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Prologue.






The year is 2005

The moon sits
high in the dark night sky as the paddles dip silently into the
dark waters of the Kafue River; a mist rises from the edges of the
river bank, cloaking the three men as they push the dugout forward
cutting through the water towards their destination, and the
completion of their quest.

Silently they bring the dugout alongside the
bank, secure it, and slip into the dark bush like phantoms, heading
towards their ultimate goal.

The safari camp is surrounded by a boma, and
the central fire flickers in the playful breeze as it throws up
sparks into the night sky. All is silent and still as the occupants
of the camp sleep, dreaming about what adventures the rising sun
will bring.

The shadows
of the three phantoms slip into the camp and head towards a tent in
the center, for in there lays their quarry. As one they move in and
emerge with a white bundle draped across the shoulders of one of
them.

They leave the camp as silently as they had
arrived, and if it were not for the abducted young girl, no one
would ever have known they had even been there.

The flickering flames from the torches
attached to the rocky walls of the large cavern throw grotesque
shadows across the open area. The air is thick with smoke from the
two burning cauldrons on either side of a raised altar, a low
humming and the sound of shuffling feet fill the area as a figure
leading a Black Backed Jackal on a rope enters the chamber,
followed by a procession of white robed figures. Their heads bowed
as they enter the holy temple, they move towards the altar, eyes
fixed upon the sacrifice secured with rope atop the smooth surface
stained with the blood of others that have come before her.

Silence
descends as they await the arrival of their high priestess and her
handmaidens. Hopes are high for today a new High Priestess will be
born when she lifts the sacrificial knife up high and plunges the
sharp blade deep into the bosom of her predecessor.

The hunters have arrived, and the chosen one
is being made ready by her handmaidens to come forth and take her
rightful place at the head of the Cult of the Jackal.


Chapter 1

The year, 2015.

“Happy Birthday to you, Happy Birthday
to you, Happy Birthday dear Debi, Happy Birthday to
you.”

“Wow, ten
years old already, young lady, and as pretty as a
picture.”

“Thanks,
Uncle Piet," Debi smiles shyly at Piet.

“Ag nee man, drop the uncle bit, I’m
not that old you know.”

“Hey Piet, you want another
beer?”

“Ja thanks, David, a cold one will go
down well.”

The party is
in full swing, the braai fire blazing away, and a very happy and
contented feeling fills the house on the smallholding. It has been
three years since David and Adele adopted Debi after the tragic
loss of her parents in an aircraft crash. All three of them had
fused as a complete family, with both adultstaking turns to home
school Debi, and all three of them immerse themselves into the
chicken farm which has now developed into a thriving business and
keeps them all out of trouble.

“Peggy, when are you and Piet leaving
for your much anticipated holiday in South Africa with
Veronica?”

“We leave
tomorrow night from Lusaka International, Adele, and I must say,
I’m so glad that Le Vee bought into Piet’s business, as he can now
go off and leave everything in the hands of the
Frenchman.”

“I must say,
just between the two of us, Le Vee is rather good
looking.”

“Hmmm, I tend to agree, but never let
Piet know that as he still sees himself as the stud around the
safari ladies, and I would hate to burst his bubble.”

The
laughterfrom the two woman is infectious and very soon all five are
laughing, and the sounds of happiness carry across the bush to the
waiting Land Rover where a sullen looking African policeman reaches
for the handset of his radio, keys in a different frequency, and
passes on the following message.

“Tell Jackal that we have found the
right specimen, she has just turned ten, blonde with blue eyes, and
easy to get to. She lives with the Swart's on the smallholding near
the banks of the Kafue; it’ll be easy to take her.”

The sound of
the Land Rover starting up carries to the smallholding, and Piet
looks up in time to catch a glimpse of the blue light on the roof
disappearing in a cloud of dust, as the vehicle takes off back up
the dirt road in the direction of the small town of
Kafue.

“Ag it looks like our local police are
keeping an eye out for you Adele, I just saw one of their patrol
vehicles leaving in a cloud of dust.”

“Well Piet, I’m not surprised after all
the action that took place here a few years ago. Anyway, it makes
me feel much safer knowing that they are around.”

“Right, Peggy
kry klaar skat, we have a long trip ahead of us, and I still need
to set things up with Le Vee before our flight. David, if you need
anything while weare away, get hold of the Frenchman and if he
can’t help then tough takkie my maat, can you see the worry in my
eye?”

“Not to worry Piet, we’ll be fine. I’ve
got your cell number, but will only interrupt your holiday if I
really, really have to.”

”Debi, come say goodbye to Piet and
Peggy, they’re leaving now.”

