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Chapter 1

 


As things turned out that day, it would
seem that everything had been carefully pre-planned. To begin with,
under normal circumstances, especially at 7.00 am on a December
summers morning, it would have been indiscreetly too early for an
unsolicited social visitation from the favourite niece of a
communist living in another universe located in Luanda, a coastal
city on the Atlantic seaboard in Angola, on the continent of
Africa. The fact that it happened, before the morning dew had
evaporated, bordered on breath-taking audacity.

But then he had gotten up prematurely,
much too early for a Saturday, especially for a Saturday in
December, given that he had just got back from completing almost,
but not quite, 12 months of military service. Almost nine of those
months had been spent lazing on the sun-drenched beaches of Lake
Sibaya as a sapper responsible for pumping clean fresh water in a
setting that was so scenic that it left him feeling dizzy every
day. 

The lake was absolutely pristine. The
surroundings were paradisiacal in the Edenic sense of the word. In
the early morning, the calm sky blue lake rested peacefully without
a ripple in the shadow of the dense forest-covered dunes. The dunes
were gigantic, like a range of mountains. Behind the dunes, the
huge rolling swells of the vast Indian Ocean crashed onto hundreds
of miles of deserted beaches.

Almost a year ago on the 5th
of January 1971, he had embraced his mother and kissed her at the
Johannesburg Drill Hall. She was extremely tearful and clung to
him. Eventually, when all the bellowing and shouting started,
commanding everyone to tree aan (assemble) in ranks of
three, she reluctantly released her precious son from her tight
embrace. With tear-filled eyes, she waved goodbye, as her boy
joined the column of teenage boys dressed in civilian clothes and
carrying suitcases. She watched as they were marched off to
Johannesburg Park Station. Zebedee Rottstegge managed while they
were being marched away to turn his head to briefly catch one last
farewell glimpse of Jennifer Rottstegge his mother. The forlorn
image of her sun burnt arm waving vigorously brought an immediate
emotional tug to his heart, he battled to fight back the tears,
however, the image of her standing there waving would remain etched
on his mind forever. He waved back.

Yesterday, they had an emotional reunion
when he arrived back at the farm after hitch hiking through the
night. On his homeward journey, he found himself stranded on the
shoulder of the main road outside Harrismith; the magical road that
connects Johannesburg to Durban. He stood under a blazing full moon
at the edge of a tar road that glowed like an iridescent blue
ribbon that had been draped across a supine landscape.

By 11.00 pm, the traffic on the road had
died down completely. It was a Thursday night, and he had
klaared uit (been released from military service) at 15.00
hours that afternoon from the 5th South African Infantry
(SAI) Battalion military base in Ladysmith. He thought it would be
quicker to hitchhike home than catch the all-stations milk train.
If he caught the train he would have to hop off at Glenroy Station,
maybe at two o'clock in the morning, and then he would have to
foot-slog at least 15 km on deserted dusty sand and gravel roads to
get home, wearing uncomfortable ill-fitting leather-soled shoes and
dressed in his equally uncomfortable step out uniform, with the
heavy balsak (military duffel bag) slung over his
shoulder.

He waited for the appearance of the
headlights of approaching vehicles. When a pair of headlights
appeared first as diamond-like twin pinpricks of light in the
distance, he kept his eyes fixed on the approaching vehicle, hoping
that it would be the one that stopped. In theory, it would seem
that motorists should feel patriotically obliged to pick up a
national serviceman, dressed in the uniform of the South African
Defence Force (SADF), standing at the side of the road in the dark
late at night. It was a theory that he had been banking on. After a
couple of hours, his theory had been decisively refuted, by
multiple instances of cars that raced past him, without even
slowing down or dimming their headlights. Dazzled by the
headlights, he would find himself staggering at the side of the
road, after almost being blown off his feet by the powerful vortex
of rushing wind swept up by the speeding vehicles that flashed
past. Regaining his balance, he would watch in disappointment as
the red taillights of the car driven by some anonymous stranger
faded away forever into the night.

