” Roux exclaimed but, before he could continue, Latsky’s voice came through. 

 “Good evening all.” The touch of fatigue was there again, Oedipa thought. 

“As I’ve already informed Oedipa, my real name is Adam Latsky. Major-General Adam Latsky. I’m the Chief of Staff: 

Operations of TuGStaf. I’m speaking to you from our interim Defence Headquarters…” 

“Latsky, you were with HSI in the old days, were you not?” Roux interrupted, pronouncing the acronym in Afrikaans. 

“That is – with Chief of Staff: Intelligence? You were just a Commandant then, as I recall, under Tolletjie Botha at the 

Covert Collection division?” 

Latsky’s reaction was strained but resigned. “Dr. Roux again, I presume? Yes, that’s me…”  

Oedipa now interrupted, eager to know what the fact of Latsky going public signified. 

“Commandant Latsky, what is it that you wanted to tell me?” she asked, urgently. 

Latsky’s voice sounded sad but firm. “Pretoria has not responded at all to our invitation to negotiate the recognition of our 

right to self-determination. I’m contacting you to confirm that we will not extend the deadline a second time. We’re 

determined to go ahead, to establish what by right is ours – then it will be up to them to come and try and take it away from 

us if they dare”. 

 Oedipa remembered the TV coverage of the fire that had destroyed the SABC’s Broadcast Centre and the explosion that 

had toppled the head-gear of the mine at Gold Reef City. “But your deadline isn’t up yet, is it? The second 72 hours only 

expire tomorrow evening! Yet you’re already resorting to violence, even before your deadline is up, are you not? It was you 

that set fire to the SABC tower block and who blew up Gold Reef City, wasn’t it?” 

“Those were not yet acts of war, Oedipa – they were simply messages, conveyed in a manner that we hoped would be 

more clearly understood than mere words. 

“The toppling of the head-gear at Gold Reef City was a symbolic reminder to big business, to the capitalists who are so 

heavily invested in our mines, that we hold the future of their precious investments in our hands. Gold Reef City is a mere 

tourist attraction with no real mining significance and we were at pains to ensure than nobody was hurt. Obviously, though – 

if we could blow that up – then we can certainly take out any of the working mines. Same with the SABC – we first gave 

them ample warning to evacuate, to avoid bloodshed. These were symbolic acts to remind both business and government of 

our capacity to strike where it hurts should our just demands not be met! 

“The international money powers should take note – we know how much pressure they can exert on Pretoria in order to 

protect their South African assets. They did it very forcefully in the 1980s. The mining barons in London and Sydney will 

have to start pressing Pretoria once again, this time to recognise our constitutional right to national self-determination – if 

they want to see their assets remain unharmed!” 

Latsky was warming to his theme and Oedipa wanted to interrupt the monologue, but Roux motioned for her to let the 

TuGStaf spokesman continue.  

The government in Tshwane had better not forget, Latsky now warned, that TuGStaf hid away copies of the entire 

combined Central Source Register of the pre-1994 intelligence services, detailing exactly who had been informants in the 

Apartheid era. Should there be rapid recognition of Afrikanaän, then evidently there would be no need to ever publish these 

embarrassing lists…  
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“The same applies to the Western Powers…” Latsky continued “…TuGStaf has details of all the clandestine cooperation 

and arms deals of the Apartheid era, which I’m sure that investigative journalists like you, Oedipa, would love to see. It’s 

time for the West to realise, also, the strategic asset that Afrikanaän can be in a world where non-Western powers are now in 

rapid ascendency. As their military experts will tell them – the Cape Sea Route has always, and will always, be of global 

strategic significance.”  

 “So, where exactly is this Afrikanaän of yours?” Oedipa wanted to know. 

“This is the second matter that I wanted to brief you on with this call, to give you another scoop, Oedipa. I have a short 

statement here, a copy of which I will e-mail to you. This sets out our vision regarding territorial matters. We will release it 

in the morning, but you are welcome to use it now already, without embargo.” 

Oedipa felt her skin tingle, as she always did when she sensed that a good story was coming her way. She saw Latsky 

pick up a sheet of typescript, which he began reading from. 

“TuGStaf is committed to securing for the Afrikaner nation an own territory, as is their right in terms of the universal 

principle of national self-determination, as well as Section 235 of the South African Constitution. However, TuGStaf is also 

firmly committed to the principles of non-racialism, and vows that such a national territory shall be free of racially-

designated ‘Group Areas’, free of imposed racial classification of its inhabitants, and free of any form of forced removals to 

establish racial or ethnic purity.” Latsky looked up, and – deviating from his text – emphasised with apparent conviction: “In 

other words, Oedipa, in our territory there shall not be any rebirth of Apartheid and there shall be no ‘ethnic cleansing’. 

Definitely not! The property and residence rights of all who already own land there shall be respected.” 

Oedipa saw Roux and Steyn look at each other, somewhat startled. She had also not expected to hear such sentiments 

expressed by the likes of Latsky, having presumed that they wanted to set the clock back to the Apartheid haydays.  

Latsky now reverted to his text: “We realise, also, that Southern Africa has historically evolved into a socio-economic 

omelette that cannot simply be unscrambled. There are shared interests common to all the region’s peoples which, of 

necessity, have to be accommodated. We therefore propose a Southern African Union, along the lines of the European 

Union, of which the Afrikanaän Republiek wishes to be a responsible and dependable member – making its contribution to 

the common good, whilst retaining its sovereignty and national defence capability. As is the case in the European Union, we 

propose that citizens of the member states have the right to travel, work, live and own property anywhere they may desire 

within the combined Union territory, whilst exercising their political rights in their own member state. All member states 

should pledge, like Afrikanaän herewith does, to protect the citizens of other member states, as well as their rights, when 

they happen to be present in another member state’s territory. 

“As regards the definition of boundaries, TuGStaf proposes that the current Western Cape Province form the core of the 

Afrikanaän Republiek, accepting that compromise and adjustment would be necessary, to be arrived at through negotiation. 

It may, for example, be just and equitable for some outlying districts of the Western Cape to be ceded to, or exchanged for 

parts of neighbouring South African provinces. With regard to the major metropolitan areas of South Africa as currently 

constituted, particularly its three capital cities of Pretoria, Bloemfontein and Cape Town, we propose that they be declared 

‘Union Cities’ – like the US, Australian and Mexican federal districts – and be governed under joint management. 

“The modalities of all of the foregoing need to be negotiated. If, however, the current powers resist entering into such 

negotiations, then TuGStaf reserves the right to employ all means necessary to unilaterally put this just and fair solution in 

place.”  

Latsky looked up, a wan smile playing around the corners of his mouth. “So, there you have it, Oedipa. Another scoop for 

you. Further proof that we are not a bunch of Rip van Winkles trying to set the clock back, trying to reimpose Apartheid.” 

Oedipa didn’t need much time to recover. “Yet, with all this sweet talk, all this piousness, you still essentially propose to 

impose your will by means of the most blatant nuclear blackmail…” she challenged him. “You’re stirring up old divisions, 

terrorising all and sundry, blaming it on the ANC because you say they are abandoning the Kempton Park Accords, but what 

you propose here itself goes way beyond Section 235 of your Constitution, does it not?” 

Latsky had evidently expected a more appreciative reception of his statement. A flash of angry disappointment preceded a 

hardening of his features, reflecting a grim determination. It suddenly struck her that this Latsky, with his face set hard like 

that, bore an eerie resemblance to Gabriel Engelbrecht…  

“You have to be objective here, Oedipa! You have to be willing to admit the facts – and the first one is that nothing would 

have happened, nothing at all from our side, had the ANC stuck with Madiba’s policy of reconciliation and respect for 

property rights. Had they done that, we would certainly not have activated Eksodus! They are the ones who’ve changed – 

and drastically so! Can you even imagine Nelson Mandela publicly singing ‘Shoot the Boer’?  

“What we have to deal with now is the old ANC of before Mandela’s release, the Marxist ANC of the armed struggle, of 

nationalisation of the mines and banks, of grabbing our farms. With nowadays an added element – that of blatant Black 

Africanism, demanding preference for individuals not because of merit, but because of belonging to the ‘Black African’ 
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majority!’ That is the factual situation that we were confronted with and which obliged us to activate Eksodus! What we 

propose is a constitutional and fair solution, able to accommodate this new reality – giving them the Black country they 

seem to want, and creating for us Afrikaners a territory of our own.” 

Oedipa snorted in derision. “You are clever, Latsky – I grant you that. But, being so clever, surely you must be able to see 

that the powers that be in Tshwane cannot possibly accede to what you’re proposing? That their Africanist constituency 

would see this scheme that you propose as potentially the first phase of a reimposition of White rule over the subcontinent? 

Clearly what you are intent on doing is setting up a military base area for Whites. Don’t you realise that everybody will 

immediately see through your pious talk? That everybody will understand that such a secure base will enable you to dictate, 

and even intervene militarily if you so decide, in other parts of the country to protect White interests that remain in the rest 

of South Africa? Like protecting White farms in the Free State, for example, by threatening armed intervention?” 

“But it would be fair, would it not, Oedipa?” Latsky replied, in a tone much sharper than hitherto. “It would be true to the 

principles of Kempton Park, where it was solemnly promised that the concept of a Volkstaat would be seriously 

investigated; where it was promised that property rights and cultural identity would be protected! It will also conform to 

recent international precedent, such as the right of secession granted to South Sudan. And it will conform to the wishes of 

the people of the Western Cape, who made it perfectly clear at the ballot box that they do not want to be ruled by the ANC! 

Also, don’t forget the survey done by the Afrikaans newspaper Beeld in 2010, which found that 56% of their respondents 

positively wanted to move to a Volkstaat, and a further 17% were willing to consider doing so!” 

Roux now intervened, his voice calm and reasoned. “Commandant Latsky, I appreciate your commitment to non-

racialism. You make much of the fact that the ANC has changed, that it is no longer imbued with the spirit of Mandela.   

“However, is it not clear to you that today’s ANC cannot and will not negotiate this with you? That you will have to try 

and impose this new solution by force of arms? Is it not a reality, too, that the international community abhors the use of 

violence for political ends? 

 “Are you willing to go to war for this idea of yours? To fight the majority of South Africa’s population, to fight your 

continent – and possibly the entire international community?” 

Latsky shrugged and, looking straight at the camera, simply said: “If we have to fight, then so be it, Dr. Roux. So be it!” 

He left it hanging in the air, a bold statement of resolve, cast down as a challenge. When he continued, there was a note of 

triumph in his voice. “We’ve foreseen that likelihood, of course. Already back in the early nineties. That’s why we saw to it, 

then, that we armed ourselves with weapons that would cause anyone to think twice before taking us on!”  

“But would it not be better to keep the peace? To bolster the moderates in the ANC so that the Mandela spirit can be 

reinstated?” Roux now asked.  

Latsky just laughed. “There you go again, Dr. Roux, with that fantasy of yours that got us into this mess in the first place! 

I’m afraid that, even if the leopard could change its spots – as the ANC did in fronting Mandela and Mbeki when that 

‘gentler’ image suited them – it couldn’t and wouldn’t lastingly change its true nature, which we now see manifesting itself 

once again – just as we had warned… 

“In any event, we will not be the first to declare war, be assured of that. Since they do not want to negotiate, we are 

simply occupying what is ours, leaving it up to them to try and take it away from us if they have a death wish. You might as 

well know that such prepositioning of forces is already under way, as we speak. We’re not yet launching a war – there’s no 

intention of an all-out assault on the Tshwane government or its forces – not yet. We are simply taking back stuff that 

belongs to us, rearranging the logistics a bit… When we’re done, you’ll all be able to see how militarily impotent the current 

government truly is when confronted by a force of real professionals.” 

Oedipa looked quizzically at the others, alarmed by the insinuation of military action that she was reading in Latsky’s 

words, despite the fact that their extended 72-hour deadline still had a day or so to run. Steyn seemed as alarmed by it as she 

was, but Roux remained focused on Latsky, who was not letting up from his side.  

“You should also not be so sure about the whole wide world being eager to take us on, Dr. Roux. As I said – don’t forget 

the means of dissuasion that we posses! Just look at how the world prevaricates when they have to deal with North Korea 

and Iran! In any event, we would rather go down fighting than be wiped out piecemeal, as happened to the Whites in 

Zimbabwe. Just remember that we are many, many times their number, and that we have means which they could never 

have dreamt of. Most importantly – unlike them – we have nowhere to run to. The ANC radicals have forced us into this, 

against our will, beyond endurance. They’ve forced our backs against the wall and this is where we will make our stand, 

here and now; this is where we will emerge victorious!” 

 “Latsky! Jou stupid bliksem!” Danie Steyn could control his anger and concern no longer. “Don’t you realise that you’re 

igniting a civil war?! Worse still, a race war?! You are stirring up emotions, you idiot! You’re feeding centuries-old 

prejudices and hatred which will explode across the length and breadth of the country, in places and in ways that neither 

you, nor anybody else, are now able to foresee, far less control!” 
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Latsky didn’t deign to answer and André Roux quickly stepped in, to change the subject. “You know that I’ve been asked 

to facilitate negotiations with your side, Commandant Latsky. Is there any specific message that you want me to convey?” 

Latsky looked pensively into the camera, and then shook his head. “What you can convey, and Oedipa to her audience for 

that matter, is the simple truth. Firstly, that the need for this arose entirely from the fact that the ANC abandoned the path of 

Mandela. Secondly, that we have already given the ANC government ample time to initiate negotiations, even extending our 

deadline, and they have not responded at all. The only option that they have left us is the carefully calibrated, hopefully 

bloodless pre-emptive action we’re in the process of launching, in the hope that it will help them to realise that they will 

have to come to the table. Thirdly, that we will not be first to declare, or to launch, full-scale war. However, in the event of 

attacks on our forces or our people, we will be sure to respond with utmost vigour, with whatever part of our arsenal may be 

required. Should foreign intervention be attempted, then there must be no doubt whatsoever that we will make use of our 

nuclear weapons!” 

Danie Steyn again intervened, this time with a chilly anger to his voice. “Listen, you presumptuous, arrogant bastard! 

These two have nothing to lose, back there, so they can afford to argue this with you in their academic manner! I, however, 

have my family there, and I warn you – if one hair on the head of any one of them is harmed because of this lunatic scheme 

of yours, I will hunt you down – no matter where you are, no matter how long it takes!  

“Get it into your thick head that you do not speak for the Afrikaner! You’ve never consulted us, and yet now you presume 

to lead us, in a venture that is going to expose hundreds of thousands of innocent families – decent, law-abiding citizens – to 

the perils of the very race war that we averted in 1994!” 

 “Colonel Steyn! You are a traitor, in the pay of the enemies of your people – worse than the hensoppers and joiners of 

our past! You’ve signed your own death warrant, meneer!” Latsky exploded back. “Can’t you see where things are headed 

in the country? That the populists have the masses on their hand, that no election is ever going to unseat them and that they 

are barrelling full-steam ahead towards their goal of a second revolution? You bloody liberal intellectuals don’t want to 

accept reality, just as your kind didn’t want to believe us when we warned you that the Africanists and the Communists in 

the ANC were accepting the 1994 Accords merely as a beachhead, as a strategic necessity in order to be rid of the White 

regime, using it as their launch platform towards their ultimate goal… 

“You mustn’t think, therefore, that you risk losing your nice big house in Lynnwood because of us and Afrikanaän! For, 

even if we do nothing, then you will lose it anyway – to the likes of the Malemas! We, with our solution of a Southern 

African Union, and with the umbrella of protection that our Weermag can hold over you in Lynnwood from our own 

Afrikanaän – we are your best chance of keeping that house!”  

Steyn sat back and Oedipa saw his anger turn to near despair at his inability to get through to Latsky. When he did 

answer, he spoke softly, but in a voice laced with venom: “That’s fine in theory, Mister Military Genius… Just as you were 

supposed to have protected Calueque…”  

Oedipa saw Latsky stiffen at this jibe, as if struck – he was visibly searching for words with which to respond.  

Steyn’s anger, though, had returned, his voice now a whiplash: “How in hell are you going to protect every single White 

family, spread out as we are over countryside the size of western Europe?! This is not going to be a nuclear war, man! Not 

even a conventional war! This is going to be personal, medieval! Fathers and sons on isolated farmsteads, fighting hand to 

hand to protect wives and sisters! A war of machetes, Molotov cocktails and stolen weapons, in the hands of reasonless 

rabble and of criminal gangs, who are sure to jump in to exploit the chaos you fokkers are creating!  

“You may claim to be doing this to protect our people but, thanks to you, none of us are going to be sure of our lives or 

livelihood any more!” 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 14 

 

Colonel Lukas Marais (Ret.) woke shortly before midnight from what he was sure was the sound of helicopter rotors 

beating the air. Once fully awake, he discerned the sound of turbo-props as well, like the motors of heavy transport planes…  

It almost sounded like the old days on the border, when the Air Force was preparing for a raid into Angola, he thought. 

Then he dismissed that notion – those were not memories that he was particularly fond of.  

He felt the urge to go to the toilet and reluctantly left the warm comfort of his bed to go seek relief.  Bloody prostate! he 

thought worriedly. The grandfather clock in the hall struck twelve, just as he positioned himself. Through the small window 

above the toilet he looked up at the moonlit night sky. What he saw caused him to miss his aim. 

In utter disbelief he stared at the ghostly white shapes drifting gently down. The familiar “jellyfish” domes stringing out 

from an invisible aircraft droning above Waterkloof Air Base were unmistakable – a paratroop drop!   

Lukas Marais could hear heavy vehicles roaring up the road towards the base, so loud that it drowned out the rush of 

blood pumped by his wildly-beating heart. Standing on his toes, he peaked out and looked down on a convoy of what 

appeared to be armoured cash in transit trucks of a security company moving past in a hurry. As he stood listening, the 

whap-whap of helicopter rotors approached again, getting ever louder until it seemed to him as if the craft had taken up 

position right above his townhouse complex. Grabbing at his pyjama pants to hold them up, he rushed out onto the balcony.  

A Rooivalk attack helicopter had shifted position, away from the runway – which was evidently the landing target for the 

descending paratroopers – and now hovered low above his apartment, which was two street blocks away from the base. On 

the flanks of the chopper he could clearly see the pods for the Mokopa air-to-ground missiles, of which he knew the 

Rooivalk could carry up to sixteen. With a sudden sense of relief he realised that he had as yet heard no gunfire, nor seen 

any tracer or missile streaks lighting up the sky… 

Could it simply be a Defence Force exercise? He hoped against hope that it was, because the thought that he could be 

witnessing this TuGStaf crowd actually initiating hostilities was just too ghastly to contemplate… Yet, the involvement of 

the private cash transit trucks made it evident that it was no exercise… With a shiver and a sudden feeling of nausea, he had 

to acknowledge that it could be nothing other than the unfolding of that almost unbelievable scenario that Danie Steyn had 

come to consult him about just a few days ago.  

He had been following the news, of course, and had seen the media statements put out by TuGStaf, full of menace and 

shifting deadlines, but had been praying that it would turn out to be a bluff after all. Now the military action that had existed 

hitherto only as a threat was turning into harsh reality before his very eyes. Lukas Marais had to admit to himself that there 

was no other plausible explanation and he felt his heart sink… 

His cell phone rang and he rushed back to pick it up from his bedside table. The voice that thundered at him was one that 

he had not heard in a long time, yet one which he knew he was never likely to forget. A real bastard, who had been his 

commanding officer up on the border… 

 “Lukas Marais! Are you with us, or are you against us?” 

Lukas momentarily lost his voice as he struggled to compose himself. When at last he was able to speak, he instinctively 

tried to buy himself some time: “What – what do you mean, Brigadier?” he asked hoarsely, unable to suppress the panic 

welling up in him. 

 “Dêmmit man, you must’ve seen the ultimatum from our TuGStaf on the news. It’s happening at last, man! Right now, at 

this very moment, our Weermag units are on the move, they’re prepositioning our forces. Switch on your transistor radio! 

Go to shortwave and tune in to our new radio station. Our own Volkstaat, man! That’s what we’re establishing! And you, 

Lukas Marais, you’re an excellent logistics officer. The Weermag of our new republic, our own Afrikanaän, needs guys like 

you. Now!” 

 “But isn’t this a civil war that you’re starting, Brigadier? Are you really attacking the SANDF? Is that what’s happening 

here at the air base, at Waterkloof?” Lukas Marais asked, incredulously. “Is it war I’m seeing? For real?!”  

The laugh that came to him over the phone was brimful with confidence – just as he remembered it from the bush war 

days, at Grootfontein base in what is now Namibia… 

“No, man! It’s not really war – not yet. We are just taking possession of some strategic positions, such as Waterkloof. 

We’ve got strict instructions to avoid loss of life, so some of the Reccies went in first to neutralise the few guards and duty 

officers, of whom most were of course asleep.” 

Lukas Marais felt his throat constrict, and could not manage to say anything sensible. 

 “So, I ask again – are you with us, or against us?” 
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An expectant silence hung between them as Lukas Marais struggled to find a way to side-step the direct question that had 

been put so bluntly to him for a second time. Then his military conditioning took over. “Will you have air superiority?” he 

responded with a counter question. 

The deep voice just laughed, clearly not concerned at all that the new South African Air Force would pose any real threat. 

Lukas could sense that the other man wanted to talk – after years of frustrated spectatorship, the Brigadier was back again in 

the world of warfare and weapons systems that he had so intensely missed. “Of course, yes! We have most of the pilots on 

our side, as you can see with the chopper boytjies who’re flying the Rooivalke. They’re coming over to us with their planes. 

More than that – we have all the true Afrikaner political leaders on our side as well…”  

When Lukas didn’t immediately reply, the Brigadier felt it necessary to elaborate: “You can see now, I’m sure, why not a 

single Afrikaner leader of any substance has involved himself in parliamentary politics in recent years; they’re all with us, of 

course – have been waiting for us, for this day, and now stand shoulder to shoulder with our brave fighting men!” 

 “But air superiority – how can you be so certain that you’ll achieve it?” Lukas insisted. 

The other man hesitated for a split second but then continued – clearly being carried along by the euphoria of the moment: 

“OK, OK – I’ll tell you; no harm in it, I guess, since it’s already done… What we did was to send out a fake general order to 

all units, ostensibly from their ‘Director Air Capability & Plans’ and supposedly counter signed by both the Chief of the 

SAAF and the Chief Director of the Air Force – by all their bigwigs, with their fancy new titles.” 

Lukas Marais did not ask how this was done, but could well imagine that it would have been possible in the new Air 

Force. He listened as the other man bragged on, with growing bravado: “Well, this fake order claimed to be aimed at an 

‘optimal redeployment of forces’ in the face of the supposed counter-revolutionary coup that the bright sparks up in the 

Union Buildings have been talking about. We divided up the Rooivalk attack helicopters of 16 Squadron in Bloemfontein – 

ordering three here to Waterkloof, three to remain in Bloem, and the rest to get down to the Western Cape, to help protect 

our core territory and facilities down there. The few Gripen fighter jets of Number 2 Squadron up in Louis Trichardt – those 

that are capable of being flown – have been ordered down to the Cape as well. 

 “The Hawk jet trainers of 85 Training Squadron have been sent down to Langebaanweg on the West Coast, where our 

ground crews will be arming them for a ground attack role, just as we are doing with the Pilatus prop trainers stationed at 

Langebaanweg itself. They’re being armed with Belgian systems from FN-Herstal; systems that we already have at hand, 

waiting on board ships that are right now at anchor in Saldanha Bay. I’m talking about Herstal’s .50-caliber M3P machine 

guns and their 7-tube launchers for 70mm rockets, which I reckon you’ll be familiar with...” (Lukas knew that the trainers 

were, by law of contract with the suppliers, not supposed to be armed – but he also knew that it technically wasn’t a problem 

to actually arm them, since the weapons systems of FN-Herstal were specifically designed for this kind of plane; he 

wondered from which shadowy arms dealer TuGStaf had bought the Belgian systems, knowing that on the international 

black market just about anything was available – if you could pay the price.) 

The voice coming to him over the phone now concluded, with undisguised satisfaction: “In other words, Marais, 

everything that this sorry excuse for an air force had available to it, and which is capable of being armed, is now flying for 

us, displaying our roundel on the wing and our ‘vierkleur’ flag on the tail fin. Plus a good few other planes that we bought 

abroad especially for this operation!” 

Lukas Marais could well understand why TuGStaf had chosen to deal with the Air Force in this manner – the false 

deployment order gave cover to those who had been “in” on the plan to seemingly legitimately execute their move to 

abscond with the hardware. On the other hand, those who were not in the know would have happily assisted – in the belief 

that they were following orders emanating from the highest levels. He surmised that the command and control systems of 

the Air Force, and probably of the other service arms as well, had been bombarded with just such false orders to sow 

uncertainty and division, in addition to TuGStaf deploying electronic warfare measures to prevent valid orders from 

circulating. With his interest piqued, Lukas Marais now asked about the availability of airlift capacity, so important to all 

logistical operations. 

 “Well, you know that our old Transalls all ended up in the veldt at Waterkloof, minus their motors, and there’s no more 

than three of the C-130s of 28 Squadron that can be made airworthy… We therefore bought eight used Antonov AN-12s for 

paratroop and freight hops and have leased some MD-11 wide-bodied passenger jets – with our own crews flying them, of 

course – which each can transport 400 men all the way from the Middle-East. We flew back more than a thousand of those 

tough bastards, via Malta, Dubai and Cyprus, on ‘home leave’, and they’ve already been kitted out… 

 “The remaining Oryx-helicopters and the newer Agustas we also redeployed by means of that ‘general order’; these will 

assist on location with rapid deployment of sticks of troops, as well as with evacuation of the wounded and the transport of 

provisions.  
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“So, let’s see – what else have we got flying for us?” The brigadier paused a moment to reflect. “Ah, yes – we’ve sent the 

Cessna observation planes, those equipped with Denel’s infra-red reconnaissance packs, down to the Cape as well, and of 

course the old turbo-Daks with the electronic warfare kit have been down there all along.  

“Well, Marais, there you have it – the sum total of air power presently deployed in the Southern African theatre!” 

Lukas Marais felt queasy, not yet convinced at all about the Volkstaaters attaining air superiority. 

 “But what if the international community imposes a ‘no-fly zone’ as they did in Libya? If they park just one aircraft 

carrier off our coast, you definitely don’t have the planes with which to take that on!” 

The ex-Brigadier snorted derisively. “They won’t dare! For that, they’ll need to expose their precious flat-tops, or 

establish forward air bases in our region, and they know what we can do to them at such points of concentration with just 

one nuclear bomb from one plane, or with our tactical missiles – after all, we’ve clearly warned them about what we 

possess… 

“You remember what the North Koreans said about Libya? That Qaddafi’s biggest mistake was giving up his nuclear 

weapons programme, thereby leaving himself vulnerable to just such international intervention. Well, we’re certainly not 

making that same mistake!” 

 “And the Navy? What’s happening with the frigates and the subs?” Lukas Marais now wanted to know. 

“Well, as you can imagine, basically the same tactic as we applied in the case of the fly-boys. The vessels also received 

orders for emergency deployment yesterday and, once offshore, our guys took over earlier this evening. As you know, most 

ships still have enough of our guys, Capies and Whiteys, on board for them to have easily been able to take command. The 

sea-worthy subs are God knows where, as a deterrent to anybody poking their noses into our affairs… Two of the frigates 

are already in Saldanha Bay: those things were designed primarily as anti-aircraft platforms, so they’ll be useful also in 

protecting our core West Coast base area. Another one is off Arniston, helping to protect the Overberg air base and missile 

control centre, and the last one is patrolling off Mossel Bay, with the same orders for protecting the petroleum refinery there, 

as well as our eastern flank.” 

“Which brings me to fuel – which I know you’ll probably ask about next, good logistics man that you are. Well, we’re set 

up just fine for juice, to keep the wheels turning. Between Mossgas, the Strategic Fuel Reserve at Saldanha, and the Caltex 

refinery behind Blouberg in Cape Town, plus a number of fully-laden tankers with refined fuels that we bought abroad – and 

which we already have at anchor in Saldanha Bay – we should be able to keep things moving for a long time indeed!” 

Despite his utter misgivings about the nature and objectives of the plan, Lukas Marais could not help but appreciate its 

thoroughness and military astuteness. Of course it was all those secret funds parked offshore that had made it all possible, he 

thought bitterly. How these preparations contrasted with the gross neglect on the part of the current political masters, with 

regard to the combat readiness – or rather, unreadiness – of the new SANDF! 

“So, Marais, there you have it – warts and all. And, as they say – so far so good. The strategy’s been excellent and the 

initial prepositioning phase is, right now, being successfully executed. But once that’s done, we’ll have to keep our men 

supplied – for which we’ll need men like you, with logistics experience and recent knowledge of the SANDF’s stockpiles. 

So, I’m asking you for a third time – are you in or are you out?!” 

Lukas Marais, true to his careful nature, instinctively started dodging again: “I have family here, Brigadier… I cannot just 

leave them to join you. Their dad’s away, overseas, at the moment…” 

The other man’s irritation was now coming through, loud and clear: “Listen, man, you’ll have to make up your blêddie 

mind now – history can’t wait for you, dêmmit! You’re either with us, or we’ll have to assume that you’re against us. If we 

cannot count on you, if you’re not going to fully throw your weight behind us, then you’ll leave us no option but to blacklist 

you – you and your entire family – and then none of you will get into Afrikanaän – ever! Not even if you come crawling to 

us, begging to be let in, once you see what a model country we’ll be making of our own land!” 

 An idea, cowardly as it may be, now came to Lukas’ rescue: “Listen, Brigadier, my bloody phone’s battery is dying on 

me, with all these power outages. I think it’s going to…” Lukas Marais didn’t complete the phrase, just cut off the phone as 

if it had died in mid-sentence. 

His heart was beating furiously, feeling like it was about to burst out of his chest… 

..... 

The middle-aged man with his salt-and-pepper hair which today had been freshly crew-cut, yet who was still looking like 

the typical successful professional that he was, stepped out of his M-class Mercedes-Benz 4X4 where he had parked it on 

the western edge of the Grand Parade, in front of the Castle in Cape Town.  

Under a nondescript light overcoat, he was wearing battle dress rather than the suit or white coat that he would normally 

be wearing as a distinguished surgeon. It was nearly midnight and he wasn’t there to carry out a medical operation, but a 
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military one – hopefully with his usual surgical precision, though, he said to himself with a grimace. Latsky had been very 

clear about the overriding need to avoid casualties at this stage – definitely among civilians, and even the enemy… 

It felt good to have jumping boots on his feet again – the past few years the role of his current unit, the famous Cape 

Town Highlanders, had been almost exclusively ceremonial as part of the volunteer Army Conventional Reserve. The only 

“highlights” had been dog and pony-type occasions like the State visit by the British Queen. Consequently, they had to wear 

their mess dress much more regularly than their battle dress. Ever since the former Citizen Force units had become entirely 

dependent upon volunteers, the manpower situation had in any event weakened to the point where the regiment in reality 

had become little more than a club for invoking fond memories of bygone glories, over suitable liquid refreshments. 

That was about to drastically change, though, he thought with grim satisfaction. Tonight they’ll be a proper mechanised 

infantry battalion again, not self-conscious men in tartan skirts fidgeting at cocktails! 

He was feeling fit – ready for action. Luckily he had had a few months to prepare, since that day his father had contacted 

him to tell him that he had better get fit again – “fighting fit”, as the old man had put it, rather pointedly. “Like you were in 

your days as a parabat, up there on the border.”  

His father had also alerted him to a pending visit by an important individual – a man that he could trust with his life, 

whose instructions he had to be ready to follow. 

Soon after that first inspirational meeting with Latsky (which gave him hope again that Afrikaners had not completely lost 

their balls), two other men had come to see him – “owls”, as they were called in olden days. Men from the former Military 

Intelligence. They wanted to know about Oedipa. Everything. MI must have had a file on her from her time as a resident 

foreign student at Stellenbosch – a file that would have contained details of their relationship. From their questions, it had 

been clear to him that the two were drawing up a psycho profile of her… 

Somewhere, somehow, she figured in all of this – of that he was convinced. However, he well understood – in terms of 

the “need to know” principle drilled into him those many years ago – that it was better for him not to delve into that. 

Although, as leftist as she was, he couldn’t imagine that she would be helping voluntarily... 

That visit from the ex-MI operatives had given him the first reason in years to think of her. Liberal she was, indeed – in 

more ways than merely the political! Not that it had bothered him, of course. On the contrary! Back in those days, Afrikaans 

meisies weren’t usually as accommodating as she was, with her European ways... 

Those summer holidays at Franskraal with the two of them disappearing off behind the beach dunes in the evenings were 

certainly fun… He had also liked her challenging way of engaging him in debate on all and sundry, as well as her ferocious 

curiosity. Things got more complicated, though, when she turned up at Matieland (Stellenbosch University), ostensibly to do 

a postgrad year with his sister, just when he was occupied with his demanding specialisation course in neurosurgery. At that 

stage his steady relationship with Adele had also already progressed to marriage plans. Oedipa had not known about her, of 

course – it was something that had developed only the previous year, since he had last seen Oedipa, and he hadn’t wanted to 

hurt the French girl’s feelings. In any event, he hadn’t ever thought that a woman from overseas – especially not one as 

sophisticated as she – would really fall for a Boertjie like him. He had assumed that she was merely amusing herself with 

their shared summer adventures. Not that he had regarded her as the marrying type, in any case – certainly not the kind that 

his mother would want to see raising her grandchildren. Yet, that afternoon when he told her about him and Adele, her eyes 

had told another story… 

He never saw her again after that afternoon; never heard from her either. 

Dr. Deon van Zyl forced his thoughts back to the present. With feigned nonchalance, he started strolling round to the 

barracks on the other side of the Castle. His wristwatch indicated that his rendezvous with the bulk of his troops would be in 

six minutes.  

As he rounded the Catzenellenbogen bastion on Strand Street, his eyes anxiously sought out the Oswald Pirow fly-over 

that crosses Strand. With an immense sense of relief he saw an ambulance parked there, as arranged, its red light flashing – 

the sign that the ex-Reccies had already gone in and done what was needed in order for him and the troops to be able to 

enter the barracks unopposed. Latsky had been absolutely insistent that there be no fatalities among the few guards on duty, 

stressing that this was not yet to be war – just taking back the Ratel infantry fighting vehicles that by rights belonged to 

them, having been designed and paid for by the old government… 

Deon van Zyl pulled out a beret from his overcoat pocket and squared it on his head, then took off the coat and hung it 

over his left forearm, still hiding the service pistol strapped to his side. He stepped through the gate, answering the salute of 

a middle-aged yet very tough-looking guard and noticed with pride the vierkleur flag he wore as a shoulder patch – identical 

to the one that he himself had sewn on to his own uniform that afternoon. On his epaulettes Deon tonight wore his old 

insignia of rank again – the castle, signifying that he was a major. His troops would be arriving in the SAMIL trucks that 

had been bought at auction all those years ago, from the old Weermag, and maintained in tip-top condition in storage for just 

this day. There would be one Casspir armoured troop carrier as well – also bought on auction back then, and now refitted 
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with its machine gun. Sixty battle-hardened men, toughened and angered by what many felt was an exile imposed on them 

by affirmative action and Black empowerment, which had left them little choice but to take up gun-for-hire contracts in 

God-forsaken places like Iraq and Afghanistan. Men with little to lose, and many scores to settle… 

They had been quietly flown in, in ones and twos, and had assembled on a farm outside the city to be kitted out and 

provided with transport. Deon knew that other units were being flown in en masse, some even to parachute onto key targets. 

God, how he would have loved to be part of one of those drops again! he thought. For the Castle operation, however, a para-

drop would have been impractical, given its location in the heart of Cape Town’s built-up CBD.  

Latsky had further impressed upon him the importance of their mission – to take possession of the Highlander’s Ratel 

IFVs and to get them out of the City to a West Coast assembly point with as much ammo as the vehicles could carry. 

Another sixty men had the same instructions regarding the dangerous Rooikat Armoured Fighting Vehicles (wheeled light 

tanks, actually, armed with 76mm rapid-fire cannon) of the Regiment Oranjerivier, based behind Table Mountain at 

Youngsfield, or Fort iKapa, as it was now known. If they could take the Ratels and Rooikatte, then TuGStaf would 

effectively control the sum total of the armour deployed in the Western Cape, Deon knew. Like the Highlanders, the 

Regiment Oranjerivier was nowadays an Army Conventional Reserve unit and, since the idiots in Pretoria had not called up 

any reserves yet (probably because of their White character), the barracks would be empty apart from a few guards, with the 

armour just waiting in the hangars to revert to their rightful owners... 

Deon knew that timing and discipline would be of the essence. A repeat of the amateurish circus that had played out when 

a bunch of ultra-right-wing White extremists tried to invade Bophuthatswana prior to the 1994 elections was not an option. 

In any case, he did not regard himself as being at all in the same category as them and, deep down, he still hoped that – once 

TuGStaf visibly controlled the armour and assets of the air force and navy – the men now in power in Pretoria would realise 

that a negotiated acceptance of their right to self-determination was the best way out. Giving Afrikaners at least some small 

portion of the country, which they could then call their own, within the context of some kind of Southern African Union. 

After all, it would simultaneously give those rabid Africanists now dominating the sound bites emanating from the ANC the 

sense of having their own all-Black country that they seemed to prefer over Mandela’s rainbow version.  

Deon van Zyl had no doubt at all that the Afrikaner urgently needed a parcel of land where they could build and base an 

own military deterrent with which to ensure that accords and minority rights were respected. The threat of force was the 

only form of persuasion that worked in Africa, he believed. For peaceful coexistence to succeed, the Afrikaner minority had 

to have its own physical means of dissuasion available for when blabbering idiots like those leading the Youth League tried 

to break the Kempton Park Accords and implement their land grabs and nationalisations. Very much like the old story of the 

patient who grabs hold of the dentist’s testicles and whispers: now we’re not going to hurt each other, are we? he thought 

with a wry grin. 

It had never featured in Deon’s thinking that their own Afrikanaän had to be an exclusively White equivalent of the old 

Apartheid homelands – a barren, far-removed dumping ground to which all Afrikaners had to be forcibly banished in some 

form of ethnic cleansing. What he wanted was security for his people – wherever they lived in Southern Africa. A 

dispensation that would recognise the Volkstaat – but then also recognise the interwoven reality of the region and allow for 

the protection of the Afrikaner populations that would remain resident in countries such as Namibia and the rump of South 

Africa.  

No forced removals, ever again – not of Blacks, and not of Whites. There was no way that he wanted to see a return to the 

international opprobrium that Apartheid had brought upon the Afrikaner. 

What needed to be respected were the 1994 Accords and their protection for individual and minority rights, as well as 

property rights. What they were now asking – the recognition of their right to self-determination – was, after all, enshrined 

in Section 235 of the Constitution, based on the 1994 Accords. To ensure respect for those agreements, he pragmatically 

believed, the Afrikaner needed an own means of enforcing compliance if this became necessary. In order to have such an 

own military capacity, they would, in turn, need an own territory where a modern Afrikaner Weermag could physically be 

based. Equally important would then be to have an own representative, democratic system of governance for that territory to 

ensure civilian control of, and democratic responsibility for, a disciplined military.  

All residents of South Africa who freely chose to be constitutionally part of such an Afrikaner territory, no matter where 

they lived, had to constitute its voters he believed. He himself would gladly give up his right to vote in “Black” South Africa 

in exchange for such an ace in the hole, he thought for the umpteenth time. Because his existing right to vote was, in terms 

of demographic realities, entirely futile – a meaningless exercise in feigned democracy.  

Whites had to accept the reality that the Black majority – especially the disaffected youth – no longer believed in, nor 

wanted, the non-racial “rainbow nation” utopia. This feel-good mantra, which had been adopted in the years of attempted 

reconciliation following immediately upon the demise of Apartheid, no longer held sufficient sway with Blacks. They quite 

naturally, as the majority, wanted to be the top dogs in their own land – a Black nation as befitting the Black continent. That 
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Deon readily understood and would grant as long as his people, too, could then have their own parcel of land upon which to 

exercise the same aspirations.  

Clearly there were common regional interests that had to be accommodated, so for Deon there could be no question of 

reviving the dream of the ultra right for ethnically pure separation into distinct territories. No social engineering – about that 

he was adamant. Let people be, let them live wherever they chose to live, even if they exercised their political rights 

elsewhere.  