The birthday girl comes bounding into the
room, all smiles, kisses are given out to everyone, and the young
family gathers on the front stoop. They watch the departing vehicle
as it makes its way up the dirt road, with the setting sun turning
the color of the dust red and the cry of the hunting Jackal echoing
across the veldt.

The Year, 2008.

The soft sound of drums echoes across the
cavern, rolling over the gathering as they await the arrival of the
soon to be new High Priestess. She will be anointed by the blood of
her predecessor as she lies dying on the slab of rock, the
sacrificial knife buried in her body, her lifeblood staining the
rock beneath her.

The woman tied to the altar was abducted from
her family home in 1995 and has served as High Priestess of the
Jackal for eight of the ten years that she has been missing. Now
her time is up, her place must be taken by another, and that other
is the one who will hold the sacrificial knife that will end her
life, yet she does not struggle against her bonds, for she has
accepted the way of the Jackal. She understands that the release
from this life is just temporary, for she will return in the body
of another, to once again rule The Cult of the Jackal.

The tempo of the drums increases and the
gathering softly starts to hum, swaying from side to side. The
humming is getting louder, the drumbeat pounding and echoing off
the rock walls as the gathered people work themselves into a
frenzy, standing and doing a shuffle dance. The dust from the rock
floor is rising up in a cloud when suddenly a single command is
shouted out and the drums fall silent. The gathering collapses into
a position of worship, heads touching the ground, no one dares to
look upon the new High Priestess until she raises the dagger up
high, and is anointed by the death of the other.

The sacrifice
lies on the altar, her long blonde hair cascading down behind her,
nearly reaching the floor. Her blue eyes stare at the rock ceiling
high above her; she is resigned to her fate. This is the moment
that she has been prepared for since she raised the sacrificial
knife high above her thirteen-year-old head, and brought it down
with deadly accuracy, burying it deep into the chest of the woman
who lay before her, much the same way as she now lies.

A sound off to the right, a shuffle of feet
on the bare rock, slowly a procession made up of four elderly white
women moves into the cavern, with a thirteen-year-old blonde child
in the center being supported by two of them. They are all dressed
in ceremonial robes, all in white with the head of a Jackal on the
front.

They advance towards the altar as the
gathered crowd starts to again hum softly, swaying from side to
side, their eyes downcast as they remain in the kneeling position.
The young girl’s eyes are glazed over, the result of a drug
administered to her earlier. Her movements are jerky, but her grip
on the Sacrificial Dagger is firm and strong.

“Behold oh faithful, Allah brings us
another to carry the flame of the Jackal, Behold oh faithful, the
sacrifice goes willingly, Behold oh faithful, your new High
Priestess will strike like the Cobra and claim her rightful place
within the Cult of the Jackal.”

The humming stops, and slowly as one, the
gathering raises their bowed heads from the stone floor of the
cavern to look upon the young girl as she brings the knife up high,
the flames from the burning torches glinting off the ancient blade.
It arcs down, with all her thirteen-year-old strength behind it,
and the lifeblood of her predecessor flows.

The woman on
the altar arches her back as the knife cuts deeply into her body, a
gasp escapes her lips, and suddenly sanity returns to her eyes, but
too late as she remembers who she was, and she dies on the altar
with the name of her father on her lips.

“Behold oh faithful, your new High
Priestess has claimed her rightful place".

The young
girl slowly collapses from the effects of the drug, the dagger
falling to the floor from nerveless fingers. The four women
surround her, shielding her from sight, carefully gather her up
between them, and leave the cavern. The body of the young woman who
once was High Priestess is left for all to see, her blood slowly
congealing beneath her body, her white robe stained in
red.

The sounds of
howling jackals filled the cavern as the people gathered there to
worship the passing of theirfierce but beloved leaderand the
anointment in the blood of their new one, for ten years has passed
and a new chapter in their lives was starting. The Jackal God
smiles down at his people as they grovel before his image, the
flickering flames from the burning torches bringing his leering
face alive with leaping shadows.

***

The abduction
of the then ten-year-old Sandra from the safari camp in 2005 was
never solved by the police. Her disappearance remains a mystery to
this day, along with various other abductions of ten-year-old
European girls that go back into the early 1920’s, who just
disappeared into the African night, never to be seen
again.

The police investigations into the
disappearances never turned up anything, and it was assumed that
the children were taken from their bed by a wild animal, yet no
remains were ever found and there was never a sign of a struggle,
almost as if they had gone willingly. Worse still, they might have
been targeted by the gangs that dealt with woman and children
trafficking and had been sold into slavery or prostitution.

Indeed, their bodies will never be found, for
the tradition of the Cult of the Jackal is to feed the remains of
the one that was once High Priestess to the very animals that they
worshipped, the biggest bones left over crushed into powder and
sold for witchcraft.