He stood there in a state of deep
reflective meditation for almost 3 hours before he finally got a
lift at two o'clock in the morning. Over the past twelve months, he
had been exposed to radical life-transforming experiences that made
him see the world with fresh eyes. He had met two uniquely
eccentric individuals who had tested and contested all boundaries,
and life scripts, that was supposed to define the inviolable
destiny of every decent and incorruptible young white South African
male. In the boundless and boundaryless universe that reigned for a
brief time on the shores of Lake Sibaya, they had become
personalities that were larger than life. The isolation and
remoteness of Lake Sibaya made it conducive for them to become what
they were deep down in their innermost core, which was to be
anomalous, to be statistical outliers, to be defiant of all
conventions, to be freakish, to be weird, to be unreal, and to
transcend for an all too brief moment the soulless, stifling and
suffocating South African prison house of
being-white-in-the-world.

It seemed to Zebedee that they had also
found a way to become all these things because they had embraced
the power of words, the power of writing, the power of reading, the
power of the narrative, and the power of the imagination.

In a moment of inspired insight, Karl
had said that the human capacity for reading and writing was a
miracle. He said that the one thing that he had learnt before
dropping out of university was that the human brain, which was a
very typical primate’s brain, had not evolved specifically to read
or write books. Humans had acquired the ability to read and write
by sheer chance as a consequence of the accidental invention of the
alphabet. The capacity for reading and writing were not natural
biological or neurological adaptions, which had been acquired
through the long incremental moulding processes of natural
selection.

Karl stated that writing was a human
cultural invention. He explained to Roger and Zebedee, that
fundamentally the ability to read and write was an accidental
cultural invention. As a cultural invention, it was never
inevitable. As an invention, it was made possible by the accidental
actualization of a latent potentiality, which could be achieved by
means of a neurological ontogenetic reconfiguration of the brain,
so that it could learn to perform tasks for which it was not
originally designed to perform. The ability to read and write was
not an adaptation that evolved as a direct consequence of natural
selection.

Roger clicked what Karl was trying to
explain. Roger expanded that if writing and reading was a human
cultural trait, then biologically speaking, as a
motor-neurological trait or attribute or capacity, it was
eventually acquired by a process of cooptation of other traits to
perform tasks other than the ones for which those traits or genetic
attributes were originally designed and built to perform by natural
selection.

Cooptation, he elaborated, meant that
the structure and function of an organ such as the brain could
become transformed by a process of non-evolution or phenotypic
conditioning to perform alternative functions for which it had not
been preadapted by evolution to perform.

“So brain had not evolved to
specifically function as a reading and writing organ?” Zebedee
asked.

“Yes, apparently that is the case
according to science,” Karl confirmed.

“And by sheer chance, it has
fortuitously turned out that the human brain was sufficiently
phenotypically plastic in its original design and functioning for
it to acquire the power to breathe life into the writing of words.
So for writing and reading to have become a human possibility, the
functions of the brain had to be hijacked, thereby forcing the
brain to perform other strange and alien tasks for which it had not
been specifically designed to perform by natural selection in the
first place. The capacity to write strings of words, and then
recover their meaning in the act of reading, was an accident of
evolution,” Roger added.

“So what you saying is that the
invention of writing was a complete fluke, and something like
writing and reading should never really have had happened, given
the way that the brain had originally evolved to function?” Zebedee
asked.

“Yes, apparently,” Roger answered
philosophically.

“Matter has not only become conscious of
the Universe, it had also started to think, in the form of the
brain, matter has become what can be called a thinking substance,
it had begun to write down its thoughts and read the thoughts of
others. Writing and reading widened the doors of intersubjectivity
across space and time, and supplemented talking and listening
across space and time,” Karl elaborated.

