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BERTUS “VELSKOEN” VAN der Schyff inspected his rusted 1978 Jeep that he had the mechanic at Bam Tune-Up Centre put back in shape. The break pads were worn out, and the clutch plates and release bearing needed to be replaced. Bertus had driven this same Jeep for over thirty years, and in this unforgiving farming terrain, it had taken quite a knock. The Jeep had been something more than just a reliable mechanical object. It represented Bertus' resilience more than anything ever could. Bertus watched as the mechanic tinkered with the bolts, and, acknowledging that it was going to be a three hour job at most, retreated to the ventilated waiting room where his wife Marike sat sweating, and knitting.

Out here in Musina, in the northern-most end of the country on the Limpopo riverbank, the temperature reaches forty-two degrees Celsius on a cloudy day. Bertus preferred to be known by the name Velskoen instead of his birth name, on account of wearing the same leather boots since he got married. Musina was the town of his birth. He had lived here all his life, forty of which were spent in farming. He was sixty-eight years old with faded green eyes, but still as strong as a rampaging bull elephant during musht mating season. He attributed his healthy physique to the rigours of daily farm work that kept his muscles toned and his heart in shape. He had lost a desperate battle with the hair that had receded faster than a muddy pool in the Kalahari, but habitually combed a few last strands that stubbornly remained with a broken comb that sits permanently on the cracked dashboard of the ancient trusted Jeep.

Such were the habits wired deep within him.

Velskoen was weaned and bred up on old man Oupa van der Schyff’s farm. It was the only place he could call home. However, living out here in this quiet farming community in post-apartheid South Africa had its share of problems. Besides fierce crocodiles that severed his livestock, in recent years he had been involved in a desperate battle – which he was losing – against hordes of marauding Zimbabweans. These illegals jumped over the fence, risking limb and life in crocodile territory to steal anything they could lay their hands on. The high perimeter fence that used to protect his property had been run down by poachers and illegal Zimbabweans more times than he could remember. Every time he mended it, they tore it down within a month.

However, through all those challenges, Velskoen persevered, if only for the love of farming. He factored in the recent lawlessness around Musina as a perfect example of just the way the Zim route was beckoning to South Africa. Although he had been farming for a very long time, success was not the right term to describe Velskoen’s occupational activities, hence his reluctance to retire. However, during good rains the farm kept his body and soul, as well as those of Marike, together for many years.

The old couple had proven against divergent views that life on the farm was sustainable. For Velskoen it was all fine continuing the family tradition with pride. To Marike on the other hand, the business was becoming increasingly risky. Large families had banded together and pulled up their resources to form corporations that produced crops on a wide scale, while the Van der Schyffs contended to supplying a small section of the market, who had mostly been loyal to the broedery for many generations. The big corporations were embracing biotechnology, experimenting with genetically modified crops. They had more advantage over families that still relied on conventional farming methods. As a result Velskoen struggled to reach a wider market. That is why Marike, in a attempt to find reason, always implored upon her husband to call it quits. Sell up and go. She wanted him to sell while the place was still intact and go to the cities. Polokwane, perhaps, where they could retire in peace.

Marike always feared that this daily confrontation with the Zimbabweans was a recipe for disaster. Velskoen could not dispute the fact. Sooner rather than later, Marike had said, they’d be tied up and beaten senseless like the way they beat up members of opposition parties over there. They could get shot at, even; and everything stolen. Tragic possibilities were astounding. It was a matter of time, and Velskoen saw it. The problem with Velskoen was that he would not dare abandon the family tradition that he had inherited from his father in 1966. He kept telling Marike that they were lucky. They owed not a cent on the property. Marike reasoned that if they could renovate the dilapidated 1950’s main farmhouse, which looked like a missionary station with an eastward facing veranda propped up on two wooden pillars, and put down new flooring, the property would sell well into many millions. But Velskoen would not budge. He was never going to change his mind.

The two remained at loggerheads regarding the future of the farm. However, that was until the Machado clan in the beautiful, extreme end of the land put a huge solid claim on his farm, all three thousand hectors of it skirting the surrounding valley. Velskoen had heard of a lot of stories of the black government taking back white land, but he had never thought it would reach him. Now the staunch man that he was, who believed in agriculture, he was scared that in retrospect his two sons, Peter and Oelof, would never inherit the family tradition of farming. In his view, a white man could never be a full-blooded white man if he could not farm. His view was that if he ceased to farm, then he ceased to be a white as well. What a hell! These were changing times. Even if he wished for his sons to continue with the farm, it was a long shot.

Forty-five year old Peter was a surfing instructor in Australia. Sidney or Perth, one of those places full of non-farming folks. Velskoen didn’t care much about the names of places, much like he did for names of his animals. Cities don't run farms, he used to say. He seldom ventured out of Musina, and whenever he did, he limited his errands to Makhado. His youngest son, Oelof, was twenty-seven years old. To his father’s consternation, he had metamorphosed into a guitar-smashing, black-folks loving upstart musician. In Velskoen's book, farming and music were at opposite ends of the same street. He was disappointed beyond hope. The things they were recording! No self-respecting Afrikaner would dare listen to such. Whatever happened to the good old tried and tested boeremusiek? Oupa Frik van der Shcyff would turn in his grave!