Chapter 2

The Year 2015.

The Land Rover comes to a skidding halt, just
outside the gate to the boma (bush fence) entrance to Piet’s
Photographic Safari’s. Now aptly named “Double the Fun Safaris”,
since the Frenchman Jacques Le Vee had joined Piet as a partner,
the business is attracting more and more clients, thanks to Peggy
and Le Vee’s marketing skills.

The burly South African tumbles out of the
cab of the Land Rover, running before his feet hit the ground and
shouting out at the top of his voice.

“LE VEE, my moer, waar is die bliksem,
LE VEE, WHERE ARE YOU MAN?”

The tent flaps part, to reveal the Frenchman,
clad only in a pair of bright red boxer shorts.

“Ah, Monsieur Piet, yu ave returned
from yur party, an how is the little birthday girl?”

“Nee fok Le Vee, put some clothes on,
just now you scare the bloody game away.”

“Ah, but Monsieur Piet, I am
working.”

“Working, what working do you do in
those bliksem se rooi brookies?”

“I am entertaining one of the lady
clients Monsieur Piet, I take my public relations very seriously.
The client, she says she wants to see a Beeg Game Hunter, soooo I
show her a Beeg Game Hunter, and she is appy, no?”

“Ag nee fok Le Vee, put some clothes
on, ek en jy, ons moet nou praat, hurry up man, I’ve got a fokken
plane to catch.”

The tent
flaps part again, and the stunning Belgium model, who had been
whispering sweet nothings into Piet’s earwhenever she could, eases
past Le Vee, clad in nothing more than a wisp of a bikini, and
slides over to the embarrassed South African.

“You win
some, you lose some big boy, and you were too slow on the uptake.
But never mind, I don’t mind sharing, so think about it, after all,
you do say “Double the Fun,” so prove it.”

Piet grabs his bush hat from his head and
bites down hard on the material to prevent himself from saying
something to the departing woman as she sways off towards her
tent.

“Monsieur Piet, do not worry, I can
assure yu that everything will be in good hands while yu are away,
and I promise to keep my end up.”

“Ja Le Vee, I
can see that, you bliksem, I am not even gone yet and not only are
you keeping your bloody end up, you putting it awayas
well.”

“Relax Monsieur Piet, I know which end
to keep up, an I will not let you down. The business will not
suffer while you are away, and I assure you, I will keep the
clients happy, and show them a good time.”

“That Le Vee
is what worries me, the end you are keeping up, but ja, I must go
so I leave everything in your, how should I put it... your hot
little hands. I told David if they need anything to give you a
call, and please Le Vee, think of a new name for the safari, this
bloody “Double the Fun” is giving the ladies the wrong
idea.”

“But Monsieur
Piet that is the objective of the name, more fun.”

“Not ń moer
ou maat, when I get back, a name change will take place, and Le
Vee, be careful, you can’t run from a charging lion with those
bloody red boxers of yours around your ankles.”

“Monsieur
Piet, yu make a joke no, do not worry, off with yu and ave a good
time.”

Piet looks around the camp, taking in
everything, but avoiding the eyes of the Belgium model as she
stands in the entrance of her tent, and crooks a finger in his
direction.

“Nee fok dit, the name will change,
that I promise you, just wait until I tell Peggy, she’ll change the
bloody thing.

“Take care Monsieur Piet, an come back
safely, I assure yu that yu ave nothing to worry about.”

“Ja okay Le Vee, I must run, but I
promise you, when I get back we need to sit down and have a good
heart to heart.”

“Not to worry Monsieur Piet, I will
keep a record of all the conquests while you are away, and then we
can ave that heart to heart, over a brandy or three.”

“Nee fok dit, I’m out of here, a man
can only take so much.

Piet marches across the camp towards the Land
Rover, again avoiding eye contact with the model on his way past,
reaches the vehicle and slams the door closed behind him, muttering
to himself.

“Why Piet my love, what’s wrong, you
look all red in the face.”

“Ag Peggy it’s nothing, just sometimes
I want to strangle that bloody Le Vee.”

“What has he done this time my
skat?”

“Nothing Peggy, just the fact that he’s
single makes me see red, and oh ja, the name for the business that
must change, it's sending out the wrong signals, this is a fokken
safari business, not a bloody gigolo for hire.”

“Oh now I understand, somebody is a
little jealous, the handsome partner getting all the action
now.”

“Ag nee Peggy man, your mind is back in
the gutter, as if I don’t have enough to worry about with Le Vee,
now you as well.”

“Never mind Piet, as I always tell you,
you are my Jungle Boy, so it's hands off to all those other maidens
out there.”