‘With reading and writing, seeing became
a form of silent hearing and silent speech.’ Karl waxing lyric,
explained to Zebedee and Roger that with their eyes they were not
only able to see words, but they could also hear the meaning of
words through the veil of literal silence in which written words
had become shrouded, they could achieve this through the simple act
of seeing, by the means of vision words could speak to the inner
ear, in a process of soundless vocalizations, the inner voice spoke
to the thinking self through unmoving lips, as the eyes of the
reader swept through the written text. Seeing became hearing,
seeing became listening, writing became speech, speech became
writing. With the remodelling of the human brain, writing,
thinking, listening, hearing, speaking, seeing, reading, and every
possible kind of sensation had all become intermeshed into one
seamless web, which would now be impossible to disentangle.

For hundreds of thousands of years
before the invention of reading and writing, humans had survived
without the benefit of an alphabet or writing. It was clear to
science that the human brain had not specifically evolved for
reading and writing. Luckily, by chance, the brain was sufficiently
plastic and flexible so that it could be reconfigured and
reorganized and rewired, so that humans could learn to read and
write. Moreover, the big event in human history happened less than
ten thousand years ago, when it appeared that the human brain had
suddenly discovered by accident that it could invent visible marks,
which could stand for phonetic sound bites, sound bites that made
up words, speech, and language.

In the words of Karl, seeing had indeed
become hearing, reading had indeed become a form of listening.

A working alphabet had been devised by
sheer random, trial and error; the purely visual phenomenon of
writing and reading was created de novo from marks and lines
drawn on slabs of clay.

Karl explained, that very recently,
which was less than six thousand years ago, the ‘human brain had
discovered’ that it could perform new functions, which it had never
performed before in the preceding hundreds of thousands of years or
so. It all started when humans began by chance to invent a system
of physical signs that stood by convention for something. These
signs could be more or less permanently preserved by etching or
imprinting them onto a convenient and durable substrate. So, after
an unimaginably long period of time, humans suddenly discovered
that their brains could acquire and develop new ways of
communicating ideas and thoughts. Without actually understanding
what was happening inside their heads, humans discovered by sheer
accident that they could acquire novel and remarkable abilities and
powers, which they had previously never really been aware of. The
human brain had over-reached itself by performing tasks beyond its
design specifications. In the words of Karl: ‘Who had ordered
reading and writing?’ His answer: ‘No one, it was never on anyone’s
conscious list of things to do for humans to survive as
hunter-gathers for thousands of years.’ Humans discovered much
later by accident, long after they had evolved into their modern
anatomical form that their brains could be taught, or conditioned,
or reprogrammed, to do all kinds of new stuff for which their
brains were not designed to do in the first place, such as reading
and writing.

Roger liked the idea that humans could
reprogramme their own brains to perform new ways of communicating
ideas. He specifically liked the idea that the brain could be
trained to perform a wide variety of exceeding complex
communicative actions, which only became possible as a consequence
of the development of languages in the form of structured systems
of visible signs and symbols.

Roger, who had some tertiary level
education in biology, could not get over the profundity of the fact
that this capacity, this phenotypic attribute, this phenotypic
plasticity or malleability, was not the direct result of natural
selection acting on the brain. It was a capacity that emerged by
chance from a brain that had been preadapted anatomically for other
functions. Writing and reading was a spin-off of the capacity to
speak and listen. Roger made it clear that the brain had not
evolved as an organ, specifically adapted for ‘the function’ of
writing and reading, in the way that the forelimbs of seals and
whales were structurally and functionally adapted through the
action of natural section for swimming, or in the way that the
forelimbs of bats were structurally and functionally adapted for
flying.

Listening to Karl and Roger, Zebedee
could grasp the fact that the capacity for reading and writing was
not a specific evolutionary adaptation of the human brain in the
way that the flippers of seals were adaptations for swimming or the
wings of bats were evolutionary adaptions for flying.

For Karl, matter had not only become
conscious, matter had discovered inadvertently that it could read
and write, and create, ex
nihilo, a symbolic universe of
meaning out of nothing.

Why would man want to read and write?
Why would man experience the need to create literature, to fix his
narratives, to fix the contents of his thoughts and speech in
writing, in strings of written words?

So who ordered reading and writing as a
brain function?

No one, it happened by accident.

On the beach of Lake Sibaya, they
absorbed this fact in all of its profundity.

