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			one

			The Conspiracy

			Nation on the Brink

			It was a Thursday afternoon, and Johnson Smith was sipping a glass of brandy in his luxurious office in Sandton City Towers. As he glanced at his cell phone, he realised it was almost time for his meeting. He quickly finished his drink and called his secretary to prepare the boardroom. Johnson’s business partners were coming together to discuss how they could further solidify their control over South African investments, and he couldn’t afford for anything to go wrong.

			George Burger, as usual, was the first to arrive. As he stepped into the reception area, he was warmly greeted by Johnson. They headed to the boardroom, poured brandy, and engaged in light conversation while waiting for the others to arrive. Patrice Mokoena arrived a few minutes later, flanked by his bodyguards. Johnson’s secretary escorted him to the boardroom where Johnson and George were already enjoying their drinks. They welcomed Patrice, poured him a glass of brandy, and the conversation began in earnest.

			

			Johnson started, “Gentlemen, as you know, we must continue to expand and protect our business empire, no matter what it takes. I want to ensure that my cigarette, brandy, wine, and mining businesses are secure in this country. Giving the Black population their voting freedom was my father’s well-crafted plan. Sponsoring and backing the three major political parties was the only way to control the masses. Remember, gentlemen, we are the White minority with financial muscle. We must ensure that nothing happens in South Africa without our approval.” George and Patrice nodded in agreement.

			“Furthermore,” Johnson continued, “we own the banks in South Africa. Now I must admit, with the ruling party losing its majority power while we have huge projects to complete, I’m a little concerned. We need to buy out state-owned entities. We want Eskom, Transnet, and Denel.” He sipped his brandy, refilled his glass, and continued, “Gentlemen, we must destroy these companies and buy them for pennies. In five years, there must be no Eskom owned by the state in South Africa. Our goal is to own it and become the only energy company that controls the livelihoods of our people.”

			“I like how you think,” George chimed in. “With this kind of strategy, we will crush any obstacle in our path. Gentlemen, you have my full support. I believe now is the time to establish a Government of National Unity (GNU).” They all nodded. “With the GNU, we will remain in control. We are the biggest sponsors of the three major political parties in this country. Politics is a game of numbers, so our best bet would be to sponsor two more new political parties. This way, we will have five political parties under our influence.” Patrice, pouring himself another glass of brandy, nodded and took a sip.

			

			George continued, “Gentlemen, with these five parties, this is how we will play the game. We must buy the electoral commission officials, the senior executives. Once we have control over them, we will ensure the ruling party does not get more than fifty percent of the votes in the upcoming election. The opposition party will receive enough votes to form a government of national unity. Remember, we control the three major political parties. After the election, we will compel them to form the GNU. If they resist, we will have the prosecution authority ready to charge and imprison them. I am confident we will succeed. The president of the ruling party is our man. We made him, and he owes us for life. My father gave him shares in blue-chip companies and mines, so he is indebted to us. We also made sure he got his hands dirty by committing serious crimes, so he knows he will rot behind bars if he refuses our strategy.”

			Outside, the city lights began to glow, signalling the onset of evening. The meeting was long and draining, but they persisted. Patrice then shared his views on their plan to capture and control everything in the country. “Gentlemen, you have raised excellent points, and I am convinced we will achieve them all. To crush Eskom, we need to place our man at the helm. He will introduce global environmental policies and pledge Eskom to focus on clean energy. This means reducing coal burning by fifty percent immediately. Our business partners will supply Eskom with diesel, skyrocketing Eskom’s expenditure to billions each fiscal year, putting more strain on the entity. And then, we will sponsor government funds to rescue Eskom.” Johnson and George both smiled clearly in support of the idea.

			

			Patrice continued, “Remember, gentlemen, we own the mines. While Eskom reduces coal burning, we will mine the coal and export it to Europe. It’s a profitable business for us. With coal we will continue to grow wealthier and South Africa will come to depend on us more than ever.” The three conspirators clinked their glasses, sealing their sinister pact, ready to execute their plan to bring South Africa to its knees.