Like in the European Union, as Latsky had explained it to him. Just as a Brit may freely choose to live and work in France 

(where his individual and property rights would be protected) but still vote in the UK, yet being obliged to accept the 

cultural and language pre-eminence of French in France… What had swung it for Deon van Zyl was when Latsky had 

shown him that the right to just such a territory was actually formally provided for in the current South African Constitution, 

in Section 235 – “…the right of self-determination of any community sharing a common cultural and language 

heritage, within a territorial entity in the Republic, or in any other way…” it clearly said.  

Achieving this would be complicated, he knew, and he would personally much rather have had the Mandela dream 

continue (how he had cherished those early years of growth and optimism, epitomised by winning the World Cup of 

Rugby!). What he also definitely didn’t want was for Afrikanaän to be simply an enlarged version of the White supremacist 

vision encapsulated in little Orania. But, being a realist, he could now see the writing on the wall for the Rainbow Nation – 

and with it the imperative need to act before South Africa became a second Zimbabwe… 

Major Deon van Zyl saw the first SAMIL enter through the gates, saw the driver lean out to unfurl the vierkleur-flag 

attached to the cab roof, and felt an emotion that he had last felt when Madiba lifted the rugby World Cup with Francois 

Pienaar. As the truck moved by, he reached out and was helped up into its back by strong hands. Grinning, determined faces 

greeted him, the glances turning respectful as they recognised his rank insignia and the paratroop wing on his chest. Stacked 

between their feet he saw heavy-duty batteries and jerrycans of fuel. The batteries had been a good idea, he thought – lately 

anything detachable, of any value, had developed the habit of disappearing off the Ratels. 

In the end the takeover of the base was an anti-climax due to the casual guarding of the facility and the professionalism of 

the handful of ex-Reccies – the elite special force members of the Reconnaissance Commandos – who had been assigned to 

him. He nevertheless went ahead and rapidly established a defensive perimeter, with the Milan anti-tank rocket launcher 

deployed opposite the gate, flanked by two heavy machineguns. His first priority among the Ratels was to mobilise the three 

model ZT3s which – with their Ingwe anti-tank missile pods – could bring down devastating fire upon any enemy. Next they 

started warming up the Ratel 90s with their 90mm cannon, and only then did they start up the troop carriers. The ones they 

could not get started they sabotaged with sugar in the fuel tanks and removed or disabled their weapons. 

Loading the weapons and ammo, and fuelling everything up, took the most time to accomplish, but within 35 minutes 

Major Deon van Zyl had his Ratels and SAMILs out on the highway, heading west towards the outskirts of the Mother City.  

At Ysterplaat air base, he rendezvoused with the rest of his unit – mostly men who had hitherto been in the employ of 

private security companies and who would constitute the infantry compliment for his IFVs. Also at Ysterplaat, he received 

the news of his promotion. As Kommandant Deon van Zyl, he would have the honour – with his newly rebaptised 

“Regiment Wolraad Woltemade” – of being the first mechanised fighting unit of the new army of Afrikanaän.    

Dr. Deon van Zyl, for decades accustomed to saving lives rather than taking them, could only wonder, in prayer, about 

what the coming days would hold for him and his men. Would they, like the Afrikaner hero Wolraad Woltemade of 

centuries earlier, in the end bravely perish in the waves that might soon come crashing down upon this Cape of Storms? Or 

could it really be that they would win back for the Afrikaner his own Cape of Good Hope? 

….. 

In Panama City, a few moments of stunned silence followed Latsky/Levison’s abrupt termination of the Skype call, which 

he had summarily ended after again threatening Danie Steyn with execution for treason. With the threat still ringing in their 

ears, Oedipa saw the jaw of the supposed traitor tighten, then relax again. He noticed her watching him and just shrugged 

expressively before turning away to help himself to a Diet Coke from the minibar.  

More at ease after seeing his nonchalance, Oedipa began concentrating on the report that she was desperate to write and 

submit before TuGStaf went public with their proposal for a Union of Southern Africa modelled on the European Union. 

Seeing Steyn standing there, coolly sipping his Coke from the can, she asked him to please start preparing a report in 

English for Faure about the conversation with Latsky. She had noticed before that Steyn was quick and diligent in reporting 

to his own firm in Centurion – and in this way he could kill two birds with one stone, she said. 

 Steyn nodded and, with her eyes still fixed on him, she wondered fleetingly how Latsky had known that Danie was there 

with them – how he could possibly have known so much about the ex-Special Branch Lieutenant-Colonel, down to his rank 
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and where his home in Pretoria was located. But then her journalistic conditioning about scoops and deadlines took over and 

she started attacking the keyboard. 

Roux had, in the meantime, switched on the TV and was watching BBC World Service. South Africa understandably 

dominated the news. National power utility ESCOM was blaming the power failures in the Black townships on a concerted 

campaign of sabotage of substations, combined with a sophisticated hacker attack on the computerised control systems. The 

national SABC radio and TV stations were still off the air, with Broadcast Centre in Auckland Park, Johannesburg, a 

smouldering ruin, and a number of Sentec’s transmission masts also destroyed. Afrikanaän’s new short-wave transmitter 

could, however, be picked up across the country, broadcasting in Afrikaans and English.  

Neither BBC nor any of the other international channels that Roux flipped through in quick succession as yet carried 

coverage of Latsky’s “prepositioning” of his forces. The exception was a collage of images from Waterkloof Air Base being 

carried apparently live on Fox News, filmed with a night vision camera by a freelance film crew who had allegedly just 

happened to be in the right place at the right time, with a satellite uplink at the ready... 

As Roux watched more and more of this feed coming through, he called Steyn to join him. The feed was essentially being 

screened unedited by Fox, raw as received – knowing that they were onto a scoop. And photogenic it was, indeed. 

The image stream commenced with footage of paratroopers in full battle dress, heavily kitted out, drifting down in the 

moonlight and landing on the deserted runways. It was Steyn who noticed that they were using white parachutes, not the 

usual darker military ones used in night drops. This made him and Roux realise that what had them glued to the TV set was 

in many ways a propaganda exercise, staged in the manner best suited to the film medium. The silhouette and sound of 

helicopters hovering nearby – yet sufficiently far away from the drop zone so as not to endanger the parabats – made the 

scene more dramatic. So did the arrival of five or six platoons of troops dressed ominously in black, who emerged at a 

crouching run from a convoy of cash in transit trucks that had screeched to a halt at spaced intervals along the edge of the 

runway. These ground forces immediately established a security perimeter around the runways. The paratroopers, after 

quickly forming into combat sticks, rushed the control tower and terminal buildings. However, it was like a silent movie 

except for the drone of the motors because, fortunately, there was no sign or sound of gunfire… 

The next dramatic feed that came through a few minutes later showed a transport aircraft that looked like an Antonov AN-

12. Oedipa, who had just finished her brief report and sent it off to her editors, saw it land, then taxi towards the apron, 

where it was quickly enveloped in a protective circle by the troops. As the camera zoomed in, Oedipa saw that this plane had 

the new Afrikanaän roundel on its fuselage and the vierkleur on the tailfin. The zoomed image steadied on the rear cargo 

doors. When these opened, they saw three jeep-like vehicles roll out down the two-piece loading ramp, each equipped with a 

mounted Milan anti-tank missile system.  

The troops on the ground started unloading crates of heavy equipment, which looked to Oedipa to be more of the infantry-

version Milans, some 120 mm mortar tubes and ammo boxes. There were also some of those long green containers which 

she could swear were Stinger anti-aircraft missiles, a hunch that she saw confirmed seconds later when the first was opened 

and two men – obviously a Stinger team – extracted a Fim-92 launcher and hurried away to go take up position somewhere 

in the dark, beyond the range of the night-vision video camera.  

Now where the hell did they get hold of that? she wondered, and then again realised that money could buy you anything 

in the unscrupulous world of black market arms smuggling. With a sudden pang of concern she recalled what Steyn had said 

about the billions in secret funds that had been moved abroad over the years, and could just imagine what kind of an arsenal 

that would buy…  

Another AN-12 now came in to land, but was obviously empty – the plane that had dropped the sixty odd parabats, she 

surmised. Judging by the fact that there had been no resistance, she also realised that dropping the paratroopers had probably 

been a psychological ploy. The film crew had obviously been set up there in order for the images it captured to be sent 

around the world. The air base could just as well have been taken by the guys in the cash in transit trucks, but the parabats 

jumping made the image stream that much more visually dramatic and psychologically effective.  

Danie Steyn was not particularly surprised by the lack of resistance since Waterkloof had effectively become little more 

than a VIP pick up point, a parking lot for executive jets. He was aware, though, of the base’s significance in the command 

and control structure of the Air Force, housing inter alia the SAAF’s Telecommunications Centre. Danie knew that, with 

Waterkloof now clearly in TuGStaf’s hands, the SANDF’s air combat capability would be severely disrupted.  

The video feed concluded with images of two Rooivalk attack helicopters swooping in to land in order to be refuelled, 

whilst a third kept hovering on guard like an angry oversized wasp. The camera zoomed in on one of the craft, again picking 

out the roundel with the 5-pointed castle motif so reminiscent of the Apartheid-era emblem, and the powderhorn centred on 

it – the latter which had been the emblem of the old White National Party, before PW Botha changed it in the early eighties, 

Roux explained. The feed ended, but as Roux switched channels from Fox back to the BBC, they noticed that the British 

broadcaster had now also begun using the same footage. So had CNN.  
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“I don’t believe it was a coincidence that that film crew was in that spot at exactly the right time, with their own dish to 

upload their video feed,” Roux echoed Oedipa’s earlier thoughts. “They’re busy with a Strat-Com operation here, in addition 

to obviously taking control of the nerve centre of the Air Force. They knew that most Whites would be watching satellite TV 

channels tonight, particularly since they themselves had taken SABC-TV off the air. And TuGStaf probably also knew that 

they could count on the overseas television news broadcasters to pick up and air just about any dramatic feed they got 

offered in a huge crisis like this. This is image building par excellence, showing the para drop as emblematic of how tough 

and professionally organised they are…” 

What Danie Steyn was most concerned about was the evident involvement of private security contractors arriving in the 

cash in transit armoured trucks. Elements from within some of these companies were apparently already serving as a force 

multiplier for TuGStaf, and Steyn couldn’t help but recall his uncle’s reference to the fact that the private security personnel 

in the country heavily outnumbered the combined SAPS/SANDF manpower. 

Oedipa was wondering about the Rooivalk attack helicopters that were shown, already displaying the TuGStaf roundel of 

a 5-pointed castle with powder horn, instead of the SAAF’s nine-pointed star with fish eagle. The bastards must have 

planned well and moved fast, she realised. By coincidence she noticed text scrolling by on CNN stating that Afrikanaän’s 

radio station was claiming that the crews of the South African Navy’s frigates and submarines at sea had defected… 

Reports now also started coming through of armour being captured from bases in Cape Town, Bloemfontein and the 

Witwatersrand. The one bit of good news was that there was no mention of casualties; TuGStaf’s so-called “prepositioning” 

moves were evidently based on stealth rather than brute force.  

André Roux now received a call from Pierre Faure, cryptically informing him about the outcome of their interrogation of 

the ex-Marine. In short, it had not amounted to much, except for a lead with regard to one of the “cheese boxes” that 

TuGStaf had set up as a cutout to safeguard their lines of communication. The more urgent reason for Faure’s call was to 

enquire about news from South Africa, of which he had picked up only bits and pieces over the radio in the Lexus. Roux 

quickly informed the Frenchman about the content of the Skype call from Levison/Latsky, stressing that Steyn had already 

given a copy of his own report to Faure’s communications team. Faure was grateful for this because the city traffic meant 

that it would be at least another forty minutes before he himself would be able to join them from across town.   

When Roux wanted to know more about the interrogation of Jude Grossbeck, Faure described the man as practically of 

zero use – a drunk with conspicuously little between the ears, who had obviously been used by TuGStaf as very much a 

disposable asset. According to Faure, Grossbeck had started talking immediately – once they had succeeded in waking him 

from his alcohol-induced slumber, that is. Someone with a strange accent, who he had met years before in Iraq, had offered 

him a job four or five months before. It entailed caring for – or rather, posing as owner of – a somewhat dilapidated yacht, 

which was anchored off one of the remote Panamanian islands. By Grossbeck’s description of the sophisticated telecoms 

equipment installed on it, the yacht was in Faure’s estimation used as a floating automated relay station cum cutout for some 

of TuGStaf’s critical communications of the past months, relaying instructions to banks and lawyers regarding the 

employment of funds, thereby making the point of origin physically untraceable.  

Just about the only concrete information that Grossbeck could provide was the strange name of the yacht – the Tall Grand 

Sailor – and its exact location; it was lying at anchor just off Warkmandup Island, one of the 365 bits of Eden made up of 

palm and coral in Panama’s picturesque San Blas archipelago, on the north-eastern Caribbean coast. Faure had already 

arranged with Armando de la Guardia that SENAN, the air-naval wing of Panama’s police, would fly them out there with a 

helicopter at first light. 

At that point in the conversation Faure was interrupted by De la Guardia, who had just received a call from Rolando, the 

SENIS operative who had accompanied them to the lawyers and who had been chasing up the particulars of the Panamanian 

bank account into which Lettsome had made one of the payments. This, at least, had now resulted in some concrete and 

positive news – Rolando had succeeded in identifying the account, which belonged to a well-known local shipping broker. 

Since it was already well past office hours, even for the industrious Panamanians, the broker was no longer at his office and 

Rolando was busy trying to locate him – without raising too much suspicion or concern in the process. According to his 

family, the man wasn’t home yet and they weren’t sure what time to expect him – he could be dining out with friends or 

associates, possibly at one of the clubs. 

Faure conveyed this news to Roux, warning them to be on standby for possibly having to scramble rather quickly to go 

and interview this shipping broker, once Rolando succeeded in tracking him down. 

With Roux and Faure’s call finished, Danie Steyn had the overpowering urge to phone his home in Pretoria. Given the 

unfolding events in South Africa, he didn’t mind the prospect of waking his son up well after midnight, although he 

somehow doubted that many citizens of his benighted country would be asleep. 

Danie was almost beside himself with worry about the children. After having so brutally lost Susan, he couldn’t imagine 

what it would do to him if something should happen to Sus and Niel, especially if he wasn’t there to help protect them. 



 173 

Fortunately the call connected and Niel answered almost on the first ring. Danie could hear that he was far from being 

asleep. Judging by the concern in his son’s voice, the young man was plainly only too aware of what was going on in the 

country at that hour.  

 “Hell, Pa, it’s getting pretty tense here! So far, though, no shooting that we’re aware of, despite what we’ve seen on TV 

about the goings-on over at Waterkloof. There haven’t been any military movements either – as far as we can tell – but the 

men are out patrolling our block with pistols and hunting rifles…” 

 “Niel my boy, just stay calm and stay safe.” Danie immediately urged. “This kind of thing usually goes wrong when 

people lose their cool. It becomes a shambles when an overly nervous type gets stressed out and starts shooting at ghosts. Or 

when a trigger-happy hothead shoots someone simply because the target fits some general profile of what he sees as the 

enemy – such as a Black man in a White neighbourhood…  

“People can get carried away by group dynamics – the herd instinct – doing things when they’re together in a bunch that 

they’ll never even think of doing when they are on their own. Peer pressure, and the bravado and anonymity of the 

crowd…” Danie Steyn continued, in his fatherly anxiety. 

“So, think for yourself, don’t join in any reckless nonsense, and try to remain as unemotional and objective as you can. 

Your goal, your only important duty, is to protect our women – stay with Ouma and Sus, and if things start looking really 

dangerous, lock yourselves in our safe room.” 

Niel now interrupted, evidently concerned that Danie was overestimating the threat of the moment: “Pa! Pa… No Pa, 

things aren’t anywhere near that bad here – not as yet, at least. We – Sus, Farida and I – we don’t feel as if our lives are in 

danger here where we live. It’s the uncertainty that’s getting to people. Ouma’s very worried, but we are trying to calm her 

down. I’m just worried about how long this is going to carry on and disrupt our lives, like our classes at varsity… And, also, 

that this mess may make it difficult for you to get a flight back here…”     

Danie was pleased to hear Niel’s sober assessment. His own immediate concern was also the possibility of there being 

problems in getting a flight back home. Deep down he already knew that the airlines (and their insurers) would be thinking 

twice about flying out there, with all this shit now prominent on every TV screen across the globe. 

“You’re right, my boy. We’ll just have to see about the flights. Did you go shopping yesterday, like I asked?” When Niel 

replied in the affirmative, Danie continued with some relief in his voice. “Good! Good. Then you should have enough for 

quite a while, with all the non-perishables that I also bought before I left. What you must now make preparations for is that 

services like the water and electricity supply may go down, refuse not be removed, and that fuel may get scarce. Fill the 

baths for drinking water and use the swimming pool’s water for washing and flushing and the like. Check out the portable 

generator that we use in the caravan; see that you conserve the fuel and use it only to charge the phones and to run things 

like the satellite TV for newscasts if the power should go out. Fill up every jerrycan you can find with diesel for the bakkie 

and petrol for your Volksie, and drive only when you have to.” 

Danie heard his mother remonstrate with Niel before taking over the phone from the boy; hearing the fear and stress in 

her voice, his anger at those who were causing this trauma flamed high again. 

 “Danie, I want us to leave here immediately! We must go down to the beach house in Jacobsbaai – it’s inside our 

Volkstaat, where we will be safe! We must wait there, among our own people, till this horrible, horrible mess has been 

sorted out!”  

The implication of what she was saying, but especially the manner in which she’d said it, deeply impressed upon Danie 

the torment that the events in South Africa were causing ordinary citizens to suffer. People torn between their instinctive 

respect for authority and their base fears, with the latter driving them back to the blood… The damn Volkstaaters were the 

ones who had pushed matters over the edge, but with the chips now down, to his mother they were now “our people” – the 

ones amongst whom she believed she would be safe. Blood truly was thicker than water, he realised, with glum 

exasperation. 

“Ma ! Ma – just listen to me! Listen carefully, please! You cannot possibly want to leave there now, in the dark, without 

knowing what the conditions on the road may be! And you shouldn’t imagine that placing yourself close to these right-wing 

lunatics will ensure your safety – the whole world will be targeting them, especially if they continue with these crazy threats 

of using weapons of mass destruction! You’ll have cruise missiles from just about every army in the world raining down 

around you if you’re anywhere near where these terrorists are hiding! Just stay where you are, at the house – that’s where 

you’ll all be safest; I’m doing everything I can to get back there as quickly as I possibly can!” 

His mother, however, was fixed on this idea of going down to the Western Cape – that much her next words made clear to 

him. “Danie, I didn’t say anything then but, back in 1994, I knew that we shouldn’t have believed the promises made by FW 

and Mandela. It’s exactly as the commentator said a few minutes ago on the Volkstaat radio – FW was as naive as Piet 

Retief, trusting an accord signed with a Black chief. Retief’s Traktaat with king Dingaan and FW de Klerk’s Kempton Park 

Accord have proven to be equally worthless. We will only be safe in our own country, my son. Once we get to Jacobsbaai, 
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alive and safe, we can always start afresh, rebuild our material assets. On the other hand, if we stay here and die here then – 

no matter how valuable your house here may be – it will be meaningless because they would have killed us, me and your 

children, and from death there is no new beginning, my son, just oblivion!” 

Danie didn’t have the time or the inclination – not now – to continue the argument. “Ma! You must listen to me! I know 

about these things, much more so than you, Ma! I don’t want to argue over what could or should have been in 1994. This is 

not the time for such a debate. I absolutely forbid that my kids leave that house and I insist that you also stay there – you 

have your own people around you, right there! That is our place, that’s our home! These windbags with their stupid radio 

station are playing with fire – it’s them that I’m investigating here, on charges that include anything from high treason to 

nuclear blackmail, from sedition to the worst kind of international terrorism! They’ve made themselves into criminals, Ma – 

nobody is going to recognise their ridiculous Volkstaat! Just listen to me and calm down, please!  

“For all we know, they’re just a dog that’s big on barking, without any real bite…” Danie had added the last phrase as an 

afterthought in order to try and convince his mother – not because he himself any longer had any serious doubt that TuGStaf 

was all too real.  

His mother hesitated a moment, then concluded with the firmness he remembered so well from his childhood: “OK, 

Daantjie my boy… We’ll stay here, for tonight. But at first light I’m phoning my brother Lukas in Centurion. Because his 

place is right next to the Waterkloof air base, and we saw on the BBC that it’s now in the hands of our … of the Volkstaat 

Weermag. If I hear that the young Blacks from Mamelodi Township are marching upon us, from across the ridge, or if I see 

that this so-called National Defence Force – or their corrupt police, for that matter – are entering our suburbs, then to Lukas 

is where I’ll be going!” 

Her voice turned from defiance to a plea, punctuated by a sob which she had not been able to suppress and which tore at 

his heart: “Just get back here, Daan! Just get back, as soon as you can, please!” 

His mother handed the phone back to Niel again. “Pa, what’s really going on, Pa? When will you be able to get back 

here? Do you think you will be able to catch these people before it’s too late?”    

Danie’s voice started to break, as his heart felt like doing. He saw Oedipa suddenly become aware of his agitation, her 

eyes wide at the emotion that sounded in his voice. “Boetman, I’m coming back as soon as I can, I promise you that...”  

Danie felt Oedipa next to him, her arm around his shoulder. “But I have to try and stop these people first, Niel, before 

they cause us to lose everything that has value and meaning – not the least of which is our honour, my son. Their fairytale 

may sound wonderfully romantic. It’s a great concept on paper, this notion of fighting to have your own country, but in our 

context they are spitting into history’s hurricane… 

“Just hang in there, my boy – stay calm, use your head. We have to be guided by our brains now, not by our emotions. 

Just don’t you get involved in this broedertwis, because there’s nothing worse than a conflict that pits brother against 

brother, neighbour against neighbour. I love you all, and I need you to understand that I’m doing this for you, for your 

future…” 

“We know, Pa. We’re proud of you, and what you stand for. You can count on us – we’ll do what is right and necessary 

this side. You just go do what you do best, and don’t worry too much about us!”  

With that Danie Steyn was relieved to be able to end the call before his emotions got the better of him. 

Oedipa stood back, observing his drawn, traumatised face in silence. With dread she recalled what he had said to his son 

about this kind of conflict – it was her experience as well that there was no more bitter form of warfare than civil war. 

Families will be torn apart and, on the bigger canvas, there will be calls to the blood – society will fracture along ethnic fault 

lines, with members of different groups forced willy-nilly into respective laagers.  

With a heavy heart she suddenly remembered again the death threat that Latsky had spat at Steyn, calling him a traitor 

who had “signed his own death warrant”. Was it just scaremongering? She was well aware of the almost pathological hatred 

nurtured from generation to generation in conservative Afrikaans circles for “hensoppers”, “joiners” and “hans-kakies” – for 

those who surrender to, or collaborate with, the enemy – a hatred dating back to the days of the Anglo-Boer War. 

Thinking about Latsky’s threat brought an unwelcome flashback of Gabriel Engelbrecht’s glacial gaze. Despite the 

tropical heat, she felt a shiver run down her spine… 

..... 

Less than five minutes after Danie Steyn had finished his call to Pretoria, there was a knock at Oedipa’s door. Rolando, 

the SENIS agent, had the contented look of a man who had met with success. The news he brought was that he had managed 

to locate the shipping broker who owned one of the bank accounts into which Percival Lettsome had made a recent payment. 

The broker, a certain Señor Cerrud, was dining at the Club Union; Faure and De la Guardia had already amended their route 

and were on their way there. He, Rolando, had come to collect them to take them to the Club Union as well.  
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They rushed down, following Rolando to his car, and took off in the direction of the Paitilla peninsula with its skyscraper 

apartment blocks, where he said the elite club was located, right on the shorefront. According to him, it wasn’t far at all.  

Rolando then quickly gave them some background information about the place. It was the favourite haunt of Panama’s 

influential rabiblanco families, he said with a grin, and went on to explain that the centuries-old colloquialism was 

commonly used to describe wealthy Panamanians of Caucasian origin, especially descendants of the handful of founding 

families. The term would in polite company be translated as “white tail”, but although its exact roots were lost in time, in its 

everyday slang form it probably referred to a male appendage on the front, rather than on the back, of the body!   

Rolando went on to explain that the club was very much a closed, tradition-bound institution, created by these historically 

powerful families, who had subsequently made it virtually impossible for anyone from outside their circle to join the Club 

Union as full members, although guests were commonly invited to dine there. The De la Guardia family was of the chosen 

few, so his boss would get them in – but they had to be sure to appreciate the privilege, Rolando said with a conspiratorial 

grin that set off his white teeth in his dark Amerindian features.  

They wound their way around super-luxurious tower blocks and Oedipa could see that the Panamanian upper class was 

not lacking in money. She was a little surprised to see how many men of the Jewish faith were out and about, identifiable by 

the small round yarmulkes they wore on their heads – and then there was quite a sprinkling of people of the Muslim faith 

around as well, evidently from the Middle East and the Indian subcontinent. In this place that called itself the “crossroads of 

the world”, all seemed to be getting along just fine. Obviously Panama was a safe country in which to make lots of real 

money, she thought with a half smirk, judging by the fact that it could attract these particular groups as immigrants. Oedipa 

remembered Roux saying, on the flight in, that Panama was probably the least racially-sensitive place he had ever visited, 

being very tolerant of diversity and also remarkably welcoming of foreigners – probably because of the merry mixing that 

had historically marked this transit point between south and north, east and west. Very few Panamanians would today be 

able to describe the exact ethnic mix of their parentage given the intermingling of peoples from every continent, stretching 

back five centuries since Panama City came to be the first viable colonial city on mainland American soil… 

Rolando drove through the wide gate of the Club and they saw Faure and De la Guardia waiting for them at the main 

entrance. The latter seemed well at ease in the setting, as Rolando had suggested he should be, which was underscored as 

well by the respectfully familiar manner in which the senior attendant was chatting to him.  

The deputy head of SENIS showed the way through to the main dining room, where he led them to an empty table in the 

corner. A number of club members recognised their host, and in their jovial Panamanian manner waved their greetings to 

him. 

Armando de la Guardia knew Sr. Cerrud, the shipping broker, who was apparently a businessman of some standing in a 

country that boasts the world’s largest commercial fleet sailing under its flag (a position of dominance cleverly acquired by 

offering Panamanian-flagged vessels a reduction on the tolls for transiting the Panama Canal).  

Casually, as if scanning the room for friends, De la Guardia made eye contact and waved or signalled his greetings to a 

number of people, before letting his eyes rest on Cerrud. When the broker returned his gaze and greeting, De la Guardia got 

up, after first visibly apologising to his own guests, and then ambled across to Cerrud to go shake hands and exchange 

pleasantries with him. To any casual observer it would have looked like the SENIS man was inviting Cerrud over to his 

table for no reason other than to quickly introduce him to some new business contacts. Being very much aware of De la 

Guardia’s official position, it was an invitation that Cerrud could not refuse, and he played along in relaxed manner – 

although Oedipa could see beads of perspiration on his brow, and a small twitching at the corner of his mouth, as he reached 

over to shake her hand.  

Oedipa could not help but admire the professionalism and discretion displayed by De la Guardia, as evidenced by the 

manner in which he had brought Cerrud over to their far corner without raising suspicions. The SENIS man pulled out a 

chair for the corpulent broker who pretended to make himself very comfortable. Oedipa could see more sweet beads 

pearling, however, despite the arctic level at which the air-conditioning was set – an excess that Rolando later confirmed the 

Club Union was notorious for. Armando de la Guardia then proceeded to quietly and succinctly explain to Sr. Cerrud why 

his valuable time had to be consecrated, for the next few minutes, to answering fully and honestly the questions that Faure 

would be putting to him… 

Cerrud was no fool and had obviously decided to cooperate, keeping his body language relaxed and informal so as not to 

attract too much attention to the fact that he was being interrogated by the deputy head of SENIS – right there in the sanctity 

of the Club Union. Faure also played along, keeping his expressions light and his voice low.  

The big transaction he had clinched some two months earlier had been very much present in Cerrud’s thoughts these past 

few days – on the one hand because it had been a Godsend in the persistently slow world economy, which had been 

negatively impacting the demand for shipping; but on the other because of what he had begun to anxiously wonder about, in 

connection with the destination of the vessels...  
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It had been a lucrative cash deal – a bare-bottom charter of two supertankers and two large container ships, plus one of the 

box-like car carriers with roll-on, roll-off capability... Lucrative as it might have been, the morning before (when he first saw 

the news about the momentous events unfolding in South Africa) Cerrud had himself started developing this dreadful 

premonition…  

The two tankers had been chartered to first sail to the Persian Gulf, where they would be filled with different types of 

refined fuel such as Jet A-1, and from there to proceed to Saldanha Bay in South Africa. All of the documentation had been 

perfectly in order, Cerrud hastened to add – it was an official South African Government transaction, with the fuel destined 

for the huge storage facilities of the Strategic Fuel Reserve, located (as most people in international shipping knew) at 

Saldanha Bay, west of Cape Town. In any event, he had only been responsible for chartering the ships, not for purchasing 

the fuel, and the payments for the charter were all handled openly through the good offices of the respective lawyers, before 

ending up quite openly in his bank account here in Panama.  

The three cargo vessels had also been chartered against a cash payment, the ro-ro for sailing to Odessa in the Ukraine and 

the other two to Ningbo, south of Shanghai, and to Shenzhen, next to Hong Kong, respectively. The final destination was 

given as Walvis Bay in Namibia and the cargo as the ubiquitous “containers with mixed goods”.  

What had forcefully struck Cerrud the day before was the realisation that all the charters were “bare-bottom” (that is, 

without a crew), with the contracting party supplying the sailors and officers. Given the state of the shipping industry it had, 

however, at the time of signing the contract, not seemed that odd, and it had not been particularly difficult for him to locate 

ships that had effectively been moth-balled, awaiting better times, with owners who were all too keen on the cash payment 

angle. That, after all, was his job as a broker, he opined. He could now, of course, guess that something was amiss – given 

their questioning and the almost unbelievable news emanating from South Africa – but how was he to have known, at the 

time the deal was closed, to what purpose the ships would be put? All his subsequent standard controls and verifications had 

confirmed that the ships did indeed sail for the ports as indicated, with properly licensed crews and insurance, and had been 

loaded there as expected. The vessels were on their way to Walvis Bay in Namibia, north-west of Saldanha Bay, with all 

three currently being located opposite Saldanha Bay, according to his checking of that very afternoon… 

Cerrud would not have been so nonchalant if the ships had actually belonged to him, Oedipa thought. If that had been the 

case, or if he knew what explosive cargos they were likely carrying, he would by now have been hopping around like a cat 

on a hot tin roof. For those precious vessels were in the fulcrum of a war zone, about to become prime targets because of the 

black market arms and ammunition they were sure to be carrying… 

Faure asked Cerrud to jot down the names of the vessels, which he immediately did on the back of a serviette. The ease 

with which he managed to recall the data confirmed Oedipa’s suspicion that he had lately been following their movements 

much more closely than he was letting on. Cerrud had, in all probability, indeed already connected the dots, she thought. 

However, it was only human that he would be reticent and play the innocent – which he actually was – and there was, in any 

event, not much more that he could tell them because all the instructions had come via the lawyers. He never had direct 

contact with the client. De la Guardia arranged with Cerrud to meet him at his office in an hour to pick up copies of all the 

relevant documentation – these were evidently bogus, like the supposed South African Government order for fuel for the 

Strategic Fuel Reserve, but it would nevertheless need to be checked out. 

Armando de la Guardia did not want to embarrass Cerrud by keeping him at their table for too long. He got up and walked 

the broker back to the table where he had been sitting and apologised profusely to the broker’s companions for having taken 

up so much of his time. Once back at their own table, De la Guardia insisted that Faure and the others eat something from 

the buffet before leaving so as to not to create the impression that they had come to the dining room with the unique purpose 

of accosting Cerrud. 

The buffet was good, especially the seafood, but Oedipa couldn’t really appreciate it – her thoughts kept reverting time 

and again to Danie Steyn and the glimpses of anguish and frustration that she had seen flash across his handsome features 

throughout the evening… This whole fucking mess had turned bad – really bad – much quicker than any of them had 

anticipated, she realised.  

Rolando dropped them off at the hotel after it had been arranged with Armando de la Guardia that they would be picked 

up at five thirty the next morning for the helicopter journey to the yacht in San Blas; they would be departing from Albrook 

airport in the former Canal Zone.  

Back at the hotel, she couldn’t restrain herself – she hooked her arm into Steyn’s and accompanied him to his room to see 

what help she could be to him in setting up flight arrangements back to South Africa, which he wanted to put in place as a 

fallback should he no longer be needed in the investigation. 

He looked askance at her for a moment, but then opened the door for them. His face was already telling her, though, that 

his preliminary frantic attempts via his smartphone, while they were working their way dutifully through the buffet and then 
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whilst en route back to the hotel, had not been successful. Be that as it may - it at least looked as if he would welcome her 

company. 

 “It’s a total, impossible bloody mess,” he remarked, unasked, as he flopped down into one of the tub chairs – his 

exasperation half strangling his voice. “All commercial flights to South African airports have been suspended indefinitely. 

Apparently no insurance company wants to provide cover any more and, without that, nobody’s flying. Even South African 

Airways are stuck because of the insurance issue, and because their credit has been frozen – they can only get fuel at 

overseas airports if the pilots can pay cash in dollars or euros – which evidently the poor blokes can’t do. As you can 

imagine, the value of the rand has fallen through the floor as the foreign overnight deposits are hastily being withdrawn.  

“SAA’s also struggling to get flight crews together because the crew members don’t want to leave their families 

unprotected at home. Same applies to the maintenance technicians, who are also mostly staying home to look after their 

wives and kids. So SAA’s only operating a few flights regionally, with no proper schedule. It’s like getting on a township 

bus, apparently: when and if one comes by it’s first come, first served. What it basically means is that, from here, I’ll have to 

fly in the general direction of home, with the best bet being brilliant places like Maputo, Harare and Mbabane, and then try 

and catch one of these occasional SAA regional flights back to Johannesburg…” 

 “So, it’s actually still possible to get flights to the neighbouring states?” Oedipa asked.  

“Ja, but it’s far from ideal, and far from sure, either. I first have to get back to Europe, via the USA, and then to Maputo 

in Mozambique, which seems the best option. However, since all the regional airports get their jet fuel from South Africa, I 

was warned that the international airlines may soon have to stop serving these destinations as well – seeing that their planes 

may get stuck there without fuel. And it still begs the question of how to get back to Pretoria, since I’m sure that the car 

rental guys in Mozambique won’t just let their precious assets be driven off into a war zone!” 

Oedipa tried to lighten his mood with the one ray of hope that she was able to convey: “I believe that Faure’s also now 

come round to your point of view that there’s really not much more we can do here. He told me, when he was standing next 

to me at the buffet table, and I served up some of those huge prawns for him as well, that he’s trying to get us back to Paris 

without having to first go and investigate that damn yacht. He said that he’s recommended to La Piscine that we fly straight 

back to Orly, but since it’s now four in the morning in France, we’ll probably only have their instructions in a few hours’ 

time. In any event, it’s clear to me that this whole investigation into the money trail has become academic since Latsky is 

now out in the open and they’re already deploying their troops.” 

Oedipa was watching his face intently as he nodded while taking in what she had said about their likely return to Paris. 

“Hey!” Oedipa’s face suddenly lit up as a possible new solution came to her: “Listen! I’m pretty sure that many European 

countries with large numbers of their citizens living in South Africa would already have begun planning emergency 

evacuation flights. Remember all the arrangements of that kind that were made back in 1994? When most everybody 

overseas had expected exactly the kind of mess that we’re seeing now? You can bet that France is laying on such flights 

right now – and they’d obviously be flying down there empty. What we must do, with my editor’s help – and Faure’s too, for 

he bloody well owes us – is to get ourselves onto one of those evacuation flights!” 

The instant brightening of Danie’s features upon hearing her suggestion was incentive enough for her to now really warm 

to her own idea: “I’ll fly down with you, and then report from down there, from the scene!” 

She turned around to her computer to fire off an e-mail to her editor and then felt Danie’s hands on her shoulders. As she 

looked up, she saw him gaze into her eyes as if to try and fathom her innermost thoughts, to divine the true well spring of 

her enthusiasm.  

Just then there was a knock on Steyn’s door. He let in Faure and Roux, and the latter immediately asked what progress 

Danie had made with regard to the availability of flights to South Africa. Roux admitted that he, too, was now getting 

increasingly worried about his own family, given the threats that Latsky had made and the fact that the self-styled general of 

the Volkstaat Weermag had even known where Steyn’s house was located. 

Danie quickly explained the dilemma of no insurance, no fuel, no crews and no mechanics, which added up to no flights 

to South Africa itself, and growing problems with flights to neighbouring countries as well. Oedipa, excited to tell them 

about her idea, cut him short and started bending Faure’s ear about getting Steyn a seat on one of the evacuation flights that 

she was sure was already being planned. For once Faure seemed to concur with her – clearly deeming it a good idea (not the 

least because it would rid him of Steyn) and he quickly scribbled a note which he would hand to the communications 

technicians to pass on to La Piscine.  

The TV news channels were, in the meanwhile, receiving increasing quantities of topical, live visual material shot inside 

the country, which vividly portrayed the unfolding events in South Africa. There were two concurrent themes. The first was 

that there had, fortunately, not yet been any sign of overt, violent military confrontation as a consequence of what TuGStaf 

was euphemistically calling the “prepositioning” of its forces, whereby it took control of key strategic assets such as air 

bases and weapons systems. The other was that the National Defence Force and Police Service were in complete disarray. 
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This was being ascribed to a number of factors: TuGStaf’s Psy-Ops that had sown confusion with the false orders it issued; 

the apparent defection of many White, Coloured and Indian officers; the concerted effort by TuGStaf to seize hardware, 

bases and command-and-control systems; and lastly, to the targeted sabotage of whatever had not been taken to deny its 

future use. 

Among Pretoria’s security forces there was little confidence left in orders that appeared to emanate from up high. Black 

African force members no longer trusted their White counterparts, nor – it seemed – their Coloured or Indian ones either. 

Even within Black African ranks there was division, principally between Zulu and Xhosa, but also between the remaining 

officers appointed under Mbeki and those belonging to the new power clique. The fact that so many of the assets of the Air 

Force and Navy, as well as much of the Army’s armour and artillery, had with such apparent ease been “repossessed” by 

TuGStaf, heightened the distrust and unease amongst the common soldiers on the ground. They realised full well that they, 

armed with only their light infantry weaponry, would now have to face not a disorganised uprising of civilians riding in 

bakkies, armed with handguns and hunting rifles, but a professionally organised and led enemy – many of them career 

fighting men battle hardened in the cauldron of the Middle-East – who would be armed with much superior and heavier 

weapons if it was to come down to real fighting… 

The impressive images of paratroopers landing at Waterkloof were quickly being reinforced by footage copied over by 

overseas broadcasters from TuGStaf’s online newscast, showing Rooikatte and Ratels assembling somewhere in the 

Western Cape. The webcasts also supplied footage of a convoy of artillery pieces, including the impressive G6 Rhino self-

propelled howitzers and Bataleur multi-tube rocket launchers, which – according to TuGStaf – had just been “liberated” 

from 4 Artillery Regiment in Potchefstroom.  

Neither Oedipa nor any of the others felt the slightest inclination to go to sleep: the stream of incoming reports by 

journalists, augmented by segments from TuGStaf’s own online newscasts, were simply too riveting for news junkies like 

them to miss. The TuGStaf webpage was self-evidently propagandistic – designed to impress and to foster a sense of shock 

and awe – but that it was thoroughly professional they all had to admit. Since the government had nothing comparable on 

the air, TuGStaf was setting the news agenda and manipulating the public’s mental image of the way the forces were 

stacking up in the contest of wills that was unfolding. With their carefully selected still images and video footage, they were 

awing their captive audience by portraying a potently professional force with an awesome capacity to dish out pain and 

destruction if TuGStaf should be pushed into that. 

After a while Danie Steyn angrily shut down his tablet computer and stepped over to the window, his fists clenched 

behind his back. Oedipa joined him and together they stared out across the city, of which the lights were eerily shimmering 

in the humid, wind-still tropical night air. “Those fokkers are presenting their doings as if everybody in the forces simply 

walked over to their side!” Steyn snorted. “In truth, though, they have been stealing the stuff – look at those Ratels and the 

Rooikat tanks that they showed, from Cape Town. All of those belonged to the former Citizen Force units. Those barracks 

would have been virtually empty and the hangars just lightly guarded – if at all! Now they are presenting it as if they’ve just 

scored a huge victory! 