By learning to write and read humans
acquired the ability to visually assimilate and process language in
a non-auditory and non-vocal fashion. The primate brain had evolved
into its modern hominid anatomical and neurological structural and
functional form, after an extended period of time that predated the
Neolithic epoch. Palaeolithic man had lived for tens of thousands
of years with essentially a modern brain encased in his skull
without ever experiencing the need to start writing and
reading.

Listening to Karl and Roger, Zebedee
quickly grasped the fact that biological speaking, for more than a
hundred thousand years, there had been no selective driving force
or selective pressure acting on the brain for it to have evolved
all the specialized neurological adaptations that could have been
structurally and functionally tailored specifically for executing
the task of reading or writing. Therefore, there was no
pre-existing fully developed capacity for reading or writing
ability, until the recent fortuitous and sudden invention of
writing.

As Roger commented, writing as a form of
communication happened very recently, like just yesterday in the
chronology of the evolutionary history of man.

As hunter-gatherers, humans did not need
writing.

Anyway, why would they need writing and
reading?

But reading books on the shores of Lake
Sibaya had made Karl, Roger, and Zebedee fearless, reckless,
intrepid, audacious, creative, and daring. Without fully realizing
it they found themselves in a state of undeserved grace that
preserved them from ending up like the walking dead; they failed to
succumb to a plague-like infection of epidemic proportions, which
would have led to their inexorable and incurable moral, spiritual,
and intellectual zombification and stupefaction as conscripts in
the SADF.

Reading books resulted in a form of
mental inoculation, a form of spiritual or psychological
vaccination against stupidity. They developed some kind of
inexplicable mental immunity, they became morally non-susceptible
to indoctrination, and they became spiritually impervious to social
influences.

Now standing next to the road in the
bright phosphorescent night Zebedee could see for miles. Nocturnal
sounds from the surrounding fields punctuated the roadside silence.
He could make out every feature of the massive flat-topped
Platberg mountain range that towered over Harrismith, which
lay at its foot, lost seemingly in a deep dreamless slumber.

The incandescent moon awakened a tinge
of regret that threatened to stir up the kind of irresistible
madness that one can only read about in the greatest works of
literary art. For a moment, in the lonely emptiness of the night,
he seriously entertained doing something quite unthinkable. He
began to seriously consider hitchhiking back to Lake Sibaya. Maybe
he would be able to get back to the lake by mid-morning, in time to
meet the women on the beach.

Yet again he found himself reflecting on
the unfathomable possibilities, which only a perfect night such as
this could invite. The unmoving trees were quiet, not a leaf
rustled, not even the faintest breeze stirred the showers of
moonlight that bathed the silvery bejewelled inflorescences of
panicles, umbels, racemes, corymbs, and capitula, which stood in
unblinking silence along the verge of the silver stream.

Rebekah would be with them, carrying her
plastic drum.

Would she feel the same about him the
way he felt about her now? Were his thoughts inspired by love or
was it something else? They had shared a profound experience of
loving intimacy. Physically and emotionally, they were not complete
strangers to each other.

They held each other, their bodies
pressed tightly together. They had inhaled each other’s presence.
For a brief moment without sharing words, they had communicated
with each other from the deepest core of their beings.

A connection had been made.

She wouldn’t have been surprised if he
pitched up at the beach. Maybe she would wait forever in the
expectation that he would return. Maybe she would wait for the rest
of her life standing on the beach next to her drum filled with
water. She would wait for him, continually looking out for him
every morning when they came down to the lake. She would stand on
the beach waiting for him to come back to her, waiting to see
whether he would come walking down the narrow sand road towards the
beach of Lake Sibaya, waiting while they filled their drums with
water.

