“As usual you
are right my love. Come, everything is already in the car, so
“let’s go,” we have a plane to catch.”

Piet puts the
Land Rover in gear and throws up a cloud of dust behind him as they
set off for Lusaka, and their appointment with South African
Airways. Behind them, the flaps on Le Vee’s tent close and the
giggles and squeals from the model carry across the Kafue
River.


Chapter 3

Port Elizabeth Airport, the gateway into the
“Windy City” is a hive of activity as the burly expat and his
petite wife Peggy wait patiently at the roundabout for the arrival
of their luggage. The flight from Oliver Tambo Airport had been
uneventful, and both were feeling excited about the next few weeks
that they were going to be spending with Veronica. Her 150 hectares
farm, apply named “Kats Cradle,” nestled in the foothills of the
mighty Katberg Mountains, just a few kilometers from a one robot
town called Fort Beaufort.

Piet is
looking forward to sleeping late, watching the sunsets with a
brandy in his hand, and doing a bit of bird spotting on the side,
as Veronica had informed them that the area teamed with a large
variety of birdlife. Most of all, he is looking forward to not
having to deal with Le Vee for at least two weeks. Although he
would not admit this to Peggy, that had been the biggest
draw card to this
breakaway from the business, and as much as he hated to admit it to
himself, he did have a soft spot for the French Playboy.

Piet did like
the Frenchman, it was just his nonstop chatter that drove the burly
South African to drink, and well that is what he told himself,
although Peggy would be very quick to point out that Piet drank
long before Le Vee even arrived on the scene. In his mind’s eye, he
always puts Le Vee in the same category as the monkeys that visit
the camp, looking for scraps with their nonstop chatterand throwing
insults to the people below them.

All in all,
he could not complain as, between both Peggy and Le Vee, the safari
business had grown, and now had the reputation of being The One to
go to if you wanted to capture the Big Five on film. So far to
date, their biggest success had been a film crew from the U.S.A.
who had been after footages of the mating habits of the leopard.
Piet and company had been able to deliver within a week of the
crew’s arrival.

He looked around, hoping to catch a glimpse
of Veronica in the crowd that has gathered around the exit from the
arrivals hall and smiles to himself at the thought of Le Vee and
his so called Public Relations.

“What’s amusing you big
man?”

“Ag Peggy, it’s nothing, just thinking
of doing nothing for the next two weeks, but relaxing and
recharging the batteries. Come, here’s our luggage, let’s go find
that pretty friend of yours, and remember you promised no ganging
up on me while we are here.”

“Oh Piet, you know you love it, and if
we didn’t tease you, you would think there was something wrong, so
admit it, big boy, you thrive on it.”

“Peggy, one of these days I just might
take the two of you on, and then my lovely wife, remember who
started the ball rolling.”

“Piet, you can’t even handle me
sometimes, how are you going to cope with two of us?”

“Nee fok dit,
I give up, the two of you make a dangerous combination, and I think
I would rather go and find a bloody croc to wrestle with, at least
that would be safer.”

“Ja ou Piet and we love you as well.
Come, I see Veronica.”

***

The chamber leading off from the large cavern
is filled with light, thrown from the burning flames of the torches
slotted into holders attached to the rock walls, and the low
murmurs of the three men gathered there fill the small space. The
breeze that filters down through the old mineshaft playfully
flickers the flames, throwing light into the dark corners, chasing
the darkness away to reveal a white man, his face heavily bearded,
with a thick Arab accent and dressed in western clothing. Two
African men, wearing the robes of the Cult of the Jackal, with a
jackal lying at their feet like a domestic dog, are deep in
conversation.

“The time is now right my brothers, I
have spoken to the people in the Congo, and they are ready to
receive the next consignment. Do we have the required numbers that
they desire?”

“Yes Abdul, we have taken seven
children, four girls, three boys, and three young women, all from
the local villages. They have been promised a better life in South
Africa, with jobs, so all ten are willing, there should be no
problems.”

“I hope not, for your sake Moses. The
last time we had to shot one, that eats into our profits and this
is what it’s all about, making money.”

“We understand Abdul, but you cannot
hold us responsible for the actions of one stupid woman. The rest
all believe in the word of the Jackal, and follow without any
fear.”

“Okay enough,
tonight you will move the cargo up the river, and our brothers will
be waiting at the usual place. The border police have been paid, so
it should be secured on the Congo side; once that is completed, you
will be paid the usual price.”

“Allah is praised, for fortune looks
down on us and smiles.”

“You had better move on the information
received from that Zambian policeman regarding your new High
Priestess. That kind of opportunity does not happen often, and you
need her in place to keep your people happy, for, without the Cult
of the Jackal, we would not be in the business of the slave trade,
and life would not be so good to us.”