			Media Game

			It had been two weeks since the last meeting in Sandton. The Friday air was thick with the heady aroma of ageing wine, and the soft hum of cicadas from the vineyard outside served as a backdrop to the tense gathering inside the opulent hall. Johnson Smith surveyed the room with a steely gaze, satisfied with the formidable ensemble of power players seated around the grand table. The afternoon sunlight streamed through the large windows, casting an almost surreal glow on the assembled men.

			Kaizer Khoza, the president of the ruling Ubuntu party, leaned back in his chair, a slight smile playing on his lips as he sipped his wine. His presence here signalled his alignment with the covert ambitions of these influential magnates. Victor Venter, the media mogul whose empire spanned the breadth of South Africa’s information channels, sat attentively, absorbing every detail of the unfolding strategy.

			

			Johnson cleared his throat, commanding the room’s attention. “Gentlemen, as we continue our discussion, let us not lose sight of our ultimate goal: the unassailable control of South Africa’s wealth and resources. Kaizer, your role in this is pivotal. The Ubuntu party must lead the narrative that the GNU is not just necessary but inevitable for the stability and prosperity of our nation.”

			Kaizer nodded, his eyes gleaming with the promise of power. “I understand, Johnson. We will present the GNU as the only viable solution to the challenges facing our country. The people will believe in the necessity of this unity, especially if it is portrayed as a selfless act for the greater good.”

			George Burger, ever the strategist, stood up, flipping to a fresh page on the flip chart. “Victor,” he began, “your task is crucial. The media must drive home the message that the Ubuntu party’s willingness to collaborate is a testament to their dedication to the nation. We need constant coverage that highlights the party’s readiness to sacrifice for the people. Any dissenting voices within your media houses must be silenced.”

			Victor leaned forward, his expression serious. “Consider it done, George. My editors and journalists will be instructed to push this narrative relentlessly. We will shape public opinion to see the GNU as the only path forward.”

			

			George continued, sketching a diagram on the chart. “Additionally, Kaizer, you will need to ensure that the state-owned broadcasters fall in line. Their influence on public perception is unparalleled, and they must mirror the message propagated by the private media. This synchronised approach will leave no room for alternative viewpoints to gain traction.”

			Kaizer’s face hardened with determination. “I will personally oversee the compliance of the state broadcasters. The message will be uniform and unwavering.” The men exchanged nods of agreement, their resolve firm.

			Johnson raised his glass, the liquid catching the light as he spoke. “To our continued dominance and the successful execution of our plan. We will reshape South Africa according to our vision.”

			They clinked glasses, sealing their pact with the silent understanding that failure was not an option. As the meeting progressed, ideas were refined, roles were clarified, and strategies were meticulously crafted. Outside, the vineyard basked in the golden glow of the setting sun, oblivious to the machinations within.

			By Sunday, the groundwork for their audacious plan would be laid, and the wheels of their conspiracy set in motion. South Africa’s future hung in the balance, teetering on the edge of their ambitious scheme.

			

			two

			The Puppet

			The Union Buildings, the headquarters of the South African government, were abuzz with activity as President Kaizer Khoza prepared for a crucial two-day conference with his national executive committee. The agenda: to strategise the party’s governance plans and the upcoming elections. Key figures, including the secretary-general, treasurer, chairperson, and deputy president of the ruling Ubuntu party, were in attendance.

			After concluding a lengthy call, President Khoza entered the conference room where the committee members had gathered. The room was meticulously prepared, with platters of food and an array of beverages, including whisky, wine, and brandy, to foster a relaxed atmosphere. As the members mingled and enjoyed the refreshments, a sense of camaraderie prevailed.

			Clearing his throat to command attention, President Khoza poured himself a glass of brandy. “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to our strategic meeting as the ruling party. Our business continues, and I trust you all wish to return to parliament after the upcoming elections.” Nods of agreement and a brief silence followed. “I am pleased to see our shared commitment to retaining our positions and serving the nation. Our funders have provided us with a well-crafted plan to ensure we remain in power, even if we do not secure a majority.”