Chapter 2

 


A giant articulated truck, consisting of
horse and trailer, approaching at high speed, suddenly braked
sharply, with its engine whining loudly and headlights blazing like
a giant aircraft coming into land it screeched, with rubber tires
burning on the tar, it skidded to an earth shuddering halt in a
cloud of dust and exhaust fumes. It came to standstill about fifty
meters away, the driver leaned over and flung open the passenger
door. Zebedee grabbed his balsak and run to the waiting
truck. He clambered up into the cab and after a mutual exchange of
dumela (hello) the truck roared off again into the silvery
night. They drove in silence. Zebedee stared out of the passenger
window at the passing landscape, recognizing the topological
silhouettes of all the familiar landmarks that broke the flat
monotony of the featureless Highveld plains. Landmarks which marked
the progress of every journey undertaken by countless travellers
and holiday makers who have travelled along this same road to
Durban, travelling from the vast sprawling
Pretoria-Witwatersrand-Vereeniging industrial-suburban complex that
had originally sprung up in the twinkling of an eye in the shadows
of yellow-white mine dumps and vertical shaft headgears.

With the engine howling, the truck swept
past Warden without slowing. Hunched over the steering wheel with
eyes fixed on the broken middle white lines that divided the road
the driver pressed down the accelerator as they gunned to Villiers.
After flashing past the twinkling lights of Villiers the driver
geared down for the crossing of the Vaal River. Zebedee gazed down
at the slow-flowing steel-grey river as the truck thundered across
the bridge into the Transvaal.

In front of them, on the road in the
bright headlights, the broken white line unrolled all the way to
Heidelberg. After Balfour, the plough shattered steppes of the vast
Highveld plains began to be broken by bands of hills formed from
ancient rocky outcrops. In the distance, they could see the lights
of Heidelberg and the shimmering outline of the Suikerbosrand. The
driver geared down the truck as it hugged the road while making the
wide circuitous centrifugal sweep past Heidelberg. The deafening
reverberations of the powerful engine filled the night as the horse
and trailer swept along the winding road, down dales and over
hills, leaving Heidelberg behind, they crossed the Suikerbosrand.
Fifty miles away they could make out the faint golden glowing halo
of the vast Witwatersrand with its brightest spot over the
Johannesburg skyline.

In the bright night, he could make out,
while they were still several kilometres away, the familiar outline
of the row of tall blue gum trees that marked the intersection of
the graded gravel farm road with the main tar road. He silently
pointed out the spot to the driver, the driver nodded. Changing
gears down and braking gently the driver gradually slowed the truck
down and a few minutes later he stopped the truck at the T junction
intersection, where the sand road turn-off met the main
Johannesburg-Durban road.

“Sala hantle,” he said to the
driver as he opened the door and climbed out of the cab.

“Tsamaya hantle,” the driver
answered. Lost in the silence of their private thoughts, they had
not spoken a single word over the entire journey from
Harrismith.

Slinging his balsak over his
shoulder, he started the five-kilometre trudge to the farm gate. On
the gravel road in the moonlight scrub hares danced and boxed
making like puffs of dust. A huge porcupine shambled across the
road with quills rattling. Now and then, a bat flittered low over
the road. As he passed a vlei a plover called, frogs croaked and
crickets chirped. In the distance, a farm dog barked at the moon. A
snake shining in the moonlight like an undulating ribbon of
quick-silver slithered across the road. It was a red-lipped herald
snake, a nocturnal creature that was often a road-kill victim.

He eventually reached the farm gate. On
the gate was the sign Rottstegge Dairy and Stables. He unhooked the
chain and pushed the gate slightly open, slipping through the gap.
After closing the gate, he made his way down the kilometre long
poplar tree-lined sand road. At the house, he was immediately
surrounded by a pack of barking dogs. The barking woke up the flock
of geese sleeping on the Kikuyu lawn in the backyard, they began to
gaggle noisily.

He tried to pacify the dogs by saying
‘Hey, hey, shoosh,’ they recognized his voice and started wagging
their tails. He patted their heads and they licked his hands.
Zebedee glanced at his watch; it was half-past three in the
morning. He had been on the road for over twelve hours without
having anything to eat or drink.

The barking of the dogs woke
Jennifer.