Anyway, Oelof was already too exposed to the glitz of city life. He had tasted the night life, the touring and the glamorous company of scantily attired thin black girls. He wouldn’t dream of being behind cattle and ostrich for the rest of his life. These, Velskoen reflected sadly, are just the sort of things that happen under a black government. These blacks had no regard for Afrikaners who were responsible for feeding the nation. He had always feared the worst. One day, out of genuine concern, he had told Marike that in time there would be no more real white kids of Caucasian descent left. Pure Afrikaner genes were threatened, he had opined. The coming generation was perhaps the last, he had told Marike woefully. The pure breed was fast disappearing – unless the white government took over again. He was glad he wouldn’t be there to see it. Life had changed for the worst, and in his sixty-eight years alive, Velskoen never thought that relations in his vaderland would come to this.

As the mechanic Paulsen Klaasen fitted new parts on the Jeep, Velskoen’s farm-cast mind again veered to the Machado people. He hated all this. Their land claim was solid and beyond dispute. There was lots of evidence pointing to the early ownership of the land by the Machado clan. Countless graves of their ancestors lay scattered on half of Velskoen’s grazing land. Antique pits that were used for smelting iron lay hidden in impenetrable forest. Before he took over the farm, Velskoen remembered that to the close of the 1950s decade there were major archaeological research excavations on it, which were carried out by the University of Pretoria. The digs revealed the scariest of artefacts. These objects played on the minds and conscience of Afrikaner folks at the time. The research questioned earlier Afrikaner colonial notion that these Bantu occupied the land only recently. It totally obliterated the much-bandied idea that these blacks were mostly brought as slaves by the Voortrekkers. The oldest unearthed evidence dated back to the year 900 of the common era.

Artefacts unearthed included pottery, amazingly well preserved, dating back 1200 years ago. There were pebble drawings, of chiefly domestic and game animals. The king and his royal wives were portrayed in stunning statuettes adorning headgear resembling those of ancient Egyptian rulers. This indicated that these people had, at some point in their lives, made contact, and traded with people as far afield as Egypt. The archaeological report, which was never released to the public, also revealed evidence of trading in beads, ivory, and silver with the Arabs. In one part of the excavated area, which the university researchers had sealed, were ruined storage barns, presumably on the king’s compound. There lay evidence of amassed wheat and corn.

The evidence was abundant. The University of Pretoria at that time had briefly sealed the farm on the orders of the government, and sought to buy it. But it lost the bid. The loss wasn’t futile, though. Because at that time, the National Party, which had come into power a decade earlier in 1948, uprooted the Machado people from the surrounding areas and threw them like seeds in the wind to scatter and flourish among strangers in as far-flung areas as Louis Trichard, Bolobedu and Phalaborwa.

The National Party then did the only sensible thing that could be done at the time: they grabbed the Machado land. Then they divided the land among white compatriots who had returned in the middle of the previous decade from fighting Germany in the second world war. The University of Pretoria, on the other hand, got to keep the priceless gems that they had looted from the Machado land. The artefacts were kept under lock and key and had never been open to the public. By and by the location of the finds was forgotten or kept secret for decades... until the Machado people filed their land claim.

All this made Velskoen a very bitter man. Now, besides the land that Velskoen was on the verge of losing to the Machado people, the land claims commissioner was very assuring. A conflicted attorney descending directly from the Machado people, the commissioner was polite and considerate. He kept reassuring Velskoen's frayed nerves that all land claims would be processed according to the law of the land, and that no Zimbabwe-style land grabs would happen. Velskoen had previously stalled the claim in the hope of getting a little more than what the commission had evaluated.

As if Velskoen's life was not bitter enough, he had one area in his life and family that made him live through hell.

Velskoen had neither seen nor talked to his surviving sibling, brother Jansen, for forty-two years. The squabbles and family fights dated back to 1966, and since they had not been resolved then, Velskoen saw neither the possibility nor the reason for the fights to be resolved now. He hoped they never got resolved. Velskoen hated Jansen. Jansen was many times over the opposite of what the Afrikaner folk believed in, practised and lived for. He hated him so much that at one time in 1969, he had come short of packing his Magnum, and driving all the way to Cape Town where Jansen had just been called to the bar, and pumping as many bullets in his heart as he could.

The simmering hate that Velskoen harboured for his brother was fuelled partly by the Machado artefacts and subsequent events. The past histories of these two brothers were at odds. Velskoen was a staunch right winger with extreme beliefs. He was a Broederbond member of the Northern Transvaal, an organisation he had chaired for six years. With all the Afrikaans power afforded him, he did everything he could to see that black people up there knew their place in society. He made sure that he kept them where they belonged. In the then Messina in the far north at the time, black people of all status were held on the same tight leash, and Velskoen made sure that job reservation in every sphere of the land was sustained. Black people were relegated to the squalor of the mosquito-ridden extreme farmland, and countless by-laws existed to keep them there.