“Fact is, though, that they now have the bloody stuff. Taking them on is going to require one hell of a lot of grit, as well 

as advanced weapons and technology, which I don’t think the guys in the Union Buildings possess! So, all that’s going to 

happen is that the outside world will be called in. Just like we saw in Iraq and in Libya. Those TuGStaf troops will soon find 

out that hanging around those fancy pieces of hardware that they just stole is going to be like painting a bull’s eye on your 

own bum – the ideal way of ensuring that a steady stream of Cruise and Hellfire missiles are aimed right at you!”   

The mere thought of what damage such armed conflict was likely to do, especially to the civilians caught up in it, made 

Danie fish out his smartphone for the umpteenth time to try to get hold of his uncle Lukas.  

Still no answer.  

Oedipa heard Steyn swear softly under his breath; then he phoned his son again. It was around one in the morning in 

Panama, thus already eight o’clock in Pretoria. 

“It’s like a Sunday here, Pa,” Niel told him. “The roads are empty, nobody’s going to work or to school … everything is 

eerily quiet – like people who have suddenly woken up to find themselves in the middle of a huge minefield and are now too 

scared to make the slightest move.” 

Danie didn’t have anything pertinent to say or ask. He just wanted to hear his son’s voice. Niel told him that they had not 

been able to contact Uncle Lukas either: so, for the moment, Danie’s mother was putting her earlier notion of going up to 

Waterkloof Air Base on hold. Danie told Niel that Faure had recommended that the investigation be cut short and that they 

would likely be returning to Paris soon; he also told him of Oedipa’s idea of trying to get a seat on a French evacuation 

flight to Johannesburg. Satisfied by at least having heard each other’s voices, they hung up after another minute or two of 

desultory conversation.  
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At around two in the morning, Panama time, Pierre Faure received a copy of a report prepared by the German BND, 

containing a first analysis of the military situation created by TuGStaf’s “prepositioning” of its forces. Because the BND 

was not merely a civilian intelligence agency, but also performed the military intelligence function for the Federal German 

Armed Forces, their assessment was regarded as authoritative. Faure, seated on the armrest of the sofa, with his right leg 

resting on the coffee table in front of him – a semi-reclined pose that was revealing of the stage of insidious tiredness they 

were all now entering – conveyed the key points to the others. 

 “The BND analysts reckon that TuGStaf has timed its actions perfectly,” he said. “Modern warfare is largely determined 

by air superiority and, since the last Cheetah jet fighter planes of the SAAF were withdrawn from service in April 2008, the 

SANDF simply has not had a credible air attack capability. Even with the new Swedish Gripen jets, which have been 

commissioned in drips and drabs and for which they lack a sufficient number of quality pilots, the Air Force is but a pale 

shadow of the formidable combination of bomber, fighter and ground-attack squadrons of yesteryear. Now it’s little more 

than a VIP ferry service – certainly not the decisive instrument for interdicting enemy air and ground forces that would be 

needed to suppress a war of secession.  

“There was thus a window of opportunity for TuGStaf to exploit, with much of the old hardware – planes, helicopters, 

even tanks – reaching the end of their useful lives, without replacement equipment yet being available. This is what TuGStaf 

has now seized upon – an institutional weakness now exacerbated by the fact that the Volkstaat Weermag seems to have 

captured most of what was still serviceable. The BND reckons that practically all of the handful of airworthy Rooivalk 

attack helicopters and Gripens have been taken over by TuGStaf, either by means of the crews changing sides, or by means 

of false deployment orders…” 

André Roux wanted to know if the report made any mention of the disinformation campaign being waged by TuGStaf, 

and of their psychological operations designed to divide members of the SANDF and to disrupt command and control. 

 “Yes, another dimension of the ‘window of opportunity’ that the BND refers to is the heritage of deep divisions within 

South Africa’s intelligence community and the SANDF itself, between the different ANC power cliques, and also between 

ethnic groups such as the Zulus and Xhosas. This lately had intensified, firstly due to the bitter history around the defeat of 

the Mbeki faction, and secondly due to the current succession battle. The ingrained distrust of the remaining White members 

of the SANDF and SAPS by the increasingly influential Black Africanists also played a role. It was evident that nobody 

trusts anybody else anymore, and that they no longer trusted the orders that they were receiving from the High Command 

either, because of the divisive initial stories about the planned counter-revolutionary coup d’état and the genuine-looking yet 

false deployment orders that TuGStaf planted.” 

 “So, what has the Government’s reaction been?” Oedipa asked. 

“I’ll read you a statement which the BND got from the Union Buildings, embargoed until 10h00, South African time. It 

says:  

The security and intelligence structures of our Government have for some time been aware of the existence of a cancer in 

our bosom, consisting of faceless racist reactionaries hankering back to Apartheid, who have infiltrated key components of 

our military. Today we see these racists and their counter-revolutionary accomplices at last unmasking themselves as being 

the very worst kind of nuclear terrorists who want to threaten and blackmail Africa back into a repeat of the racist colonial 

era.  

Our people should know that their democratically elected Government has a well-conceived strategy for handling this 

threat, designed to enable us to eliminate it once and for all. That strategy is guided by our understanding that these 

faceless forces have first to be allowed to identify themselves, in order for us then to destroy them all. We will, therefore, not 

immediately attack the racist forces and their accomplices. We will wait and allow all of their ilk sufficient time to unmask 

themselves.  

Now is the time for all of our subjects to demonstrate their individual loyalty, to show whether they are with us or against 

us – with the African majority or against the masses and their democratically elected government.  

Make no mistake – this outrageous attempt to reintroduce Apartheid will not be allowed to stand. We are already in close 

communication with our African brothers, as well as with the broader international community, and are encouraged by the 

support promised us by progressive forces across the globe.   

This is a challenge not only to democracy and majority rule in South Africa, but to Africa and the world. None of our 

neighbours wants to go back to the destructive destabilisation that our region suffered when these reactionary forces last 

had the opportunity to stoke tensions and foment conflict.  

The world cannot and should not allow this so-called Afrikaner Canaan, which is just another Israel, to be created in 

Southern Africa. It will destabilise our region and threaten peace, just as the existence of the racist Jewish State itself has 

been causing conflict in the Middle East ever since it was foisted on that region by force of arms in 1948.  
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 So, know this, all of you who may be tempted to join in this traitorous act of sedition, who may be considering taking up 

arms against your legitimate, democratically elected government – although we choose not to respond immediately with 

military force against this provocation, wishing also to do everything first to try and avoid bloodshed, we are amassing an 

overwhelming international force of African armies and progressive peoples from around the globe who are already rushing 

to our assistance to eradicate the evil of fascist, reactionary Apartheid racism once and for all. When each and every traitor 

stands identified, then the time for decisive military action shall come – about the outcome of which there can be no doubt!  

A Luta Continua!”  

There was silence among the little group gathered in the hotel room until André Roux snorted: “They are making a virtue 

out of necessity – they simply don’t have anything with which to take on TuGStaf militarily right now, which is why they 

have no choice but to wait for reinforcements. This excuse that they’re tactically waiting for all the ‘counter-revolutionary 

traitors’ to first show themselves before they act against them is just convenient bullshit!” 

Roux looked round to see if anyone had a contrary viewpoint. When nobody disagreed with his hypothesis, he continued: 

“What worries me is that this kind of rhetoric will further polarise the population. The so-called silent majority will be 

bombarded, from both sides, with ‘if you’re not with us, then you’re against us’ – leaving the common man very little room 

for just being human, scared and preferably uninvolved. And this threat of an international intervention force is exactly what 

TuGStaf’s been anticipating and planning for, with their emphasis on the nuclear weapons that they possess. It remains to be 

seen which nations really will risk sending their forces down there, into harm’s way.” 

“Why are you so sure that nobody will send forces?” Oedipa immediately asked, somewhat belligerently.  

“Because, Oedipa, it will require large numbers of combat troops to guarantee a successful assault, that will in turn need 

even larger numbers of support personnel and a massive logistical effort. They will, therefore, have to establish some very 

large forward staging bases. These will have to be set up along the coast north of the border, where such concentrations of 

troops, arms and supplies will unavoidably be within striking range of TuGStaf’s nuclear weapons.” 

“But what about Western intervention from the air? Like in Libya, with a no-fly zone? Taking out TuGStaf’s heavy 

weapons and rocket launchers with Tomahawk cruise missiles?” Oedipa asked. 

It was again Roux who respond: “That’s easier said than done, though it’s obviously an option that’s probably being 

studied already in Washington, London and Paris. The main problem is distance – surface ships and submarines armed with 

cruise missiles will have to be within a two thousand kilometre range of their targets; that is, south of a line running 

essentially from the Kunene River mouth in the West, on the border of Namibia and Angola, to the Mozambican port of 

Beira in the East. There can’t be many – if any – such Western naval assets normally deployed in that region and, should 

such units be sent there, then they will have little support and will be vulnerable to air and submarine attack, quite likely 

with standoff missiles armed with tactical nuclear warheads. Mounting a long-range airborne refuel mission to strike from 

the air will mean extraordinary long distances from bases in North America and Europe, because establishing forward air 

bases along the border will again expose them to attack with nuclear missiles. Such long-range air attacks will, of necessity, 

have to be sorties by only a few planes at a time, and they’ll have to cross hostile airspace of a thousand kilometres or more 

before they reach the main target areas in the Western Cape. Once over the target, their attack will likely be little more than 

symbolic and there will be a constant risk of collateral damage to civilians, depending on whether TuGStaf deploys its 

weapons systems close to population centres…”    

Steyn could contain his agitation no longer. “What concerns me is not what’s going to happen on the battlefield between 

armies in uniform! What I fear most is that this lunacy will fuel age-old resentments and pent-up hatreds among civilians all 

over the countryside. It’s going to be White against Black, which is bad enough, especially for the isolated communities and 

farms on the platteland, but it is also going to be White against White, Black against Black, brother against brother. Why? 

Because it will be the craziest among us, coming from both extremes, who will be exploiting this time of chaos to try and 

force their delusions upon us all, or simply to loot, rape and pillage!” 

Oedipa could well understand Steyn’s concern – he was the only one among them with family exposed to the risks. André 

Roux did nod in sympathy, but he was still primarily interested in the BND assessment of the military situation and he asked 

Faure how the Germans were seeing the forces stacking up. 

“Well, the BND reckons that the Western Cape, and specifically the area around Saldanha Bay, is TuGStaf’s immediate 

focus. The Volkstaaters seem to have secured the port of Saldanha as well as the air base at Langebaan, which is close by. 

They thus have control of the Strategic Fuel Reserve as well as access to the deep-water port’s off-loading facilities for 

supplies shipped in by sea. They have also taken over the nuclear power station at Koeberg and the erstwhile mission control 

facilities for the missile programme at Overberg, with the adjacent large airfield – that’s near Cape Agulhas, Africa’s 

southernmost tip. 

 “Wherever they’re deployed in strength, TuGStaf’s units obviously control their immediate surrounds – but South Africa 

is a vast country and the situation on the platteland, or countryside, especially in the farming areas, seems very, very … 
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delicate … to put it mildly,” Faure responded, instinctively looking warily in Steyn’s direction. The latter was sitting on the 

edge of his bed, bowed forward, head in hands… 

At this point one of the communications technicians came rushing in, after just a perfunctory knock on the door, and held 

out an urgent message to Pierre Faure. It was from the Head of the DGSE himself, marked for Faure’s immediate personal 

attention. The contents, which had Faure frowning at first, soon spurred him to action. He reached for the internal phone and 

punched in the room number of the Falcon’s flight crew. 

“Captain Leclerc? Faure here. We’ve just received instructions from La Piscine to get back to Paris, aussi rapidement que 

possible. How quickly can you get us in the air?” 

The captain briskly replied and, after agreeing arrangements, Faure turned to the others. “Leclerc and his crew will go to 

the airport straight away to prep the Falcon and file a flight plan. If there’s cooperation on that side, at this early hour, we 

should be able to take off just before daybreak – which means that we have to leave the hotel at around five, to be there 

when they have the plane ready. Fortunately Leclerc had the foresight to refuel the plane when we arrived here.” 

 Faure then reverted to the contents of the instruction he had received: “Paris wants us to get back there, and then to head 

down to South Africa because the President wants me to go and open a back channel for communicating confidentially with 

the two sides. La Piscine concurs that our current investigation has been overtaken by events, and agrees that we ask SENIS 

to do the appropriate forensic investigations concerning the yacht. Paris needs us back there in a hurry to do some strategic 

planning with the Elysée Palace and the Quai d’Orsay about this parallel channel that they want me to open up, a bit like my 

work at the time of the Mandela / De Klerk negotiations…” 

Oedipa could see that Faure was chuffed with the idea that he had been asked to be the one to set up such 

communications. 

The news evidently suited Danie Steyn, and André Roux also looked pleased with the prospect of returning to Europe. 

The former NIS analyst voiced his approval to Faure, and Oedipa noticed that he was assuming an increasingly assertive 

posture. “You’re experienced in that game and you’re well connected down there, Pierre. This precipitate action by TuGStaf 

has hopefully woken up the moderates on both sides to the need to reign in the radicals. A real solution will require 

leadership and dialogue, with the focus on helping the moderates to take the initiative away from the radicals. In order for 

that to be possible, one will need to buy time to allow the moderates on both sides to organise. 

“That means that the outbreak of actual armed conflict has to be avoided at all costs. There has to be a mutual 

commitment not to commence firing on each other, agreed between Pretoria and the TuGStaf, to be followed by 

international and internal pressure on both sides to start negotiating a compromise. I’m encouraged by Latsky’s promise that 

there will be no ethnic cleansing, no forced removals, no race classification, and that they are open to a pragmatic solution 

along the lines of the European Union...” 

Oedipa’s hackles were immediately raised: “But compromising with them will reward their blackmail!” she almost 

shouted. 

Roux responded in a flash, dismissively, not even turning to address her. “This is not the time for political correctness! 

We need a realistic, workable approach that will first and foremost avoid armed conflict and the untold harm and horror that 

it will surely bring to millions of innocents – especially if nuclear bombs start getting tossed about!” 

Faure sensed the conflict potential in the room escalating and moved fast to try and defuse matters: “Listen to this 

message from La Piscine,” he quickly interposed, chortling. “Our guy in Pretoria reports that his NIA contact told him this 

morning, in a state of evident agitation, that it would be ‘good riddance’ to have the Boere take the Western Cape – as long 

as they promise to take the Eastern Cape and the Xhosas with them as well!” 

In contrast to the chuckles of the others, André Roux appeared to become even more serious upon hearing this anecdote. 

He stepped in front of the TV, a position that had them all looking at him, and then turned to stare sombrely at Faure. 

 “You know, Pierre, we should not just laugh off this NIA guy’s attempt at humour. The thought of redefining borders 

may not fit easily within our Eurocentric conditioning about the supposed sanctity of Africa’s geographical boundaries. But 

remember, those colonial boundaries were arbitrarily drawn at the Berlin conference more than a century ago, haphazardly 

dividing the erstwhile colonial possessions with no heed to ethnic footprints. And already we have seen Eritrea and South 

Sudan secede. That was allowed!  

“Is it not better to recognise the right to self-determination rather than having the interminable conflict that we’ve seen in 

places like the Ivory Coast, where diverse groups are held captive together in an artificial state forced upon them by ignorant 

European cartographers and imperialists? In the Ivory Coast, too, partition would probably have made all parties happy 

because it would have avoided giving the tribes constituting slightly more than half of the population total control over the 

tribes that form slightly less than half – all done in order merely to maintain the façade of what is a totally artificial ‘nation 

state’ and a sham democracy, because their so-called democratic process isn’t founded on electing between competing 

policy platforms based on distinct sets of ideas, but on mere ethno-demographic head counts!”  
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Oedipa’s suspicions were being awakened anew: “So what exactly are you trying to say, André Roux?” she asked, rather 

aggressively. 

 “Well, this idea of a separate Volkstaat does fly in the face of what I negotiated for in the early nineties, and clearly 

doesn’t correspond to my own preferences for South Africa. But we have in recent years had a number of examples of 

secession being supported by the international community – Eritrea and South Sudan, as I’ve said. Kosovo’s Albanians, 

also, had no legal claim to the Serbian territory they insisted upon having, but their right to national self-determination as 

distinct population group was deemed to trump Serbia’s historic title. And more than that – in all three instances, separation 

succeeded in putting an end to bloody civil wars. That, surely, must be our objective – to do whatever is necessary to avoid 

bloodshed!  

“In the case of Southern Africa, when the British created the Union of South Africa in 1910, three Black tribes – the 

South Sothos, the Tswanas and the Swazis – effectively opted out. They each acquired their own Volkstaat. That is why we 

have the strange anomaly of a sovereign country, member of the UN, located wholly within our national territory as is the 

case with Lesotho. So it isn’t really a new concept in Southern Africa. The principle was also enshrined in the 1996 

Constitution, in Section 235, so it’s not as if TuGStaf’s demand is entirely without legal foundation. 

“Such a territory need not secede completely, cutting all ties, either – there can obviously be permutations, as TuGStaf 

itself seems to recognise with this Southern African Union idea of theirs. Just think about the following, which I admit is 

probably a crazy thought, but it’s in line with our crazy times: TuGStaf wants land, Malema’s people want land. Isn’t there, 

just perhaps, the seed in there for some kind of compromise? How else will we find out other than by making time for 

dialogue?” 

Roux now looked at each of them in turn, pleadingly, before continuing: “As much as the reality of it pains me, and as 

much as I would still have preferred the Rainbow Nation with a government of national unity, the truth is that times have 

changed. My fellow Afrikaners are going to find themselves left with only very limited choices if they choose to continue 

living on the sidelines, apathetically. Because then they will be dooming themselves to having to accept whatever the 

majority dictates in the form of nationalisation, land reform and Africanisation – or otherwise to pulling up their roots and 

emigrating.  

“The one alternative to a Volkstaat is to roll up their sleeves and to constructively join in a new national debate to 

fundamentally restructure our system. It must discard its British baggage and be made more Africa-relevant. Key 

socioeconomic issues left unresolved in 1994, such as equitable sharing of opportunity, wealth and assets, will urgently have 

to be addressed to ensure greater Black identification with our Accords. But minorities must then also be given more 

participation in decision-making – some form of consociational constitution, as the idea of a unity government had 

originally intended. Shouldn’t there ideally be a directly elected executive president, chosen by means of a new broad-based 

electoral system with more than one round of voting so that candidates will be obliged to be more receptive of minority 

concerns?  

“Of course it takes two to tango – so the ANC will have to be amenable to such a national debate on constitutional 

restructuring as well, which will hopefully give their constituents the meaningful land reform and access to shared wealth 

that they are seeking. There will have to be give and take once again, with innovative and brave compromises, and the 

slaughter of many holy cows. The aim is not to break down those Accords, but to expand them, building on their excellent 

foundations. 

“On the other hand, it could prove true – as TuGStaf is already averring – that the ANC has been taken over by those 

radicals who see 1994 as a ‘sell-out’ and that, as the governing party, it is now irrevocably set on a hard-line Africanist, 

Socialist course towards a second revolution. If that is indeed the case, and if those are the policies, then it will inevitably 

force the Whites – and the Afrikaners in particular – into a stark choice between fight or flight. Then all bets are off.  

“Because then we are going to end up fighting each other in a destructive and very bloody race war, each side battling for 

supremacy – a war which will have to be followed by generations of oppression, whichever side may win!  

“And under those desperate circumstances, it may indeed be better to divide the land instead of fighting over it, and to 

each go our own way…” 

Oedipa looked at Roux with an expression of bemusement. An Afrikaans saying kept reverberating in her head as she 

listened to his oratory and the ideas he floated: “’n Boer maak ‘n plan”.  

A Boer will supposedly always come up with some kind of plan when forced into a corner. The only problem with that – 

knowing the free-thinking Afrikaner spirit as she did – was that the more of these bloody Boere you succeeded in herding 

together (which was a bit like herding cats), the greater the number and diversity of the plans there would be…  

.o0o. 
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Chapter 15 

 

Tienie Steyn crossed the Vaal River by the bridge at Oranjeville on his way to Deneysville. Marita was at last on her way 

back from Vereeniging, and he wanted to meet her halfway to escort her back to Frankfort. The events of the past day or so 

had made him decide that morning that he simply could not risk his wife driving back from her shopping excursion without 

protection. 

Before daybreak Tienie had issued the day’s instructions in the milk shed, and he could see that the farm hands were also 

concerned – they were evidently as well aware as he of the unprecedented tumult in the country. The workers living with 

him on Groenplaas were troubled by the agitation stoked by some malcontents in Namahadi township, who were talking 

about doing a Zimbabwe and seizing the farms. Tienie’s men knew well enough what had happened to the permanently 

employed agricultural workers who had been resident on farms in Zimbabwe when those were invaded and occupied by the 

so-called war veterans… 

His foreman, Samuel, who had grown up with Tienie on Groenplaas, had confronted him four-square that morning about 

his plans regarding Marita: “Will meneer be going up the road to fetch the nonna?” he asked. When Tienie nodded in 

confirmation, Samuel stated simply: “But then I’m going with you, of course!” It was a statement of fact that brooked no 

discussion. 

Tienie understood that Samuel wanted to go with to act as intermediary should that become necessary. It was a 

demonstration of solidarity, of shared concern for Marita – but also for his welfare. The gesture touched Tienie, who pressed 

the Black man’s shoulder in gratitude and motioned with his head towards the double-cab pickup. He passed the AK-47 to 

his son, Thinus, to hide behind the back seat; Samuel slid into the front seat next to Tienie. 

The early morning drive north was without incident. After crossing the bridge at Oranjeville, they followed the shore of 

the Vaal dam to Deneysville’s township, where they saw the first signs of earlier trouble – the remnants of a half-hearted 

road block thrown up with rocks and logs, which had been bulldozed aside.  

A few kilometres past Deneysville, they saw Marita’s white bakkie approaching, and Thinus got in with his mother to 

take over the wheel. 

The road back was quiet, with little traffic and no incidents – until they approached Frankfort. 

It was mid-morning. They were only a minute or so away from the turn-off onto the R34, where they would leave the R26 

(which runs from Villiers past Frankfort to Heilbron), to head down the hill to the farm. That’s when they ran into trouble.  

Big trouble. 

It happened opposite the new section of Namahadi township. Earlier that morning, when they had first passed there, it had 

all been quiet. But now the road was blocked. Completely. Tree trunks, cement blocks, rocks and burning tyres formed a 

barricade, manned by youngsters with knobkerries, pangas and some Molotov cocktails – bottles filled with gasoline and 

fuel-soaked rags for wicks, ready to be lit… 

 An array of placards spelled out the sentiments of their bearers about the events of the past two days: “Die Boere se 

Moere!” (To hell with the Afrikaners) one unambiguously proclaimed, whilst another displayed the familiar “One Settler, 

One Bullet”. 

Tienie chuckled cynically – in a wave of gallows humour he wondered if they could shoot well enough to make the last 

statement a practical proposition. He opened the window and heard the drone-singing of the ANC Struggle song “Shoot the 

Boer”, recently made popular again by Youth League leader Julius Malema. As if there hadn’t already been more than 

enough farm murders, he thought angrily. Fuck these bloody radicals, he cursed inwardly. Fuck them all, from both ends of 

the spectrum, because between them they were causing the once so promising Rainbow Nation to regress to this. 

The roadside drama could not have been playing itself out for very long yet because there were only two cars in front of 

them. Directly ahead of his bakkie was a small Japanese sedan, which had the trade-mark reflective triangular sticker of a 

rental car on its back bumper. Must be tourists, Tienie thought to himself, wondering what they must be making of all of 

this. Such incidents would definitely not benefit the tourist trade, that was for sure! He could see two elderly couples inside, 

visibly scared, who were anxiously staring at the mob through closed windows. In front of the rental car there was a farm 

truck piled high with bales of straw. 

Tienie noticed with approval that Theunis had stopped Marita’s bakkie well behind his own, leaving himself room to 

manoeuvre. Unfortunately a petrol tanker – which they had passed just minutes earlier – had now pulled to a halt right 

behind Theunis. 

Tienie got hold of his son on the cell phone: “Listen, Boetman, you just keep that bakkie’s engine idling high, you hear! 

Engage 4X4 drive on the gearbox, high range, and keep the clutch pedal kicked in! Samuel will go and try to reason with 
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these people, and I’ll try and cut a hole for you in the fence – if anything happens, you must burst through the barbed wire 

and aim diagonally across to the R34 through the veldt. Forget everything else – just get away from that damn petrol tanker 

behind you!” 

Tienie stepped out of the bakkie, followed by Samuel. Both made it plain that they were unarmed. Tienie had 

unobtrusively taken his small Leatherman set, which included pliers, out of its pouch on his belt, and made his way across to 

the fence, on the opposite side of the road to where the mob were making their stand. Samuel, meanwhile, had walked over 

to try to engage the ringleaders. Halfway between his own bakkie and the one in which Theunis was waiting at the ready, he 

clamped the pliers around the top strand of wire – which was, fortunately, somewhat rusty – and prayed to God to give him 

strength enough in his work-toughened right hand to be able to cut through it with the small tool at his disposal. The pliers 

bit painfully into the palm of his hand and, after what felt like an eternity, he heard the wire snap. Quickly he cut through 

two more strands. The bottom one, though, was newer and tougher… 

Samuel had fearlessly positioned his sparse frame directly in front of the lead element, engaging them in isiZulu, whilst 

Tienie bent down to attack the bottom strand – the experienced farmer had seen once before how barbed wire that had 

wound itself round the axle of a vehicle could force even a powerful bakkie to an ignominious halt, and that was the last 

thing that he wanted to see happen now to Theunis and the two women. 

It was whilst he was bent over like that, desperately battling the recalcitrant last strand of wire with bleeding hands, that 

Tienie saw the small convoy approach from the other side of the railway line, heading towards him along a dusty farm track 

that ran parallel to the railway. Half a dozen or so bakkies, kicking up a cloud of dust as they came racing in from the south-

east; from the opposite side of the main road, therefore, to Namahadi township and the position occupied by the Youth 

League. 

Tienie recognised the lead bakkie as the blood-red imported American monster of Johnnie Muller, and the cold hand of 

fear clamped round his heart. Vierkleur flags were streaming stiffly from the fast-approaching vehicles, as provocatively 

combative in their own way as the placards being displayed across the road. He could see gun barrels poking out of 

windows, and even before the vehicles screeched to a halt, he heard the first shots ring out – apparently fired into the air, he 

realised with mixed relief.  

Johnnie Muller was holding a hand-held loudhailer as he self-importantly took up position at the front of his fire engine 

red brag-bakkie. “Attention! Attention! In the name of the Weermag of Afrikanaän, I am issuing you fokken kaffirs this 

official warning! I’ll say it just once! If you don’t immediately, as in this instant, remove your fokken black assholes from 

this public road, we’re going to shoot you all moer-toe, right here and now.” 

If Johnnie Muller had thought that his brutality would intimidate the other side he was very wrong. Stones started raining 

down on the vehicles trapped on the main road, and Tienie could see Molotov cocktails being lit. At last the small pliers 

gnawed through the last strand, and Tienie reared up, urgently beckoning to Theunis. His son was ready, and Marita’s white 

bakkie shot forward with spinning tyres, grazing Tienie as it jumped through the opening in the fence. A stone shattered the 

back window of the canopy, but thankfully that was the only damage. Tienie’s own bakkie wasn’t as fortunate, and neither 

was the rental car of the tourists, which had drawn most of the hail of stones.  

Tienie’s long legs had carried him to relative cover behind the left rear end of his bakkie, from where he saw the scene in 

front of him degenerate into disaster, as if in slow motion. Fire bombs were lazily spinning through the air towards the 

vehicles trapped on the road, their burning tails streaking smoke behind like mini comets. With the crash of splintering glass, 

the bottles of petrol shattered against the hay truck in front of, and the petrol tanker behind him – the two obvious first 

targets. Like flaming lava their liquid contents engulfed the two vehicles. It would be mere seconds before their highly 

flammable cargoes would be set alight Tienie realised. 

Trapped behind his bakkie, Tienie heard Johnnie Muller swear out loud, and saw him reach for a hunting rifle proffered 

by one of his sidekicks. Out of the corner of his eye, Tienie Steyn saw Samuel waving his arms up and down in a desperate 

but futile call for calm. Muller’s first shot kicked up dust some yards in front of the bomb throwers. His second was even 

more wayward, and with a pang of shock and anger Tienie saw Samuel’s sparse figure jerk as he was struck…  

The shots created even more pandemonium – within seconds another Molotov cocktail traced a high curve through the air 

before it burst into a ball of flame high against the side of the rented car in front of Tienie. 

The sight of Samuel’s body crumpled in the dust, with blood pumping from his shoulder, had stripped Tienie Steyn of any 

fear or sense of constraint. He raced round to the back door of the bakkie, hauled out the AK-47 from behind the back seat 

and, with the practiced precision gained many years before, let fly with short, controlled bursts of rapid fire. His first target 

was Johnnie Muller. He aimed low and, with un-Christian satisfaction, saw his bullets take out the right-wing fanatic’s legs 

from under him, eliciting a drawn-out scream of pain reminiscent of a pig at slaughter. 

His next target was the bakkies of the Volkstaaters, aiming to scare rather than kill. Under his well-aimed assault, they 

quickly started scattering across the veldt, their counter fire desultory and ineffective. Just like all those years ago in 
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Bophuthatswana, when the far right tried in ’94 to invade the erstwhile Black homeland, Tienie thought grimly. Having 

served back there as one of the soldiers called up to maintain order, he had then also witnessed these right wingers run away 

like this, tails between their legs. 

Behind him the tanker truck exploded, its blast wave throwing him sliding across the rough tarmac. He looked back in 

panic, then saw with relief that he wasn’t about to be engulfed in a sea of burning petrol – the tanker must have been empty, 

the ear-shattering blast caused by the highly combustible fumes remaining in the tank. 

 Back on his knees, he swung the AK around towards the throwers of the Molotovs, again aiming low, in short bursts. 

With his accurate fire, he quickly dominated the scene and soon forced them, too, to scatter in fear and confusion. With the 

warring sides forced apart, the last blast of sound was that of the petrol tank of the rental car exploding… 

 Tears of anger and sorrow streaked Tienie Steyn’s scorched cheeks as he picked up his wounded foreman and carried 

him across his left shoulder, placing him gingerly across the back seat. The jacketed bullet from the high-powered hunting 

rifle had fortunately pierced clean through, high on the right shoulder – a trajectory that appeared not to have struck any 

bone and which had left a small, clean wound. Tienie kicked the bakkie into gear, bumped round the obstructions in the 

road, and raced into town, heading straight for the small hospital. 

Flip was absolutely right to take his family away from all of this, he thought grimly, his knuckles clamped white around 

the steering wheel. For the children’s sake. What kind of future could there be here for moderates, with these radical fringe 

elements not willing to grant one another the sun that should and could shine on all, in this wide, rich land?  

How much worse would today’s events have turned out if he hadn’t been there to drive them apart? Or if he had been 

there, but had not been willing to make a stand? That’s what always happens to the bloody “silent majority”, he thought 

glumly – their propensity for sitting on the sidelines leaves the dancefloor open to the radicals, whose self-centred 

shenanigans very quickly mess up the whole party for everybody. Soon no one any longer cares to dance … and then, when 

things have totally unravelled and the moderates at last realise that they have no choice but to jump in to try and salvage 

something – then, of course, the cost in blood, sweat and tears of restoring order and common sense is incalculably higher 

than what it would have been had they stamped down hard on the excesses of the radicals from the very outset. That is, if by 

the time the moderates wake up, it is not already too late for any remediation… 

..... 

In Panama things were happening at pace as well, as Pierre Faure’s small group hastily started preparing for the return 

flight to Paris. The DGSE man phoned his SENIS counterpart to inform him about the change in plans. Just a few minutes 

later he, in turn, received a call from De la Guardia. The SENIS man said that the police at Porvenir – the main village in the 

San Blas archipelago – had called to inform them that the yacht at Warkmandup had mysteriously exploded and then 

completely burnt to cinders, sometime after midnight.  

André Roux speculated that TuGStaf had placed explosives and incendiary devices in the hull as a precaution, to be 

detonated remotely once the connection between them and the yacht was made – as had patently just happened. Be that is it 

may, Danie Steyn chipped in – it was obviously just as well that they had decided not to bother any further with the yacht 

and to go straight back to Paris. 

Oedipa’s attention was divided between the news of the yacht’s demise and the first response from her editors regarding 

her earlier background enquiry about Faure and Roux, which had just arrived in the form of an e-mail with attachments. 

About the ex-NIS man very little was known. However, about the DGSE’s Monsieur Afrique, some very interesting titbits 

had been gathered... Such as him witnessing the nightmare of the Oran massacre as a child, his family escaping from Algeria 

by the skin of their teeth and losing their wine estate in the process, causing his father to suffer financial ruin. Then there 

was his joining of the riot police, the CRS (a bunch of fascists, in Oedipa’s eyes), the injury he suffered in the 1968 rioting, 

followed by a stint as a student at the Nanterre campus, where he was rumoured to have been a police spy. She only had 

time to perfunctorily scan the memo but what she’d gleaned already had her wondering about what slant his experiences as a 

child and young man would have given to his personal view of Africa and his attitude regarding the lot of the continent’s 

Whites… 

The newspaper research staff’s feedback in response to her question about the links between Israel and South Africa in 

the development of nuclear-armed missiles was even more intriguing. A copy of an official agreement entered into by the 

two countries caught her eye because of a particular paragraph that had been highlighted for her – a paragraph in which it 

was categorically stated that the South Africans had insisted that the missiles they were seeking had to be armed with 

nuclear warheads, preferably to be manufactured in South Africa. That top secret agreement, signed by the respective 

defence ministers, was dated 1975 – thus at the very outset of South Africa’s nuclear programme. The research staff further 

mentioned that a hard copy of the agreement had recently mysteriously surfaced despite the Apartheid State’s attempts to 
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destroy all incriminating documents prior to handing over power in 1994, in what was code-named Operation Masada. This 

agreement had only recently come into the public domain after having been “declassified” by the South African military and 

lodged in the national archives. Bloody hell! she thought. This would require some mulling over! 

Danie Steyn understandably couldn’t wait to get airborne and kept hurrying everybody along. He was packed and ready in 

ten minutes, half of which had been spent on the phone –first with Niel and then with Pete – to update them on his 

movements. The call to Pete turned out to be the longer of the two as his colleague told him with some satisfaction that 

“Issy” had phoned moments earlier to thank him for the dope on the account payments that Danie had earlier sent through, 

and to say that the Mossad was cautiously optimistic about some of the leads they were developing…  

The Falcon took off from Tocúmen shortly after six, just as the new day broke. The pilots set course to the north-east, 

directly to Paris, a route which of necessity took them over the San Blas archipelago. The morning was sunny with blue 

skies despite it being the rainy season. Roux explained that, contrary to popular belief, the mornings in the rainy season were 

normally beautifully sunny and clear. It was usually only towards midday that the clouds started building up, accumulating 

till around two o’clock, when a short, sharp downpour would then drench the land. Statistically, he said, the average 

Panamanian downpour lasted only twelve minutes – this was because they stemmed from the localised interplay between 

heat and humidity, not from large passing frontal systems. These quick downpours were impressively drenching, but 

afterwards the skies rapidly cleared again so that the afternoons and evenings were usually of champagne quality.  

They quickly crossed Panama’s central mountain range – the country is but 80 kilometres in width at this point – and saw 

the rapidly climbing tropical sun bring a golden glimmer to the waters of the Caribbean ahead of them. Underneath the 

Falcon, the rainforest slid by, green like an immense field of parsley when viewed from above. Soon the San Blas 

archipelago started taking on greater definition and they could make out the outer coral reef that stretches for some 200 

kilometres from Cape San Blas in the west towards the border with Colombia in the east, like a smaller version of 

Australia’s Great Barrier Reef. This system of outer reefs had created between it and the adjacent land mass a placid lagoon 

that averaged about 15 kilometres in width, dotted with 365 tropical dream islands – mostly tiny, but with perfect white 

beaches of fine coral sand and waving palms.  

Roux explained that the area was entirely unspoilt by modern development because it formed part of the autonomous 

comarca, or homeland, of the Kuna tribe, known as Kuna Yala. No non-Kunas were allowed to live or even overnight there. 

This long-established legal constraint imposed by the Kuna Council itself, that no non-Kunas may overnight on Kuna land, 

has meant that no hotels are to be found on Kuna land. However, the calm waters of the lagoon had become one of the best-

kept secrets of yachtsmen from across the globe. This was because – by anchoring in this friendly, unspoiled paradise and 

sleeping on board their yachts rather than on land – meant of course that these yachtsmen alone were able to make extended 

stays without transgressing the Kuna rule. 

The captain reduced speed and took the plane down, once they had crossed the mountains, so they could better appreciate 

the spectacular view composed of the rising sun, the tall palms and the pure white of the coral beaches, all surrounded by 

crystal-clear water. Oedipa couldn’t remember ever having seen water so blue and so clear – the submerged reefs and the 

expanses of underwater coral garden were as visible as if set in the most translucent Venetian glass. 

The pilots then deviated slightly to take them briefly over Warkmandup Island, where the idyllic scenery was jarred by 

the smouldering black remains of the yacht they were supposed to have inspected. They saw that the fire had destroyed a 

few of the nearby traditional Kuna wet-drop outhouses that ringed every inhabited island. These commodes were typically 

built with poles and bamboo and extended out over the water along gangways of rickety planks. Some burning fuel must 

have spread across the water.  

Faure’s smartphone beeped, signalling that he had received a text message. Looking down he saw that it was from 

Apollo: “Call me in 5 minutes on this number” it stated. Oedipa, seated across from him, couldn’t read the message of 

course. She saw Faure look pensively at it, as if considering some weighty decision. Then, with his mind evidently made up, 

he showed the message to Roux, who was seated next to him. Roux read it and in turn looked quizzically at Faure. With a 

motion of his head, the Frenchman indicated to Roux that he should follow him to the cockpit. 

In response to the questioning glances from Oedipa and Steyn, Faure simply said: “Important conference call about 

negotiations.” 

Apollo picked up on the first ring. Pierre quickly explained that André Roux, who Apollo may remember from the 

negotiations in the early nineties, was listening in. Apollo did indeed remember Roux and greeted him in a friendly enough 

manner. 

“André was brought in by us to assist with analysis and to help us negotiate with these TuGStaf people,” Faure explained. 

“I therefore felt that it would be beneficial for him to sit in on this call as well. I already played back for him, yesterday, a 

recording of our earlier conversation. His observations stemming from that, already, were quite useful to me ... that is, if you 

don’t have any objections, Minister?” 
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“I remember Doc André as a pretty honest and objective analyst. If we are to get some kind of dialogue going, then 

involving people like him will indeed be helpful. So, I’m actually quite pleased to hear that he’s willing to get involved 

because one of our major problems, for the past decade and a half, has been that intelligent and responsible Afrikaners 

effectively withdrew from the political arena!” 

Roux first cleared his throat before he joined the conversation with what superficially seemed a jocular observation, but 

which in reality was heartfelt: “Morning, Minister. You’re right, of course, about my people going into ostrich mode after 

they pulled out of the GNU in 1996. Now I realise that the only thing that such a posture is good for is to have your backside 

kicked!” 

Apollo laughed out loud, a hearty and unfeigned approval of the analogy. Quickly, however, he became serious again. 

“Listen Faure, Doc – I’ve got some good news and some not so good news. Real bad news, in fact.” 

Faure and Roux looked at each other, concern written over their faces. 

“So what’s the bad news, Minister? Let’s have that out of the way, first,” Faure prompted. 

“I’m afraid that things are getting really ugly on the platteland. There’s no order, no control. Crazy people on both sides 

are taking the law into their own hands and the tsotsis – the criminal element – are having a field day too. If there’s one 

lesson to be learnt from this mess already, then it is that sensible change can’t be initiated through the destruction of the 

existing system of governance – no matter how much you may hate it. Think back to 1990 – if we had then destroyed the 

operating structures of the Apartheid State, how would the country have been able to make that transition, peacefully and in 

good order? 