Jennifer who was expecting Zebedee’s
imminent arrival kicked off the quilt and jumped out of bed
immediately, switched on the bedroom lamp, and hurriedly put on her
gown and slippers. Rushing down the passage, she switched on the
kitchen and scullery lights before opening the door for him. She
embraced him tightly kissing him while laughing and crying at the
same time. He could not stop himself from also weeping with joy
after seeing his mother following such a long absence. He sat at
the kitchen table while she fussed about the kitchen, switching on
the kettle, opening and closing the fridge and cupboards and the
draws, while speaking incessantly about everything that she thought
he wanted to hear, looking for things and forgetting in her
excitement what she wanted to find.

His father had already left without
saying goodbye to sail the seven seas as Jennifer put it.
Otherwise, things were going well on the farm. She had a good
racing season and had also turned a very nice profit on the
stables. Things on the farm were looking up. The horse racing
business had grown steadily over the years. She had been training
horses for a number of wealthy businessmen who had taken up horse
racing as a hobby.

“Do want tea or coffee or milo. You must
be very hungry. Can I make you something to eat? I can quickly whip
up some steak, eggs, and toast?”

“Wow, that sounds great, I am so hungry
I can eat a horse,” he said.

In a flash, she had a slab of rump steak
sizzling in a pan on the stove and bread in the toaster. Into
another pan, she broke two eggs into melted butter. As he ate she
told him that Sam Zeigarnik was still alive and as old as he was
she was still using him as their farrier, and old Isaac Weinreich
was still making racing saddles. All her old connections in the
horse racing fraternity were all originally from the Lithuanian
district of Novoaleksandrovsk.

She said in passing that she felt an
obligation to continue supporting them because they were remote
relatives of her family. Her remark surprised him.

He knew so little about his family. It
felt like he had grown up in a vacuum in Rooikraal knowing nothing
about aunts, uncles, or cousins. It seemed that the Rottstegges had
simply dropped out of the sky into South Africa. His ancestry had
always been a mystery.

“Midnight Passion has turned out to be
an amazing surprise. I have already had offers from Alexander
Klausner and Max Rosenberg. As know you from my letters she has won
all her races so far,” she said.

He was with Jennifer when she bought the
unlikely looking filly for a knock-down price at the yearling
auction at Milner Park show grounds a year ago. The filly was a new
addition to the string of racehorses that Jennifer now owned.

He could hear the farm stirring to life.
The lights of the dairy had been switched on and cows were being
brought in to be milked.

“Time is moving on. I had better go get
dressed. A farmer’s day always begins at the crack of dawn,” she
laughed.

“You better get some sleep, you must be
feeling exhausted.”

After washing his face and brushing his
teeth he opened his bedroom window before he slipped under the
quilt, he switched the bedside lamp off, turned over once, and fell
immediately into a deep slumber.

He dreamed of Lake Sibaya laying
peacefully at the foot of forest-covered dunes, indigenous forests
that were filled with tall broad-leaved trees that towered into the
clouds. He was holding the hand of Rebekah the beautiful and
sensual young Tsonga woman who drew water every day from the lake.
They were in the mystical sand forest that covered the high dunes
that overlooked Lake Sibaya. They were locked in an embrace; their
mobile lips were pressed together in a passionate kiss. The
pleasant-sounding high-pitched trilling sounds of singing cicadas
filled their ears. His hands roved over her body, caressing her
breasts and buttocks. She began to speak in English. As he pulled
her dress up over her head she asked what Descartes really meant by
cogito ego sum. She was now completed naked. She asked him
what the cicadas were singing about. He answered her. They are
watching over us while singing a song about when they too were once
men and women living in the sand forest. During that time the Muses
brought song to the sand forest and men and women lost themselves
in the pleasure of singing. They forgot to eat and drink. They sang
until they died. The Muses turned them into cicadas so that they
could continue singing all day long without eating and drinking. We
must not forget to eat and drink she said looking earnestly at
Zebedee. Who are the Muses she asked? The Muses are the nine
goddesses who inspire us to tell stories. Are we one of their
stories she asked? I don’t know Zebedee answered. How can we know
she asked? We might never be able to know he answered. Then we need
to write our own story about ourselves don’t you think she said to
Zebedee.