			

			The room fell into an attentive silence as Kaizer continued, “You are all familiar with Johnson Smith and his associates. They have pledged their full support to our party, guaranteeing that we will stay in office for the next term. Their strategy involves forming a union called the Government of National Unity. This means we must forge alliances with opposition parties. Our benefactors have influence over the two major opposition parties and are creating two additional parties to ensure the success of the GNU.” Kaizer raised his glass in Lebogang Malinga’s direction, signalling for the secretary-general to speak.

			“Thank you, Mr President. Ladies and gentlemen, I have attended several meetings with our funders, and their message is clear: we, as leaders, understand our people better than anyone else. We know what resonates with them. By promising them the world, we can secure their votes for the Ubuntu party. Now is the time to be among the people daily, providing food parcels, building houses for disaster victims, resolving identity issues, and ensuring efficient services in hospitals. We must repair damaged roads before the elections and employ nurses on contract to improve healthcare services. Our efforts must span all nine provinces. Our rest will come only after the elections,” Lebogang concluded his remarks and took his seat.

			

			After a ten-minute break, the members reconvened, and President Kaizer resumed speaking. “Ladies and gentlemen, we must educate the populace about the forthcoming GNU. Mr Venter, the media mogul, is firmly on our side, handling the private sector media. I will oversee the public media entities, ensuring they propagate the benefits of the GNU. Those who resist compliance will be silenced. We cannot afford to lose this battle. We have covered substantial ground today; tomorrow, we will finalise our concrete plan.”

			The Puppet Master

			After a night of celebration and entertainment, the delegates reconvened the following morning, their minds sharpened by the urgency of their mission. The atmosphere in the Sun City conference hall was charged with purpose. Johnson Smith, rejuvenated by the previous evening’s camaraderie, took to the podium once more, his demeanour reflecting the gravity of the day’s discussions.

			“Ladies and gentlemen,” Johnson began, his voice resonating with authority, “as we move forward, it’s imperative that we streamline our strategies and solidify our plans. Today, we will delve deeper into the mechanisms that will ensure our control over the political landscape and the nation’s resources.”

			

			The room fell silent, the weight of their collective ambition palpable. George Burger, always the tactician, stood up, ready to outline the financial blueprint. “Our financial allocation, as discussed, will be meticulously distributed among the five political parties. Each party has been assigned specific roles that align with their strengths and areas of influence. This strategy not only maximises our reach but also ensures that our objectives are met with precision.”

			He flipped through a series of slides, each detailing the financial breakdown and the roles assigned to the political parties. The attendees listened intently, understanding that their success depended on the flawless execution of these plans.

			“Victor Venter,” George continued, “your role in shaping public perception cannot be overstated. The media will be our most powerful tool in this campaign. We must ensure that the narrative of unity, stability, and prosperity is omnipresent in the minds of the voters. Any deviation from this message must be swiftly corrected.”

			Victor nodded, his face serious. “Rest assured, George. My media empire will work tirelessly to control the narrative. We will amplify the achievements of the Ubuntu party and their coalition partners, portraying them as the only viable option for South Africa’s future.”

			Johnson interjected, “Kaizer Khoza, your influence within the government is crucial. You must leverage your position to facilitate the policies and decisions that align with our agenda. The state-owned broadcasters must fall in line with the message propagated by the private media. This unified front will be instrumental in swaying public opinion.”

			

			Kaizer, with a confident smile, replied, “I will ensure that all state media outlets echo our narrative. Resistance will be met with swift action. Our control over the message will be absolute.”

			As the discussions progressed, each delegate outlined their specific tasks, ensuring that every detail was accounted for. The plan was comprehensive, encompassing everything from grassroots mobilisation to high-level policy manipulation.

			During the afternoon session, Johnson addressed the assembly once more. “Ladies and gentlemen, our path is clear. We have the resources, the strategy, and the resolve to
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