“Abdul, you worry too much, let us
handle the cult side of things, after all, it has been passed down
through the generations, and its following grows in numbers. We
only need to take the child before she enters her second month of
her tenth year, and we still have time before she joins
us.”

“This I know Moses, but I worry
sometimes that it will go to your head, all these mindless people
being sucked into your doctrine and bloody worshipping a stone
image of a bloody jackal.”

“It serves its purpose Abdul, for,
without the jackal, you would not obtain your slaves so easily.
Remember that while you are in command of the slave trade, I am in
command of the High Priestess, and she does my bidding, and no one
else’s.”

“I hear you Moses, but you need to move
on it. If you should lose this child and not be able to perform the
sacrifice, the people will start to doubt you, and you will find
your control slipping through your fingers.”

“This I know,
and am aware of it but keep in mind Abdul, time is on our side. The
hunters leave when it is the new moon, the child will be taken and
brought back to me, and the Cult of the Jackal will live
on.”

“That is good to know, my soul is now
at peace. One more thing Moses, a big customer of ours is looking
for a white woman, why don’t we sell him the woman that the child
will replace?”

“That cannot
be Abdul; she must die by the blade, for that fuses the child to
me, and gives me command over her. It allows me to control her
without the drugs; it allows me to have a hold over her where she
will do my bidding without question. Remember Abdul old friend, the
Ceremony of the Jackal can only take place when the blood of the
child flows down her legs, and the time leading up to that glorious
celebration is spent wisely with the child, as the old ones slowly
brainwash her, until she will follow my orders without questioning
or hesitation.”

“It was just a thought, but I see that
many moons must pass before she will be ready, no matter, the
customer does not wish to wait for an extended period. If you can
bring me a white woman, we can get four times the amount that we
get from the others.”

“If the opportunity should present
itself, we will receive the gift from the Jackal with open
hands.”

“One more thing, before I leave, the
woman in question must have blonde hair, she must be natural in
every way, and have never given birth.”

“Ha, you look for a virgin. That is not
something that is easily found around here, almost as hard as
finding copper in this mine, but we will see what the God bring
us.”

“The customer is not looking for a
virgin, he wants a woman that has not mothered a child, and has the
hair the color of gold.’

“I hear you,
Abdul, if it is to be, then so be it.”

“Do not take unnecessary risks Moses;
we cannot afford to be discovered.”

“Do
not worry; the cargo will be delivered on
time. As I said, the hunters are making ready to collect the girl
child; they must fast for one week before the hunt in order to move
like whispers in the wind when they set out on the hunt. Do not
worry old friend, there will be no problems.”

“Just make
sure the merchandise is delivered, Moses.
We cannot afford any slip ups on this one, as the customer is high
up in the South African government, and if this goes smoothly, I
can assure you there will be more orders placed, and life will
continue to be good.”

“Ha, I laugh
at how corrupt the very people elected to office are. They care
nothing for the people of the land, their only thought is to enrich
themselves, and that makes it so much easier for us. As long as
corruption is in office and money changes hands, we will
prosper.”

“On
that I agree on Moses, they are like the
vultures around a carcass of a dead beast, feeding off the very
flesh of the people that they are elected to serve, but no matter,
their greed is our gateway to riches. I feel nothing for their
politics or for them; to me, they are the end that justifies the
means and nothing more.”

“Go in peace Abdul. May Allah, blessed
be his name, watch over you?”







Chapter 4

A woman’s
scream echoes across the safari camp, followed by the sounds of an
enraged male voice; both cutting through the silence of the night,
itjerks Jacques Le Vee into instant wakefulness. He scrambles from
his camp bed, the Belgium model forgotten as he grabs his rifle and
hurries outside in the general direction of the commotion. The
flickering flames from the campfire are catching his bright red
boxers, making him stand out like a beacon.

The sound of
a hard slap, followed by a heavy sob, carries to him as he makes
his way quickly towards the tent that houses a middle-aged German
couple. Suddenly the tent flaps are violently thrown aside, and the
woman is physically thrown out of the entrance. Her head strikes
the ground hard enough to stun her, followed by the husband who
delivers a sharp kick into her ribs as she lies on the ground, her
face all bloody from his assault.

Jacques Le Vee moves across the distance
separating them very quickly, and putting the rifle to one side,
pulls the enraged husband away from the crumpled form of his
wife.

“Mon Dieu Monsieur, ave yu gone crazy,
what are you doing?”

“Fuck off Frenchman, this has nothing
to do with you, go back to screwing your Belgium whore.”