“This TuGStaf, with what they are doing now, is missing the essential distinction between violence as a message – as a 

means of convincing the other side that there needs to be talk about fundamental yet orderly change – and violence that 

utterly destroys the other side, in order to have it all your own way. Our armed struggle served to convey our message that, 

without political rights, our only means of expression were guns and bombs. It got the Whites to understand that they needed 

to sit down with us and negotiate something that would be mutually acceptable. This TuGStaf, however – do they really 

want to negotiate something mutually acceptable, or do they simply want to force our hand? Not only ours, but that of 

Africa and of the entire world?!” 

Faure felt it would be inappropriate for him to respond, but Roux didn’t shy away from the challenge. 

“It’s all a question of perceptions, Minister. Once people are made to feel that they’re under dire threat, with their backs to 

the wall, and with no other option left but to fight – then they tend not to be too concerned with such finer nuances. Then 

they reach for the biggest stick they can lay their hands on. I’m not justifying what they’re doing, but the point remains that 

the radicals on your side should never have been allowed to drive the Afrikaners to the point where they do perceive their 

backs to be up against the proverbial wall!” 

Apollo readily acknowledged this, wanting to get beyond any inclination towards defensiveness. “OK, I admit that there 

should have been stronger leadership. On both sides. Because those youngsters, too, have a valid point when they say that 

you can’t eat the right to vote. And if Whites won’t admit that 1994 hasn’t yet delivered any tangible material benefits for 

the impoverished Black masses, and aren’t willing to urgently do something real and practical about it, then you have no 

right to expect us to acknowledge your right to all the wealth and all the land that you have amassed! Clearly then there’s 

something wrong with the system!” 

“Amen to that!” Roux responded. “What is needed, Minister, is that we swap admissions. If we admit that 1994 failed to 

give the impoverished Black masses any tangible material benefits, and you admit that 1994 failed to give the fearful 

minorities any tangible say in government, nor any real sense of security for their lives, livelihoods, assets and also their 

cultural identity, then we are both admitting that the system has failed. Then, at least, we’ll have a shared basis for going 

forward with a fundamental overhaul – to address all the issues left unattended in 1994, like Africanising the Westminster 

system and ensuring greater socio-economic equity.” 

Apollo now sounded more guarded. “You know, I don’t know where you stand nowadays, Doc. What is your solution, 

then? That we each go off and design our own system, to our own liking, and apply it in our own separate states? The 

homelands again, just this time with you White folk in the back of the Bedford trucks on your way to this Canaan of yours, 

God knows where in the bundu? Or do we try again to design a workable system together – learning from what has, and 

what hasn’t, worked during these years since 1994?” 

Roux’s answer was emphatic. “By preference, obviously the latter, Minister. But it is going to require real leadership. As 

well as a return to that positive ‘can do’ spirit of Madiba’s rainbow nation. Also a willingness on both sides to put 

everything up for discussion – there can be no holy cows. Even some form of territorially-linked self-determination for those 

who want it should at least be investigated. And there will have to be hard compromises – as I said to Pierre and the others 

just a short while ago, it may come down to a question of land for land, because that is what both the Youth League and 

TuGStaf want, each in their own way.” 
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“So, Doc, you don’t agree with your liberal English friends who think that the Constitution is perfect and should be 

sacrosanct?” Apollo asked. 

“No, Minister, I don’t. What is currently there is indeed good – very good – yet it is undeniably lacking in critically 

important respects – on the one hand, socio-economic justice for the poor and, on the other, protection for and participation 

by minorities. On those points it definitely needs to be supplemented. But let’s not forget that, in the end, the Constitution’s 

just a piece of paper – human beings have to make it work in practice; leaders have to ensure delivery of the benefits it seeks 

to bestow.” 

Faure was getting impatient to hear about the good news that Apollo had alluded to. “Minister – if I may – what’s the 

good news that you have for us?” 

“The good news is that there’s still a strong sense among many in the ANC that it’s not been in anybody’s best interest to 

have matters pushed this far. There is recognition that mistakes have been made, that leadership should have been stronger 

on occasion. There is a willingness to try and resolve this through dialogue – essentially on the same conditions that Doc 

Roux has mentioned; particularly, of course, that the issues of land reform and equitable distribution of wealth need to be 

prioritised and resolved, otherwise we will forfeit all legitimacy. 

“I spent most of last night up at Mahlambandlopfu, the president’s residence in Tshwane. Up there the gents are of course 

very sensitive about all of this, knowing that it has been slowly but surely building up, on their watch. Inevitably they will 

be blamed for the lack of leadership, and rightly so. In my view this has once again highlighted their greatest weaknesses – 

the fact that there’s a huge difference between being merely sly, and being truly clever. Between their ability to adeptly turn 

with every shift in the wind, thereby keeping up with and following the masses, and the abilities required of a true statesman 

– namely to be analytical and visionary enough to determine the right direction, and then dynamic and inspiring enough to 

have the masses follow your lead down your set course. 

“With the whole succession debate already well under way, the clique at the Presidency are falling back on the tactics 

they’re familiar with from their days of running the Mbokohdo camps like Quattro – scheming rather than planning; 

intimidation rather than persuasion. That’s why they’re trying to scare people off through this stupid roundup. Which, 

incidentally, I believe I’ve convinced them to moderate somewhat, by reminding them that they don’t want to stir again the 

hatred directed at them during the Struggle because of what went on at Quattro Camp 32.  

“Anyway, I’ve made it clear to them that I’m using my contacts in the business world and on the international stage – 

people like you, Pierre – to try and bring some calming influence to bear on all involved; to try and get some kind of 

dialogue going. The good news is that they seem to have accepted me doing this – probably because they’ve calculated that 

they can then shift some of the blame onto me as well if things nevertheless do fall apart in the end.  

“What I need, though, is time – there must absolutely not be any further escalation, from neither side, so that I have the 

time to try and set up channels of communication, identify key roleplayers and lay the groundwork for negotiations.” 

“What about all the talk of an international intervention force?” André Roux wanted to know. 

“Since we can’t be sure that this TuGStaf will in fact negotiate sensibly, planning for such a force is likely to continue. 

Implementation may, however, be delayed. That’s what I’m actually hoping for, in order to give me time. The key to how 

this is all going to play out is whether these fuckers really have nukes that are still functional. If they do, then I would 

surmise that, on the side of potential international partners, there won’t be any rush from the drawing board into the actual 

trenches.” 

“They may very well have them, Minister. They very likely do!” Faure remarked cautioningly. “In any event, I’ll report 

back to Paris immediately –the Quai d’Orsay will probably be able to move some of the Francophone African states to put 

some brakes on all this talk of sending in an AU intervention force straight away. We’ll also try and convince this TuGStaf 

to put their military actions on hold – as you know, they’ve indeed chosen us as the channel through which they 

communicate, but the hell of it is that we cannot call them –we have to wait for them to call us!” 

“OK, Faure, you do that. All we can do, after all, is to each give this our best shot. At least then we will be able to tell our 

children one day that we did try; that we did stand up to be counted. That’s the message that you need to get out to your 

Afrikaner brethren as well, Doc André. They’d better get off their backsides and help us take the initiative away from the 

radicals by addressing the issues those demagogues are exploiting to rile the masses. At the beginning of the nineties, we 

avoided Armageddon by being brave and creative – and, sure as hell, we can and we simply must do so again!” 

….. 

Dr. Deon van Zyl, commanding officer of the mechanised unit recently baptised Regiment Wolraad Woltemade, was more 

furious than he could remember ever having been in his adult life. He was standing in the turret of the command Ratel and 
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couldn’t believe the audacity of the man who was standing ignorantly arrogant – legs planted wide, hands on hips – in front 

of him. 

Latsky had warned Deon to expect this when he was ordered post-haste to take a squadron of Ratels up the road to the 

town of Wellington to restore order. Such chaos and blatant racism could turn public opinion against them, Latsky had said. 

It could cost them their ideal of a model Volkstaat if it wasn’t nipped in the bud immediately, he stressed, and Deon could 

hear the urgency and concern in his voice. “Go make an example of them,” Latsky had ordered – he was sending a media 

team to accompany Deon’s troop to film the encounter so Deon had to make his intervention as unambiguous and effective 

as possible.  

Reports of all too many such incidents had been coming in from the countryside and the message had to be sent out, loud 

and clear, that this type of nonsense would not be tolerated… 

Kommandant van Zyl ducked his head back into the turret and barked an order. The 90mm cannon slowly started 

swivelling, then lined up point-blank, aimed straight at the man’s dilapidated vehicle that was partially blocking the road. 

Still the fat bastard, clad in the ridiculously Nazi-emulating uniform of the extreme right wing AWB movement, stood his 

ground; he had obviously seen the camera crew filming the scene and had made the misguided calculation that Deon would 

not want to use force under the circumstances. 

“Meneer!” The neurosurgeon’s voice rang out calmly yet authoritatively, as he addressed the man in Afrikaans, in 

measured, civil terms. “I have warned you and your gang of racist troublemakers that you have no right to set up a road 

block here. Furthermore, that you have no right to call yourselves members of our Weermag, and even less right to harass 

these people, who are peacefully going about their legitimate business!” Deon van Zyl pointed to a small group of Coloured 

and Black people from the nearby township trying to get into town to obtain supplies. 

Van Zyl’s civil manner (designed for television consumption, rather than being a true reflection of how he was feeling 

inside) was again misread by the self-styled commander of the road block. 

“Listen man!” the fat guy with the swastika-like shoulder patches pompously shot back. “I don’t know who you think you 

are and I don’t give a moer either. This is our place. Here we are in control. My men and I, we held a krygsraad (a council of 

war), where it was democratically decided that no non-Whites will be allowed to enter our town till law and order has been 

properly established. That is why we have this road block and that is what I shall keep on doing - no fokken hotnot or kaffir 

will pass here!” 

Deon van Zyl felt his blood pressure rise and knew instinctively that this was it – this was where Latsky’s example had to 

be made. Fortunately the “troops” of this self-styled neo-Nazi Truppführer standing so belligerently in front of him were 

more cautious and had nonchalantly sauntered across to the shade (and protection) offered by a clump of blue gum trees, so 

that the “road-block” was effectively abandoned, with no one close to the dilapidated old bakkie. A smile started creasing 

around Deon van Zyl’s parsed lips – with Herr Truppführer standing directly below the barrel, those deaf ears of his would 

definitely get the message that Van Zyl was about to send him…  

 “Fire one!”  

The instant Deon van Zyl’s order rang out, the Ratel’s gun boomed. The dilapidated vehicle disintegrated as it was lifted 

into the air, landing a shattered and smouldering wreck, on its roof, some twenty yards back. With satisfaction Deon saw the 

fat guy’s jaw drop, surprise mingling with panic on his fleshy, now very sweaty face.  

Deliberately the commander of Regiment Wolraad Woltemade descended from the turret, stepping menacingly towards 

the potbellied neo-Nazi while making a show of loosening the cuffs of his sleeves. The implied threat was all too clear; 

suddenly this fat bully of unarmed “non-Whites” turned on his heel and fled ponderously in the direction of the blue gums in 

a manner that did not do his “uniform” proud, but which reminded Kommandant van Zyl again of Bophuthatswana in 

1994…  

Deon derived some satisfaction from the hand clapping accorded him by the Coloureds and the thumbs-up he received 

from the camera crew, who were happy with what they had captured on film. He sent one of his lieutenants over to the blue 

gums with orders to try and get the message into those thick heads that their racist actions could very well destroy the ideal 

of an own Volkstaat. Then he poured himself a mug of strong black Colombian coffee from his thermos.  

Deon saw the camera crew approaching him for the interview that Latsky wanted carried on TuGStaf’s web-based news 

site. He pulled himself up, straightened his uniform, and spoke from strong inner conviction. His message was brief, focused 

on three main points. Firstly, that the Volkstaat he was fighting for would be non-racial and just, where no racist indiscipline 

would be tolerated. Secondly, that moderate yet determined Afrikaners like him were making this stand – having been 

forced into it, against their will, by the radical about-turn of the ANC – because a Volkstaat was the only remaining means 

of self-preservation for the Afrikaner nation. Thirdly, that the cause they were espousing was both legitimate and just, based 

on their inalienable right to self-determination and an own territory as enshrined in Section 235 of the South African 
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constitution, as well as in Section 1 of both the International Covenant on Civil and Political Rights and the International 

Covenant on Economic, Social and Cultural rights.  

He himself was participating, he said, because he truly believed that an own Volkstaat was the best way of ensuring the 

peaceful coexistence of the different races and peoples of Southern Africa. Furthermore, that he had donned this uniform to 

help ensure two things: that there would be no second coming of Apartheid and, equally, no second revolution by the Black 

radicals either – both of which would be sure to destroy the remarkable gains of 1994.    

….. 

Oedipa was bursting with curiosity when Roux and Faure finally emerged from the cockpit of the Falcon. Faure was 

evidently aware of this and stopped in front of her to address her. 

“Listen, Oedipa. I have two choices here. The one would be to make up some innocuous story to fob you off with. For 

instance, that the conversation had been about administrative matters that André and I had to sort out with La Piscine. The 

other is to be honest with you. To tell you that the contents of the conversation that we’ve just had can, unfortunately, not 

yet be shared with you, nor with Colonel Steyn, for that matter. Not right now, inter alia because we do not have the other 

party’s authorisation for doing that. So please bear with us –this is truly important, and I promise you that, the moment it 

becomes possible, you will be the first to have the story.” 

 Oedipa was immediately on her high horse. “Don’t you trust us?” she asked witheringly. André Roux, wearing that 

infuriating grin of his, quickly shot back: “Come now, Oedipa – have you ever betrayed any of your sources? Don’t you 

always respect their confidences?” 

Stymied, she changed tack. “Does this have anything to do with TuGStaf? Because if it does, then you absolutely have to 

fill me in – I’m your channel to them! I have to know what’s going on!” 

Roux shook his head. “No, this is not directly connected to TuGStaf – even though, indirectly, most anything right now 

will somehow be connected to this situation they’ve created, of course. Our conversation related to the simple logic that if 

TuGStaf cannot be caught in time, then they obviously have to be countered. They may be using threats of war, but war is 

just another means of conducting politics. They have, therefore, to be countered politically – and not only them, the ANC’s 

radicals as well. So, our conversation had to do with countering the political radicalisation of the country; with trying to 

contain this and giving the vast majority of our people political hope and a sense of leadership – of constructive alternatives 

being available. So as to prevent this thing from drawing in everybody, and then spinning completely out of control. That is 

what we now owe the common people – of South Africa, and of the world at large.”  

Roux’s sentiment seemed to resonate with Steyn, who wasn’t particularly perturbed about not being informed – perhaps 

because his professional training had conditioned him to living by the “need to know” principle. Steyn’s major concern 

clearly remained the lot of the innocent civilians trapped between the belligerents.  

 “Exactly! That’s what I, also, believe is important now…” the ex-Special Branch cop said emphatically. “We owe it to 

the innocent civilians of the world, including the vast majority in South Africa who don’t want to be caught up in this 

madness, to push this back to the political arena – to stop the armed conflict by any means possible before it descends into 

an orgy of destruction and bloodletting!” 

“Precisely, Danie!” Roux applauded. “What is needed now is a timeout so that some kind of dialogue can be set up.” 

André Roux concurred. 

Oedipa had noticed that, since their last talk with Latsky, Roux was becoming increasingly assertive about the way 

forward. He was no longer sticking to being the detached analyst or even to his supposed role as facilitator of negotiations. 

André Roux certainly wasn’t shy any more about pushing his opinions regarding what could and should be done, and she 

realised that he had been hiding his alpha male personality, his evidently strong leadership attributes, behind that veneer of 

the urbane intellectual that he cultivated. He suddenly just seemed so sure where all this was coming from and where it 

should be headed – on the face of it not flustered or surprised by any new twist or turn – that she started looking at him 

through new eyes…  

With everybody’s attention now focused upon him, Roux continued: “Don’t you sense, too, that the radicals on both sides 

have now thoroughly painted themselves into their opposing corners? With that being the case, they are clearly now on a 

hair-trigger – the smallest mistake, the slightest provocation from either side and this whole situation could blow up 

massively. Our focus should, therefore, be on getting a formal ceasefire instituted between the two sides immediately. The 

world simply must now enforce one in order to avert a humanitarian catastrophe and to gain time for the slow process of 

building towards some kind of compromise.”   

Roux looked at them each in turn, earnestly, then took a deep breath: “I realise, of course, that it would mean that 

TuGStaf gets de facto recognition, because they will have to be formally acknowledged as a party to such a ceasefire. 
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Clearly it will also mean that the opposing forces be frozen in place, as and where they are now deployed. Negative as those 

consequences may be, in some respects, I simply cannot see any alternative – not if we are serious about giving top priority 

to avoiding a bloodbath…” 

Danie Steyn was suddenly paying really close attention, feeling that somehow Roux had trapped him with his own earlier 

words. His fuse was shorter this morning than what Oedipa would have thought possible for someone of his usually sunny, 

boyish nature. His reaction was short and dismissive: “I just cannot see how according these TuGStaf idiots any kind of 

status – especially not official recognition as a party to a ceasefire agreement – is going to help at all.” He didn’t allow Roux 

time to respond, curtly continuing: “And what about the practical effect that such a move will have? Such a ceasefire based 

on current deployments will mean that they, in reality, already exercise full and unchallenged military control over this so-

called Volkstaat of theirs!” 

Oedipa noticed that Danie was getting more and more worked up. He was now finally venting all the pent-up frustration 

of the past few days. 

“Of course I don’t want bloodshed either – I have family there, for God’s sake! But I don’t want these … these miscreants 

to get any recognition out of it – not even if it’s just de facto, and not even temporarily! 

 “But most of all, I don’t want this so-called Volkstaat down in the Western Cape to gain even one day’s physical 

existence, no matter that it won’t be recognised de jure. Because once they exercise physical control, they’ll start 

psychologically building this division of the land into being the ‘new normal’ in peoples’ minds. All that it will result in is 

another saga of ethnically based forced removals – to try and unscramble the omelette that South Africa over the years has 

become. Which is quite impossible, given how intertwined we are, as well as morally indefensible!”   

The logic of Steyn’s words struck a chord with Oedipa, who nodded vigorously in agreement. Seeing that, he was fired up 

to continue. Roux, however, now forcefully cut in: “One cannot deny, Danie, that Section 235 of the South African 

Constitution actually provides for own territories for distinct cultural and linguistic groups like the Afrikaner. It is thus the 

law of the land, the supreme law that they now simply wish to see implemented.”  

Danie Steyn snorted in derision. “Then why didn’t they follow due legal process and ask for such a territory peacefully, 

through parliament or the courts? Why didn’t they at least consult the rest of us Afrikaners? Oh, and talking about laws – 

you all surely know how the Law of Unintended Consequences works, especially in politics! Things simply never turn out 

as planned. These Volkstaaters may believe that they’re doing the Afrikaner people a favour, trying to create for them an 

own homeland – but for nine out of ten Afrikaans speakers, this damn Volkstaat is going to achieve the exact opposite! It’s 

going to deprive them of the land that they now individually own – their homes, their farms. And it will cost them their jobs 

and businesses… 

“The mere existence of such a Volkstaat will further inflame and justify the Africanist drive towards a Black – instead of 

a non-racial – South Africa. In practice it will lead to White rights in the rest of the country being negated. It will be 

Apartheid, with the homeland policy, all over again – the only difference being that this time it will be the Whites who will 

be discriminated against, who will be forced back to a barren little homeland!”  

André Roux was now also getting distinctly agitated and impatient, although Oedipa could see that he was doing his 

utmost not to show it. 

“Ai, Danie! There’s really no point in demonising people with whom you will inevitably have to negotiate! The stark and 

racist way you’re painting TuGStaf’s proposal isn’t exactly what these people themselves are propagating, is it? You heard 

yourself what they said – that they are totally committed to non-racialism in their territory. No forced removals! No ethnic 

cleansing! And they are realistic enough about that omelette of yours – they are, after all, proposing a kind of European 

Union model, precisely to accommodate the intertwined interests that you so rightly refer to!  

“What TuGStaf is now proposing is thus a far cry from the pure White Volkstaat concept propagated in years past by the 

extreme right! It’s no White supremacist state! This TuGStaf’s vision, and the White supremacist idea of a Volkstaat from 

way back, are two entirely different things! In any event, we cannot deny that the right to self-determination, and to such an 

own territory, is a right enshrined in the South African Constitution and in two major international covenants.  

“Can you honestly fault them for believing that the current ANC leadership will not grant them this right should it be 

requested with wringing hands, through what you call due legal process? It’s obvious that this TuGStaf feels obliged to 

enforce that right by force of arms precisely because they do not believe that the current ANC leadership will grant it 

otherwise!” 

Danie Steyn was still emphatically shaking his head, buying none of Roux’s argument. The analyst persisted, though: 

“But let’s forget about theory, and deal with practical reality. Whether we like it or not, the die has already been cast. They 

have moved their forces into position. It’s a simple choice now, between shooting things out or talking them through. Only 

proper, structured dialogue can confirm, one way or the other, whether a mutually acceptable compromise is still possible, to 
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avert all-out war. And for that we do now need a time-out, a cessation of hostilities; as well as a paradigm shift, a 

willingness to consider creative and perhaps unconventional solutions.” 

 “What exactly do you mean?” Danie Steyn now interrupted in turn, but Roux simply continued: “In any event, as regards 

your concern that the Volkstaat will lead to Whites losing their property rights in South Africa – TuGStaf’s whole point 

seems to be that, if Whites continue to do nothing, then through the inevitable land grabs and nationalisation, that’s what 

will in any case happen when the ‘second revolution’ sooner or later is launched. Just as we’ve seen happen to White-owned 

land in Zimbabwe! On the other hand, if their European Union option is followed, then there will be no ethnic cleansing and 

nobody’s property will be at risk, no matter where it’s located in such a Union.” 

Danie Steyn shook his head angrily. “No! No, it need not be that way! Prior to 1994, people made the same dire 

predictions, as well! Everybody who was a supposed expert predicted that the elections would result in a bloodbath and that 

the economy would be destroyed by Blacks taking over the government. None of that happened!” 

Danie Steyn was so fired up that he had left his seat and was pacing the aisle. Once again he turned to face André Roux. 

Before he could fire off his next salvo, though, the stewardess interrupted them, wanting to set the tables and serve their 

breakfast. An uneasy truce descended… 

….. 

Deon van Zyl was glad to have the TV interview over and done with, allowing him to now give his full attention to his 

mug of excellent Colombian coffee – an enjoyment that inadvertently made him think again of his conversation that 

morning with Dr. Miguel Cordero, his Cuban friend and colleague.  

Miguel had come to South Africa as one of the Cuban doctors requested from Castro by the ANC government. Deon had 

immediately liked the older man – firstly because he was an excellent physician (unlike a few of the others sent by Havana), 

and secondly because he was a man without subterfuge or bullshit – Miguel Cordero called a spade a spade. He had quickly 

built up enough confidence in Deon to share with him what had really happened to his once beautiful island after the 1959 

revolution in which the vast majority of Cubans had invested so much hope.  

Cordero was in primary school during those climactic years of 1958 and ’59. Nevertheless, he still remembered the 

heroes’ welcome that the leaders of the popular alliance of different movements that launched the revolution, including Fidel 

Castro, were accorded when they entered Havana after the dictator, Batista, had fled on the eve of New Year, 1 January 

1959. On the 3rd of January, the new President, Manuel Urrutia Lleó, was installed. 

What had surprised Deon most was when Miguel explained that the alliance of revolutionary forces were initially anti-

communist, including Castro – with the dictator Batista being the one allied to, and enjoying the support of, the Cuban 

communists at the time (which is why Castro and his allies could never successfully organise an urban industrial strike, and 

had to fight in and from the countryside).  

Miguel Cordero’s key message to Deon concerned how the Cuban national democratic revolution had subsequently been 

hijacked and aligned with Moscow – primarily under the influence of an Argentinean Marxist, their murderous fellow 

physician, Ché Guevara. This was done firstly by eliminating the anti-communist Revolutionary Directorate and the 13th of 

March Movement – consisting mainly of students – which had, during the first revolution in 1958, fought alongside Fidel’s 

forces.  

With Fidel Castro henceforth solely in control, Ché and Fidel’s Marxist brother, Rául Castro, then set about converting 

Fidel’s initially non-aligned 26th of July Movement progressively to Marxism. By the 3rd of October 1965 that “second 

revolution” was complete. The original revolutionary alliance (the so-called Integrated Revolutionary Organisations) that 

had succeeded in toppling Batista in the hope of establishing a just and democratic Cuba had been slowly but systematically 

whittled down and transformed into the new Communist Party of Cuba. As its First Secretary, Fidel Castro was now ruling 

over a decidedly undemocratic one-party police state, worse even than Batista’s oppressive regime. 

Just that morning Miguel had told Deon again about the economic devastation and hardships that had followed – how the 

second revolution had destroyed productive agriculture and left the once so beautiful and historic Old Havana practically in 

ruins. How the housing challenge was “solved” by simply calculating a quota of people per available room in the country, 

and then commandeering your house, herding your family into your allocated number of rooms, and placing indigent 

families under your roof in the other rooms! How, if you happened to be one of the lucky few to possess a motor vehicle, 

and you travelled the empty highways with your family, you would be stopped by a yellow-jacketed official stationed at 

every crossroads or overpass who would oblige you to accept on board and transport, for free, such number of “comrades” 

as the official could cram in besides your family...  
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Doctors like him earned salaries of just fifteen US dollars a month! Miguel had eventually opted for early retirement in 

order to become a taxi driver and so earn a little more from tips from foreign visitors – a common professional “growth 

path” for Cuban doctors, he claimed. His break came when he got the chance to volunteer for service in South Africa. 

What Miguel didn’t want to see happen now was his beautiful adoptive country going the same way that his beloved Cuba 

had done, thanks to a sneak “second revolution” by liberationists turned Socialists turned Marxists.  

That was a goal with which Deon van Zyl fully identified. A goal for which, if need be, he was more than willing to put 

his life on the line. 

….. 

With the excellent breakfast duly attended to, Oedipa felt the devil in her stir again. She had found the altercation between 

Roux and Steyn both revealing and entertaining, and decided to egg them on again. 

“So, returning to where we left off before the croissants arrived…” she said “…what do you believe to be the central issue 

here? What requires the most urgent attention? I’m sure that you have an opinion on that, Colonel Steyn?”  

Danie didn’t need much encouragement because he was patently not in the mood to let sleeping dogs lie that morning. His 

answer was categorical, and she noticed that he had turned to face Roux when he gave it, in a decidedly challenging tone.  

“The real question, Oedipa, is – what are we going to do to counter the radicals one more time? The radicals on both ends 

of the spectrum! What the West should be asked to push for is respect for the 1994 Accords! For the Constitution! If that can 

be guaranteed, then there will obviously be no need for their crazy Eksodus scheme in order to supposedly protect the 

Whites, and this TuGStaf will be totally redundant! They’ll not have any support because, if the Rainbow Nation ideal is 

respected, then we would all much rather watch rugby than rebel against the State!” 

 Roux shook his head, his face a study in sadness. “I agree with you that if everybody had focused on achieving that – say 

fifteen, even ten years ago – then it might have worked. That, after all, is what I personally worked very hard for, in 1994. 

But do you really believe that that dream is still possible, Danie? Just on the strength of it having been recorded on a piece 

of paper, as our Constitution? With the way that the Whites have withdrawn themselves, abandoning any real participation 

in the body politic? With the way that the leadership struggle in the ANC is going? With the reality that Black poverty and 

living conditions have actually worsened under that constitution?” 

 Oedipa was fascinated by these revealing exchanges and could see some sense in what both were saying. She wondered 

to what extent Roux was busy voicing the positions of the more conservative elements merely to illustrate the current 

complexities – as a negotiation facilitator, trying to throw some light on the other side’s views, in order to better understand 

them? Or had he actually abandoned his own views of 1994, and was he now starting to identify with those who feared a 

second revolution? She looked expectantly at Danie to see how he would respond. 

“What this TuGStaf business has brought home to me is that if we Whites remain standing on the sidelines, arms folded, 

absurdly enjoying the prospect of the train smash that we can all see coming – just because it fulfils our racist prophecies – 

then of course it will go badly for us all!” Steyn responded heatedly. “Because we don’t have the luxury of staying out on 

the sideline – we Whites are seated four square in the front compartment of that damn train! We are the ones with the most 

to lose!” 

Roux was clearly in full accord with the principle of this, and nodded his agreement. He made as if to speak, but Steyn 

wanted to complete his line of thinking. His tone changed from belligerent to almost beseeching: “If we Whites can now still 

demonstrate our patriotism, our loyalty to South Africa by rejecting en masse these lunatics with their bloody Volkstaat, if 

we make clear that we are committed to the success of the rainbow nation, to upholding the constitutional order, then surely 

it would demonstrate to the Blacks and to the world that TuGStaf represents nothing more than a lunatic fringe – no matter 

what weapons they may have – and that the rest of us Whites shouldn’t be simplistically lumped together with them?!” 

André Roux sighed. “I’m afraid it’s too late for that, my friend! We live in a radically changed reality. Today this 

TuGStaf sees your way of thinking as wishful idealism! They reckon that we’ve tried that approach once already and it has 

failed. That it hasn’t worked anywhere in Africa – ever! For their part, the Black masses are also totally disillusioned with 

the moderates on their side, with the ‘fat cats’ who’ve been enriching themselves for a decade and a half at the expense of 

everybody else. The masses want their uhuru, and they want it now – a redistribution of wealth, of land and of capital assets; 

Black domination in a Black country, as befitting the Black continent.  

“The demographics are clear and the radical demagogues – who are astute politicians, not the stupid nincompoops that 

many Whites take them for – can add up the ethnic numbers as well as anyone. They know which buttons to push to get 

elected, and they are cleverly doing just that, using your famous constitution as legitimisation for overturning your rainbow 

nation ideal!” 
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Oedipa was watching Faure, keen to see how he would respond to this debate. From his body language it was clear that he 

was not favouring Steyn’s point of view… 

 “I know that, technically, I’m out of this, having moved to Andorra,” André Roux continued. “ But the guys with the 

brown shoes – whose excesses I was always trying to shackle – they firmly believe that the radical demagogues mean 

exactly what they say: that they are indeed about to launch their second revolution, albeit in the form of incremental 

parliamentary manoeuvres. TuGStaf believes that South Africa’s future under a radicalised ANC that is reverting to its roots 

is a bigger, even worse Zimbabwe! That’s what they wish to sidestep by demanding their own territory because they don’t 

think anyone can pre-empt such a fate. Half a loaf being better than none, they would rather have their own little homeland 

than go down with the rest in a country that’s just another failed African state...  

“The unfortunate reality is that we simply don’t have the luxury of time anymore, to go and argue the merits or flaws of 

their view with them – not, that is, unless we can put the prospect of bloodletting on hold through a ceasefire agreement. 

Thereby we might gain time to try and negotiate something sensible – something that will give the Whites the security and 

political participation they deserve, and give the Black masses the socio-economic advancement which they equally 

deserve…” 

Danie Steyn had obviously given the whole notion of a Volkstaat a considerable amount of thought and he was ready to 

attack it anew. “I’m telling you, it’s all a silly, unrealistic dream, this idea of a Volkstaat. The world simply will not 

recognise it. Even the West won’t want to create another Israel, another racial anomaly in a sensitive region, which will by 

its very existence forever be stirring up the animosities of its neighbours. And for sure the world isn’t going to reward 

nuclear blackmail by giving in to the terrorists and recognising their Volkstaat!”  

Roux cut in again, trying to disrupt Steyn’s flow: “Again, my friend – please don’t think that I’m arguing for a Volkstaat 

per se. And obviously not for nuclear blackmail either. I’m simply putting forward the only thing that now matters, which is 

that first step towards peace, towards averting potentially huge loss of life. I’m saying that, in order to avert war, there needs 

to be dialogue. Dialogue, in turn, needs time – and that, of necessity, means that we need a ceasefire!” 

Steyn simply ignored the interruption. “This stupid bloody TuGStaf has also handed the Africanists, on a platter, the 

perfect justification for giving free reign to their ‘Blacks first’ aspirations because despite any pious talk of non-racialism, 

that Afrikaner Volkstaat of theirs will inevitably be seen as an expression of White racism, of the Whites therewith sounding 

the death knell for the Rainbow Nation concept and for the 1994 Accords. That’s why we have to actively fight these 

people, not only distance ourselves from them. We cannot grant them the slightest recognition, even if only temporary and 

only de facto, because you NEVER EVER negotiate with terrorists – especially not with nuclear blackmailers! You just 

don’t!” 

The coffee mug in Roux’s hand was shaking as he evidently tried to control himself, having decided to shut up rather than 

continue arguing past Steyn. Just as Oedipa thought the argument would close in this inconclusive manner, Pierre Faure 

jumped into the fray, boots and all. With a dismissive snort and an expressive Gallic hand gesture, he rejected Steyn’s 

thinking in no uncertain terms: “You know, Colonel Steyn, your naiveté is astounding! As laudable as your idealism may be, 

today’s world – and especially this Africa of yours – is simply far too hard for that!  

“Just as you are concerned about your survival, so we must view this through the prism of our own selfish interests, our 

citizenry’s survival – especially if these very professional and capable military men, misguided as they are, really do possess 

nuclear weapons!  

“Idealism has no place in this kind of debate. Why do you think the world treats North Korea with kid gloves, despite all 

the provocations they throw at us? We have to draw up a balance sheet of potential profit and loss on the basis of which we 

will coldly decide our next steps. Manifestly we in the West have huge vested interests in your part of the world, in the form 

of immense investments in important resources.” 

Oedipa’s dislike for Faure was growing by the second, but deep down she couldn’t deny that he was articulating some 

hard-nosed truths that were certain to feature in Western decision-making on this matter. She surreptitiously switched on the 

recording device on her laptop and listened as the DGSE man continued angrily to lay down for Steyn the realities as he saw 

them.   

“I can tell you, confidentially, that a number of the reports that I received earlier from La Piscine concerned the enormous 

pressure that my government and others in the West are already coming under for us to try and avoid bloodshed and 

destruction of property at almost any cost – pressure from very, very influential business quarters… Because if this conflict 

is allowed to descend into a full-scale civil war, with overseas intervention by elements hostile to the West, then the entire 

balance of power in that part of the world may shift, and much of the mining and manufacturing infrastructure that belongs 

to our investors may be ruined… Just look at what this caper is already doing to stock exchanges in London, New York, 

Frankfurt and Paris! 



 195 

“So, we will do what is in our best interest, thank you very much! André’s suggestion that we go step by step – with the 

logical first step being to maintain the peace – is perfectly reasonable because we’re not going to sit and judge a morality 

contest here! As ethically wrong as TuGStaf may be to threaten Armageddon, constitutionally they do have a right. And the 

damn loud-mouthed ANC radicals who are now daring to call Mandela a ‘sell-out’ – they, with their incessant prattle about 

a second revolution, their songs about shooting a whole class of people, and their threats of grabbing what doesn’t belong to 

them – they are just as wrong as this TuGStaf, for their part!  

“All sides should have kept to the 1994 Accords and to the Rainbow Nation ideal of Mandela and De Klerk! So if the 

Black radicals end up paying the price of some kind of a White Volkstaat, and if an own Afrikaner territory is the token 

gesture that we in the West have to accept for putting a stop to this madness, then so be it! We’ve had to partition many 

countries since the Second World War in order to preserve a modicum of peace! I don’t see any Western leader shedding 

any tears for the Black radicals! On the other hand, if the Whites are so intransigent and morally deficient that they cannot 

see that the wealth gap in South Africa is indefensible, then they equally mustn’t expect to see the West shed any tears for 

them if that self-same Constitution is used to forcibly redistribute wealth!” 

André Roux now quickly interceded, as if to get his friend out of the firing line. “Listen, Danie! Listen to me! We don’t 

differ from you at all about what would or should have been the ideal. Not for one moment am I suggesting that TuGStaf 

was justified in reacting in this exorbitant manner, but now that the Black radicals with their songs of shooting the Boer and 

their second revolution have brought us to this, we have no choice but to deal with reality as we find it…”  

Danie Steyn nodded and motioned with his hand to Roux that he didn’t need him to repeat his argument; that his point 

was taken. He had been struck by the evident truth of what Faure had said about the way in which the West was likely to 

deal with the situation – especially since his colleague, Pete, had last night conveyed much the same message about what 

their own big corporate clients were pressing for, when he had spoken to him by phone. Steyn had come to the conclusion 

that, for Pete, his participation in the investigation was useful in no small measure because of the privileged access it gave 

them to the state of play. Their corporate clients were less interested in whether they were about to catch these TuGStaf 

bastards than in finding out whether TuGStaf did indeed possess the means to cause massive destruction.  

Steyn also knew that it was important to Pete that he, Danie, maintain good relations with the others here on the Falcon in 

order to remain privy to the latest intelligence and official thinking. Although he himself did not share this buccaneer 

approach, he nevertheless valued his business association with Pete enough to know that he should not push matters any 

further. At least the altercation had given him a good insight into what everybody else was thinking, he thought grimly.  

“So how do you reckon this will play out, Dr. Roux?” Steyn now asked, in a more placatory tone. 

“What TuGStaf and the Pretoria Government must understand is that the West intervenes in countries where they have 

strategic interests at stake – like in Iraq and Libya, both with oil, but not in places like Burma or Zimbabwe, where the issues 

are purely moral, albeit severe. South Africa is a place where they do have strategic interests because of the minerals, 

because of substantial existing investments, and for other reasons as well, such as the likelihood of being on the receiving 

end of a flood of refugees. They will therefore intervene – not necessarily militarily – and always in a way that promotes 

primarily their own interests, not those of any of the belligerents. This latter point needs to be understood by both TuGStaf 

and the ANC radicals.  

 “The golden thread which runs through all of the West’s actions in relation to the secessions in places like Kosovo, 

Eritrea and South Sudan, was to first of all obtain a ceasefire in order to protect civilian populations and to give negotiations 

a chance,” Roux concluded. 

Pierre Faure now interceded again, his tone more conciliatory. To Oedipa it seemed as if he wanted to make up for the 

brusque manner in which he had earlier dismissed Steyn’s views as naive. “You two Boere understandably think in terms of 

the self-interest of your own people, even though you may each interpret those interests slightly differently. You will 

understand, therefore, that we will do the same – from the perspective of our own self-interest. Of course we would all have 

much preferred the 1994 Accords to work out to the benefit of all parties. Reality is, though, that those accords have not 

delivered. And they have thus come under attack – starting with the radicals in the ANC. To be honest, I simply cannot 

begin to imagine how the young hawks thought that their agenda would not in the end elicit a forceful response from 

combative Afrikaner circles. They obviously seriously underestimated the latent capacity to resist that’s still present in 

Afrikaner ranks. And they overestimated the capabilities of their own security forces.  

“To understand the decision-making conundrum we’re faced with, you must also consider what is at stake for us. If the 

mines and banks get nationalised, it’s not only South African investors that will lose their investments, it will be ours too. 

Do we, therefore, really want to see the Afro-Socialists carry out their second revolution? Do we want to see people of that 

radical ideological ilk controlling such a vastly important source of key metals and minerals as South Africa still is? That, in 

an era in which competition for resources will greatly intensify between the West and the ascending Eastern economic 

powers? Do we really wish to see South Africa’s agricultural output decline even further, causing it to become less and less 
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self-sufficient in terms of food supply, on a continent that is already bleeding us with its unceasing need for food aid? Do we 

really want to see the Whites pushed so hard into a corner, through threats to their property rights and the like, that they feel 

they have only two options – either to fight, or to take flight, the latter which would constitute for us a huge refugee crisis? 

One which we simply wouldn’t be able to handle in the current economic climate…” 

Oedipa immediately thought of Faure’s own childhood experience as a refugee from Algeria… 

 “The last key strategic consideration is whether we would like to see the nuclear weapons that TuGStaf claims to have 

being used against our own metropoles – which is undoubtedly what would happen if we should declare war on them. 

Equally, would we be happy for those weapons to fall into the hands of either the ANC’s young hawks, or the schemers 

among the Vula Boys – or into the hands of some of those, internationally, who will be riding the coat-tails of an African 

Union sponsored intervention force? Je crois que non – I think not…” 

Roux was obviously pleased with Faure’s implied support for his pragmatic approach. “So, you see, Danie – it’s not as if 

Pierre and I accept TuGStaf’s actions as legitimate. All we’re saying, is ‘first things first’, and the first priority now is to 

maintain the peace.” 

