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On the morning of May 10, 2010, the Rest Nest
boarding house telephone rang at six twenty-two. A call to change
the life of more than one person.

“What early call is this? It can only mean
trouble,” Ma Smit mumbled. She walked from the kitchen to the
hallway, wiping her hands on her skirt. She picked up the receiver
of the old black phone and before she could speak a voiced yelled
in her ear.

“Get Johnny to the phone.”

“Listen butt-brains, good morning, and a please
might help.”

“Get him to the phone woman, it is
urgent.”

“Hold your jocks and socks, ass-hole,” said Ma
Smit. She dropped the receiver next to the phone on the bare wooden
table. She hoped the sudden loud bang in the caller's ear would
help bring civilisation to him.

Ma Smit walked down the passage to Johnny Nel's
room and banged with a clenched fist on his door and
yelled.

“Phone call Johnny Nel.”

She did not care if the other boarders heard or
not. Morning anger arrived earlier than usual this day.

“Who phones so early?” came a sleepy
reply.

“Put your jocks on and hear for
yourself.”

Ma Smit went back to the kitchen to continue
with the oats she was cooking for breakfast. Johnny Nel padded to
the hall in bare feet and wearing stained bright red jocks. He
pushed the hair out of his face and eyes with both hands then
licked his lips and shuddered at the taste. Too many brandies and
coke the night before. He picked up the receiver and
slurred.

“What?”

He listened. His eyes widened as he grasped
what was being said.

“What the fuck is it doing at the township
police station?” He was able to get in when the caller paused for
breath. After more listening, Johnny Nel placed the receiver on the
phone and sauntered to the kitchen.

“Hala-fucking-Lula, Ma Smit. Piet Botha, from
the telephone company, found my car. It's at the back of the
township police station with newspaper covering the windows. The
pigs intend to spray it a different colour. I gotta get my ass down
there and get my car back,” he said. Then realising he wore only
jocks, he rushed from the kitchen to his room.

Moments later, he emerged dressed in a dark
faded green T-shirt, dirty black denim jeans, a dark leather
jacket, and black safety boots. His dark glasses perched on top of
his mop of uncombed blond hair. There was no time to shave or
shower. A quick wipe under the arms with a musk smelling deodorant
and a lick of toothpaste was all he managed. Johnny Nel was ready
to claim his car that went missing the previous month.

In the main road, Nel flagged down a taxi bus
going to the township. He paid his fare, and ask to be dropped at
the township police station. Because of the early hour, the traffic
was light on the main road going to the township, it was all in the
opposite direction. After the taxi dropped him off, he walked
through the police car park to the back of the drab redbrick
building. The telephone guys were working on two poles behind the
building. Johnny nodded to Piet Botha, walked up to his car, and
ripped the newspaper from the windows.

Johnny Nel used his own key to unlock the door
and climbed in. A quick look around the interior showed nothing
unusual. He started the car, without revving the engine, turned it
around and headed through the car park and out to the street. He
drove away from the police station and turned right to avoid the
heavy traffic. Nel switched on his mobile phone and pressed the
voice recording button.

​
“Right, my lovely little RSI. Let's see if these
thieving bastards have hurt you in any way.” Johnny slammed the
gear-shift from first to second and floored the
accelerator.

“That's it, that's it! Snake me through this
bend to River Road. Look at those revs climb. Wow into the red.
Listen to that scream.” The front-wheel-drive on the modified
Toyota RSI snaked them through the bend onto River Road.

“Yes baby, a little more now before I give you
third.” His eyes set on the rev counter, he dropped his hand from
the steering wheel. Johnny growled and slammed the gear-shift
across and up into third. With quick foot action on the clutch and
accelerator, the revs dropped a margin below the red line then
climbed without effort into the screaming band.

“You are still beautiful, my RSI. I'm so glad
these ass-holes what stole you didn't fuck with you.” Johnny sat
back, changed into fourth and then fifth to enjoy River Road drive
back home.

“Shit a brick!” Johnny said as he saw the
flashing blue light in his rear-view mirror. The Police were far
behind, now joining River Road. “Right dick-head cops, you won't
catch me with that government bought Euro junk.” He pressed the
accelerator to the floor and changed down into third gear. The RSI
screamed as it accelerated.

Too late. Blue lights flashed ahead.

“Okay, dick-head cops this is a set-up. Let's
have this out on this quiet stretch of road.”

Johnny geared down and brought his RSI to a
stop on the verge next to the barrier. He got out, walked around
the front of the car and stood to face the road with thumbs hooked
in his jeans pockets. Nel put one foot on the barrier and lent
backwards. He looked around the area where he stood.

“Jeez, it is still around here. A few birds in
the trees and the river far below, how pleasant. Any moment now
these blue light rubbish cops with chips on their shoulders will
shatter this quiet.” Johnny pulled the sunglasses down from the top
of his head to rest them on the end of his nose. He smiled his
usual arrogant son of a bitch cops smile. He was ready.

One police vehicle stopped twenty metres from
the front of the RSI and the other about the same distance behind.
A police officer got out of each car but stayed behind their
doors.

“You stole that car you drive,” the cop at the
rear shouted. “So bring your ID and drivers license back here for
checking.”

“This is my RSI, and I have the key. I reported
it stolen a month ago. I've taken back what is mine. Fuck you all.
If you want to see my stuff, you come over here.”

“Put your hands on your head and do as you're
told,” ordered the cop from the first car.

“Clowns to my left and jokers to my right,”
said Johnny waving his arms about.

“Stop waving your arms. Put your hands on the
roof of the car where we can see them,” shouted the first
cop.

“What a fuck-up you guys are. First, it’s hands
on my head now it’s hands on my car.” Johnny laughed. “Tell you
what. I'm going to take out my phone and take pictures of you lot
to start a comic strip.”

“Leave your hands where we can see them,”
shouted both police officers.

Johnny looked from left to right at the cops
through his sunglasses on the end of his nose. He moved his right
hand to the inside of his leather jacket. His hand did not get to
the phone.

“He’s got a gun! He’s got a gun!” screamed the
officers.

Bullets tore into him, lifting him up and over
the barrier.

Johnny Nel tumbled, rolled and slid down the
steep drop to the river. The autumn leaves piled high at the bottom
covered him. He lay still, his eyes screwed tight shut.

“Fuck, I can't see. My arms won't move. Jeez, I
haven't got legs. I smell musty. Now I know why Ma Smit always said
to shower every day in case you die. I'm dead and should have
showered.” No further thoughts flowed from his bleeding head.
Johnny Nel lay calm and still.

Guns at their side, the two Constables
approached the RSI where they last saw Johnny Nel standing by the
barrier. The Sergeant from the front vehicle radioed in the
incident then hurried to join the Constables.

“Where the hell is he?” asked the Sergeant
looking down the slope. “You guys shot him
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