“Monsieur,
there is no need for that kind of talk, what you are busy doing is
wrong, you need to come away from ere.”

Le Vee could see the mad light in the man’s
eyes, and in an instant, he understands that drugs are involved and
that if pushed a bit harder the German would attack him.

“Isaac, help the lady up, an take er to
the bar area, there is a first aid kit there, while I deal with
this crazy man. Monsieur, if yu wish to fight, then at least show
some backbone, and fight with a man, not a woman.”

As the German
lowers his head like a Springbok forward, and charges across the
open space towards Le Vee. The Frenchman picks up his rifle by the
barrel and swings the butt at the lowered head of the German. The
connection makes a very satisfying solid thunk, with the end result
being one drug mad client crumpled to the ground,
unconscious.

“I av told yu
all before, do not look for le trouble with La France. Vive La
France! Jacob, bring that thing to the bar area as well, lets us
see what damage as been done to both of them, and what can be
repaired. One more thing, no one tells Piet that I came out ere in
my boxers, or I will never ear the end of it.”

As luck would have it, the Belgium model was
not only a model, but a third-year medical student as well, and she
took command of the makeshift first aid room, attending to both the
injured parties. The wife looked worse than what she was, and
violently rejected any mention of police involvement in the affair,
while the husband ended up with a massive lump and bruising above
his right eye, a testimony to how hard the butt of a rifle is. He
was a lot more subdued than he had been before the introductions
had been made, courtesy of Le Vee, and very apologetic to all
concerned.

”Monsieur, we cannot tolerate such bad
behavior ere in this camp, but in order to show respect for your
wife’s wishes, I will not involve the police. But I warn yu
Monsieur, if there is a repeat of tonight, I will not hesitate in
my actions, I will shoot yu! ”

“Once again Monsieur Le Vee, I
apologize for my actions and assure you that it will not happen
again. I will not give you cause to take such drastic action as to
shoot me, it was a drug I bought in Lusaka before you collected us,
I was hallucinating, and thought that I was being attacked, I need
to beg my wife’s forgiveness.”

“Please
Monsieur, collect those drugs yu ave, and bring them to me. I will
not allow drugs in this camp, as it not only poses a danger to yu,
but to all the members of the safari. Once that is done, please
everyone, return to yur tents, the night is still a puppy an many
hours to go before the sun kisses the sky again. Remember, tomorrow
we are looking for Le Lion, so get a good night rest.”

The Belgium model slides up to Le Vee, her
arm snaking around his waist, toying with the elastic band at the
top of his red boxers.

“Oh Jacques, you were so magnificent,
and in your red shorts, really hot.”

“Oh
Mademoiselle, it is nothing… webeeg white hunters, take it all in
our stride. Now, talking of stride, we ave some unfinished business
of our own to attend to before the sun rises and there is work to
do.”

“Oh Jacques, I just love it when you
talk dirty.”

***

The moonlight
breaks through the curtains of the house on the smallholding, David
and Adele are in a deep sleep, spooned together under a light
blanket. Debi lies fast asleep in her own room; her ten-year-old
arms wrapped around her guardian of the night, Bruno the Bear. On
occasion, whimpers carry from her room into the quiet of the house,
as she once again clutches a box of crayons in her hands, ready to
defend her dead parents in her dreams.

In the
beginning, her screams would shatter the still of the night as she
fought with the demons invading her land of dreams, and the hyena
would get bigger and bigger as it got closer to her. Both David and
Adele would be flying into her room, to hold and comfort her, to
help drive the demons away, and as she got older, the images that
had been burnt into her brain started to fade. The love that the
two adults had for her helped ease her back to where a ten-year-old
child belonged, a place where you were not scared, a place where
you knew you were safe and most important of all, a place where
love flourished. Slowly, Debi had started the long road to
recovery, and once again found happiness in the arms of her adopted
parents.

The sound of
a barking baboon cuts through the night, the howl of a jackal fills
her ears, the distant grunt of hippos in the river, the cough of a
hunting lion, all are part of her life now, so she sleeps peacefully, undisturbed, knowing that
nothing can touch her or harm her. She is safe in her
bed.

***

The very same moon lights up the farm called
“Kats Cradle.”

Your first
view of the farm is when you come around a corner of the dusty
road, and look directly across the field at the house. Surrounded
by different types of fruit trees, the Maasdorp River running
through the property, the high Blue Gum trees act as a backdrop
behind the house; the scenery gives off an aura of “Please come and
live in me,” which is what happened to Veronica as she fell in love
with the place at first sight.