Oedipa saw Steyn’s eyes narrow, but he did not immediately respond. She liked the way that the ex-Special Branch 

officer had stood up for principles that she also shared. When he eventually spoke up it was very much to conclude the 

conversation, but there was also the hint of a warning in what he said: “You’ll know from our history, Dr. Roux, that during 

the Anglo-Boer War the Afrikaner Republics had a roving ambassador in Europe who put their case to Western 

governments. He also had a doctorate. His name was Willem Leyds – Dr. WJ Leyds. For a while there, you had me 

wondering whether you were emulating that good doctor …” 

Oedipa saw Roux stiffen visibly before laughing heartily. Leaning forward, he slapped Steyn on the knee, while shaking 

his head… She looked at Steyn, then back at Roux – could he actually be representing TuGStaf? Be their emissary? For a 

thrilling moment Oedipa reflected on the possibility that Roux might even be TuGStaf’s Moses – pulling all the strings, like 

an accomplished puppet master, from this privileged position that Faure afforded him, which allowed him to observe the 

enemy’s every move up close? Then she filed away that thought – it would take tremendous guts, as well as political (and 

even acting) skills to pull someting as audacious as that off, and she wasn’t yet ready to credit Roux with possessing all of 

which would be required…  

They had all said about as much as could be said on the topic. Faure got up and walked forward to the cockpit again, 

ostensibly to check on their progress and to find out if any further reports or instructions had been received. Oedipa, 

however, guessed that he was simply escaping the uncomfortable silence that had descended. When the Frenchman returned, 

he informed Roux that the two of them were to go directly from Orly airport to La Piscine, notwithstanding the fact that it 

would be past midnight when they landed. A critically important strategy planning session was scheduled, in order to 

prepare for a policy session with the Elysée and the Quai d’Orsay the next morning. Faure thereafter had to be ready to 

board an emergency evacuation flight to South Africa that same afternoon. He was to be based again at the French Embassy 

in Pretoria, ready to make covert contact on behalf of the Presidency of the French Republic.  

Pierre Faure, seasoned conductor of covert diplomacy in Africa, with vast experience of the continent’s Byzantine 

intrigues and many years spent in South Africa, was the logical choice for conducting secret shuttle diplomacy between the 

warring camps on behalf of the Elysée Palace. “It’s the sort of secretive massaging of contacts that, when it works, bestows 

all the glory on the politicians. Should things go wrong, though, it leaves them free to deny everything – in which case I will 

get hung from the highest mast to dry in the wind,” he said laconically, but unable to hide his pride at being entrusted with 

such a task. Phony little bastard! Oedipa thought… 

It was also confirmed that Danie Steyn was welcome to fly back home on the same flight. Oedipa saw the relief wash 

over his features. “I’ll get a hotel room near Orly and wait there for you while you guys go do your thing in the city,” he told 

Faure. 

Oedipa would have nothing of it, however. She insisted that he come with her to her apartment in the 16th, where he 

would be assured of a proper rest and good meals. From there, they could then return to the airport to board the flight 

together – for she made it perfectly clear that she was going to be on that same plane flying to Johannesburg. This was her 

story, she emphasised – they owed her that much! Besides, she would be able to liaise with TuGStaf from the Embassy in 

Pretoria as easily as from any other location in the world, as had been proven in the BVI and Panama. 

When Faure started voicing objections, she very quickly made him understand just how much pressure he could expect 

from her and her editors should he try to deny her a seat on that plane… Besides, what if Latsky contacted her again? He 

quickly desisted.  

André Roux, in turn, said that he also wanted to get home to Andorra as soon as possible, especially after the threats that 

Latsky had been making about him and Steyn being traitors.  
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At that moment the Falcon was flying over the island of Hispaniola, nowadays the Dominican Republic – the first land in 

the Americas to be discovered by Columbus. The capital, Santo Domingo, was sliding past below them. Roux got up and 

made towards the bathroom. Oedipa saw him feel in his trouser pocket for his smartphone and, having taken it out, he turned 

around to Faure and the stewardess. He showed them the phone and said that he wanted to check if he could pick up a signal 

from the ground because he wanted to speak with his wife about the schedule that Faure had just conveyed. Faure deferred 

to the stewardess who said that he could go ahead; the plane’s electronics were specially shielded and would not be harmed 

by such a call. Oedipa saw him switch on the phone and then confirm that he did indeed have a good signal before he closed 

the bathroom door behind him. 

When Roux emerged, his normally tanned face was as white as his hair, setting off very starkly the red patches of fury 

burning on his cheeks. “The bastards have phoned Naomi! They told her that they know where we live and that I’d better 

stop my ‘kak’ or otherwise I’ll be very sorry!” he exclaimed in disgust. 

….. 

Gabriel Engelbrecht’s phone beeped to announce the receipt of a new text message. Probably another special offer from 

the phone company, he thought with irritation, loath to tear his gaze away from the television screen in the corner of his 

rented motel room in Genève. The reporting emanating from South Africa was stirring his warrior’s blood. The great 

discrepancy in numbers, the overwhelming advantage held on paper by the Tshwane Government, reminded him of the mid-

nineties in Sierra Leone when he was one of only ten officers of the private company called Executive Outcomes, deployed 

there with guys like Cobus and Roelf… With no more than eighty troops and one MI-helicopter, they routed a force of 45, 

000 of the murdering, raping, limb-chopping savages of the Revolutionary United Front, needing less than a month to kick 

them out of the diamond-rich Kono area from where they had funded their rebellion with so-called blood diamonds.  

Africa and the world will now once again witness the fighting prowess of the Boer warrior, he thought with grim 

satisfaction. 

When, during a commercial break, he did eventually glance down at his cell phone, the coded message that it displayed 

had him instantly sitting bolt upright. The few characters conveyed that a top priority e-mail instruction had been sent to him 

– another wet job, he immediately assumed. 

Hurriedly he grabbed his tablet computer and headed for the motel’s coffee bar, which he knew to be a Wi-Fi hotspot. 

The message downloaded quickly, albeit not fast enough to satisfy his impatience and his agitated sense of anticipation.  

Parys! He was being ordered back to the City of Light! A quick glance at his watch, a rapid mental calculation, and he 

knew that he could be there before midnight if he boarded the TGV bullet train leaving at 19h17 – which would be easy 

enough to do… 

A grainy photograph of the target now appeared on screen, but he didn’t recognise the man. An Afrikaner, judging from 

the name and brief description. A potentially serious threat to the cause of a free Afrikanaän, a traitor in the service of the 

enemy, working against the Volkstaat, he read. 

One that had to be made an example of. 

The time allowed to execute the order was short. He would have to get in and out, making his own plans by his own light, 

as circumstances dictated. His only help would be the Parisian network of right-wing sympathisers, with the man who had 

assisted him on the ambassador job already primed to provide him with the weapon he would need. About the only positive, 

for Gabriel, was that the terrain was very familiar – not only the city, but also the specific location where he was told he 

would find the target. Excitedly he started making bookings, placing calls and, in between, throwing his few possession 

together… 

You have to concentrate on staying calm, his inner voice cautioned – control your emotions, stay cool. Don’t allow your 

heart to dominate your logic, Gabriel Engelbrecht scolded himself, all too aware of his one serious weakness that every 

training officer had tried to rid him of… 

..... 

The Falcon landed at Orly shortly before one in the morning, Paris time, due to the hours lost by flying eastward. Two 

vehicles sent by the DGSE were waiting – a small bus to take Faure, Roux and the two communications technicians straight 

to La Piscine, and a car for Oedipa and Danie, with instructions to drop the two of them off at Oedipa’s apartment on 

Avenue Foch. 

It was nearly two o’clock when at last the car stopped in front of the stately edifice with its cream-coloured sandstone 

façade, adorned with balconies of black-painted cast iron. The concierge appeared somewhat groggy at her little window; 
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her face, however, lit up when she recognised Oedipa. She looked Danie Steyn up and down before conspiratorially winking 

her approval at Oedipa. The coach gate opened and they walked across to the antique cage-like elevator. 

After the slow, rattling ride up, Oedipa unlocked her heavy front door and invited Danie in. The spacious old apartment 

with is classic furnishings immediately appealed to him. Oedipa fetched him a cold beer from the refrigerator and offered 

him some almonds and raisins in a dainty porcelain bowl to nibble on – apologising for not having anything more substantial 

readily to hand. 

“After daybreak I’ll go get us some oven-fresh croissants from a little bakery just round the corner – then I’ll treat you to 

a proper breakfast in bed…” she purred as she quite unabashedly made herself comfortable, squeezing tightly up against him 

on the deep sofa, a glass of straight Chivas in her hand. 

Danie turned sideways, ostensibly to face her. “Thank you for inviting me to be your guest in this grand place of yours...” 

She clinked her glass against his in response, smiling up at him. Cautiously he continued: “Er, one thing, though – where do 

you want me to sleep tonight? Or rather, for what remains of tonight?” 

Her reply was quick and unfeigned, delivered with challenge glistening in her eyes: “You can choose – in the guest 

bedroom or in my bed, with me…” 

Danie Steyn felt things stir in him. He has been without female comfort for more than two months and that look that 

Oedipa had given him made him realise again that he was not unattracted to her. He was a man, after all, and she was very 

much a woman. However… 

A moment of expectant silence passed before his spontaneous chuckle somewhat deflated the sexual tension that had 

suddenly, unmistakably built up. He lightly bounced to his feet. 

 “Dêmmit! You do know how to flatter an old guy with such an invitation, don’t you?!” He leaned forward to stroke her 

cheek, a small but genuine gesture, before he continued: “The only problem is, you’re so darn sexy that even an old war 

horse like me will not be able to get any sleep – which, at my age, I sorely need – should I dare to accept your invitation!”   

Oedipa had no trouble reading his eyes and could discern in their guileless blue gaze the warm glow of mutual desire, but 

also the steel of self-control, and realised that she would have to accept that he was not yet ready for anything physical, 

because to him that would signify a willingness to commit – not just fun. Strangely, she did not feel piqued, appreciating 

rather that with him things would likely be much more durable than the quickies that she had got used to – that is, if things 

ever did progress that far… 

Snug under her duvet, dead tired and with sleep already encroaching upon her consciousness, she marvelled at the 

transformation in her – this hankering to belong, to have a man of her own. After that first heady, head-over-heels amour for 

Deon van Zyl, she had not really cared for anyone else. There had been many others and, most likely, none of them had 

cared that much for her either, beyond the pleasure that she had learned to bestow with her body.  

Was she now entering that phase where her ticking biological clock would relentlessly goad her towards seeking 

commitment – wanting truly to love and to be loved?  

And now, for reasons she couldn’t logically fathom, but couldn’t deny either, she was beginning to care for this Danie 

Steyn – a bloody Boer, again! Was it a subconscious hankering back to Deon van Zyl, she wondered? Oedipa couldn’t 

answer the why or the wherefore of her awakening feelings for Steyn, but that it was more than just his appealing physique 

that she wanted she was already sure of. Perhaps it was the sense that he was an inherently good man of the old school, 

capable of being unswervingly loyal and dedicated to what he believed to be right, as well as to what he saw as his moral 

obligations. A man that she would be able to trust and rely on…  

Tired and stumped by her own unfamiliar emotions, she gave herself over to the embrace of sleep, resigned to waiting and 

seeing where all of this would lead… 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 16  

 

Gabriel Engelbrecht uttered an irritated sigh as he brought the powerful yet compact binoculars back to his eyes. The 

bloody lights in the apartment across the street had still not been switched off. He could see that she was still up, in the 

corner of the lounge that she used as a study, busy on her  computer. He couldn’t see into the other rooms – just the lounge, 

dining room and kitchen. He shouldn’t attempt to enter there if she’s still awake, he knew. But he had very little time – that, 

he also knew...   

Thus far everything had actually gone quite smoothly for him – with the precision of a Swiss watch, the TGV from 

Geneva had pulled into the Gare de Lyon railway station in Paris at exactly the scheduled minute, three and a half hours 

after leaving Switzerland. As he had exited the station building, he had looked back at the clock tower of the ornate old 

building – which reminded him a little of Big Ben in London – he saw the arms of the clock showing five minutes to eleven; 

that left him plenty of time to get to the restaurant, where he had to pick up the gun, before closing time… 

The taxi he had hailed quickly covered the few blocks to the Isle Saint Louis, one of the two islands in the middle of the 

Seine, close to Notre Dame Cathedral in the historic heart of Paris. Before leaving Geneva, he had booked at “Die Gat” (The 

Hole – as the South Africans stationed in Paris used to call the place), a restaurant of which the correct name was Nos 

Ancêtres les Gaulois, meaning “Our Ancestors the Gauls”. It was located on the Rue Saint Louis, hidden behind a narrow 

street façade which provided access to a stairway that led down into a cavernous set of interlinked ancient cellars of rough-

hewn stone, well below street level. The more than thousand-year-old cellars belonged to the buildings atop, but had been 

interlinked and converted into a place brimful of character, serving grilled food of the era of Asterix and Obelix; patrons 

were seated at long wooden tables and had to help themselves to wine from vats using tin mugs, and eat off tin plates.  

Gabriel had booked there for a number of reasons. Firstly, because arriving at a late hour was not considered a problem; 

secondly, because the huge space could accommodate a very large and usually rowdy crowd, who would be milling about 

serving themselves from wine vats and baskets with crudités and charcuterie; and, thirdly, because it was on most tourist 

itineraries, meaning that non-Parisians would not attract the least bit of attention there. 

Personally, he had always loved the rustic, pre-Middle Age ambiance of the place. The cuisine was as basic as it could 

conceivably be, with roast lamb and piglet done over open coals, and with the patrons having to concoct their own salads or 

side dishes out of a selection of ingredients (hard-boiled eggs, local cheeses, dried sausage and fresh veggies) set out in 

wicker baskets on shelves along the walls. Troubadours in period costume moved among the patrons, crooning songs from 

antiquity. It was mostly self-service and patrons had to pay up front, upon arrival, for their meals and drinks, so there 

weren’t any nosy waiters around that would remember your face the next day… 

He had first whiled away a few minutes on the street above – ostensibly looking at the wares displayed in the shop 

windows of the dealers in art and antiques that populated the area – but in reality to see that he wasn’t being tailed by a DST 

surveillance team. A couple of hundred yards and some ten minutes later, only once he was sure that there had not been any 

tell-tale signs of the typical A, B, C surveillance pattern (where A follows closely behind the target, B follows some distance 

behind A, with C across from B, on the opposite sidewalk), he sauntered back to the restaurant, entered and paid. Down the 

stairs, once inside the dark labyrinth, he wandered around as if inspecting the different offerings of salads and side dishes 

until he located the fleshy-faced, middle-aged Frenchman with the blond crew-cut who had helped him on the wet job that 

took out the diamond-loving Ambassador in the Bois de Boulogne. 

Gabriel unobtrusively made sure that this far-right “useful idiot” had in turn recognised him, then got himself a tin plate 

and took up position at one of the shelves that was overflowing with different French breads, cold meats and crudités. He 

started filling his plate, carving salami and saucisson seche onto half a baguette. The Frenchman approached with his own 

plate in hand, as if to do the same. In the mauling scrummage that was typical of the place – as tourists in different stages of 

inebriation milled around – Gabriel felt a slight bump as the man unobtrusively dropped something into his coat pocket – a 

classical “brush meeting”. 

Gabriel kept moving, constantly applying counter-surveillance techniques, until eventually he seated himself at a less 

densely populated table and wolfed down the baguette with half a jug of light red wine. Sure that he wasn’t under 

observation, he then quickly left the restaurant. Once outside in the cool night air, he felt inside his coat pocket for the first 

time – the keys were there, together with the ticket, inside a small plastic bank bag… 

He knew that the rented car would be waiting for him in the vast underground parking lot under the square in front of 

Notre Dame Cathedral. He walked rapidly across to the entrance of the parkade on the far side of the square, ignoring the 

two groups of placard-waving protestors – for and against the Volkstaat – who were camped out in front of the cathedral. He 

waited till he was three or four yards away from the automatic payment machine before he took out the ticket. On its back 
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was scribbled the row and number of the parking bay where he would find the car, together with its registration number. He 

paid, and descended the stairs to the correct parking level, where he identified the small car without any difficulty. The key 

fitted in the door, and he slid inside. 

Quickly he unlocked the glove compartment and admired the pistol that had been left there for him – the new Heckler & 

Koch .45 calibre, the HK45C, with a compact frame but which could still hold eight rounds in its magazine. It was 

specifically designed for elite military use, in Special Forces operations, with thread precut into the barrel for fitting a 

silencer. Next to the pistol was a spare magazine, as well as the silencer he had asked for… 

On his way to the 16th quarter, driving down the expressway along the left bank of the Seine, he had received a call from 

Adam Latsky himself. It had impressed upon him the importance of his mission. Only Adam spoke, for less than a minute. 

The elimination had been sanctioned by “Moses” himself, Gabriel heard. The mark had to be taken out, quickly, because he 

had ties to extremely dangerous adversaries who could unravel important connections with the knowledge and expertise they 

possessed. It would also serve as a warning to others – to traitors to beware, and to meddlers to keep their noses out of 

TuGStaf’s affairs. The Republic was counting on him, Adam had concluded… 

Gabriel found himself back on the stylish Avenue Foch. Fortunately the apartment that they had rented across the little 

side street from Oedipa’s was still under contract. After finding parking, he headed there and let himself in. It took him only 

minutes to make himself comfortable in the dark, in front of the living room window, binoculars in hand.   

Oedipa and Steyn finally arrived some time before two in the morning.  He seemed to have gone to bed shortly thereafter, 

but she was restlessly carrying on. 

Gabriel disassembled the gun, then reassembled it, screwed on the silencer, clicked in the magazine of heavy .45 calibre 

semi-wadcutter bullets, then pulled back the slide to load the first round into the firing chamber. Flat-nosed bullets, for short 

range use against unarmoured bodies of mere flesh and blood, designed to spread out on impact, to cause maximum damage 

to tissue and bone.  

He felt his emotional anxiety rise, as time ticked by, with no opportunity presenting itself. Was she going to stay up the 

whole damn night? It was getting close to sunrise, which would make things more difficult. Then he saw her go to the 

kitchen to start the coffee maker. She had two mugs out. He’ll just have to await his chance, he realised. Otherwise, if none 

presented itself, he would have to be willing to take extraordinary risks, and do it in the open. The tension building up inside 

him was becoming almost unbearable...  

….. 

Against his better judgement, Lukas Marais opened the front door to his townhouse. He didn’t want to see the man, in fact 

abhorred the thought of having to face him. Yet, all those years of military conditioning, of obeying orders, as well as his 

innate civility, made it impossible for him to ignore that authoritarian voice or to turn his uninvited guest away… 

It was in his nature to avoid confrontation, so he found it difficult to deny someone like the Brigadier. This debacle had 

made him realise, all over again, that he wasn’t the alpha type, wasn’t cut out to lead the charge from the front – which is 

why he had spent his life in logistics, in the rear, well behind the glory seekers… 

 “Lukas Marais, jou fokken bang-gat! You look shit scared ! Why are you still sitting here, hiding in your little box, when 

we need people like you, with your logistics experience?” the big man boomed at him. 

Lukas felt the cold hand of fear clamp round his heart. He didn’t have the strength for this anymore; the fast-moving, 

dramatic events of the past few days had thoroughly unsettled him. He wasn’t one for conflict, nor for leaps into the dark. In 

that, he suspected, he was only too human…  

Now, to crown it all, he was ill and alone, his late wife no longer there to help bolster him with her steel.  

“Brigadier, I ... I must confess that … honestly, I don’t have peace of mind about this whole thing…” he began, 

tentatively. 

 “Listen, Marais, it’s fucking simple, you know – either you are with us, or you are against us! You’d better make up your 

mind, man! They won’t be sending the old guys like you and me to the front, but our Volkstaat needs people with our kind 

of experience and skills to help handle logistics. There’s going to be all of our troops to supply, plus very likely tens of 

thousands of women and children to be fed and cared for!” 

Lukas felt the stress make him dizzy, suddenly overcome by a cold queasiness. He simply had to sit down and, out of 

desperation, held his head in his hands. 

For a moment or two the big man paced the carpet in front of him, impatient for a reply, but Lukas Marais simply 

couldn’t bring himself to utter a sound. 

“Ag, for crying out loud!” He heard the irritation and scorn in the other man’s voice, and shrank still further into his shell. 

Then, thank God, the heavy steps began marching towards the door. Lukas Marais heard the latch turn… 
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 “Fokken bang-gat!” 

The door slammed shut with a thunderous clap. 

The well-ordered, cosy little world of Lukas Marais was crumbling rapidly. With a vivid flash of insight, he realised that 

most every other Afrikaner would be suffering the same torment at that moment. Naturally conservative, inclined to respect 

authority, to be conformists rather than activists, his fellow Afrikaners had, over the past decade and more, practically 

withdrawn from active politics. Now desperate choices were being forced upon them by a group of people who self-

righteously claimed for themselves the right to speak for Afrikaners as a whole, expounding goals that were alienating other 

South Africans from them, and – through this despicable threat of nuclear blackmail – alienating the rest of the world as 

well… 

The orderly display on the living room shelves around him, his structured make-believe world of models and framed 

pictures, was now mocking Lukas Marais, because outside it was pure chaos. The military manliness of all that he had 

arranged with such painstaking neatness now mocked his own depressed sense of utter helplessness.  

He had followed the news reports on the radio. Much of it had been traumatic in the extreme – Whites on the platteland 

being murdered, especially on the farms. Protesting Blacks being shot down in cold blood in areas under the control of rogue 

right-wing fanatics, not associated with or controlled by TuGStaf, but self-appointed vigilantes trying to proclaim areas far 

removed from the Western Cape as part of the damn Volkstaat. Tense urban areas, ethnically divided into opposing armed 

camps. Afrikaner politics, too, was in utter disarray, having overnight degenerated into a Tower of Babel of different voices 

and opinions as the churches, the Afrikaans press and Afrikaner intellectuals all desperately tried to distance the Volk from 

the horrors being threatened in their name… 

The United Nations Security Council was planning an emergency debate, Lukas had heard, and the African Union was 

already threatening military intervention. 

Earlier that evening he had spoken to Tienie Steyn of Groenplaas, wondering whether he had received any news from 

Danie. Tienie had told him about that morning’s confrontation on the road running past Namahadi township. Fortunately 

Marita and the boys were safe in Frankfort town; Tienie was still trying to protect the farm. Not that there was much left to 

protect – the cattle and sheep normally held out in the veldt camps had all been stolen, driven the three kilometres or so 

across the ridge to the lokasie. In town, the Whites were as bitterly divided as elsewhere, with the erstwhile “silent majority” 

suffering a very rude awakening… 

Now, an hour before daybreak, this buffel of a brigadier had come bursting into his house, uninvited, and called him a 

scared little asshole. A fokken bang-gat. To his face! And he hadn’t even been able to answer him. Because, in addition to 

fearing what was happening in his country, he was paralysed with fear of death itself. His prostate was killing him, 

aggravated by this stress – the pain almost unbearable, leaving him weak and exhausted. 

There was a tiny part of him that wanted to embrace this Volkstaat, this impossible dream, this last brave stand – to 

challenge again the whole wide world, like in the decades prior to 1990. What did he have to lose, anyway – he, the 

childless widower, under a death sentence anyway from the cancerous genes he had inherited from his father? 

On the other hand, his common sense and his decency rebelled against such rashness, not out of fear for his own safety, 

but out of fear for what such an opening of  Pandora’s box would result in for the Afrikaner and for the other peoples of this 

sunny land. He simply couldn’t fathom how anyone could brazenly accord himself the right to play in this reckless manner 

with other people’s lives! 

What right did this pretentious TuGStaf have, so unbidden, to dump him – and millions like him – in the middle of this 

nightmare? Without ever having consulted anyone? They were making much of Section 235 of the Constitution, but why 

had they not followed the constitutional route? Why were they not seeking their desired territory in peace, through 

negotiation, if their legal case was so strong? Simply because they believed that the ANC would never grant it unless 

coerced? 

With a sudden flash of insight, his flaming anger turned onto the radicals in the ANC. They were as much to blame – their 

constant prattle about the need for a second revolution, about taking what wasn’t theirs, about calling the 1994 Accords a 

sell-out, about shooting the Boer. That’s what had triggered all of this! The ANC reverting to its true colours!  

He didn’t want any part of this! The hell of it was that he couldn’t see a way out for the common man who was, like him, 

caught in the line of fire between the ANC’s radicals and this TuGStaf, both of them seemingly hell-bent on a rematch… 

Lukas Marais felt overcome by a sense of helplessness and dread that reduced him to a curled-up, foetal bundle, nauseous 

and clammy with the sweat of fear, unable to stand up from the cold floor which he had slid down onto from the chair. He 

was so tired of it all, so bereft of the strength needed for the choices now being imposed on him! God, he missed his wife so, 

so much! There was just no future that he could see... 
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After some twenty minutes huddled on the floor, in a near trance, racked with pain, Colonel Lukas Marais slowly pulled 

himself up by the leg of his desk. In a fit of disillusionment, he sank tiredly into his chair and pulled open the right-hand 

drawer. He just couldn’t go on – didn’t want to go on… 

His old service pistol, which he had “bought out” to keep upon retiring, felt cold and final in his hand as he clicked back 

the safety catch… 

..... 

Pierre Faure and Dr. André Roux were sitting red-eyed, sipping espresso, in Faure’s office at La Piscine. Dieter was also 

present; he had flown in for the strategy session with the Quai d’Orsay and the Elysée, which was to follow later that 

morning. In spite of the hour, the staff had been able to rustle up some croissants to go with their coffee. Outside, the sun 

wasn’t yet up. 

Pierre and André were both dead tired after an intensive preparatory briefing they had just participated in with the DGSE 

brass. Ever since they had stepped off the Falcon at Orly, there had been no question of sleeping.  

André Roux looked at his watch. “I’m going to try to get back home asap by catching the TGV to Toulouse. Naomi can 

come pick me up with the car. I still can’t believe those bastards had the audacity to phone her! I need to go make 

arrangements for their safety but, as soon as that’s done, I want to go back to South Africa – somehow or the other. You 

know the saying – now is the time for all good men…” 

Dieter looked at him with evident sympathy. “You were a wise man, André, when you decided back then to set up some 

alternatives for your family; when you saw the writing on the wall… For the others who are still there and who hadn’t 

planned anything, it’s now going to be very, very difficult to leave – they’ll now effectively be trapped by things like the 

collapse in the value of the rand and by the anti-immigration measures that many countries will be implementing. You’re 

also a very brave and patriotic man, my friend, for wanting to go back there in your fatherland’s hour of need!” 

The German leaned over and placed his hand on André’s shoulder in a gesture of camaraderie. “Why don’t we arrange for 

your family to come and stay with us in Bavaria for a while, in one of our safe houses? The BND has a number of them, 

some very suited to a nice holiday break; that way we can assure their security and we can get you onto one of the German 

evacuation flights to go join Pierre in South Africa.” 

André Roux sank back in his chair and nodded gratefully in Dieter’s direction: “It would be really great if you could 

arrange that, my friend! It will truly be a great relief for me to know that my family is safe. But it will have to remain top 

secret, of course – we mustn’t mention anything to Oedipa, or even to Steyn…” 

 The other two nodded in silent agreement, waiting for him to continue, because they could sense that he wanted to say 

more… 

Roux had his thumbs and fingers pressed together in front of him, in a triangle of reflection. “This mess may just be the 

cathartic experience that everybody needs to understand that we are once again confronted by a 1990 challenge. We need 

another great indaba. I hope that someone like Apollo can bring that side to the negotiation table; make them understand 

that they have to talk, not just assume the right to rule us all as they see fit. I hope, too, that my people will realise that – as 

they did in 1990 – they simply now have to engage again with their own destiny.  

“What needs to be understood, though, is that the radicals who we so easily demonise will have to be at that table as well 

– both the young bucks of the Youth League and the Volkstaaters. We’re not going to resolve anything by excluding either 

of them, or by trying to keep their issues off the agenda. The foundations of their aspirations are legitimate, even though 

their means of achieving them may be either simplistic or outright dangerous. And we Afrikaners, having successfully cast 

off the imperial economic yoke in our time, may have a few ideas to contribute on how economic equity can be promoted, 

without stupid moves like nationalisation.”  

 Faure wanted to know what André thought of the ANC in its current manifestation. 

Roux just smiled, half-cynically: “It truly doesn’t matter what I – or any other Whitey, for that matter – may think… 

What I know for a fact is that the ANC will, for as far as the future can be foreseen, be the single dominant force in South 

African politics because of the immutable demographic and historic realities of the country. The fact that they’ll form our 

national government – in whichever guise, and under whatever leadership – is a reality that people will simply have to come 

to grips with. Especially White people, who remain the group with the most to lose if things go desperately wrong. I accept 

that in a few localities, such as the Western Cape, the ANC may not be all-powerful, but in the broader scope of things, that 

is neither here nor there. 

“The true question, therefore, is – who within the ANC will be in control of this behemoth, able to wield its vast power 

and employ its ‘democratically elected’ credentials to dictate the course of the country? 
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 “Who will succeed Zuma at the end of this inter-regnum over which he nominally presides? Is Winnie Mandela right, 

calling Julius Malema a future president? Will the Youth League again be the kingmakers, and will they be wise enough to 

support a sensible choice?” 

Both Pierre and Dieter were eager to know whether the ex-NIS analyst thought that the rainbow nation spirit could still be 

given a second life, considering the hardening of positions. 

Roux’s response was philosophical to some degree: “More often than not, a brush with disaster like we’re now 

experiencing is what people need in order to open their eyes to the realities,” he started explaining. “If there’s one good 

thing that could potentially come of this current mess it would be that people will now hopefully realise just how much was 

at stake in 1990, when FW and Madiba initiated the negotiated settlement. Once the current generation of White South 

Africans get to know about all of that, when they understand the true intent and purpose with Advena, the Kentron Circle, 

the missile flight control complex at Overberg, the mighty reach of those RSA-3 and RSA-4 ICBMs – that we were that 

close to a nuclear stand-off with the world – then hopefully they’ll have a better appreciation for the near miracle that FW de 

Klerk accomplished, with the paradigm shift that he introduced in February 1990!  

“But let’s be clear – what I’m lauding is the methodology of De Klerk and Mandela, which is exactly the open-minded 

and inclusive approach that we will need if we are to resolve now the issues they, of necessity, left unattended. I’m not stuck 

on the content of the 1996 Constitution as so many Whites seem to be. Let’s use it as a foundation to build upon, by all 

means, but not constrained by its British template – rather, with that same bravery and creativity, and a willingness to think 

outside of the box, be ready again to consider even the once unthinkable…” 

Dieter cut to the chase: “What do you really think, André? Is there any possibility of settling this thing again before we’re 

overtaken by the trauma and tragedy of war?” 

Roux just threw up his hands, signalling that no one could truly know the answer to that question; being now resident in 

Catalan Andorra he had evidently already become accustomed to the Latin habit of also speaking with his hands. Then, 

confronted by their imploring looks, he finally did venture a fully articulated response. 

 “As I’ve just said, there will again have to be a willingness to see holy cows being slaughtered. There has to be 

acceptance of changed circumstances, of changed expectations, and thus of changed realities, to which our institutional 

frameworks now have to be adapted. I’m afraid that the text of 1994/1996 just doesn’t do it anymore – not for either side. 

What we need, as I’ve said, is another great indaba – a proper airing of the current generation’s expectations and solutions. 

Knowing that, just as in 1994, those who before were regarded as incorrigible radicals – totally beyond the pail – may turn 

out to actually carry the day; just as the once demonised and outlawed alliance of the ANC and the communists in fact then 

did.  

“We’ll need to rethink a lot of our preconceptions about how best to promote minority rights and economic equity – like 

Einstein said: ‘no problem can be solved from the same level of consciousness that created it’. That’s why I’m so pleased 

that we’ve had the opportunity to see a bit of Panama – a remarkable little country, with so many points of similarity to 

South Africa…” 

Dieter and Pierre both sat up, surprised, and immediately wanted to know what Roux meant by holding up Panama, of all 

places, as an example. 

“Well, Pierre would have noticed that the proportion of more or less ‘white’ Panamanians would be roughly the same as 

the proportion of White South Africans to the general population. Still, these Panamanian ‘whites’ never overtly had 

recourse to race to enforce privilege or separateness, instead owing their past and current leadership positions in business 

and in politics to their significant contribution to the common weal. They’ve understood that, to be relevant, they have to 

engage with their darker-hued countrymen and work to add value far beyond their puny numbers.  

“Their contribution has been recognised by the ‘non-White’ Panamanian voters, who constitute the overwhelming 

majority of the electorate in a very vocal and active body politic. It’s the country with the fastest growing economy in the 

Americas – has been so since the North American gringos buggered off. It has many, many highly qualified and successful 

‘non-whites’ in the professions, in business and in politics, making up the vast majority of deputies to their national 

assembly, for example – yet, interestingly enough, no ‘non-white’ Panamanian has ever been democratically elected to be 

head of state. Because race rightly counts for nothing, and voters assess an individual candidate’s ability to govern to the 

nation’s greatest benefit. 

“I dream of a South Africa like that – where race would be meaningless politically, where people from minority 

backgrounds can be recognised on merit for their individual contributions and where rich cultural diversity is allowed to 

blossom. Because Panama is not only an exemplary model of non-racism, it’s also a model for what, under Apartheid, was 

called the homelands – with large territories within the country under the autonomous administration of indigenous ethnic 

groups, such as the Kuna Yala territory of the Kuna Indians.  
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“The difference between that and Apartheid’s homelands, however, lies in the fact that it’s a voluntary system, initiated 

by the demands of the ethnic minorities, and not imposed on them from the centre, as Apartheid was. And it is not an 

absolutist system where Kuna Yala, for example, is separated out completely and totally. There’s a reasonable 

accommodation of the two main, seemingly conflicting, realities – namely of the many interests held in common, but also of 

the need to allow space for unique cultural identities to flourish. People like the Kunas are valued as full Panamanian 

citizens, who can live and work anywhere in the country, just like any other Panamanian. Those who elect to live in Kuna 

Yala and maintain their language, laws and traditions are, however, entirely free to do so and their right to that core territory 

and to govern it in accordance with their own laws is officially recognised. Cultural pluralism. Which shows that, with 

creativity and compromise, an exemplary non-racial society can live with and alongside a form of Volkstaat – if only the 

will exists…” 

The two Europeans evidently got Roux’s point but didn’t immediately comment… Somewhat peeved by this lack of 

response, the South African now changed tack and squared his shoulders to make a last point: “The Malemas and the Vula 

Boys of this world must not think that their utopian dreams can be unilaterally imposed…” he warned. “They will find that 

the pursuit of their ‘second revolution’ will result in them inheriting a scorched earth at best and, at worst, in a crushing 

defeat against the likes of TuGStaf. Because they patently underestimated the resolve, physical means and innate 

organisational and fighting capabilities of the amaBhunu, and overestimated the likelihood of continued knee-jerk support 

from the rest of the world, which they have come to accept as a given…  

“Deep down we may all feel that 1994 is no longer working, and may all actually wish for it to be renegotiated. But the 

‘Young Lions’ will have to learn that such changes cannot be imposed unilaterally. All parties will have to sign off on any 

amendments. Because when the Black radicals unilaterally negate the 1994 Accords – no matter that they do it ‘legitimately’ 

by means of new legislation, passed thanks to their overwhelming parliamentary majority in our inappropriate Westminster 

system – they will find that it was the wisdom of Madiba’s conciliatory policies that the world lauded, not the simple 

mathematics of him speaking for a Black majority. Just as White monopolisation and abuse of political power was opposed, 

so will it be in the hands of the Blacks, irrespective of their demographic majority.  

“They will find that all the world is in favour of majority rule, yes, but on condition that minority rights are respected and 

protected. Not the least of which is indeed the right to self-determination!” 

“So, what are you going to do when you’re back down there, André?” Dieter asked. 

“If there’s one thing that I feel strongly about, and which I intend to tackle head-on when I get there, it’s this pious culture 

of politically correct speech that pervades South African politics, alienates our people, and perpetuates the delusions and 

misconceptions. I’m gatvol of it! It’s time that a spade be called a spade – that we say what we really feel and want, so that 

everybody at least can be clear where each party stands. No hate speech, no gratuitous stirring of emotions, just simple 

language and old-fashioned good manners – that’s what we need now! That, and leaders brave enough to speak up in such a 

plain, straightforward manner, and who are also daring and creative enough to resolve the difficult issues that were swept 

under the carpet before.” 

André Roux pushed back his empty coffee mug and got up. “I must go – I want to get back to my girls… I’ll wait for your 

call about that Bavarian holiday, Dieter,” he said, pressing the big man’s hand in gratitude. To Pierre Faure he said “See you 

soon, in Pretoria,” then just gripped and pressed his shoulder… 

..... 

Danie Steyn woke up to the enticing aroma of freshly brewed coffee. Oedipa was holding the mug under his nose, 

wearing a teasing smile and a well-worn Springbok rugby jersey that she used as a nightie.  

 “En toe, Meneer Steyn?! It looks to me as if you’ve had your fill of sleep because it didn’t take very long for the smell of 

the coffee to wake you up!” 

Danie stretched out languidly, feeling comfortable in her presence, before accepting the mug. 

 “Toe, toe, make some room for me – this old place is darn cold, returning from the Caribbean!” she urged and, without 

waiting for any agreement from his side, slid in under the duvet. He was immediately thankful that he had had the foresight 

to sleep in his PT shorts rather than in his usual birthday suit. She moved right up against him, the warm curve of her thigh 

tightly wedged against his, before picking up her mug from the bedside table.  

For a few moments there was silence between them as Danie made a show of concentrating on his coffee – he simply 

didn’t know what to say to this bold, uninhibited creature who was so unabashedly pressing up against him, looking into his 

eyes. He suspected that she was doing it with ulterior motives – a kind of game with which she was secretly amusing herself, 

based on her realisation that he was not naturally comfortable around women – especially not one as sexually agressive as 

she. One part of him, his male ego, wanted to show her a thing or two since she was so obviously challenging him. Another 
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part – his detached, analytical detective’s brain – told him that the best way to get back at her was to subtly acknowledge her 

challenge, but then to make light of it, as if it was as amusingly improbable to him as to her… 

His counter-move was to nonchalantly wrap his arm around her, holding her close whilst making small talk about where 

she had got her rugby jersey cum nightie from. He quickly realised, though, that he wasn’t in her league when it came to this 

kind of game, when the pleasant pressure of her enticing bosom against his chest started testing his willpower. Then her 

hand started sensually caressing his taunt stomach muscles, moving inexorably, brazenly south… In near desperation he 

tipped her over and away at the last moment – luckily for him she was ticklish, and he was able to escape his dilemma by 

reducing her to giggling impotence.  

He took refuge in holding the large mug of coffee in such a way that it would spill if she should retaliate. She flashed him 

a victor’s grin, then reverted to more serious matters. 

“Where will you be going with your children? Where do you see your future – in the Volkstaat?  Still in Pretoria? Or 

overseas?” she wanted to know. 

 “Well, that’s the big decision that’s awaiting me,” he replied, suddenly sounding sombre and withdrawn. “We – my late 

wife and I – had hoped that Niel and Susan, our daughter, would be able to finish their university studies in South Africa. 

Because no matter the problems nowadays with international accreditation of these qualifications, we simply don’t have the 

money to send them to expensive overseas campuses. But now we – I – will have to reconsider. Whether any young 

Afrikaner will have worthwhile prospects in South Africa, and can hope to be safe and secure there, I can’t tell, but it 

certainly isn’t shaping up that way…” 

Impulsively, Oedipa felt like telling him about another part of her inheritance – of her small farm on the coast of Brittany, 

near St. Malo, but she controlled her impetuousness.  

Danie Steyn turned on his side to face her. His countenance was grim: “With the clarity of hindsight, I now realise that – 

had I known a decade or so ago what I know now – I would have approached South African politics differently…” he said.  