Zebedee looked at her. Her dark body was
magnificent in the dappled forest sunlight. They lay down on a bed
of dried leaves amongst a brood of Gaboon Vipers on the floor of
the sand forest. Multi-coloured giant Vine Snakes with bird heads
and gaping beaks glided silently through the forest canopy. He
spread her shapely legs and he mounted her. While caressing and
fondling her breasts, he felt the exquisite pleasure of his sword
wrapped deeply in her dark velvet sheath, and then suddenly they
found themselves walking hand in hand under a black starlit sky.
They were with Karl and Roger. They were walking over the gently
undulating grasslands of Tongaland. On top of a high dune covered
in ankle-deep grass, they saw the fearful sight of the black
silhouettes of gigantic hippos all walking in a line. Karl sucked
deeply on his dagga zol while Roger drank deeply from a plastic
bottle filled with lala beer.

And then before the hippos could devour
them they found themselves standing on the beach at Sodwana bay.
Rebekah was selling packets of peanuts and bunches of bananas. They
all watched in horror as the stern-faced major with the handle bar
moustache, who was the commanding officer of Bravo Company of the
5th SA Infantry Battalion which was based at the Sibaya
Lake military camp for six weeks of counter-insurgency training,
drive the olive green military Land Rover into the sea.

He, Karl, and Roger hauled the Land
Rover out of the sea, took out its engine and they stripped it on
the beach, with all the parts becoming covered in sand. The major
who did not seem to be too concerned about the disaster started
fishing from the rocks. They could hear the platoon sergeant whose
nickname was Spyker asking the major the same question over and
over: ‘moet ek haar nou naai.’ Sergeant Spyker was speaking
about a woman sitting among a group of Transvaal holidaymakers
under a beach umbrella. They were swigging Klipdrift Brandy mixed
with coke from a bottle that they were sharing amongst
themselves.

While the sergeant and the woman from
the Transvaal copulated in full view on the beach, they put the
engine back together and the engine took at the first turn of the
key. Leaving the major on the rocks and the sergeant copulating on
the beach they drove the Land Rover through a dense pine
plantation. In the middle of the plantation, they drove to the top
of a high dune covered in short grass. From the top of the dune,
they could see the entire Indian Ocean all the way to India. On top
of the dune surrounded by palms was the kraal where Rebekah lived.
The ground was crawling with hinge-backed tortoises and they had to
walk carefully to avoid stepping on them.

Inside a reed hut, Rebekah showed them a
library filled with all the books that Karl had spoken about.
Inside the hut sitting on a chair was the attractive Indian
communist from Durban wearing a large heart shape Sibaya bean on a
leather throng hanging from her neck. She could not stop saying ‘it
is so fabulous, it is so fabulous.’ Outside the sky was filled with
a flock of giant manta ray slowly flapping their massive pectoral
fins. They were swallowing seagulls with their huge open cephalic
lobed mouths while rotating their eyes like chameleons.

Karl came over to him and confidentially
told him that the lobola (bridal price) for Rebekah would be
seven Friesland bulls and that he need not be circumcised before he
took Rebekah as his wife.

He dreamt that it was only a dream that
he was having, but then the bedroom door opened. It was Vanessa,
she was standing in the doorway, and she came into the bedroom.
Vanessa slipped into his bed. She said that she had been searching
for him everywhere. Now nothing would ever separate them.

Vanessa was the first girl that he had
really loved from the very depths of his heart, from the very core
of his being. As they held each other, she explained that she had
never really broken up with him even though she had left him. She
said her love was everlasting, it was eternal, and her love for him
exemplified the idea of Eros, the heavenly form of Erotic Love. She
said that she could only come back to him in dreams, in erotic
visitations, to reunite with him, to renew her pledge that she
still loved him with an eternal love.

It was midday when Jennifer gently woke
him. She sat down on the bed and ran her fingers affectionately
over his military-cropped dark brown hair that felt stiff and spiky
to her touch. Her dark eyes were radiant. She bent over and kissed
softly him on his cheek.