It was once
an export apple farm then deserted for many years before Veronica
fell for the property and made an offer that was accepted. It
consisted of a split level house, five bedrooms in the main section
with another two bedrooms downstairs, a double dining room/lounge
and a separate lounge, all with built in fireplaces. Then, the gem
of the house, a huge kitchen with an old Aga Stove that burnt day
and night in winter, with a donkey for hot water, and last of all,
a generator for electricity.

In the one
guest bedroom, Piet and Peggy are sound asleep. Piet’s snoring has
attracted the attention of the horses that Veronica had bought for
the farm for riding up into the mountains. Between Piet’s snores
and the response from the gathered horses below the bedroom, one is
surprised that anyone in the old farmhouse gets any sleep at all.
If you were brave enough to tell Piet that he snored, he would
dispute it vigorously saying that he had never heard himself, so go
talk shit elsewhere.

The fire from
the forest slowly creeps up the mountain side behind the farm; a
wind picks up and starts to fan the blaze, throwing sparks high up
into the air, and carries them off down the mountain to settle in
the tinder dry grass of Kats Cradle. The sparks turn into a small
fire, and suddenly the wind is driving a blazing fire through the
land towards the sleeping house, the bone dry Blue Gums feeding the
hungry flames as the wind increase in strength. The heat from the
flames causes the wood to burst, sending more sparks flying to land
and start another fire for the now howling wind to fan. Quickly, it
spreads, eating up everything in its path, the smoke from the
flames filling the house as it gets closer.

The urgent
neighing from the horses and donkeys and
the cackle from the resident geese break through Piet’s sleep, and
he throws the covers off, at first disorientated, but then the
smell of smoke comes to him and he is galvanized into
action.

“Peggy, wake up! We’ve got problems
outside, there’s a fucking veldt fire.”

“Piet, Peggy, are you awake? There’s a
bloody fire raging outside.”

“Ja Veronica ons is op, I’m going
outside to see what’s going on, you two stay inside for
now.”

“Okay Piet, just be careful, it can cut
you off very quickly.”

“Ja ek weet,
I just want to open up for the horses and the donkeys, the bloody
animals are scared of the fire, then I’ll come back and we can sort
something out.”

Piet leaves
by the back door, the smoke is already thick around the house,
cutting off the light from the moon. The frightened neighing cries
from the trapped horses and donkeys spur him on as he covers his
mouth and nose with his tee-shirt and makes his way towards the
paddock gate. He hears the thunder of their hooves as they gallop
around in circles, trying to get away from the flames that are
rushing towards them, devouring everything in their
path.

Fumbling in
the smoke, he manages to undo the latch that holds the gate closed,
and then stumbles into the paddock, calling to the horses. He tries
to attract their attention to the gate when, out of the smoke, a
charging gelding almost takes the burly South African off his feet
in its attempt to get away from the flames. It finds the open gate,
and as one the seven horses thunder past him, and to
safety.

“Nee fok, if I wanted action I would
have stayed with bloody Le Vee. I bet that bloody Frenchman is
having an easy time of it, sitting with his feet up, and having all
the bloody women at his beck and call.”

The fire
latches onto the thatch roofs of three log cabins that are on the
domain, and there is nothing to do but watch the destruction as the
thatch falls inwards, and the cabins start to burn, lighting up the
night sky like a beacon.Piet
stands back and watches helplessly as each cabin resembles a
burning pyre.

The wind
increases in strength, howling down the face of the
mountain, buffeting them as they run
around with branches, beating out every new fire they can see
before it can develop into something that they can’t control,
trying to protect the farmhouse from the hungry flames that twirl
and dance around them as if the fire has taken on a demonic
presence and is determined to destroy them.

They watch as
the main wall of flame approaches, being pushed forward by the now
gale force winds that whips around the house and then the
impossible happens, the raging fire splits in two and misses the
house, only to join up again devastating everything in its path
once the house isbehind it.

As the sun
climbs into the sky, exposing the destruction that the blaze has
left in its wake, two figures materialize out of the smoke, shaking
their heads in wonder that the house is still standing. Patricia
and Alex, two of the local
villagersthat looked after the farm for
Veronica when she was at the university, arrived with all the
horses plus the
two donkeys in tow, and after greeting the
smoke-stained three, set about cleaning up as much as was
possible.

The 22 mil piping that was used to channel
water to the farm from the river had melted in the heat from the
flames. That kept Piet busy, but with the help of three other
locals, after three hours the house once again had running
water.

The smoke had barely settled when huge storm
clouds started to gather and build up over the top of the Katberg
Mountains. With rolling thunder running down the face of the
mountain and enveloping the three as they stand on the porch
watching, Mother Nature was gathering her forces together for
another assault on Kats Cradle.

“Fok,we could
have done with this rain that’s coming last night. Moer ek is nou
moeg.”