“As I look back, I understand that the manner in which we Whites conducted politics after 1994 was like a bunch of rugby 

players who – headstrong, self-centred and totally devoid of realism and practicality – opted to form our own little loose 

scrum, way off the ball, because we didn’t like the playing manners and body odours of the other guys who were clustered 

around where the ball actually was…” 

She didn’t immediately comment, visualising the imagery he had used. Quiet apt, she thought. Danie Steyn now swung 

his long legs out from under the duvet and sat up, on the edge of the bed. The way he looked back over his shoulder at 

Oedipa made her realise that he wanted now to conclude this conversation. “What I do know, for a fact, is that without the 

leverage of nuclear weapons, these ‘Brown Shoes’, as Roux calls them, will not succeed with their demand for an own 

territory. These same military geniuses were fighting in Owamboland, prior to 1990, against a mere half a million Owambo 

tribesmen, and they weren’t making much headway there. That while we in the Police had to try and control thirty million in 

the townships. That’s what now awaits this TuGStaf. Now they are going to find out what it’s like having to confront 

opposition on such a massive scale. Not to mention a continental intervention force or, more likely, an international one!” 

There was one issue in particular that had been bothering her and which she wanted to test his opinion on before she 

would let him leave the room. 

 “Listen, why don’t you stay in bed a little longer?” she instructed. “In a few minutes I’ll pop round the corner to Daoudi 

Mohammed’s bakery and get us some croissants and milk, as I promised last night. But first, I want to hear your point of 

view on something that has been troubling me and which kept me up all night, browsing the web, when I should have been 

snoring away as loudly as you were...” 

Danie grinned and nodded his agreement, which he then went on to qualify. “OK, but just hold your thoughts for one 

minute. You know how it is with old men – sometimes we have to quickly disappear to the bathroom, especially after our 

morning coffee…” 

He quickly stepped into the bathroom and after a minute or two returned, his face freshly washed as well. Once again she 

experienced that delicious tingle as she stared appreciatively at his well-toned torso. When he blushed slightly under her 

scrutiny and quickly snuck back in under the duvet, she chuckled teasingly: “Meneer Steyn, just for the record, I wish to 

state that there’s absolutely nothing in your physical appearance that justifies your reference to yourself as an “old man”, so 

I have to put that remark down to you fishing for compliments…” 

He felt her snuggle up against him once more, and before he could think of a suitable reply, she continued on to the topic 

that had been vexing her. 

“This morning I just couldn’t sleep – I usually have this problem when I fly west to east across so many time zones. My 

head then got stuck on a suspicion – two, actually – that I just couldn’t get rid of. I know that you may think – when you 

hear it – that the last one in particular is utterly far-fetched.” She turned on her elbow to look at him, and he nodded for her 

to continue. 
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“My first suspicion is about the nuclear weapons – I believe that the Apartheid government pulled the wool over 

everybody’s eyes with what they allege they developed and then subsequently destroyed. I don’t know to what extent people 

like President de Klerk were also fooled, but I’ve been trying to put two and two together, and I suspect that what I’ve now 

come up with as explanation, does add up to four. Do you want to hear it?” 

Danie wasn’t particularly eager, but she had the earnest face of a cub reporter, so he nodded with eyes cast expressively 

heavenwards: “I know you well enough by now, Madame, to know that I cannot stop you...” 

She grinned at his feigned resignation to martyrdom, then continued with her own expression suddenly turned very 

serious again. 

“I know that Faure and Roux think that I’m … a little bit mercurial – prone to paranoia and the journalist’s normal 

inclination towards scepticism,” she began.  

“On that ‘mercurial’ part I’m fully with them, although I would put it somewhat stronger – much stronger, actually!” 

Danie teased. 

“Oh, shut up, you!” she responded light-heartedly. “You’re distracting me from my line of thought! 

“Anyway, we know now for a fact that the South Africans had been looking for nuclear-tipped missiles since 1975. That’s 

the date on this official agreement that recently surfaced, signed by PW Botha and Shimon Peres, then the respective 

defence ministers. A document that surely should have been destroyed as part of Operation Masada, which entailed the 

destruction of all incriminating documents, ordered by the Apartheid government before they handed over power. That name 

‘Masada’ seems, by the way, to have been somewhat of a Freudian slip, reflecting that the Israeli connection was uppermost 

in their minds, as I’ll demonstrate. Now, very conveniently for TuGStaf – in terms of proving their claims about nuclear 

weapons – this one and only surviving, most incriminating of all documents recently popped up, out of the blue, after having 

been declassified and lodged in the public archives. A coincidence? I asked myself… 

“Knowing that they always wanted missile-portable warheads, and knowing about those close secret ties with Israel, I 

now suspect that the Apartheid propagandists very expertly played upon the world’s fostered view of you Boere as a 

backward bunch of hairy-backs when they sold us the story that you were only able to develop those very basic six and a 

half so-called museum pieces. That story was put out to cover up the advanced nature of the true programme developed in 

conjunction with Israel; in other words, to hide that linkage. Because if the real sophistication of the arsenal had been 

revealed, then immediately there would have been suspicion cast upon Israel for having helped the dumb Boere develop 

such weapons. That was also why everything was destroyed first, before the IAEA was called in – so that the Israelis had 

time to get the hell out of there; to make off, back to Dimona, with all their stuff. 

“But my most important suspicion is that this TuGStaf double-crossed the Israelis – that not all the material that should 

have gone up to Dimona actually reached its destination. The warheads making up the difference between the 400 kilograms 

of reconstituted HEU handed over to the IAEA as being the erstwhile cores of the museum pieces, and the true production 

figure of probably some 900 kilograms of HEU, were most certainly all supposed to have gone to Israel – but I believe that 

some missiles and warheads were secretly retained by these TuGStaf bastards. They obviously were not particularly loyal to 

their Jewish friends, given the leaking of those damning documents.  

“If you consider what risks they took, how much blood they shed with their Third Force operations in order to get that 

section on self-determination included in the Accords, is it not reasonable to assume that they would have put an equal 

amount of effort into ensuring that they would have the military means available to one day force your government to 

implement that part of the constitution? A right that they must’ve known would – without such coercion – remain a dead 

letter? The bloodthirsty actions of their minions to get the promises about self-determination included in 1994 would have 

just amounted to so many needlessly wasted lives without those nukes!  

“I just wonder what the Israelis think of all this, considering what huge damage it is going to do to their already blackened 

image when it gets out? Because, when this is all over, the Israeli complicity is definitely one of the angles that I’ll be 

investigating further!” 

 She looked expectantly at Danie, but he did not respond, putting up a blank face – if only she knew what Pete had already 

told him about how worked up Issy’s guys indeed were about this whole stinking mess! 

Oedipa shrugged off his lack of reaction. She was on a roll, clearly having spent most of the night thinking through these 

scenarios, and now she wanted to bounce her second set of suspicions off him. 

“Secondly – what do you think of the possibility that international right-wing groups may be cooperating with TuGStaf? 

Groups who believe that it’s in the West’s interest to have Whites in control of the Cape Sea Route and South Africa’s 

minerals once more? Especially a strategically important area like the Cape? What about certain corporate types – you 

know, ones with big investments to lose?” 

Danie Steyn looked at her quizzically, not answering and clearly reluctant to start breaking his head again so early in the 

morning. Undaunted, she pressed on. 
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 “And … what do you reckon the chances would be of right wingers in Western intelligence services aiding TuGStaf?” 

 Danie Steyn had not seriously thought about this before. He knew a few corporate types who would certainly not be 

averse to the idea of the radicals in the ANC being tamed… But right wingers in the intelligence services?  

It wasn’t difficult to imagine the intelligence services being used to clandestinely conduct a very different policy to the 

publicly-stated position – a hard-nosed policy that may serve the interests of the moneyed friends of those holding political 

power, but done clandestinely because it may not reflect well on those politicians if exposed to the light of day. During his 

years chasing after UNITA’s money under a brief from the UN, he had seen more than enough evidence of corporate, as 

well as secret Western governmental involvement in just about every conflict that had bloodied the African continent the 

past few decades.  

Oedipa elaborated on what she called, in journalistic terminology, a “line of investigation”, nothing more. She opened a 

book that she had earlier placed on the bedside table.   

“I’ve marked a specific passage in this book,” she explained. “You weren’t at that early meeting in Munich, but I can tell 

you that these two authors – Purkitt and Burgess – are leading American experts on the Apartheid State’s weapons of mass 

destruction. One is a professor at their Naval Academy, and the other a professor at their Air War College, in addition to 

being assistant director of their so-called Counterproliferation Center. Dr. Lee, the expert from the IAEA, also called them 

authoritative, at that Munich meeting…” 

Danie again nodded for her to proceed. 

 “Towards the end they say, when they deal with the unanswered questions that still surround the weapons systems, that: 

‘The nature of the past relationship between the former South African government and foreign governments ... and links 

between the intelligence services of different countries are not addressed. ... Policy analyses rarely address whether an 

international right-wing white supremacist group exists that is willing to use political violence to achieve its political goals, 

including weapons of mass destruction.’ 

“So, what does your detective’s instinct tell you about all this, Mon Colonel? Can you imagine how useful it would be to 

TuGStaf if they could count on the cooperation of people like Pierre Faure? The DGSE’s Monsieur Afrique, ready to be 

their agent of influence in high policy-making circles; planting notions such as the one that the humanitarian thing to do is to 

avoid bloodshed at all cost – even if a ceasefire means that TuGStaf’s so-called predeployments are thereby protected 

against counter-attack…” 

Oedipa exploited Danie’s pensive silence to continue embroidering this theme: “Faure was a pied noir, you know – his 

family lost a valuable wine estate when they had to flee Algeria…” 

“I wonder if the Government in Tshwane really knows that Western policy-making, especially towards Africa, is often a 

very two-handed affair,” Danie now voiced his earlier thought. “There’s usually a public, very politically correct policy of 

little practical significance, and then a clandestine dimension reflecting the real-world interests that are at stake…” 

Oedipa immediately understood what he was getting at. Thinking about it, she grasped the potential implications for the 

current conflict. “I sincerely hope that the ANC Government, especially the young radicals, don’t fall for the pious public 

statements and promises at diplomatic cocktail parties, assuming on the strength thereof that the West will really support 

them unreservedly in this mess, just because they are Black and a demographic majority! You’re right, mon colonel – the 

real policies of Paris and London may be very different, though we can be sure that the bastards will be cloaking these in 

double layers of secrecy, ensuring that their covert actions are always deniable…” 

Danie Steyn did not want to hear any more about these possible intrigues, about yet further complications to an already 

complex picture. At that moment all that mattered to him was getting home as soon as possible, and for that he was 

dependent on Faure and the French emergency evacuation flight scheduled for that afternoon. And, thinking about his own 

children, he could now see that there was indeed merit in the viewpoint that a ceasefire was worth every negative 

consequence associated with it, because on the positive side it would safeguard women and children – including his own. 

And obviously it would allow time for dialogue. 

How far need one take this growing paranoia? he asked himself. After all, when everything and everyone is considered a 

suspect then, plausibly, Oedipa should also be regarded with suspicion. She could just as well be part of the kind of plot that 

she had just described – she who was TuGStaf’s chosen link to the world media, the key channel for their vital 

communications campaign, particularly to lend it her credibility. Had she really been overpowered in this very apartment? 

Did anybody really know who her contacts were? Who may have indelibly influenced her when she was studying in South 

Africa? Steyn therefore responded with caution, but also with a heartfelt plea for closure of the subject, even if only 

temporarily.  

 “I think that your own description of this as a ‘line of investigation’ is correct,” he said. “It’s obviously a possibility and 

we must keep our eyes open for any evidence. On the other hand, though, what you have noticed may have been nothing 
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more than innocent friendship and true disquiet about the possibility of bloodshed. Their desire to buy time to get some form 

of dialogue going could therefore be completely on the level. 

“For me, all that’s important now is getting back home. That’s if I can somehow avoid starving to death, before I even 

board Faure’s evacuation flight…” he ended with a wink. 

Oedipa sensed that he wasn’t in the mood for dissecting more of the possible intrigues that her fertile imagination (or was 

it her growing paranoia) came up with. She, too, was feeling the pangs of hunger, and so she reluctantly left the warmth of 

his bed and moved towards the door to go and dress. She couldn’t help looking back at him, though, and saw that he was 

making himself really comfortable under the duvet, obviously keen to catch another forty winks while she busied herself 

with going out to get the croissants and making breakfast.  

..... 

Gabriel Engelbrecht saw Oedipa reappear in her living room, dressed to go outside. She had a shopping bag with her, and 

was moving to the front door. A huge sigh of relief escaped him as he sensed that the opportunity that he had been waiting 

for with increasing agitation and emotional tension, may at last be about to present itself. Quickly he pocketed the pistol, 

locked the apartment behind him, and rushed down the fire escape. His legs were feeling stiff from the hours of inaction as 

he sat motionlessly observing through the binoculars. As he emerged onto the side street he was in time to see her exit the 

foyer of her apartment block and set off down the street. 

Hurriedly he entered the building – the same way as he had surreptitiously done on that first morning, when he had gone 

up to her apartment to case it and doctor her whiskey. His skeleton key slid easily into the lock of her front door and 

soundlessly he opened it. 

He didn’t know exactly what to expect once inside – where precisely the target would be, and whether he would be 

asleep. Gabriel therefore held the pistol at the ready, its long silencer already screwed on and the action cocked.  

Carefully he crossed the entrance hall into the lounge, which he silently scrutinised. Before leaving she had switched on 

the big television set to catch the latest headlines and, even though the sound was turned low, he was glad for its muffling 

effect. Satisfied that the traitor wasn’t there, Engelbrecht deduced that the man would be in either the guest room or in the 

main bedroom. The door to the latter was ajar, allowing him a good view inside – there was no sign of the target.  

The guest bedroom’s door was closed and he had to resort to the unglamorous but functional old fallback of peering 

through the keyhole. Gabriel froze when he saw the form of a tall man lying on the bed, on his back, covered up to the neck 

by a duvet. The target appeared to be asleep.  

Danie Steyn had in fact intended to catch some sleep again and had his eyes closed. However, Oedipa’s “line of 

investigation” had him thinking, his head in highest gear. How far did TuGStaf’s tentacles reach? he wondered. Was the 

entire crazy merry-go-round with Oedipa, Roux and Faure, their frenetic travels in the Falcon, all the product of mere 

chance, or had it been carefully set up? He could see the possible nexus between Faure, Roux and Oedipa on the one hand 

and TuGStaf on the other. All three of them were influential in their own right, potentially able to be agents of influence in 

high circles, with Oedipa furthermore being able to reach the general public. He was clearly the proverbial fifth wheel on 

such a wagon – one they couldn’t control, either. Or was he also being used, but by others? Such as by Pete and their big 

corporate clients?  

He shrugged inwardly, with mute resignation, thinking that his dilemma was probably typical of the maze of conflicting 

interests that was confronting the average South African family at that time. With irritation he realised that he was not going 

to fall asleep again after the whirlpool of thoughts that Oedipa had stirred up with her paranoia, as she called it. He flung the 

duvet aside, having decided to take a shower before she returned. 

Gabriel Engelbrecht saw his target prepare to rise and knew that he had to act. Now. Abruptly he flung the door open and 

stepped into the room, motioning menacingly with the pistol for Steyn to lie still. His silence was designed to be as 

unnerving as the ferocious gaze that he was casting upon his victim. 

Danie Steyn had long since learnt not to show surprise or fear when suddenly finding himself under threat. His days with 

Koevoet in Owamboland had seen to that. He merely looked at the man, careful not to make any gestures that could be 

interpreted as hostile. His mind, though, was racing at full speed. Oedipa’s description of Gabriel Engelbrecht perfectly 

fitted the well-dressed, greying gentleman who was pointing the silenced pistol right between his eyes. 

Danie Steyn could see that Engelbrecht was assessing him as keenly as he was studying the TuGStaf operative. A few 

moments of heavy silence passed. Steyn knew that he had to try and gain the psychological initiative – try and confirm, at 

least, what he suspected about the man’s intentions, given Latsky’s threatened death sentence. Most of all, he had to win the 

mind game. Slowly he folded his hands behind his head and asked with as much nonchalance as he could muster: “Meneer 

Engelbrecht, I presume – to what do I owe this unexpected honour?” 
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This reaction from his target wasn’t exactly what Gabriel Engelbrecht had expected. He scowled involuntarily. He had 

wanted – had fantasised – that Steyn would crawl like the traitorous coward that he was, to plead for his miserable life! 

Then, with sudden insight, he realised that Steyn couldn’t be expected to know the purpose of the visit – that he could just as 

well be thinking that Engelbrecht had returned to the apartment to pass on another message, or another piece of 

communications equipment, to Oedipa…  

“You’re a fokken traitor, and I’m here to execute the death sentence that our High Command has passed on you!” 

Engelbrecht hissed – the voice emerging from his emotion-constricted throat sounded high and hollow, even to himself. 

Steyn instantly sensed that the man was highly agitated, despite his efforts at appearing calm and in control – a condition 

of mind that Steyn knew he needed to work on. If he could heighten Engelbrecht’s obvious volatility, it may create an 

opening that he could exploit. 

 “Well, if you say so, my brave friend. You’re the one holding the pistol, so I suppose you think you can call me whatever 

you like! But if I had the pistol, then I would have immediately arrested you for sedition or, better still, for being fokken 

stoepit – if only that was a crime! You and all your little maatjies, who are so merrily playing war games again, as if with tin 

soldiers – not with the lives of actual human beings!” 

Engelbrecht felt his rage, pent up for two decades and so carefully contained until now, beginning to boil over. He 

stepped forward another metre, pointing the pistol ever more menacingly between Steyn’s eyes. Danie noticed that he was 

right-handed and also registered the length of the heavy silencer. A plan was taking shape in his head, borne out of his elite 

training, years ago, as a VIP protection officer. It would be a dangerous gamble – deadly decisive, one way or the other – 

requiring lightning speed and pin-point precision in execution. But at least it would be a potential way out – the only one he 

could see right now. 

Determined and coldly calculating, he resumed the mind games. 

“So… The brave soldier who has, in his dotage, fallen to being the lowest of the low – an assassin! Specialising in 

shooting the unarmed, the defenceless. Sneaking around in the dark, too scared to show yourself, too scared to face your 

enemy in equal combat… Probably because you know, deep down, that you don’t have the balls or the muscle any more to 

take on anyone who isn’t asleep in their bed. Like you did with Oedipa when she was sleeping, and now with me too – 

unarmed, flat on my back in bed! It’s pathetic! You’re too old for this, my oompie – can’t you see?” 

Steyn saw Engelbrecht’s face turn purple with fury, and with some satisfaction he pressed on: “You know, even back in 

the old days on the Border, you guys never were a match for us Koevoete. Man for man, we would have had you for 

breakfast… Now, decrepit as you are, you’re too scared to take any chances, knowing that you couldn’t possibly handle me. 

I can see it in your eyes! So, you’re going to assassinate me right here, while I’m still in bed, aren’t you? You’ll do that, 

mess up the girl’s bed with blood and guts, because you know you can’t trust your reflexes anymore. Not against someone 

fit and young like me, and a Koevoet to boot. Come on – admit it, man! You’re too scared to even order me to get up so that 

you can go shoot me in the bathroom, where at least she’ll have less trouble cleaning up the mess!” 

Steyn could see the barbs hit home as Engelbrecht, in speechless desperation, was trying to keep control of himself, not to 

let his rage show.  

Relentlessly he pressed on: “You know, if you were a true officer and gentleman, you would at least take me to the 

bathroom and shoot me there, where they’ll be able to clean up afterwards – there it’ll be easy to wipe my blood off the tiles, 

and also the brown that you’ll probably be shitting, before you muster the courage to pull that trigger!” 

“Sharrup! Just sharrup, you impertinent bastard!” Gabriel Engelbrecht screamed, the veins standing out at his temples. 

He felt his hands tremble with anger and had difficulty keeping the pistol steady. This was not how he had envisioned it 

happening, not at all! He knew that he had to control his emotions – all his instructors had warned him about that – but this 

bragging Koevoet bastard was really getting under his skin. A bloody common cop, daring to compare himself to an elite 

soldier like him! Impinging upon his integrity as an officer like this, questioning his manliness and his fitness for the job! 

Challenging him, testing his courage, daring Gabriel to let him stand up – as if he, the executioner, pistol in hand, was 

scared of the condemned traitor! 

With enforced pretence at self-control and gentlemanly correctness, desperate to assert again his command over the 

situation, Engelbrecht motioned with the pistol for Steyn to get up, then hissed between his teeth: “Nou goed, meneer Steyn 

– let’s get this over with! If you’re really that desperate to save the lady the trouble of cleaning this room, let’s go then! Go 

on! To the bathroom!” 

Danie Steyn slowly, lithely, rose up from the bed and stood directly in front of Engelbrecht, staring him straight in the 

eye. Neither’s gaze wavered. Steyn lifted his hands, palms out, to shoulder height, and – as if in slow motion – turned 

around, his back to Engelbrecht, facing the bathroom door. Engelbrecht motioned irritably with the pistol that he should start 

walking…  
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Two metres short of the doorway, Steyn suddenly stopped in his tracks and looked back at his would-be executioner over 

his left shoulder, a look of total scorn on his face: “You’re going to shoot me in the back, aren’t you, you spineless 

coward?!”  

He felt the silencer prod him viciously in the back, twice. Just to the right of his spine, rather low down, since he was 

slightly taller than his assailant. Engelbrecht had moved right up behind him. Exactly what he had been waiting for…  

It was now, or never! 

In a flash, with a blur of movement, he initiated the attack sequence. Executing a plan of action that he had been 

rehearsing in his mind for the past minute, based on a set of moves imprinted upon his memory during his specialist VIP 

Protection training. Exploiting his physical fitness and the agility and strength the adrenaline coursing through his veins 

gave him, he spun round on the balls of his bare feet, anti-clockwise, and simultaneously chopped down with his left hand 

with all his force and all the speed that he could muster. The blade of his left hand struck the wrist holding the pistol a split 

second before Engelbrecht could pull the trigger. The bullet seared past his right hip, embedding itself in the bathroom wall 

behind the towel rail.  

Textbook!  

Just as his instructors had taught, so long ago – explaining that a determined, lightning-fast action like that would always 

beat the trigger finger. But it wasn’t over yet. His every sense told him that he was still only milliseconds away from death, 

as he saw Engelbrecht recover amazingly fast, a primordial snarl of rage escaping from his grimacing gape. 

Steyn kept spinning round, seamlessly crossing into the second phase of his action plan. His right hand struck out, hard 

like a claw, straight for Engelbrecht’s hate-filled eyes. He felt his nails tear into their target, into watery soft tissue, and with 

all the power and force he possessed he drove his fingers into the eye sockets of his would-be assassin.  

Engelbrecht uttered an unearthly scream of pain, dropping the gun as he instinctively upped his hands to try to protect his 

eyes. Blinded, he couldn’t see to protect himself against the continuous wave of attacking moves that Steyn launched, 

executing them with the perfection inspired by mortal fear.  

Still true to the textbook, Steyn instantly went over to the third phase. His right knee, driven up by his powerful thigh 

muscles, exploded against Engelbrecht’s unprotected scrotum. The assassin gasped, then howled again in pain and, as Steyn 

had anticipated, involuntarily folded forward. 

The fourth set in the chain of rehearsed actions, again driven by Steyn’s powerful legs, brought an end to Engelbrecht’s 

suffering. Permanently.  

As the would-be executioner was folding forward under the impact of the blow to his scrotum, Danie Steyn’s big hands 

grabbed him by the shoulders, pulling him further forward and down, using his own motion. Steyn’s right knee once again 

exploded upwards with tremendous force, this time finding Engelbrecht’s descending chin as the focal point for all that 

power. With a sickening crunch the head snapped back, the neck forced brutally past breaking point, and Danie Steyn felt 

the body instantly go limp in his hands. 

It was all over in less than ten seconds – as it had to be, for Danie to have been able to survive the peril of such a 

desperate move. With his breath coming in ragged gasps, he stared down at Engelbrecht. The realisation of how close to 

death he had come now suddenly weakened those very legs whose power had made him victorious. He had to fight to 

remain upright. 

“Brilliant!”  

The unfamiliar voice coming from the lounge froze Danie in that awkward position, still bent over his victim, not 

knowing whether it belonged to friend or foe. 

“Congratulations, Colonel! We only saw the last few moments of the show, but you perfectly executed that sequence of 

moves!” 

The relief that flooded through Danie Steyn – as he  realised, from the tone and remarks, that the person behind the voice 

was probably friendly – was almost too much for his still trembling knees to bear. Slowly he turned around to find not one, 

but two individuals in Oedipa’s living room, busy holstering their handguns. Both were of Semitic appearance, a man in his 

late thirties and a slightly younger-looking woman.  

“Mossad?” 

They both nodded.  

“We didn’t realise that this Latsky intended to kill you, so we wasted time picking the front door locks instead of bashing 

straight in, after we saw him enter. We would nevertheless have been able to stop the bastard from killing you if you hadn’t 

been so quick…” the katsa said.  

“How the hell did you know he would be here?” Steyn asked. 
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“Ever since this business first broke, our entire organisation has been focusing almost exclusively on it, with all our 

stations on highest alert. That’s why we, here in Paris, have been keeping this apartment under observation, on the off-

chance that it might lead somewhere.”  

Steyn was still perplexed. “Did I hear you call him ‘Latsky’?” 

The katsa nodded. “Our people first picked him up from traveller surveillance in Tel Aviv – matched his fingerprints to a 

member of the South African Special Forces who had trained with our paratroopers in the olden days. So our people decided 

to keep an eye on him, seeing what’s going on down in your country.  

“His real name’s David Latsky – the younger brother of this Commandant Adam Latsky who, until yesterday, was calling 

himself Levison. This David probably thought he’d be safe cooling his heels for a day or two in Israel, given that relations 

between our two countries nowadays aren’t as warm as they once were. That was his mistake, though. We were alerted here 

when he caught a return flight to Paris, via Rome. We picked up his trail at the airport.  

“We’d been giving him rope, trying to see who he meets with, who his contacts are. Extremely professional, though – the 

one known contact he made on that trip he blew sky-high within seconds of their brush meeting in the Bois de Boulogne …” 

Seeing Steyn’s raised eyebrows, he confirmed: “Yes, we believe he was the one who assassinated the ambassador, although 

we weren’t able to have a team in place in time to intercept him. He then went back to Switzerland after that, in quite a 

hurry. 

“In Geneva, where he stayed only briefly, he made no contacts that our surveillance team there could observe. A lone 

wolf. Then our station chief in Geneva alerted us that Latsky had taken the TGV back here, to Paris, after what must 

obviously have been some rush instructions that he received. We just missed him at the railway station – that damn train’s so 

fast – but, as I’ve said, luckily we’ve had this apartment under observation, and this morning it paid off when he showed up. 

“We wanted to sit him down and ask him a few pertinent questions. But now you’ve gone and, quite inconsiderately, just 

summarily snuffed him out...” the Israeli agent said, snapping his fingers expressively. “Who the hell do you think you are, 

anyway, Colonel?! Jack Bauer of ‘24’?” His grin and mock accusatory tone all helped to alleviate Steyn’s tension 

somewhat. 

Such was the relief he felt that Danie Steyn burst out laughing, loud and verging on hysteria. They shared in his laughter 

but then, just as quickly, the three of them realised once again the seriousness of the situation and how little time they 

probably had before Oedipa returned. 

“How did he know that I would be here?” Steyn asked, perplexed and concerned. 

The Mossad man shook his head. “Afraid I can’t help you with that, Sir. He got messages on his smartphone, probably 

from this TuGStaf – but who exactly from, and based on what sources, we don’t know. Do you want us to stay and help 

explain what happened to your hostess? Or ... could she…?  

Danie Steyn immediately grasped the implication. She could indeed have been the Delila who sold him out, he realised. 

And she was no friend of Israel – that much he had learnt the past few hours…  

“No! You must get out, please. Nobody must know about your presence here. Or what happened here. Not till I’m safely 

back in South Africa. I’m going to hide the body because I don’t want anything to stand in the way of me boarding that 

flight to Johannesburg – and if this unnatural death is officially reported, then they’ll surely keep me here! 

“In any event, the best manner of forcing them to give themselves away is for us – me – to pretend that nothing’s 

happened. See how they react when they see me alive…” 

The Mossad man signalled his agreement. “Fine – that makes sense. But let’s search the body first – we want that pistol, 

as well as any phones or hand-helds, keys, receipts, credit cards, anything that can help us trace his movements and his 

contacts.” He stepped forward, and quickly, expertly, he and Steyn stripsearched the corpse. Gabriel indeed had a 

smartphone on him, potentially a gold mine, as well as the keys of a rental car. 

The Katsa offered his hand to Danie. “It’s an honour, Colonel, shaking the hand of a clever and very brave man – what 

you did took real guts, Sir! And you can be sure that we’ll keep covering your back while you’re here.” 

The girl also shook Danie’s hand, with a grip that made him realise that she would be a tough adversary in unarmed 

combat. She spoke for the first time. “When next you have the opportunity to pass on a message to this Adam Latsky, 

Colonel, tell him that we don’t give a damn, one way or the other, about what transpires in this little war of secession of his, 

as long as he doesn’t use weapons that should rightfully be in our care right now – not in his hands! Tell him that if he does, 

then it will become very, very personal for us, and we will get him, no matter how long it takes!” Her eyes told Danie Steyn 

that she wasn’t bluffing. 

She saluted him, not perfunctorily, but a proper parade ground salute, and then the two of them were gone, as quietly and 

professionally as their entrance into the apartment must have been.   

 With his brain still in top gear, the ex-policeman forced his body to obey his commands. Quickly he stuffed the corpse 

under the bed, hidden by the valance. Luckily there was no blood. Feverishly he worked to ensure that there would be no 
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sign of the encounter to alert the casual observer to what had happened. In the bathroom there was the heavy slug from the 

.45 to deal with – it had torn through one of Oedipa’s luxuriously thick towels before splattering against the plaster behind 

the towel rail. With presence of mind he quickly exchanged the torn towel for a fresh one from the laundry cupboard and 

noticed with satisfaction that the bullethole was completely hidden. He knew that, fortunately, they’d be leaving for the 

airport soon, and that she was therefore unlikely to have the inclination to look either behind the towel rail or under the bed.  

All that mattered to him right now was that flight back to South Africa. There was no way that he was going to be kept in 

France for a police interrogation concerning Engelbrecht’s death. Therefore, there would be no reporting of the incident. No 

mention of it to anyone, not until he was safely back in South Africa. 

In any event, he first wanted to see how she would react when she came back from her croissant shopping and saw him 

still there, alive and kicking. Just in case she was in on this with Engelbrecht. Come to think of it, she was already taking 

suspiciously long about it – was it to give Engelbrecht time to do his dirty work? Could it be she who had let him into the 

apartment? Could she be in cahoots with TuGStaf, their broadcaster to the world, rather than their victim? 

As the idiom puts it – what the heart runneth over with, the mouth will spout forth. Could it be that her talk this morning 

about far-right conspiracies was inspired by a guilty conscience? By knowledge of the impending attack on him? How many 

people had known that he was to stay over at her apartment?  

In his days as a detective, he had quickly learnt never to trust an attractive female suspect, especially not when she started 

flouting her feminine charms without any solicitation, as this Oedipa had been doing the past twenty-four hours or so... 

..... 

Oedipa quickly glanced into the guest bedroom on the way to the kitchen and noted with a satisfied smile that Danie was 

still apparently fast asleep. Relaxed, she took her time preparing breakfast. Then, with the tray heavily laden, she walked 

into his room. She called his name softly and on the third call he stirred. 

Danie stretched out lazily, carrying on with this show of waking up, almost to excess – until she started laughing at his 

antics. He sat up, made himself comfortable against the pillow, and they tucked into the freshly baked croissants in silence. 

Oedipa had bought some French-style strawberry jam too – which had delayed her quite a bit, since her usual corner store 

didn’t have any and she had to walk two blocks to get it. She saw with satisfaction that he seemed to be enjoying the 

combination, though. Oedipa had noted before that he had a healthy appetite and that he took pleasure in satisfying it; she 

therefore ascribed his silence to that. 

Having finished her own quota of two croissants, she switched on the TV in the corner of the room. Danie watched her 

unobtrusively – thus far, nothing that she had said or done since returning had given him any reason to suspect that she had 

known of, or aided and abetted, his planned assassination. 

South Africa totally dominated the news. The lead story was that the African Union was busy assembling an intervention 

force to go in and “destroy once and for all any last vestige of Apartheid colonial militarism.” They were being promised 

financial support by the BRIC nations and Venezuela, and military support by Cuba. The UN Security Council was 

scheduled to meet later that week and feverish negotiations were already under way among the leading international 

stakeholder nations. The debate revolved around whether the AU intervention force should be given an international 

mandate to actually invade, as had been done in the case of Iraq, or whether a no-fly zone should be established, as was done 

in Libya’s case.   

The West, fearing a flood of refugees and possible escalation to the use of nuclear weapons, was still pleading for restraint 

and the imposition of a ceasefire, but there was no unanimity, not even in NATO ranks. Some were calling for a ceasefire to 

be back-stopped with a peace-keeping force to police it. What was noticeable, though, was that the easy talk of military 

action wasn’t readily matched by any offers to send troops or equipment for actual forward deployment – nobody wanted to 

risk having their boys or hardware fried by TuGStaf’s nukes. Oedipa noticed that the more sober commentators were calling 

for a return to the “rainbow nation” spirit of Mandela and De Klerk, and for all sides to respect the Accords of 1994 – with 

some even mentioning Section 235 of the Constitution, in particular. 

A commentator, quoting anonymous Western diplomatic sources and captains of industry, was emphasising that there was 

growing concern that the unfolding drama could provide an opportunity for Russia to try and engineer a kind of cartel for 

key mineral resources (of which Russia and South Africa, between them, held a vast proportion of world reserves) or for 

China – with its voracious appetite for raw materials – to try and gain control of South Africa’s mineral wealth by making 

the beleaguered Black government reliant on its support in order to survive. This commentator also stressed that the question 

of whether TuGStaf in fact possessed nuclear weapons and the means to deliver them would be absolutely crucial. The 

possession of such a deterrent would make the Volkstaat virtually untouchable militarily, and measures against it would 
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therefore have to be economic and financial. However, without weapons of mass destruction, the Volkstaat would prove to 

be no more than wishful thinking…  

At that moment Pierre Faure arrived at the apartment building. Oedipa confirmed that the concierge could let him in, and 

got up to go open the front door for him. Danie saw that the dapper little Frenchman was dog-tired and more than a bit 

frustrated, but he didn’t seem at all taken aback to find Steyn still in the land of the living.  

“How did your strategy sessions go this morning?” Oedipa promptly asked. “Any new initiatives that we should know 

about?”  

Faure expressively shook his head: “Whichever way we try to go with this, it’s going to result in problems for the West,” 

he replied. “It’s logical that ours will be the target countries for a stream of refugees. Nobody fleeing South Africa is going 

to be queuing up to get into the rest of Africa, or into Cuba or Venezuela – all those now beating the war drums! It will also 

be our economies, our investors, taking the financial knock – because, again, no one in that bloodthirsty gang has any real 

stake in the country as things stand.   

“But, should we publicly plead for moderation, for a ceasefire to hold back the two camps from going at each other’s 

throats, then we’ll be depicted as supporters of the supposedly racist Volkstaaters. Even if we should plead for a return to the 

1994 Accords, and dare to point out that none of this would have come to pass if it wasn’t for all this radical talk of a second 

revolution and negating the property rights ensconced in those Accords, we will still be seen as siding with the Whites 

against the Blacks. Which is also why we’re going to find it very, very difficult to veto the African Union intervention force 

in the UN Security Council. The USA with its large African-American vote won’t veto, and obviously neither will China or 

Russia. That will leave it up to us and the Brits…” Faure sighed, rolling his eyes heavenwards. 

 Oedipa stood, hands on hips, considering for a moment what the DGSE man had said. Then she summed up: “So, unless 

Latsky and his clowns do possess nuclear weapons, they can just as well pack it up, go sit quietly in a corner, and shoot 

themselves – rather than wait for some Cuban in a blue beret to come and do the honours! Their Volkstaat will be stillborn!” 

Both Faure and Steyn nodded their agreement with her analysis.  

“Nobody wants to learn the hard way that there actually are nukes out there, in rogue hands – nor does anyone want these 

weapons to fall under even more dubious control,” Faure said. “And nobody in his right mind – definitely no one in the 

West – wants to feel threatened by ballistic missiles being pointed at him and his loved ones by Boer zealots harbouring a 

Masada complex, who have unrealistic expectations and who have painted themselves into such a tight corner that they have 

nothing to lose by such a last throw of the dice. So – if indeed they do have such weapons, then all bets are off, all political 

correctness evaporates and you do and agree what you need to, simply in order to keep your cities safe!” he concluded. 

Steyn had heard enough about policy issues. All that mattered to him was whether that afternoon’s evacuation flight was 

still on. “And what about you, Pierre? Are you still going with us to South Africa this afternoon?” Danie wanted to know. 

“Definitely yes,” Faure replied. “The way things are developing now, it’s even more important that we have an alternative 

channel in place to try and mediate some kind of compromise – especially if TuGStaf does have atomic bombs that they hid 

away before 1994. My President therefore wants me there.” 

 “What’s our ETA in Johannesburg?” Oedipa and Steyn both asked, almost simultaneously. 

 “We will depart after lunch this afternoon. We’ve had to schedule our flight in such a way that we land after daybreak 

tomorrow in Johannesburg in case the airport lights and electrical systems don’t work. In any event, we first have to stop 

over at Leon Mba Airport in Libreville, Gabon, to fill up with fuel in case there isn’t any to be had in Jo’burg. That way, the 

plane with its load of refugees will be able to return to Libreville and disembark the passengers for processing. The plane 

will then keep on commuting between Leon Mba and Johannesburg to expedite the extraction, with other planes flying 

between Gabon and Paris. The largest French military base in Africa is right there, next to Leon Mba Airport…” 

Danie Steyn right away excused himself and stepped back into his room to phone Niel, wanting to inform him of his 

anticipated arrival time. Oedipa, however, did not let up on interrogating Faure.  

“What was the mood of the Quai and the Elysée about the fact that you guys in the intelligence services once again failed 

to forewarn that a mess like this was brewing?” she prodded.  

Faure drew up his shoulders, his head turned sideways and his bottom lip pushed out in a pout, in a typically Gallic 

gesture of innocence. It didn’t satisfy her, though, and – with an equally Gallic gesture – she signalled that she would not be 

letting him off this particular hook. Seeing that, he eventually deigned to answer. 

“Nothing to our faces, of course. But we know that our public standing isn’t exactly exalted, not after having failed to 

foresee the Berlin Wall coming down, the Twin Towers, the Arab Spring… But it isn’t only us, you know – which 

economists predicted the 2008 crash and Great Recession? Which journalist, for that matter, warned about this Operation 

Exodus? At least, from among our ranks, a number of analysts have written on the persistent concerns about Apartheid 

South Africa’s erstwhile nuclear programme, about rumours that such weapons may have been hidden prior to 1994… The 

problem is that nobody in authority took it seriously. 
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 “But the biggest failure of all, on our part as well as that of the powers that be in Pretoria, was to have failed to foresee 

that the ANC’s complete change of tack on the Rainbow Nation concept would kick open such a hornet’s nest! Nobody 

seems to have foreseen such reaction to the fact that Mandela and Mbeki’s rhetoric of reconciliation has been replaced in the 

public posturing of the ANC by vocal Africanist/Socialist populism, with radical demagogues stoking up emotions about a 

second revolution, about grabbing banks and nationalising assets – even brazenly about shooting Boers – without any 

opposition being voiced by ANC leaders or elders!   

“Mark my words – not foreseeing that this would inevitably elicit a powerful backlash from among Afrikaners, and 

Whites in general, will rate as the biggest single intelligence failure in this whole sorry South African saga!” 

.o0o. 
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Chapter 17 

 

The emergency evacuation flight to South Africa did not proceed in quite the pleasant manner that Oedipa had hoped 

for. She and Danie Steyn were seated next to each other – dwarfed by the huge, empty passenger cabin of the Airbus – but 

he was withdrawn and pensive. Something was obviously weighing heavily on his mind…   

At the start of the flight, she had chosen to take the seat next to him rather than stretch out in one of the many empty 

rows. However, he had virtually ignored all her attempts at conversation. Once or twice she even got the sense that, if he 

could have done so without affronting her, he would simply have got up and walked away – it was only his old-worldly 

sense of chivalry that kept him next to her. The only sustained conversation they had during the entire first leg of the flight 

was when he questioned her intensively about the night Engelbrecht had first visited her – how he had gained entry (she still 

didn’t know, herself); how he had behaved; and what did he look like, exactly? 