“Here is some coffee my darling; I have
made lunch for us.”

For a moment he was not sure where he
was or whether he was still dreaming. Dreaming of Vanessa was
always painful; it left an ache in his heart that would last for
days. However, his unexpected dream of Rebekah was disturbingly
pleasant. Everything about her was still so vivid in his mind. It
was the kind of dream that made the dreamer fall in love. What was
it that lived deep inside of him that had fuelled his dream with
the wild fires of passion for Rebekah? He was aware that he had
experienced a profound depth of feeling for Rebekah in his dream
state that contrasted sharply with his present state of
wakefulness. The dream passion was the kind of passion that ignored
all boundaries, the passion that transgressed all norms and
conventions; it was the passion of the dream world. Yet it was not
disturbing at all, it felt normal to be with Rebekah in the sand
forest high above Lake Sibaya.

After lunch, they went across to the
stables to look at the horses. Jennifer ran a tight ship at the
stable yard. He was surprised to see how big Midnight Passion had
grown since he last saw her. Her shining deep dark brown velvet
coat gave the illusion that she was a pitch-black thoroughbred
which would have been just as strange and impossible as a black
rose or black swan. She had turned out to be a truly magnificent
animal. Jennifer beamed proudly as Zebedee examined the filly with
the trained eye of an expert.

Her lips and muzzle were soft and
sensitive. Her nostrils while delicately flared were clean, wide,
and open. She had a fine head, her chin did not droop, and her
face, forehead, cheek, and cheekbones were beautifully defined. The
lines of her cheeks were well marked and the contours of cheekbones
were prominent as they should be. There was a good depth to her
jaws and a good width between her eyes. A thoroughbred should have
a head that tapers in perfect proportion almost to a point. Her
head that was well set on her neck was also in good proportion with
her body. Her ears were small and held upright.

















Chapter 3

The next morning when he went outside
the grass was still heavy with dew. Even though it was still early,
the sky had already become a deep azure blue. The white full moon
still bright in the sky hung over the western horizon. He watched
it being swallowed by the earth, like an egg being swallowed by an
egg eater.

The short walk through the uncut grass
to the machine shed had left his jeans saturating wet up to his
knees. At the farm machinery shed, he felt the first tentatively
warm rays of the sunlight on his back as he stood on the verge of
the concrete apron and stared at the farm machinery and implements
that were sheltered from the elements under sheets of corrugated
iron that had been painted black. The roof of the machine shed
began to creak loudly as the radiation streaming from the sun
caused the sheets to start expanding. All the working parts of
every single implement were covered with a coat of grease. There
was not a patch of rust to be seen anywhere.

He had returned to the farm after his
national military service without any plans for the future. He had
no idea what he wanted to do with his life. He had not made up his
mind about what career he would like to pursue. He had returned to
the farm, to his room, to the home where he had been born and where
he had grown up without thinking about tomorrow. It felt like he
had been away for a lifetime. Yet it also seemed that nothing had
changed. His room with the bed made up was just as he had left it,
clean and neat with everything in its proper place. Everything
looked the same, like a photograph with everything frozen in time.
It seemed that while he had been away time had stood still. Time
had ceased to flow wherever time was supposed to flow if indeed
time did flow somewhere. He had had time to think a lot about the
meaning and nature of time while they lounged languidly on the
white beaches of Lake Sibaya.

Nothing had changed even though he was
seeing everything afresh with new eyes. His mother had asked him
about his plans. When she realized that he had none she made him an
offer, he could help her run the farm. It was an enticing offer,
especially the way she put it. He would never have to work for a
boss. In the army he had got used to working without a boss
constantly looking over his shoulder all the time, watching his
every move. Now he had been allowed to become his own boss. He
could run the engineering workshop that his father had left fully
intact. Of course, he would be expected to help with the horses and
the dairy. Twice a week he would oversee the organization and
transport of the horses to their racing fixtures at





































cover.jpg