“Patricia has
prepared coffee for us in the kitchen, guys, let’s go and recharge
our batteries.”

“Veronica, the only thing that will
recharge my batteries is a double of the good stuff, followed by
another one.”

“Nee Piet, not now my man, wait until
sunset, and then you can recharge your batteries in your own
way.”

“Ja Peggy, kick a man when he’s down,
just like a woman. It’s almost sun set as it is.”

“Wishful
thinking Piet, still at least two hours to go, but I tell you what:
I’ll slip a tot into your coffee, will that make you
happy?”

“Hey Veronica, you know if I was not
married to Peggy, we could easily have been an item.”

“Oh Piet, once again wishful thinking,
you can hardly keep up with me, how do you think you could keep up
with Veronica, she takes far less nonsense than I do.”

“Piet, Peggy is right you know, you
would never manage to keep up with me, after all, I’m a redhead,
and we have a reputation to maintain.”

“A reputation
to maintain, fok, you two doesn’t know what a reputation is! Now,
if you want to talk reputation, just look at me, now that is a
reputation to maintain.”

“Ja ou Piet, dream on my
man.”

As the three
make their way back into the house, the dark clouds gather,
lightning flashing across the sky, and the first huge raindrop hit
the burnt earth and plays out a drumbeat on the corrugated iron
roof. As the night falls, so does the rain.












Chapter 5

The sound of
the Kafue River running strongly was behind the party as they
crouched behind the rocky outcrop, the sky was dark, the sounds of
the night filling the air. The cry of a hunting jackal floats
across the water, to be answered almost immediately from Moses who
then flashes his torch three times in quick succession in the
direction from where the first cry had come from. He is answered by
three flashes from the opposite bank, confirming that the slavers
are on their way over to collect their human cargo.

Slowly, through the curtain of the night, a
shape can be made out. As it draws closer to the crouching group,
the shape begins to resemble a long boat, powered by four sturdy
oarsmen digging the paddles deep into the dark water and propelling
the boat forward, until the prow touches the river bank. A figure,
dressed in a flowing white robe much the same as Moses, jumps out
and makes its way towards where the group is huddled.

“Moses, my old friend, what do you have
for me tonight?”

“Adam, you
crafty old devil, you are aware of what there is, and they are all
ready for their new lives somewhere in Africa.”

Adam turns
around and barks orders to the men standing around the boat, and
soon, all passports and I.D. Documents have been collected fromthe
ten people and handed over to him for safekeeping. Theyare then
moved forward until all in the group are seated in the
boat.

“Well Moses, we’ll be off, I see you
have chosen very well this time my friend, we will make double our
money on some of them. Until next time, Allah, peace be upon him,
be with you.”

“And with you Adam, go in
peace”

Moses stands
on the riverbank, watching as the long boat disappears back into
the darkness, along with its human cargodestined to be sold into
prostitution, used as drug mules or anything else that their new
owners saw fit. Not one of the ten has a clue of what awaits them
in the future, as each one thinks they are crossing the water to a
better life.

A smile plays on Moses' face as he loses
sight of the boat, rubbing his hands together; he issues an order
to the band of handlers and as one they move off through the
Zambian bush, leaving the Congo border behind them, heading towards
the abandoned copper mine and the Lair of the Jackal.

Now that the
human cargo
had been delivered, he can attend to other
matters, such as the young ten-year-old girl, whose future has
already been mapped out for her in the history of the Cult of the
Jackal. When the time is right, she will take her rightful place at
the altar, and with a thrust
of the Ceremonial Dagger, she will anoint herself with the blood of
her predecessor, earning her the right to be called High Priestess
and reach her new destiny.

The sun is
just touching the far off horizon, turning the sky red as Jacques
Le Vee and the party of clients move through the thick African
bush, a cool breeze blowing directly into their faces, bringing
with it the smell of the King of Beasts,
the mighty lion who was the object of Le Vee’s stalk this early in
the morning.

The reason
behind the early
morning safari was that the group wanted
to capture the King of
Beastshaving a roll in the hay with his
queen. Isaac has brought word to Le Vee, earlier, that a pair had
been seen mating not far from the camp. Le Vee, with his usual
"devil may care" attitude had roused the camp from slumber, but not
before sending the Belgium Model on her way back to her own tent.
Now, they were approaching the amorous cats very cautiously and a
group of very happy clients was sure to go back home with more than
they could have hoped for.

Le Vee
allowed the group a half an hour of filming while the big cats
cavorted around, then noticing that the male was getting nervous at
having to perform on film, he started to move them back and away
from the bridal suite. He kept an eye on the big feline at all
times until he felt sure that they were beyond the circle that the
lion considered the boundary, and only then did he relax
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