The stop-over in Libreville, where it had been necessary for them all to disembark while the plane was being pumped 

brimful with aviation fuel, was pure torment for Steyn. The plane had parked at the southern end of the runway, at the 

facilities that the Gabonese Air Force shared with the French military, who had their big base right next door – with the 

“summer palace” of the Gabonese president conveniently located right alongside. The VIP pavilion, usually reserved for 

foreign heads of state, was directly adjacent to the military facilities. Thankfully they had the use of the pavilion, where they 

were served refreshments while they waited. Oedipa immediately ordered a stiff Chivas, hoping that it would help her sleep 

during the last leg to Johannesburg, and then relaxed with her tumbler in hand on one of the sofas – knowing that there was 

no point in fretting about how long or short this stop-over would be. She could see, though, that Danie could not wait for 

them to get back up in the air, to complete the last four hours of flight so that he could be reunited with his family. Oedipa 

felt a surge of sympathy for him, wishing she could find a way to comfort him – if only she could get him to talk to her!   

Everybody looked decidedly grumpy that morning, she thought. Faure had earlier marched past and cast her a look as 

dark as any she had ever received from anyone…  What’s up with him? she wondered briefly, but then concentrated her 

efforts again on trying to brighten up the taciturn South African sitting across from her, who was impatiently drumming his 

knuckles on his thighs.   

After having sat like that, in silence, for what seemed like an eternity, one of the stewardesses at last came by to inform 

them that they would be reembarking in about ten minutes. Oedipa quickly got up to go visit the ladies’ room. 

She had just entered and was in the process of closing the door behind her when she felt it being brutally forced open 

again. Pierre Faure was unceremoniously pushing his way into the ladies’ room after her. He was pale with fury, his eyes 

flaming as he grabbed her by the shoulder with his left hand, turning her round to face him.  

“So...” he started scornfully. “You ran a search on me, did you? Saw fit to ask your editors to do a full background 

check! With some bullshit story about needing to look for right-wing connections – even asking that they dig up my past as 

a youngster, back in Africa!” He was stabbing his finger accusingly at her. “Didn’t you think that I was bound to be 

informed? That I was bound to find out about your stupid, paranoid bloody snooping?!” 

Oedipa contemptuously looked him up and down, then expressively removed his hand from her shoulder before she 

deigned to answer, her own anger and aversion plainly showing. 

 “To be quite honest, Monsieur Faure, the possibility did cross my mind. I actually thought that you’ll find out. Fact is, 

though, that I didn’t give a shit then that you might, and now that you have, I still couldn’t fucking care less that you did!  

“I’m so damn tired of being manipulated and exploited by all you duplicitous bastards! I know you’re all up to your 

necks into secretive little intrigues, while using me for your own ends! I’m not one of your bloody intelligence games’ 

‘useful idiots’, you know! I can see there’s more to this whole fucking thing than meets the eye! I deserve to know what’s 

going on – who I’m dealing with. That’s why I asked, and will ask again! Not just for the sake of getting to the bottom of 

this story, but mostly for my own mental wellbeing!” 

 “So – you suspect me?!” Faure lashed back.  “What the fuck of?   

“Not suspect, you abruti! That’s not the right word – unless you believe there’s reason for me to suspect you of 

something! I’m simply following up on all possible lines of investigation, with an open mind. I’m an investigative journalist, 

for God’s sake! And it struck me as newsworthy that you’ve been punting exactly the same line as Roux on a ceasefire – a 

notion that will clearly benefit this TuGStaf…” 

Faure threw his hands up in the air, screaming at her to shut up. “Ta gueule! You’re unbelievable, you know that?! 

Completement débile!” For a moment he seemed at a loss for words before he picked up steam again: “You … you … 

fucking stupid bleeding heart liberal! You, with your pious bloody political correctness! Just remember that you know but 

one small part of this story! There are other roleplayers involved here as well, not just the ones you know of! And what you 
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want to see as a conspiracy is nothing but diplomacy! There cannot be a solution to this without dialogue, and there cannot 

be dialogue without a time-out, imbécile!” 

Faure was panting, his agitation forcing him to pause, to catch his breath. When he continued, he was slightly calmer, 

though still as withering: “In any case, my job is to protect France and her people, not to go round this benighted continent 

like some kind of proselytising missionary, trying to make saints out of the warlords and criminals who rule here! You 

remember what happened in Madrid a few years ago, when Al Qaeda blew up those commuter trains and some forty people 

died?  They claimed that they did it because the then Spanish government had stood with George Bush and participated in 

the war in Iraq. Remember? That Spanish government fell within a week! Now – think for a minute. What do you reckon 

would happen today, to a French government siding with those who want an intervention force instead of calling for 

dialogue in South Africa, if these TuGStaf generals then use their expertise and weapons to blow up one of our cities with a 

nuclear bomb?  Do you want that to be the price of your liberal principles?”  

She was now equally riled: “And what about this thing between you and André Roux?! Is he manipulating you, using 

you like they’re trying to use me, or are you cosying up to him for some … other reason?” she asked bitingly. 

Faure again threw his arms in the air, looking flabbergasted. He couldn’t immediately find a suitable retort and swung 

around, grabbing the door knob, to leave. But then he changed his mind and paused to address her over his shoulder. 

“You’d better watch it, Oedipa! You’re playing with fire, and you’re making matters that are way over your head even 

more complicated by poking your nose into them! There’s just too much at stake here – for South Africa, but also for France 

and the West... So, just as you are watching me, I’ll be watching you in turn – you and your new toy, Danie Steyn!” 

Oedipa wasn’t about to allow herself to be threatened without retaliating, and there was no way, either, that she was 

going to let Faure have the last word. 

 “You’d better not forget where my nickname comes from! This Oedipa… If you know anything about Greek 

mythology, then you’ll remember the story of Oedipus – the solver of riddles! I’m going to figure out this riddle, what’s 

really going on here – like, who’s in bed with whom. And I’ll figure you out as well, Pierre Faure – of that you can be 

fucking sure!” 

Faure just shook his head, as if she’s hallucinating, then slammed the door behind him. 

 “Fucking moffie!” she thought, and then mentally chastised herself for harbouring such an unliberal sentiment… 

..... 

     The streets of Johannesburg were ominously empty below their wing as they circled the city on their landing 

approach shortly after daybreak. The usually bustling international airport was also strangely devoid of aircraft activity, 

without international craft in sight and with planes belonging to local carriers grounded due to the fuel, maintenance and 

insurance issues.   

Oedipa also recalled having seen on CNN, while they were waiting in the VIP in Libreville, that a number of crews and 

planes of South African domestic carriers had absconded to airports in the Western Cape under the control of TuGStaf. She 

could easily imagine just how many civilian aircraft, of various types and sizes, the Volkstaaters would have been able to 

muster with the aid of sympathetic flight crews, commercial fleet owners, farmers and the like – because South Africa 

abounded with private planes.  

Steyn’s first action upon stepping onto South African soil was to phone his son Niel on his smartphone – fortunately the 

system was still working. Niel confirmed that he and Sus were ready to drive over to the Chancery of the French Embassy to 

pick him up. It was located on Melck Street in the exclusive Muckleneuk suburb of Pretoria, which bordered on the even 

more select Waterkloof.  According to Niel, Pete had also said that he would be there to greet Danie. The French 

Ambassador had arranged a convoy of vehicles to transport Pierre Faure, Oedipa and Danie Steyn from the airport to the 

embassy chancery in Pretoria, and Danie therefore told Niel to be at the Melck Street address in three-quarters of an hour.   

The ex-Colonel then tried to phone his Uncle Lukas, but still without success. With Tienie on Groenplaas he had more 

luck. 

 “Haai Tienie-man! I’m phoning to quickly tell you that I’m back here in South Africa! I must say, neef, I simply can’t 

believe how totally you bunch of right-wing lunatics have messed up the place in my absence, in even just these brief few 

days! What’s going on with your kind, hey? Have you hoisted the Volkstaat’s new vierkleur flag over Groenplaas yet?” he 

teased. 

Tienie Steyn’s reaction wasn’t as light-hearted – far from it. Danie could immediately hear from his tone of voice that 

the traumatic events of especially the past twenty-four hours had exacted their toll on even this tough as nails soldier/farmer.    

Tienie related with a minimum of words the incident he’d been involved in the day before, on the main road running past 

Namahadi. He mentioned the theft of the veldt cattle and the burning of the neighbours’ mealie harvest – his was already in, 

thank God… 
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 “You remember Flippie – Phillip – the Engelsman pharmacist? Well, Danie, he told me and dominee last week, even 

before this kak hit the fan, that he’s taking his wife and daughter to settle in England, that they’re emigrating. I must be 

honest, man – then already I couldn’t really fault his logic.  Now even less so!” 

Danie was surprised to hear his cousin speak in such negative terms but couldn’t blame him for it. For days now, and 

especially on the interminable flight back from Paris, he himself had been struggling with the conundrum of what to do in 

order to keep his children safe, and to advance their education. Not only wondering what he should do, but also what he now 

could afford to do, given the means at his disposal. With the currency in tatters, with the property market effectively dead 

and with new barriers going up everywhere against South African passport holders as countries tried to pre-empt an influx 

of refugees, it was now going to be more than tough to get in anywhere else – in fact, virtually impossible, he realised. And 

what would he do over there for a living, anyway? Just thinking about it made him want to shoot someone, he thought in a 

flush of anger – but who? Those idiots of TuGStaf with their Eksodus, or those equally idiotic radical demagogues in the 

ANC who had set the scene with their corruption and flippant talk of a second revolution – that much, he hadn’t yet figured 

out…   

Point was – as Tienie had just reminded him with his reference to Flippie also now leaving – millions of White South 

Africans were now caught in this same trap. If human beings felt threatened to the point where “fight or flight” was their 

only choice, but flight subsequently turns out to be impossibly difficult or expensive, isn’t fight then all that remains? 

“And you, Tienie? What are you and Marita going to do, you two and the boys?” 

“They’re already in town, Danie, in Frankfort. I’ll also be going up there, later today, so that we can put our heads 

together and see what the hell we can still do - because if things aren’t quickly going to come right, then we certainly won’t 

be able to stay here on the farm. A few minutes ago I heard on the Volkstaat radio the shocking new number for farm 

murders the past twenty-four hours; numbers that are absolutely horrific. The population groups are now so polarised that I 

really don’t know if the few remaining moderates will ever again be able to bring back peace to this land…” 

“But what about the rainbow nation dream?” Danie asked. “Our achievements? Winning two rugby world cups, staging 

a successful soccer tournament…” 

 “That spirit’s all gone, Danie – irretrievably lost, it seems, the moment that this TuGStaf ripped open the old Apartheid 

wounds, no matter whether they had intended to or not.” 

“And you, Tienie? What are you doing now? What will happen to Groenplaas?” Danie wanted to know. 

Tienie’s voice was heavy with nostalgia and sorrow. “I’m sitting here in the old family cemetery, neef, under the blue 

gum trees on the ridge. If you look at the dates on the gravestones and you see how far back in time they go, for how long 

we Steyns have been working this land, then it’s not easy to think that you may be forced to leave this place behind, in order 

that your offspring may have a life… I’m cleaning up here now; this is the last thing that I intend to do before I go back up 

to Frankfort and Marita… Will you be at your house tonight so I can phone you there and we can discuss this properly?”    

Danie answered in the affirmative and, with a lump in his throat, terminated the call. Was all of this really unavoidable, 

as Latsky had been insisting when he justified their actions as pre-empting a second Zimbabwe? Or could things have been 

different? Could the rainbow nation have worked if everybody had put in a greater effort? If its main beneficiaries, of whom 

Whites like himself were not the least, had better understood what the ghastly alternative would be? 

As they drove into Pretoria from the south-east, Danie for the first time really took in and reflected upon the surrounding 

suburban scenery, appreciating it in its socio-political context. He was mentally comparing the suburbs they were driving 

past to what he remembered the area had looked like prior to 1994. Looking at it in this way, he was astounded by the 

change. He had not fully realised before to what extent the White residential areas had expanded since 1994, and how 

luxurious even the middle-class areas had become. He remembered André Roux remarking, one evening at Rhymer’s in the 

BVI, that there was an easy way to prove that 1994 hadn’t been so much the uhuru, or liberation, of the Blacks, as it had 

been that of the Whites. All one needed to do, Roux said, was to compare aerial photographs of pre-1994 to those of the 

present day – photographs of the residential areas of the two race groups, that is. There had been a veritable explosion of 

upscale White housing, gobbling up land, compared to the relative paucity of land that had been converted to new Black 

housing. To make matters worse, the latter were mostly “informal settlements” or, to call a spade a spade, shanty towns of 

grossly inadequate squatter shacks. 

It was true, he now acknowledged – the wealth gap, the discrepancy in the standard of living, had grown much bigger 

since the demise of Apartheid, and demonstrably so. For the first time, he thought about how the average Black person must 

feel, witnessing this every single day, in a country with real unemployment above 40%... He should have realised – he and 

all the fortunate ones like him – that this situation would create an ideal breeding ground for populist rabble-rousers to 

polarise and radicalise the masses, trapped as they are in a state of poverty and misery even direr than under Apartheid. 

Service delivery was pathetic; living conditions in the shacks were sure to be hell, and life’s miseries were compounded by 
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rampant crime under corrupt, non-functional police and judicial systems… Granted, it was the Black government that was 

responsible, not the Whites – but who had the most to lose…? 

It suddenly struck him that this situation was very relevant to understanding the conundrum of rural land reform as well. If 

he imagined himself living in a shack in an informal settlement, having to raise Niel and Sus under such conditions, without 

a formal job and with no assets except for the threads on his back, how would he feel? Suddenly Danie Steyn realised that 

the White tendency to assess the net result of Zimbabwe-style “reform” from the objective angle of its impact on agricultural 

production and on the national economic interest, was missing the point entirely. One had to try to understand the appeal 

that such policies held from the perspective of the individuals who make up the poverty-stricken mass of Black people living 

from hand to mouth. As individual human beings, they felt forgotten by society. So they, in turn, didn’t feel they owed any 

duty of care to society at large, or to its macro-economic interests. To them it was the most micro of micro-economics – a 

simple personal calculation – namely that having an own piece of land somewhere, no matter how rudimentary their farming 

effort, would obviously amount to a vast step up in their own personal wealth. Viewed in this way, it was understandable 

that they wouldn’t care one iota about how poorly their production may compare to that of the commercial farmer that had 

been pushed off the land. 

And there were many millions of such poor, to whom the power-hungry demagogues could hold out this almost 

irresistible personal carrot as a means of securing their vote – in order to be able to take over first the ANC, and then the 

government…  

The convoy pulled into the embassy parking lot, having been waved through the gate in the palisade fence. As the 

vehicle came to a halt in front of the modern building with its clay-brick façade, Danie Steyn pushed open the door and leapt 

out with the agility that Oedipa had come to associate with his lithe body.   

Sus, a beautiful blonde-headed girl, ran straight into Danie’s open arms while Niel, already as tall as his father but built 

even more strongly, hung back to wait his turn. Behind the young man was a dark-headed, slightly-built slip of a girl who 

stood shyly waiting to be introduced. 

Oedipa was touched by this tableau of family reunion. After finally managing to extricate an arm from Susan’s embrace, 

Danie formally shook hands with Niel, then pulled him close and held the big boy-man against him as well. Oedipa thought 

that she could see a tear starting to trickle down his cheek… 

A slightly older man now also approached to shake hands with Danie – his boss, Pete, Oedipa surmised. Then Niel led 

his father by the hand to where the girl with the delicate Malay features was waiting. Oedipa, who had instinctively moved 

closer, heard the young man proudly introduce Farida Essop as his “meisie”, his girlfriend. Danie Steyn immediately liked 

Farida’s manner of returning his handshake and looking him straight in the eye, neither submissively nor with challenge, just 

with warmth and dignity. She was the first to speak up: “I hope that soon I too will be able to introduce my father to you 

all…” she said softly. 

 “We will find him for you, my girl – that, I promise you!” Danie replied, touched by the way in which she had raised 

the subject that was weighing so heavily upon her mind. Their eyes locked and she sensed that this was a man to trust, who 

wasn’t just saying what she wanted to hear. For Danie, locating Izak Essop at that moment took on a special importance; in 

this state of chaos and near anarchy, it was something humane that he could focus his talents on, something that he suddenly 

desperately wanted to do. He turned to his colleague. 

  “Pete? Any news about Mr. Essop? Any leads yet, for us to follow?” 

Pete hesitated a moment, looking first in Farida’s direction, as if considering whether he should tell what he knew within 

earshot of her. Oedipa saw Niel’s big fist tighten around the girl’s hand, saw Farida’s chin lift, with strength showing in the 

set of her eyes. Pete noticed this, too, and took it as a sign for him to proceed with what he had to say. 

“Our sources are quite positive that he’s among the people who are being detained in a makeshift kind of concentration 

camp out on the Farm – you know, that place on the other side of Rietfontein?  The NIA is rumoured to have put up a 

barbed-wire cage there and most of the people who were picked up on that first morning were taken there for processing… 

The rumours that have begun circulating about the place are unfortunately not good – sounds very much like Quattro camp 

in Angola, in the eighties…” 

 “Well, all the more reason to get Mr. Essop out of there – and the sooner the better!” Danie Steyn said determinedly. 

“But first I want to quickly go greet my mother at my house, then visit the cemetery – Susan’s grave…” 

His mention of the cemetery for some reason made Steyn swing round to face Oedipa. He gave her a strange look, made 

as if to speak, but then thought the better of it. Pierre Faure had, in the meantime, approached Pete to introduce himself. The 

French military attaché now stepped forward to greet Danie and Oedipa, a handshake that Steyn performed perfunctorily, 

without real interest. He started steering his kids out of the gate, in the direction of his SUV that Niel had parked outside, up 

against the sidewalk.  
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“How are we going to stay in contact with each other?” Oedipa asked anxiously, as he reached to unlock the big 

bakkie’s door.  

“With our cell phones, I would guess,” Steyn replied matter-of-factly. “I presume that you’ll be based here at the 

embassy?” 

Faure, who had also followed them out onto the pavement outside the palisade fence, now interceded; somewhat 

concerned that if he didn’t, Oedipa might well try and take off with the Steyns. 

 “Yes, that was the condition upon which we agreed to allow Oedipa to come along to South Africa – that she would stay 

here at the embassy, to be within our reach and that of our communications systems in case Latsky tries to contact her again. 

Colonel Fabergé, the attaché, will be my back-up here should I be out and Oedipa needs someone to convey information to.” 

Danie Steyn switched on the diesel engine of his 4X4 and then looked at Oedipa and Faure in turn, with that same 

strange look he had given her earlier. He cleared his throat, checked that the kids were strapped into their seat belts, released 

the handbrake and then said with forced nonchalance: “Please contact the DGSE and the Police in Paris, will you? Tell them 

to go look in Oedipa’s flat, under the bed in the guest room where I slept. There’s a corpse stuffed in there – your friend 

Gabriel Engelbrecht…”  He was looking at Oedipa as he uttered this last phrase. 

 “What?!” Oedipa and Faure shouted simultaneously, with total incredulity. Their surprise seemed very genuine to 

Steyn, unless they were both Oscar-quality actors... 

 “What the hell do you mean – Engelbrecht dead, in my apartment? What the fuck are you talking about?” Oedipa’s face 

showed anger and alarm. 

Danie had purposely not mentioned the death of Engelbrecht before, because he had not wanted to be delayed in Paris by 

a police investigation and also because he wasn’t sure who may have been in on the plot to kill him. Now, however, he was 

safely on South African soil, in his own vehicle, outside the embassy perimeter. 

He scrutinised Oedipa’s face, then said with a trace of accusation in his voice: “Engelbrecht came calling straight after 

you popped out for the croissants…” 

He saw Oedipa flinch as the implication registered with her.  

Steyn continued matter-of-factly: “He called me a traitor; said he had received instructions from up high to execute 

me…” 

“Mon Dieu!” Oedipa exclaimed, her hands half covering her face. “In my house!”   

Faure was less emotional, keen to know the details: “What happened?” he prompted, having noticed that Danie Steyn 

was naturally being taciturn, in front of the children. 

The ex-Special Branch man hesitated, feeling his daughter’s hand on his shoulder. “Well... Let’s just say he wasn’t as 

good as he thought... So now it’s him there, under the bed, with a broken neck – instead of me lying there, with a bullet in 

the back of my head.” 

Faure saw that he wasn’t going to get any more of the details out of Steyn. Frustrated and not entirely understanding the 

situation, he changed tack somewhat. “Merde, Danie! I’m awfully sorry to hear about this, but why the hell didn’t you tell us 

straight away? Immediately after it happened?  Then we could perhaps have traced his accomplices!” 

Danie Steyn said nothing, just scrutinised Faure very intently. 

Oedipa, with comprehension dawning, now wore an expression of shock as she steadied herself against the side of the 

SUV. Her voice sounded hollow, as empty as she suddenly felt inside. “I don’t think that he…” Her voice wavered, but then 

she managed to blurt out: “He obviously didn’t trust us! He suspected us of complicity – especially me!” 

 The realisation that Danie Steyn had in fact suspected her was more upsetting than the earlier thought that she could 

have lost him, dead – killed by that monster, Gabriel Engelbrecht. 

Before anyone could add anything, the sudden roar of a jet fighter had everybody in their small group scanning the 

heavens. It flashed overhead, having come up from the south, low over Waterkloof Ridge behind them. 

Inside the twin-seater Gripen the young blond pilot pushed the nose further down, to get a good visual orientation of the 

area around the Union Buildings. He had not been going fast, conserving fuel and wanting to have a proper look, to freshen 

his memory. There weren’t any tall buildings ahead to hinder his approach, but the Meintjieskop ridge behind the Union 

Buildings had to be kept in mind… 

Satisfied, he swung the plane into a wide circle to the right, eastward over Loftus Versfeld Stadium, and rapidly started 

increasing speed in a steep climb back towards the south, the powerful Volvo turbo-engine forcing him back into the seat. 

That Gripen was the first one to have been delivered by the Swedes to the flight test centre at Overberg (the old missile 

control facility) where it had been equipped with the armament that most of the handful of craft that had followed were still 

lacking.  

 Oedipa and the others on the sidewalk outside the Embassy saw the jet climb into the clear blue Highveld sky above 

Fort Klapperkop, then do an almost vertical roll-turn, before it came screaming down in a power dive that took it almost 
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directly overhead again, on a trajectory that aimed straight at the seat of government – the Union Buildings. As it flashed 

past, they could clearly see the roundel with the five-pointed castle under its wings.   

The sonic boom struck them a few seconds after this delta-winged angel of death almost grazed the red tiled roof of the 

imposing seat of government, passing dead centre between the two clock towers that flanked the amphitheatre at its centre. 

Again the silver jet climbed steeply into the blue sky, turning 180 degrees over the northern suburbs of Pretoria, before it 

dived screaming down once more, retracing its route between the twin towers, in the opposite direction.   

The young man behind the controls, who had lost his parents in a farm murder, fought to control the intense upwelling of 

emotion within him. His finger was itching to engage the trigger mechanism of the Mauser BK27 rapid fire cannon, but his 

instructions had been clear and precise – just a mock attack, no weapons. Just show them how quickly and easily we can 

come and get them… 

On the ground, the spectators saw the Gripen slow down and bank to the west, to pass over the CBD of Pretoria, where it 

executed a perfect low-level victory roll before heading south again, to the nascent Volkstaat from whence it had come. 

 The Attaché whistled through his teeth, an involuntary sign of both his relief and professional appreciation for the 

display of flying skill. “Well, it’s the first time that they stage an air attack, albeit a mock one…” he said. “This little war of 

ours may just be at the point of escalating!” 

The mock attack had made Danie Steyn even more anxious to be on his way, with so much that he wanted to do. He 

turned to Oedipa: “Next time you speak to Latsky, tell him his brother is dead – Engelbrecht was his younger brother, 

David. And pass on a warning to him from the Mossad – the katsas say that if he fools around with stuff that rightly belongs 

to them, they’ll take it very personally and they’ll definitely come get him, no matter how long it takes!” He let the clutch 

out and nudged the Toyota’s nose into the street. Oedipa reached out as if to try and stop him, but he just waved and 

accelerated away.  

Faure saw how stricken she looked. Regretting now his outburst back in Libreville, he impulsively went up to her and 

took her elbow in a gesture of support, then steered her back towards the Chancery’s front entrance. “Who are these katsas 

that he was talking about?” she asked Faure, in a daze. 

“Mossad. It’s their term for their field officers. Our friend Colonel Steyn must have been maintaining contact with them, 

without letting us in on the little secret. The Mossad obviously wants you to tell Latsky that if he resorts to nuclear weapons 

– what they regard as their nuclear weapons – then they’ll take serious umbrage. That it will be an offence punishable by 

death, at the hands of one of their famous death squads. Must be them, as well, who told Steyn that Engelbrecht’s real name 

was David Latsky. The bastards haven’t shared any of this with us, as far as I know – apparently just with him.”      

Oedipa absorbed Faure’s matter-of-fact explanation in silence, now even more confused and perplexed. Danie Steyn 

secretly working with the Mossad? Who in this bunch that she’s been mixed up with, against her will, were not in cahoots 

with some or other foreign intelligence service? But him…? More smoke and mirrors, where she least expected it… 

Faure again gently tugged at her elbow. “Viens, I’ll arrange through La Piscine that the police and the DST go collect the 

body and run the necessary forensics. I’ll also ask La Piscine to follow up with Mossad, to see what they’re willing to share 

with us on the incident. But it’s done now: we cannot allow it to distract us from the task at hand. I want Colonel Fabergé to 

brief us on the military situation…” he tried to entice her mind back to her journalistic interests “…I’m sure that you’ll want 

to write about that, for your papers, won’t you?” 

Listlessly she followed him, through the security doors into the Chancery lobby, and then down the passage to the 

Colonel’s office. It was with some difficulty that she finally managed to let the incident with Steyn go and focus her 

attention on the military man’s briefing. 

 “Notwithstanding the little air display that we’ve just witnessed – which was probably some kind of warning, a 

demonstration of their capabilities – the conventional military situation has actually been quite stable and free of any 

incidents of regular combat. Both sides have maintained a wait-and-see attitude, avoiding large-scale confrontation. The 

Government has not tried to attack TuGStaf’s deployments and the Volkstaaters haven’t tried to go beyond their initial 

deployments – that is, outside the Western Cape and the urban areas of what they call the federal metropoles, namely 

Pretoria and Bloemfontein.” 

Fabergé paused a moment, ready to answer any questions they might have. A young NCO in French naval uniform 

knocked and then poked her head in. When she saw that Fabergé had visitors, she quickly conveyed that she’d received 

word that the mock attack had caused just about every window in the Union Buildings – and in many surrounding edifices 

as well – to shatter, but that fortunately nobody seemed to have been seriously injured. Fabergé nodded, then briefly 

introduced Pierre and Oedipa to his assistant before continuing with his elucidation of the security situation.  

“In the rural areas, things have unfortunately not been as stable as they’ve been between the opposing conventional 

forces. Small groups not under anybody’s control, and often made up of criminals, have opportunistically been attacking 

isolated farms and businesses. One of the causes for this is that many farmers and businessmen have opted to leave their 
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properties and seek safety in the nearest town or city. Obviously this has resulted in a kind of competition to occupy and 

claim these abandoned assets. We’re seeing a repeat of Zimbabwe’s ‘war veteran’ syndrome, with self-proclaimed freedom 

fighters who reckon they should enjoy preference in acquiring these spoils for themselves. Those who are not lucky enough 

to simply stumble across such an abandoned property then band together to attempt to occupy farms that are still inhabited 

by resident White farmers.   

“Many of these farmers have, out of self-defence, informally revived the commando system of old. Of course, there are 

also clusters of White right-wing extremists who are trying to proclaim their own non-contiguous parcels of land as part of a 

Volkstaat, in different parts of the country far beyond the Western Cape. As I said, a compounding factor has been the 

criminal element, which is exploiting the chaos and breakdown in law and order to the hilt.” 

Faure wanted to know what Fabergé’s assessment was of where the military situation was headed.  The attaché answered 

with complete conviction, not borne out of typical French know-it-all arrogance, but on the strength of very definitive 

professional analyses, which he said had been shared by the British and the Germans.  

 “In a nutshell, we are now in a phase of consolidation and anticipation – what the English call a ‘Phony War’. In the 

short term, TuGStaf – who, as initiator, enjoyed the initial element of surprise in deploying their forces strategically – will 

now have a clear advantage in the event of serious hostilities of a conventional nature breaking out. In the long term, though, 

it will be a different story. If TuGStaf has to deal with widespread internal civil unrest, plus the need to protect White 

refugees, and then – on top of all of that – also have to ward off an international intervention force, then their forces will be 

overwhelmed. Especially since an intervention force will obviously first degrade TuGStaf’s means of resistance from the air 

and by means of ship-launched missiles. In that way TuGStaf will systematically be annihilated and overwhelmed over time, 

just as happened to the Serbs, the Iraqis and Gaddafi’s forces.   

“That is, of course, unless TuGStaf does indeed possess force multipliers cum deterrents like the nuclear arsenal and 

missiles that they have been bragging with. If they do have such WMDs at their disposal, then they will very likely be able 

to entirely dissuade international forces from intervening, or – if there are countries willing to run that risk – destroy their 

troop concentrations in the forward staging areas that such an intervention force will of necessity have to set up, within 

range. All I know is that I certainly won’t want to send our boys up front if they are going to be exposed to such weapons – 

knowing, also, that this TuGStaf can direct those missiles at my own home cities if they really want to go for broke…” 

 Faure nodded vigorously, in full accord with Fabergé.  

“Everything – absolutely everything – hinges on the question of the nukes.”  

..... 

Tienie Steyn was busy cleaning the second-from-last tombstone in the family graveyard when he saw the bakkies 

approach the farmstead below, along the old dirt track. Three of them. The same ones that he’d had to direct his dissuasive 

fire upon the day before, on the main road next to Namahadi Township… 

He wasn’t in the mood for company, wishing to finish the task of cleaning up the graveyard before he had to leave. He 

hadn’t done it in a while, he realised with a tinge of guilt, and it had now become a form of penance, this tidying up of the 

small fenced-in enclosure in the shade of the tall blue gums, where all his forebears who had built up Groenplaas reposed. 

Because he knew, in his heart of hearts, that things were about to change – probably irreversibly. That perhaps he would be 

the last Steyn to own and care for this lush piece of land… 

The motley bunch below had stopped short of the farmstead, at a safe distance from the house. The sight of them 

alighting from their vehicles with rifles in hand made him shift back cautiously, deeper in amongst the gravestones. He’d 

heard that Johnnie Muller had sworn, loud and wide, to have him killed for the bullets he had put through both of those fat 

calves… Tienie had his Sako hunting rifle at hand, having run out of bullets for the AK-47, but the last thing he now wanted 

to do was to fire another shot in anger at a fellow human being. 

 “Tienie Steyn, jou kafferboetie! (Nigger lover!) Come out of that house and show your face so we can bash it in for you 

for what you did to Johnnie!” 

Tienie recognised the man shouting in the direction of the house as Johnnie Muller’s foreman. The bastard sounded well 

oiled – probably had a good few slugs of brandy and coke to build up some Dutch courage before he dared come here, 

Tienie thought with a mix of bitterness and anger. Despite his rising ire, he controlled himself, not wanting to give away his 

position, behind and above them. 

 “Tienie Steyn! Come out if you’re a man! Otherwise, we’ll burn your fokken house down round your ears!” 

Tienie felt his anger now flare white-hot in his guts. His resentment at the events of the past few days, which he realised 

were about to sweep away any vestige of a normal existence for average, law-abiding citizens like himself, suddenly 

acquired focus – and the focus of that fury were these lunatic White right-wingers. Ten of them, challenging him on his own 
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land, daring him to come out and face them – if he was a man! To top it all, threatening to burn down the farmstead of his 

forefathers – exactly like the blêddie joiners did during the Anglo-Boer War! It seemed as if farm burning still ran in the 

Mullers’ joiner genes, he thought grimly, suddenly totally determined not to allow that to happen again… 

The ringleader now started approaching the house at a crouch, moving cautiously from cover to cover, only getting that 

brave because of it dawning on him that Tienie probably wasn’t home. The man picked up a fist-sized stone from Marita’s 

rockery and threw it, shattering one of the large living room windows. When this drew no reaction, the vandal cursed vilely 

and called one of his sidekicks to come forward. Tienie saw that the second attacker carried what looked like a jerrycan with 

fuel. 

The custodian of Groenplaas felt his hand move as if by its own volition, gripping the smooth stock of the Sako with the 

Leupold scope. The searing anger inside him had turned into a glacially cold, calculating bitterness. It was idiots like these, 

with their far-right nonsense, who had turned the whole country on its head; who were now bent on destroying his heritage, 

the work of generations of Steyns, here in the fertile bend of the Wilge River. Suddenly decided, he moved the butt of the 

hunting rifle up against his shoulder – if they continued to try and burn down his home, then they would get what they 

deserved. 

Tienie Steyn calmly took dead aim, resting the barrel across the marble of his grandfather’s grave, and squeezed off a 

shot that kicked up dust at the foreman’s feet. 

 “Haai! You there! You stupid bastards! Stop it! Stop what you’re doing, right now! If any one of you idiots does 

anything irresponsible, then you’ll all bleed here today, you hear! Go on – get back in your bakkies and get the hell out of 

here before I strip my moer!” 

The foreman froze. He could see the barrel of the Sako pointing right at him and, like everybody else in the district, he 

knew full well that Tienie Steyn was the best shot around. The others also suddenly tried their very best to appear to be 

paragons of innocence, backtracking cautiously in the direction of the bakkies. 

All but one. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Tienie saw Jimmy Louw, Johnnie’s useless son-in-law, dive in behind one of the bakkies, 

going to ground behind one of its rear wheels, his rifle to his shoulder. 

 “Jimmy! Don’t!” Tienie shouted out, but then he saw the barrel jump and heard branches crack above him. The 

reverberating bang of the shot broke the spell for the others, who now also dived in behind whatever cover they could reach. 

One of the bakkies did take off, back up the dirt road towards town, but a half dozen of the braver – or more intoxicated – 

right wingers started throwing lead at Tienie’s position. Their fire was wayward, shooting up-hill at a target they couldn’t 

properly see, but ricochets did start howling off tombstones around the ex-paratrooper. 

Tienie Steyn grimly took aim, lining up the Sako’s sight with the fuel tank of the foreman’s bakkie. The dull boom of the 

tank exploding reached him a split second after he saw the hind quarters of the bakkie jump and burst into a ball of flame. 

With calm deliberateness, he lined up the second bakkie and got the same result. 

 “Stop this now!” He shouted above the din. “This is crazy, shooting at one another like this – can’t you see? Stop firing 

and I’ll let you walk back to town, unharmed!” 

It must have been the drink, plus the fury at seeing their bakkies burn, or just plain trigger-happiness – because the shots 

kept ringing out. Tienie refrained from responding, hoping that the emotions would dissipate, that they would come to their 

senses… 

Then it happened. 

Tienie Steyn gasped and winced. A bullet had glanced off a granite tombstone, to his left and slightly below him, and the 

mangled piece of lead had torn into his side, below the rib cage. The force with which it struck spun him round. His left 

hand, with which he had instinctively grabbed at the pain, came away covered in his own pulsing blood. A ricochet! he 

realised, with instant and total clarity – a deformed piece of metal that would have spun, tumbled and torn through his soft 

innards.  There could be no illusions about what that meant for his chances of survival. With cold certainty he knew that he 

would die there that day, there among the graves of his forefathers. A painful death, like all gut shots; killed by a stupid 

bliksem who was of his own kind… 

Ruthlessly he now started hunting down those murdering bastards before his life’s blood ebbed away and left him too 

weak to take proper aim. The head of Johnnie Muller’s son-in-law was the first to be whipped back, to dangle at an 

unnatural angle – the bullet from the Sako having struck him above the left eye.  

The foreman was trying to hide behind some cacti in Marita’s rockery. It didn’t help him much.  His skull burst open 

like an overripe pomegranate when the next bullet ploughed through it.   

When the third one – the one who had carried the jerrycan – slumped backwards with a small dark hole in the centre of 

his forehead, the remaining three threw away their rifles and started running up the track, hands in the air. “Hensoppers!” 

Tienie thought grimly, satisfied though that this time their kind had not been able to burn down Groenplaas’s opstal.   
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The dizzying pain of the gut wound had him curling up for a few seconds. Before his eyes, his life blood was pumping 

out, pulsing red over the white granite pebbles around the grave of his grandpa Marthinus. 

A resigned acceptance of his fate now took hold of him, in sync with the paralysis to which he was succumbing as he 

steadily lost blood. With his left hand and his handkerchief as a makeshift compress, he made a determined effort to stem 

the flow because there was one more thing that he desperately needed to do.   

With difficulty he extracted his cell phone with his right hand, placed it on the pebbles beside him, punched in Danie 

Steyn’s speed dial number, and switched on the speakerphone function. Then he rolled onto his back, propped himself up 

against the headstone, and felt a deep calm come over him as his eyes roamed the so familiar scene below, while he waited 

for his cousin to answer. He took in the wide meanders of the willow-fringed river, etched green against the khaki of the 

just-harvested corn fields… 

 “Danie! ... Listen neef, I have a favour to ask. A big favour, very important to me...” 

Danie Steyn was surprised by the call, which came so shortly after his own call to Tienie just a little earlier. The 

undisguised pain in his cousin’s voice, the sudden bubbling cough, made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end… 

 “Tienie! What the hell is going on there?! What’s happened to you?!” 

Tienie’s pain-wracked chuckle just increased Danie’s sense of foreboding and anxiety. 

“I’m afraid it’s over for me, Daan-man. Ricochet … got me in the gut…” 

“Jesus, Tienie! Have you called…” 

Tienie Steyn cut him short. “Please, Daan, let me talk. Just listen, and promise me that you’ll do what I ask of you…” 

“But what happened? Who did this to you?” 

Tienie Steyn realised that he had to situate Danie, fill him in at least somewhat – if only to pre-empt further questions. 

“Johnnie Muller’s joiner-gespuis came here to Groenplaas, ten or so of them. Wanted to burn down the opstal, like in the 

Boer War. Punish me for shooting Johnnie’s legs out from under him the other day. Well, I stopped the bastards. Gave them 

a chance to get away, but they wanted to shoot it out. Three of them will keep me company here, neef.  All head shots…” 

there was a touch of pride in the weak voice, before Tienie continued, resignedly. “One of them got lucky, though – 

ricochet, off a headstone. Took me below the ribs, tore up my innards good and proper … I won’t be going anywhere with 

that stuck in my guts, Daantjie…” 

 “Good God, Tienie! Have you called for an ambulance? Phoned Marita and the boys? Are they still in town? …  Do 

they … know yet?” 

“I haven’t told them, Danie. There’s nothing they can do. Nothing anyone can do. I’m done for – I saw wounds like this, 

up on the Border… Ironic, isn’t it? Killed by my own kind, right next to my grandfather’s grave.” The once so strong farmer 

coughed, long and racking, before continuing: “That’s the hell of civil war, neef. It gets uncivil very quickly. Emotionally 

much worse than anything you and I experienced up on the Border…” 

 “Please, Tienie! Please my friend, you must hold on! I’m going to phone the emergency services right now!” Danie 

drove his bakkie up onto the quiet suburban sidewalk; they were just a block or so away from his house. 

Tienie Steyn’s grim chuckle was more of a rasping convulsion than a laugh. “What emergency services? Nothing like 

that exists here anymore, Danie! All gone to hell in this chaos…   

“It’s finished, there’s nothing to be done here. You’re the one who now has it all to do … you must do what I’m going to 

ask of you – not for me, but for Marita and the boys. For your kids as well!”   

The pleading in the wounded man’s voice was intense: “Listen to me, Daniël Steyn! Listen! You must forget about this 

place, this bloody country! Forget about me! Just think of the future, for yourself, your kids, Marita and my boys… Take 

them away with you! Get out! Take them to where there is peace and the prospect of making a decent, civilised new life! 

Please, Daan! Promise me that you’ll do this, for my kids – as I would have done for yours!” 

Danie Steyn’s throat constricted to the point of choking, preventing him from speaking. From his own experience of 

firefights against insurgents along the border, he knew what a man who had fully grasped that he was dying sounded like – a 

man who was striving with his last ounce of energy to take care of his responsibilities, those of a father and a husband… 

The tinny-sounding cell phone couldn’t mask the pain and urgency with which Tienie Steyn was forcing out his last plea 

from between gritted teeth. “Promise me that, Danie! Promise me that you’ll take them to a safe place, a place where our 

kind of person can laugh again, can dream, can build and can grow old without fear! Promise me that, and I’ll at least die 

here today, on our grandfather’s grave, with peace in my heart!” 

Danie Steyn’s voice was equally raw: “I promise, Tienie! I swear to you, I’ll do it! What you ask shall be done!” 

Danie could hear his cousin grow calm, nostalgic. 

“It’s such a beautiful place this, ou neef! So, so mooi! Groenplaas… Groenplaas of the Steyns… I can see the guineafowl 

scratching in the dirt between the mealie stubble, down there where we used to hunt them, where the ditch runs down to the 

river… Don’t know now why we were so cruel to shoot the poor little things…  
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“I can see the shade cast by the roof that overhangs the stoep; see the morning sun turn the sandstone walls that special 

gold… the tin roof shimmering in the heat…   

 “Do you remember the buildup of the cumulus clouds above the ridges, way off to the East in the direction of Vrede? 

How very white they were, just like the hail they often carried, standing out against the blue? With the two of us lying on 

our backs here next to the graves, wondering and whispering about how it must have been for our forefathers fighting the 

mighty British Empire?”  

Danie was battling to hold back the tears. Niel, Sus and Farida were staring at him, their eyes wide and filled with fear, 

but there was no time to explain. “I remember, Tienie! I remember so well!” was all he could get out in reply. The sob in his 

voice had Sus reach out to him, her hand gripping his shoulder. 

 “It was always so hot this time of day, even here in the shade … but now I’m feeling cold, Danie.  So very cold. And I 

miss my Marita so much! Tell her that I love her, Danie! Tell her that I’m sorry – so very sorry for this stupid bloody mess 

that I got myself into… Sorry that I can’t be there for them, any more… For her. For my boys… You must take care of 

them; I know you will, and I thank you for it…” 

The voice was rapidly fading, a stutter made indistinct by the pain gnawing relentlessly at the core of Tienie Steyn’s 

being. 

 “My Groenplaas ... So beautiful, so very beautiful…” 

The voice had gone silent. Over the cell phone Danie Steyn could hear the cooing of a pigeon and the wind rustling the 

leaves of the tall old blue gums that had seen so much – but never anything like this… 

 “Tienie! Tienie! Talk to me, please, Tienie!”   

The silence that now confronted him was almost unbearable.  

Danie Steyn dropped his head onto his forearms, wrapped round the steering wheel, and cried openly, unashamedly, the 

floodgates of his emotions forced wide by this waste of a good man’s life – so unnecessary, yet so irreversible. A strong 

man, a sensible man, who he had always deemed indestructible – like he had thought of himself, too, before this... 

In a daze, he eventually engaged the bakkie’s reverse gear, to back into the street once more.  There was utter silence in 

the cabin, broken only by the occasional sob which Sus failed to suppress.  What the hell was he to do, as a father?! Could 

one still dare to hope? Where would – where should their future lie? This conundrum – which had been his bane since 

Susan’s passing – was now aggressively, unrelentingly tormenting him. 

He swung round the last corner and the familiar street façade beckoned him home. His house. His castle.   

An imposing black S-class Mercedes was parked in front of his gate. It had evidently just arrived because the chauffeur 

was returning from the intercom console where he had asked for the gate to be opened. 

Danie Steyn saw a Coloured woman, slightly older than himself, come rushing out of his front door. Simultaneously the 

right back passenger door of the Mercedes flew open and a slender man emerged. 

Behind Danie, Farida Essop exclaimed in joyful surprise. “My pa! Dis my pa!”  

Trudy Essop literally came running up the drive, and – as soon as there was room enough to squeeze through the slowly 

opening gate, ran into the unsteady but warm embrace of Izak Essop, who was still looking somewhat the worse for wear. 

Farida, too, was out of the bakkie in a flash, the three of them hugging and crying with joy. 

Danie Steyn saw the left rear door of the Mercedes being opened by the chauffeur and an imposing black figure 

emerged, smiling in shared happiness at the sight of the reunion. 

“Pa?! Is that who I think it is?” Niel asked with a mix of wonder and awe. 

Danie nodded, then wiped away the tears that still streaked his face. Making brave, he said: “Well, we can’t just sit here, 

my boy – let’s go get me introduced to your meisie’s folks and pay our respects to the Minister.” 

Trudy Essop was profuse in her thanks to Danie for letting her and Farida stay at his house and even more profuse in her 

praise of Niel, for everything he’d done for them. Izak Essop, of a shyer disposition, wordlessly shook Danie’s hand, but his 

eyes said enough. 

Danie turned to the Black man who he had often seen on TV. In the flesh he was even more urbanely charming. They 

shook hands warmly. “Mister Minister…” Danie greeted him with a respectful nod; he knew what the man had achieved and 

admired him for it.   

“Kolonel Steyn, neem ek aan?” the Minister greeted back, in passable Afrikaans. “My friend Izak told me in the car 

about your family’s hospitality to his wife and daughter. I had to go and fetch him from that ‘no-star resort’ on the other side 

of Rietfontein – you know, there where he had mistakenly taken up lodgings… Then we had to locate Trudy – luckily he 

knew her cell phone number by heart, so we could phone her and she could direct us here, and also explain a little of what’s 

happened to them… I understand that you’ve been all over the place, trying to get a lead for us on these TuGStaf gentlemen 

– with my French friend Pierre Faure if I’ve put two and two together correctly?” 
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Danie was momentarily taken aback. On the one hand by the fact that the Minister could somehow connect him to 

Faure, but on the other – and even more so – to hear the Minister call Pierre Faure his friend. 

“You know him, Sir?” 

The Minister chuckled. “We go back a long way – same campus, in Paris.” Then he turned very serious: “Pierre, due to 

his position, is an important channel for communicating confidentially with the various Western governments – just as this 

TuGStaf has obviously also understood. You have been absent from the country for a few days now, Colonel, but you 

should know that there’s a core group of us in the ANC who are committed to doing everything in our power to see to it that 

Madiba’s legacy isn’t ruined. Not everyone in the ANC is a populist demagogue, you know!” 

Danie, still heavily traumatised by what had happened to Tienie, felt the first stirrings of his spirits lifting. He now gave 

his full attention to the man speaking animatedly to him.  

“I – or rather, we – have already been able to convince the guys up in the Union Buildings to moderate their actions. 

That’s how I managed to obtain Sakkie’s release. We need a time-out now so that we can get some kind of dialogue going. 

And we need you moderate Afrikaners to get off your backsides and join us. Pierre told me a few minutes ago over the 

phone that Doc André – who was with you and Pierre – is flying in tomorrow, to try and help get talks going again, like he 

did in 1990.” 

Danie Steyn tried to absorb all of this, desperately wishing that he could draw some hope from what he was hearing. His 

hunger for some positive news, for some sense of reassurance, overpowered his normal sense of decorum when it came to 

dealing with someone as senior as the Minister: “Can you swing it, Sir? Minister, I mean? Are you and your group strong 

enough to prevail over the assortment of radicals you nowadays have in the ANC?” 

The other man looked him in the eye, his answer delivered seriously and honestly. “Time will tell, Colonel. We in the 

ANC should be done with the interminable scheming and underhand manipulation of the past few years. My group – we are 

determined enough, and we are convinced enough of the rightness of our cause, to state our position openly – despite the 

very dangerous times we’re living in.  Ours is a demand for an immediate return to Madiba’s wisdom. We believe it’s 

imperative that we rekindle the spirit of reconciliation and revive the Rainbow Nation. We should lead, not follow, because 

what the country needs now is effective leadership. We believe in non-racialism and in respecting the rights of minorities. In 

other words, all the things that you White people normally want to hear. But we also understand the frustrations of the 

impoverished, jobless, landless Black masses, and we believe that it should be the most urgent national priority to 

constructively tackle those historic wrongs.   

“As to whether we can ‘swing it’, as you say? Whether we’ll be strong enough to do so will depend not so much on us, 

as on you. Our strength will derive from how broadbased the support will be that will mobilise itself around our core group.” 

The chauffeur, who had received a call, now approached the Minister and said something to him in sePedi, in a low 

voice. 

“Unfortunately, I have to go, Colonel. If I may, I’d like to leave my friend Sakkie in your excellent care – I understand 

that that huge boy (he pointed to Niel) has already appointed himself as young Farida’s bodyguard, with Trudy’s approval.” 

They both chuckled, causing Niel to blush. The Minister shook hands with Danie once more, with the double-handed 

African grip conveying appreciation, and then with Niel as well. He concluded in a voice that conveyed his utter 

seriousness: “Please think about what I’ve said – where our strength will come from, for us to be able to do what must be 

done.  Also about the need for your people to get off their backsides and become part of the solution. Even these 

Volkstaaters – if they put their threats on hold and opt for genuine dialogue – may find that some kind of compromise is still 

possible. With strong enough support we can reign in our radical demagogues, but we need you to do the same with yours; 

then the Rainbow Nation spirit can prosper again. I believe that it’s not too late yet to be doing what we can all now see we 

should have done years ago.” 

The rawness inside Danie, the shocking impact of Tienie’s tragic demise only minutes earlier had him reaching out like a 

drowning man – he couldn’t let go that easily. “Is there really hope for us, Minister? For this country? Given the conflicting 

demands?” 

The man whom Pierre Faure had blithely code-named Apollo turned around and faced Danie Steyn once more. “One 

must look at those demands the same way that we do in business, Colonel.  See its flip-side, which is opportunity. A demand 

is an opportunity for a trade – especially when there are conflicting demands that may be traded off against one another. 

What will be needed is the making of some creative deals again – this time with the benefit of greater understanding of what 

works and what not, as well as what this African environment of ours requires as a constitutional framework…” 

..... 
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Oedipa stood staring out of the window of the attaché’s office and saw the sun baking down on the jacaranda-lined street 

in front of the Embassy. She looked without really taking in the scene. Because her mind was caught up in her conflicting 

thoughts, spinning in an emotional whirlpool. Her intellect, her gut, her every instinct honed over years of facing crisis 

situations, warned her that matters were about to turn from bad to worse – that Fabergé’s “phony war” was soon going to be 

phony no more…   

She should be behind her computer, writing up her news reports for her editors, but she just couldn’t get the look on 

Danie’s face as he scrutinised her out of her head… It’s just so bloody ironic! she thought. There she was, suspecting all and 

sundry of being involved in all kinds of nefarious plots, and then she became suspect number one when the only bastard in 

the group for whom she cared even the slightest bit came under attack in her own apartment… He, in turn, with his boyish 

innocence – the only one she didn’t suspect of any secret ties – being somehow involved with the fucking Mossad! No 

wonder this TuGStaf had gunned for him… 

So – who’s who in this bloody zoo?  she puzzled, for the umpteenth time. Apart from herself, only Faure and Roux had 

known that Steyn was going to be with her. So it had to be one of those two – but Faure had seemed as surprised as she was 

when Danie revealed what had happened…  

Was Roux playing a double role? Was he TuGStaf’s main agent of influence with European governments? Or perhaps 

even their Moses? She had seen his reaction when Danie had thrown that analogy of Dr. Leyds, of Boer War ambassador 

fame, at him… Unless, of course, that damn phone that Engelbrecht/David Latsky had left with her for receiving Adam 

Latsky’s calls not only had a GPS built in to track their whereabouts, but also a bugging device that could pick up and 

retransmit their conversations. Which would have been a logical thing for TuGStaf’s technicians to set up, come to think of 

it... 

At that precise moment that self-same phone started ringing shrilly in her handbag, jerking her thoughts back to the here 

and now. With pent-up hostility that surprised even her, she pulled it out and snarled into the damn thing. 

 “Ja?!” 

“Oedipa? This is General Latsky...” 

“Latsky! The noose is tightening, you bastard! You know that Gabriel Engelbrecht is dead, don’t you?!” 

From Latsky’s lack of immediate reaction she realised that he didn’t know yet. The line went very quiet for a moment. 

However, she was fired up and carried on with abandon, as if she was back in a mess tent with a bunch of mercenaries, 

relishing the advantage of for once doing the informing while Adam Latsky had to listen. 

  “Got his bloody neck broken, the fucking connard! Served him right, as well, after the scare he gave me! Saw his own 

arse when he tried to take on a man – a real man – in my apartment… Danie Steyn really fucked him up, good and 

permanent!” 

She paused for breath and then concluded triumphantly, knowing full well that such sentiment was totally premature: 

“So your little schemes are falling apart, you see! Your co-conspirators are being accounted for one by one … and soon it 

will be your turn, you smug, pretentious salopard!” 

Latsky wasn’t put off his stride for long, although his voice sounded strained and brittle. “Listen, Oedipa! Listen to me! 

Engelbrecht is of no importance whatsoever. He served his purpose. Like any soldier, he was expendable. He knew he could 

die, serving the cause, and he was proud to have been given the opportunity…” 

“Bullshit, man! He was ID’d, like they’ve got all of you pegged, now. He was your own damn brother! Your younger 

brother, David, so don’t give me that ‘expendable’ crap! The noose is tightening, you bastard! Mossad is onto you now, as 

well. And they’ve given me a message for you. To warn you that if you start playing around with those nukes that you claim 

to have – the ones which they reckon by rights belong to them – then they’re going to hold you personally accountable! And 

I’m sure you know what that means for your health!” 

Adam Latsky needed about half a minute to compose himself before he could answer. “We realised a while back that 

people who had formerly been very friendly towards us were now working actively against us. In cahoots with your friend 

Colonel Steyn, among others. So, yes – it may well be that they’ll try to target me, personally. If so, then so be it. I repeat – 

all that counts is the cause!  That’s the only thing that matters now – the cause, not the fate of an individual warrior! We’re 

all committed to fighting till the last man, or till our cause has triumphed. If the other side wants to escalate matters – as with 

this stupid threat of an international intervention force – then we can, and we will, match them! Then we can also ratchet 

things up, as we demonstrated with the mock air attack on the Union Buildings earlier today!” 

Oedipa wasn’t in the mood for one of his monologues and brusquely interrupted him: “We saw the plane fly over and 

watched the jolly aerobatics it did – you must all be very proud of yourselves for breaking everybody’s windows round here! 

Great victory, indeed!” 

Latsky was by now thoroughly riled by her and snarled back: “Listen! You go tell them that next time that plane will be 

launching a Raptor, which we can fly into any place they may be hiding in, right through their front door! You know – a 
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TV-guided glide bomb, which we can launch from 160 kilometres away and steer while ‘standing off’. Doesn’t matter 

where they’re meeting – the Union Buildings, the Blenny complex under Defence HQ in Potgieter Street, some ministerial 

house in Bryntirion – we’ll find them if war really is what they want!” 

Latsky was now speaking with a vehemence that matched her earlier tone: “If these bloody radicals – these ex-Vula-

types who want to take up the tussle again where we left off in 1990, plus these loud-mouthed youngsters who fancy 

themselves so tough despite never having seen a shot fired in anger – if they all really want to escalate to full-scale war by 

bringing in international forces, then we will give them escalation!”   

Oedipa dismissed his diatribe with a harsh, mocking laugh. 

 “Bullshit, Latsky – you cannot seriously be thinking of waging war against the whole wide world!  And believe that you 

can actually win, against such odds? Surely even you cannot be that stupid?!” 

When Latsky replied, there was a cold determination to his voice that made Oedipa realise that TuGStaf had carefully 

thought this through, had war-gamed every contingency, and that they weren’t easily going to give up – not this time… 

 “It’s not a question of what we want, Oedipa – it’s simply what we must! We didn’t wilfully go upset the apple cart, go 

change a successful recipe – Mandela’s Rainbow Nation – that gave our country a World Cup of Soccer to host, plus 

stability and tranquillity. Do you think, for one moment, that if Madiba’s reconciliation policies were still being followed – 

if we could trust that the Accords of 1994 would be respected – that we’d have been dumb enough, or have felt ourselves 

sufficiently threatened to the point of being desperate enough, to initiate any of this?   

“It’s this rabble of opportunists, criminals, communists and Africanist racists, who opened   Pandora’s box, not us! If 

they want their own impoverished version of Zimbabwe here, let them have it! Just give us our own small piece of Africa, 

our Cape of Good Hope, and we can avoid all of this!” 

Oedipa could see that arguing with him wasn’t going to serve any purpose – it had all been said before. She wondered 

what the objective of his call was, knowing that she had derailed him in the beginning when she had brought up his brother’s 

death. 

 “What is the point of this call, Latsky? What is it that you want to tell me?” 

Latsky took a moment to compose himself. When he spoke, it was in measured tones and very, very serious. 

“We still want this matter to be resolved peacefully, Oedipa. We are ready to agree to a ceasefire.  We are in favour of 

dialogue – we want to avoid escalation if at all possible. I therefore have a message for the world, to be passed on through 

you, through the French Government. It is simple but very serious, and very final.   

“I repeat that we are ready to sign a ceasefire, based on current deployments, in order that negotiations between 

ourselves and the Government in Pretoria can commence. They have to accord us those rights enshrined in Section 235 of 

the Constitution!   

“However, we are also obliged to put the following ultimatum to the rest of the international community – we will not 

permit the deployment of any intervention forces anywhere on African soil.  We will attack and destroy such forces, if 

deployed, with any weapon at our disposal, including our nuclear arsenal. No matter which country they may hail from, or 

what kind of mandate they may claim to have. Countries that supply troops or equipment for any such intervention force, or 

who support it logistically, financially or diplomatically, are also warned that they expose themselves to retaliation, 

including retaliation with our long-range missiles. This is not an idle threat. It is a fact of life because we know that we are 

fighting for our lives – for our very survival on a savage continent, where losers, including their women and children, can 

expect little compassion.  

“So, please don’t force us into this. Let’s sign a ceasefire and let us start talking! Otherwise, know that we can and that 

we will annihilate any force that is deployed against us and that we are ready to strike at their home countries as well!” 

Oedipa sat in silence for a good half minute absorbing what had so brutally been put to her. It was what Faure had 

anticipated and feared, she realised. She could understand now his talk of protecting French civilians, about not provoking a 

conflict for the sake merely of political correctness… But did they really have nuclear weapons? That’s what Faure had 

come back to, time and again…  

 “How do we even know that you really have nuclear weapons? Or that they still function after all these years? That 

you’re not just trying to pull off an elaborate ruse, a massive bluff to keep the world from attacking you?” 

Latsky’s response came instantly, delivered in an even more self-confident tone. 

“We knew that the world would ask for proof of that too. We’ve therefore prepared another demonstration for you. Just 

like the Hameau but, this time, a real nuclear explosion. Harmless, but undeniable proof.” 

Oedipa felt her heart leap into her throat. “What the hell do you mean, a nuclear explosion? And how could it be 

harmless?”  

Latsky continued, unsuccessful at hiding the note of triumph that had crept into his voice. “We have left you many clues 

about what we possess. The CDs in your apartment. The shell in the Hameau. The actual minutes of PW’s top-level meeting 
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with the Israelis about nuclear-tipped missiles, filed in the National Archives. But we knew that, in the end, a tangible 

demonstration would be needed… 

“A short while ago we successfully launched an RSA-3 missile, from its mobile TEL, from somewhere inside our 

Volkstaat territory. It’s armed with a tactical nuclear warhead and, as we speak, it is speeding towards its target in the 

Southern Ocean.”  

Oedipa absolutely froze when hearing this stated so coldly, then remembered with some relief that he had said that the 

demonstration would be harmless… 

“You French have a research station on the Kerguelen Islands, more than four thousand kilometres South-East of Cape 

Town. That base, at Port-aux-Français, has telecommunications and environmental monitoring facilities. Tell them that they 

should focus their attention on latitude 49 South, 135 kilometres to the West of the base – we chose that target area to be far 

enough away so your people will be safe, but close enough for them to detect the blast. Detonation is scheduled for precisely 

… thirty-seven minutes from now. That’s enough time for you to warn them to be ready...” 

Major-General Adam Latsky was quiet for a moment and, when he resumed, the determination was still there, but mixed 

now with a tiredness that belied his own nervous exhaustion: “Today, at latitude 49 South, the world will see proof that we 

can overturn what happened in ‘94! We’ll be waiting, in turn, to see what face the world wants to show us – be it war, or be 

it dialogue!” 

..... 

The aseptic modern conference room of the Embassy, windowless and deep within its high-security area, caused Oedipa 

to feel claustrophobic and disconnected from the reality outside. Here everything felt so unreal, like the flash frames of a 

fleeting dream… 

The scurrying technicians, rushing against the clock that was inexorably ticking towards Latsky’s scheduled detonation 

time; the bundled, anxious voices coming over the airwaves from Paris and the base at Port-aux-Français; the hubbub of 

hushed yet excited chatter from onlookers gathered there to watch the projection screen against the wall that was displaying 

Google Earth’s space photos of the Kerguelen archipelago, all reminded Oedipa of spectators gathering in high anticipation 

at some blood sport event. 

Once more she tried to reach Danie Steyn on his mobile, but it remained engaged. 

Where was he? What was he doing? How was he going to ensure some kind of future for his children? 

Would she ever see him again? 

Why was she even thinking of him at a time like this? 

She had to make an effort to order her thoughts enough to allow her to get a more or less coherent draft typed up for her 

editors. She stared at her laptop, having started the first paragraph, but then couldn’t go on – she felt as confused as her 

namesake in Pynchon’s famous novel. Was she, like that Oedipa, being driven to paranoia by this quest for answers, chasing 

after the truth about a secretive, dark force – in her own case, TuGStaf, and in that of Oedipa Maas, the “Tristero”?  

An image on a TV screen in the corner of the room, which was relaying feed from TuGStaf’s web-based newscast, 

suddenly caught her eye.   

Her heart leapt, her hand going involuntarily to her suddenly constricting throat. 

My God! 

It couldn’t be! 

It simply couldn’t be him! 

Riveted, she stared in fascination as the camera zoomed in on the face of a man, an officer in Volkstaat uniform. 

Confident. In command. Articulate.  

She felt her knees go weak, her heartrate suddenly soaring. 

It just couldn’t be! After all that she’s been made to suffer these past days, now this! 

Kommandant Deon van Zyl, neurosurgeon, commander of the mechanised unit Regiment Wolraad Woltemade, was 

explaining – calmly, but with fierce determination – that no racism would be tolerated in Afrikanaän. His image was 

momentarily replaced on screen by the video of the Ratel blowing the obstructing vehicle away, cutting next to a shot of the 

AWB man running for cover, and finally to a group of Coloureds applauding Van Zyl’s actions. 

A close-up facial shot came back on screen and it was if she was staring directly into those intelligent blue eyes again, 

feeling once more the magnetism that had drawn her so irresistibly into his arms. He was obviously fit and in top form – 

even better looking than she remembered him now that he had that distinguished touch of grey to his temples. 

You bastard! she thought. You magnificent, ballsy bastard!    
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She heard him explain, succinctly and with utter conviction, the case for the Afrikaner to be accorded an own territory, 

as provided for in Section 235 of the Constitution. She heard him pledge that it would be a non-racist model state; heard him 

promise to fight as hard against a second coming of Apartheid as he would fight against a second revolution that would 

negate the democratic gains of the 1994 Accords. 

He sent her head spinning even more dizzyingly because, suddenly, his message seemed to make some sense. She could 

imagine him, with his Afrikaner family, safe and prospering in such a place, and helping others to prosper too. The surgeon, 

saving lives. Being a good neighbour.   

No longer did her own stereotyped image of the fascist Afrikaner supporter of a racist, White supremacist Volkstaat 

seem to hold true. With people like him there – people with his kind of ability and intellect now also joining in the fight for 

an own cultural home – she was struck by the insight that the ANC radicals would find themselves confronted by a very 

different kind of Afrikaner to the flaky fringe elements of the AWB and the Boeremag that they had encountered thus far. 

The centre of gravity in Afrikaner politics had been made to shift when the Volk was forced with their backs against the wall 

by the Black radicals, leaving them nowhere to flee to but this Volkstaat of their own creation... 

The complexity of it all suddenly seemed overwhelming, having now taken on such a personal dimension.  

Danie Steyn fighting against, Deon van Zyl fighting for…  

Which one did she truly prefer…? 

With difficulty she tore her gaze away from the TV, knowing that she simply had to – if she wanted to avoid his image 

completely dominating her thought processes. Anxiously she glanced at the clock ticking unstoppably by, trying desperately 

to refocus. 

So many things she could just barely see, and then only as if through a gallery of mirrors, clouded by a swirl of smoke 

and mist. Stripped of any tangible concreteness, any conclusive logic, any single-dimensional certainty. 

Gabriel Engelbrecht, dead under her bed. How had TuGStaf known Steyn would be there? Had they kept her apartment 

under observation? Did they see him go in with her, and merely seized the opportunity? Was that bloody phone they gave 

her bugged? Or was it Pierre Faure who had set up the hit – he, who had always seemed uncomfortable having Steyn 

around? What exactly was Faure’s nexus with André Roux? And where the hell did the Mossad fit in? How were they 

connected to Steyn? 

Roux, though, remained the true enigma. She had been toying with the idea that it was he – when he went to make that 

call from the plane, supposedly to his wife, after Danie’s remarks about Dr. Leyds – who had arranged the attempted hit. 

She was impressed by Roux’s intelligence and his analytical abilities, and the thought kept nagging at her that it would have 

been perfect for TuGStaf if they could infiltrate someone of that calibre into the West’s decision-making gambit, facilitated 

by the likes of Faure. It would have required tremendous guts and acting ability, stepping into the lion’s den like that, but the 

payoff for them would potentially be great… However, she had not a shred of evidence, and no certainty that she had 

sufficient insight into the broader picture to even make such assumptions, either… 

It was the broader picture that puzzled her most. With the benefit of hindsight, she pondered why no one in the 

intelligence community apparently foresaw that the “brown shoes” would, in those four years between 1990 and 1994, have 

come up with a contingency plan like this Exodus? Was it ever imaginable that those dedicated, determined officers would 

have so meekly accepted going into a highly uncertain future, without putting some insurance in place first?   

Did no one realise in the nineties that the Volkstaaters would have needed a tandem strategy? That the inscription of the 

right to self-determination into the Constitution, for which conservatives had fought so hard and so bloodily with the aid of 

their Inkatha proxies, would require a parallel military plan? A plan replete with the necessary means of enforcement, 

hidden away but ready to hand, with which to coerce a recalcitrant future government into actually conceding those paper 

rights? 

Could no one have connected the dots about the truth behind the building of the missiles and the parallel necessity of 

modernising the nuclear warheads to fit? Was everybody so enamoured with the idea of a country voluntarily giving up its 

nuclear arsenal that that noble gesture closed their eyes and minds to fact and logic?  

But then, no one in journalism had really investigated this, either… 

Oedipa saw the wall clock relentlessly ticking off the minutes as the moment of truth inexorably approached. Next to 

her, Colonel Fabergé was treating Pierre Faure to his own speculation, postulating that a nuclear explosion in the Kerguelens 

would not necessarily signify that TuGStaf had possession of missiles, since a bomb could have been prepositioned weeks 

ago by boat, to simulate pin-point delivery by missile. In the Southern Ocean, no facility existed for tracking actual missile 

launches, the Colonel said, except of course at Silvermine and Overberg, both now under TuGStaf control… 

Faure just looked pityingly at the military man, shook his head, and turned away from him, to walk across to Oedipa. If 

TuGStaf demonstrably did have a nuclear bomb to sacrifice in a show detonation, and even if they did preposition it by boat, 

then they could surely have prepositioned such devices in key world cities as well… Meaning that it would be cold comfort 
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to civilians the world over to know that a plainly A-bomb wielding TuGStaf did perhaps not have the missiles it had been 

bragging with… 

Faure stopped in front of her. “I thought you may be interested to know that I’ve received a message from Dieter. André 

Roux is on his way here, on a German evacuation flight. He should be arriving tomorrow morning and will then join us here 

at the Embassy. He’s going to try to mobilise Afrikaner leaders into engaging in dialogue with an emerging moderate 

leadership in the ANC that he and I have been dealing with, in order to counter both this TuGStaf and the ANC’s radicals.  

Remember when you asked, on the Falcon when we were flying back to Paris, what Roux and I had been doing in the 

cockpit? Well, I can tell you now that we were in communication with this very influential Black cabinet minister who’s 

been speaking up, urging a return to Nelson Mandela’s philosophy… 

“Doctor Roux will also continue, of course, with his attempts to get Latsky to negotiate, to not go beyond this 

demonstration he’s promising. Roux’s hoping that this cathartic reality check will help to clear everybody’s minds and that 

it will inspire again a readiness to step back from the brink of the abyss, as in 1990.”  

Having told her this, Faure turned around without waiting for her response; his own interest once again focused on the 

big screen and the feed from the research base in the Southern Ocean. 

“What the hell?” Oedipa thought – now more confused than ever.   

The myriad of permutations that were possible, with regard to the motives and allegiances of the different personalities 

involved, had her head in a spin – to the point of forcing her to give up on unravelling their respective roles. Because she 

could see now that the actors were far less relevant than the core issue that was at stake here – which was the choice between 

reconciliation and Mandela’s Rainbow Nation on the one hand and, on the other, the negation of the 1994 Accords by a 

radicalised Black majority, inevitably forcing the Whites in general, and the Afrikaner in particular, into choosing between 

either fight or flight. 

Inexorably her eyes were drawn once again to the TV screen in the corner, permanently logged onto the TuGStaf news 

blog. It was repeating the clip of Deon van Zyl in his uniform, verbally dressing down one of the right wingers in 

Wellington for presuming to get heavy-handed with some non-Whites. Despite herself, her heart jumped again, seeing him 

so strong, so in command… He had not been as liberal as she was, but he hadn’t ever been ultra conservative, either. 

Definitely no fascist, nor an overt racist. Having intelligent, civilised people like him putting their lives on the line for this 

ideal was immensely significant to her. With a sudden flash of insight she wondered which side she would have been on if 

she had been born an Afrikaner, no matter whether of the “White” or “Brown” variety?   

She was pretty clear about what her great uncle Robert would have done!   

Oedipa realised that none of the conundrums that have been plaguing her probing mind really mattered anymore. Not the 

scientific-technical issues, nor the political plots and their accompanying military-strategic considerations, or even the right 

or wrong of each side’s position. Not now. Not for the common man in South Africa – not for the Danie Steyns and the 

Deon van Zyls and their children.   

For them, their reality was no longer that of an acclaimed Rainbow Nation filled with promise and hope. Their singular 

reality, the only issue that still truly mattered, was this prospect of a civil war of race against race, brother against brother. 

The prospect, thus, of the very bloodbath that in 1994 had been so widely predicted, yet miraculously avoided.   

The wall clock was showing three minutes to zero hour. Her eyes were locked onto it, held in its morbid, unbreakable 

grip. 

She recalled how Brzezinski, Jimmy Carter’s Secretary of State, had warned in the 1970s that the “locomotive of time” 

was about to run over the White man in Africa. Mandela and Mbeki’s era of reconciliation had made that warning look like 

mere scaremongering, but now it was beginning to appear as if Brzezinski’s train had only been shunted temporarily onto a 

romantic yet unreal sideline, chasing after a rainbow for fourteen heady but unsustainable years…  

Had one to assume that the “locomotive of time” was now firmly back again on the main line of history – relentless, 

unstoppable? Ready now, after three and a half centuries, to finally run over and put paid to the historic anomaly of a White 

presence at the Southern tip of the Black continent? 

 “Two minutes, people!” Colonel Fabergé sang out in a voice as full of anticipation as a sportscaster at a particularly 

close game, interrupting Oedipa’s pattern of thought. 

She glanced up and, seeing the clock ticking towards zero hour, she was overcome by despair and fury at the 

unforgiveable waste of it all. She started cursing inwardly, with a vehemence that matched her feelings.  

She cursed them all. The ignorant bastards, from both sides of the spectrum, who were now calling De Klerk and 

Mandela traitors. The silent majority for having occupied the sidelines for far too long. The radical Black demagogues and 

their dangerous talk – they who, in all truthfulness, ignited this current conflagration by abandoning Madiba’s wisdom. The 

White hawks, so quick to reach again for their dangerous toys. 
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Forlornly she cursed Deon van Zyl for again robbing her of all her prior inner certainties, this time about the kind of 

person who would support some form of Volkstaat…  

Oedipa de Kersauson de Pennedreff closed her eyes, not wanting to watch the last seconds tick by.  

How could anyone believe that a return to the polarisation and confrontation of the eighties really could be preferable to 

everything that the dialogue of the nineties had achieved? That conflict could conceivably be preferable to the Peace of the 

Brave, and to the vast promise that the dream of a reconciling Rainbow Nation had shown? 

Around her, time seemed in suspense, the room pervaded by a palpable sense of dread – a deathly silence reigned as, 

collectively, every breath was being held. 

Able to stand it no longer, Oedipa turned back to her computer and the unfinished draft of her news report. Her fingers 

pummeled the keyboard as she inserted a headline which had abruptly come to her, from the depths of her agnostic soul.   

A headline in the form of an interrogation...   

In the stark intensity of the moment – suddenly, and with searing clarity – she at last understood this to be the 

fundamental unknowable, the cardinal question that each citizen of this crazy yet captivating country personally needed to 

confront: 

Can a nation that wilfully squanders a miracle count on a second chance? 

.o0o.  
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“Oedipa wondered whether, at the end of this (if it were supposed to end), she too might not be left with only 

compiled memories of clues, announcements, intimations, but never the central truth itself...” 

Thomas Pynchon 

“The Crying of Lot 49” 

1965 – J.B. Lippincott Company 
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LIST OF ACRONYMS: 

 

AEC = Atomic Energy Council, South Africa (prior to1994). 

ANC = African National Congress, erstwhile liberation movement, currently governing party in South Africa. 

BND = Bundesnachrichtendienst, the German intelligence service. 

BVI = British Virgin Islands, located in the north-eastern Caribbean. 

CCB = Civil Cooperation Bureau, a front of the SA Defence Force. 

CIA = Central Intelligence Agency, USA. 

COMSEC = Electronic Communications Security (Pty.) Ltd., South African government IT security entity. 

DGSE = Direction Générale de la Sécurité Extérieure, French intelligence service. 

DST = Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire, French security service. 

GCHQ = Government Communications HQ, British communications interception and code-breaking service. 

GPS = Geo-positioning system (satellite receiver indicating geographical location). 

HSI = Hoof van Staf: Inligting (Chief of Staff: Intelligence of the SADF, pre-1994). 

HEU = Highly Enriched Uranium (weapons grade fissile material for nuclear bomb). 

IAEA = International Atomic Energy Agency. 

MK = Umkhonto we Sizwe, the ANC’s armed wing. 

Mossad = Israeli Foreign Intelligence Service: “Institute for Intelligence and Special Operations”.  

NBC = Nuclear, Biological and Chemical weapons. 

NIA = National Intelligence Agency, SA internal intelligence agency (post 1994). 

NIS = National Intelligence Service, South Africa (prior to 1994). 

NSA = National Security Agency, the USA’s communications interception and code-breaking service. 

PLAN = People’s Liberation Army of Namibia (SWAPO’s armed wing) 

PROJECT COAST = Chemical & Biological Warfare programme of SADF (pre 1994). 

SADF = South African Defence Force (prior to 1994). 

SANDF = South African National Defence Force (post 1994). 

SAP = South African Police (prior to 1994) 

SAPS = South African Police Service (post 1994). 
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SENIS = Servicio Nacional de Inteligencia y Seguridad, Panamanian intelligence. 

SIS = Secret Intelligence Service, British foreign intelligence service. 

SITA = South African State IT systems provision agency. 

SWAPO = South West Africa People’s Organisation (Namibia). 

TGV = Train à Grande Vitesse, French high-speed train. 

TRC = Truth and Reconciliation Commission, South Africa. 

TuGStaf = Tussentydse Generale Staf (Interim General Command). 

UN = United Nations. 

Union Buildings = the seat of government in Pretoria, housing the Presidential Office (similar to the White House, though it 

doesn’t serve as a residence); an imposing colonial-era building nestled up against Meintjieskop Ridge overlooking central 

Pretoria. 

VHK = Verdedigingshoofkwartier (Defence Headquarters). 

Vula Boys = ANC-members behind “Operation Vul’indlela”, under Mac Maharaj. 

WAR = Weermag van die Afrikanaän Republiek (Defence Force of the A.R.). 



 235 

Glossary of Afrikaans terms 

Bakkie = pick-up truck 

Banggat = coarse expression for someone that’s scared / a coward 

Beneuk = grumpy, short-tempered 

Bittereinder = “bitter ender” – a Boer warrior who kept fighting the British until the very end of hostilities   

Blêddie = from the English “bloody” : he’s a blêddie skollie – a damn low-life (also: blêrrie) 

Bliksem = literally lightning stroke, but normally used in the same context as “bastard” 

Boer = literally, farmer; initially a derogatory term used by English military to indicate that their adversaries were not 

professional soldiers, but a bunch of rural amateurs – became a label of pride. 

Boerseun = an Afrikaner male, resonating with the notion of “son of the soil” 

Boet = brother (my boet); “boetman” normally used parent to son.  

Boytjie = young male; from the English boy plus Afrikaans diminutive form “...tjie” 

Broedertwis = fight among brothers 

Bundu = out in the wilds, the bush 

Bywoners = persons with little means of their own, who are allowed to live on a farm, working in exchange essentially for 

accommodation 

Dêmmit = from English “damn it” with similar meaning 

Gatvol = to be totally fed up with some situation 

Gespuis = dregs of humanity 

Goeiedag = good day 

Goeiemôre = good morning 

Goeienaand = good evening 

Groenplaas = literally “green farm” 

Heimwee = nostalgia 

Impi = Zulu military term for an army, colloquially a horde of armed men  

Indaba = an inclusive political discussion among all leaders / a negotiation forum 

Kak = shit 

Katvoet = go cautiously (literally: walk with cat’s paws) 
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Kraal = corral 

Lokasie = Black township 

Maatjie = playmate (among children) 

Meisie = girlfriend 

Meneer = mister / sir 

Mense = people / human beings 

Moer-toe = obscenity signifying “send you to your grave / kill you” 

Moffie = a gay man 

Mooi = beautiful  

My liewe man = my dear husband 

Neef = cousin and/or nephew 

Nonna = mistress of the farm / house (i.e., the farmer’s wife) 

Omuramba = dry gully (term used in northern part of Namibia) 

Opstal = homestead on a farm 

Oom = uncle  

Oompie = little old man 

Ouma = grandma 

Oupa = grandpa 

Platteland = the developed rural countryside, under agricultural cultivation or pasturage 

Potjiekos = a stew-like barbeque dish, slow-cooked in a three-legged cast-iron pot over the coals; consists of potatoes, 

carrots, baby onions etc., layered with either seafood, red meats or poultry – thus a seafood potjie, a lamb potjie, etc.; the 

idea being that the entire meal (meat + veggies) is prepared in just one pot.  

Raait = from English “right” similar to OK 

Rand = South African currency (like dollar, pound) 

Skollie = slang for a man of low repute, with criminal tendencies  

Skrik = take fright 

Sommer = meaning “just upped and done” something (I sommer had a pie for lunch) 

Stoep = verandah 
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Tsotsi = in Black township slang, a male criminal / gangster type  

Uhuru = liberation from colonial rule 

Vierkleur vlag = a flag with 4 main colours, one vertical and three horizontal, based on that of the former Transvaal (the 

South African Republic, that had fought the British Empire) 

Volk = the Afrikaner people 

Volkstaat = an own national territory (state) for the Afrikaner people 

Weermag = defence force / armed forces 
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Glossary of key political figures / parties 

 

Julius “Juju” Malema – President of the Youth League of African National Congress 

 

Jacob Zuma (comrade JZ) – President of South Africa & of ANC, from Zulu tribe 

 

Thabo Mbeki – former South African president and ANC leader, succeeded Nelson Mandela 

 

FW de Klerk – last White president of South Africa; handed over to Nelson Mandela 

 

PW Botha – penultimate White president, strongly associated with the military  

 

Chief Gatsha Buthelezi – President of the Zulu nationalist movement Inkatha; of royal blood  

 

Inkatha Freedom Party – Zulu political movement, opponent of the ANC and communism 

 

Shaik brothers – influential members of President Zuma’s inner circle, with Mo Shaik heading intelligence and brother 

Schabir, one-time “financial adviser” to Zuma, convicted and jailed on corruption charges stemming from that relationship – 

he was paroled soon after Zuma became president (of South African Indian origin)  
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