During that period, his brother Jansen was an attorney. He was a good man before he started practising law. Jansen had grown on the farm, but he had always been different. To Oupa Frik van der Schyff's horror, he was caught several times softening up to the farm labourers and sneaking food and water to them. He was only about fifteen or sixteen at the time and already he was showing signs of mischief. For that, he got the beatings that were justified. Then he went away to university for several years. During the time he was away, concerned folks wrote back to Oupa Frik van der Schyff, documenting their dismay at meeting Jansen. The boy was mixing with the wrong lot. He never really got into problems, but things started when he graduated with his law degree. Constant reports would filter in that Jansen had changed; that he was working with the terrorists; and that he was providing free legal services to the Commies.

This news distressed Oupa Frik. Jansen was a disgrace. He was a black blot on the pure Afrikaner slate. But brother Jansen refused to listen, and continued to ruffle the feathers of the good folk. During one incident of March 1966, he set himself apart from the whole folk by choosing to represent the Koekemoer community of Coloured people who lived next door to the Kirstenbosch botanical gardens. The community was a humiliation to the city of Cape Town, and they were promptly rounded off, packed in waiting trucks with whatever belongings they managed to collect or carry, and dumped at Kuilsrivier and as far away as Grabouw. There, out of the glare of the pure white folk and the international community, the Koekemoers could indulge unhampered in cheap wine and crime and wade in despair. There were no jobs and infrastructure to speak of.

However, if Velskoen had thought that Jansen's new-found behaviour was a disgrace, it was small murder compared to an incident that happened in June 1968. An advocate already admitted to the Cape bar, Jansen set flames alight in this close-knit conservative farming community when he arrived home in Messina one day and told his family that he had had enough of the discrimination and that he had gone the liberal route. He effectively renounced his family, crushing their skewed stance on their fellow human beings. He tried to reason with them, putting fundamentals on the table, seeking to change their mindset. The results of Jansen’s escapades were akin to suicide. Their father Oupa Frik, was angered beyond resuscitation, and took ill. Due to his anger and disappointment in his eldest son, he revised his will, cutting Jansen completely off from the estate. Which was just in time, because two days later, Oupa Frik was found dead in his bed of a suspected heart attack aged just 60.

From that time Velskoen knew that his relationship with his brother had soured, and no amount of sweet talk or change of heart would sweeten it. He put the blame of their father’s death squarely on Jansen’s shoulders. His hate flourished. The differences between these men were stark. Jansen was a lawman in cahoots with the very enemy of the state, meaning Afrikaner culture, pride and aspirations. But at the same time he saw first hand what injustice did to the silenced majority of this country. He represented terrorists, rapists, murderers, and people bent on sabotaging the peace of the country. These criminals that he took to so warmly were the very scourge of the survival of the Afrikaner soul.

So incensed was Velskoen by his brother’s affiliations and limited foresight. He tried to talk him out of his black-loving stance, speaking to him on several occasions, but Jansen would not back down. In October of 1969, Jansen was appointed an acting judge of the Cape High Court. The things he was doing there; the judgements he was writing and handing down! They upset a lot of Afrikaner folk. Judge Jansen literally set a precedent that would eventually change the whole Cape Coloured question. He was later to be a drafting member of the Cape tricameral system. Although the system was to the exclusion of Africans in the Cape and indeed the whole country, Judge Jansen, together with other prominent African lawyers, were involved in bringing about progressive provisions in an inclusive system. At that very time every Afrikaner man wanted to lay their hands on Judge Jansen’s throat. He was considered a sell-out and a kaffirboetie, labels that didn’t bother him. He knew what he was fighting for, and he was convinced that it was a right fight; a justified battle.

Velskoen on the one hand never worried when the fight with his brother protracted too long. He wanted it that way. He knew, deep in his heart, that the hate would never go away. He had lived with it for so long for it to go away so easily. Sitting there sweating in the workshop waiting room, Velskoen struggled to drag his mind from the palpable hate of his brother and bring it back to the present sweltering Musina heat. He realized that he was still angry, and stopped muttering to himself. He went round to the workshop where Paulsen had called out for him. The mechanic told him that the Jeep was renewed, and for him to test it.

Velskoen's rough face brightened like a flower in morning light. He jumped into the cabin, mopped sweat off his leathery face with the sleeve of his worn khaki shirt, and violently revved the Jeep. Paulsen Klaasen shouted over the roar of the engine:

“This baby’ll cover the whole trip and back! She’s in shipshape!”

The mechanic Paulsen was a coloured man, and Velskoen hated where his foot had trodden; he hated everything he said; and hated everything his hands had touched. He couldn’t help hating and thriving in so much hate. But Paulsen could fix his rusted Jeep better than any white man in the whole country, and Velskoen loved him deeply, unreservedly, for that. Nobody touched the ancient babe except Paulsen. If Paulsen Klaasen was on leave and Velskoen wanted to go on an errand, the mechanic would be fetched from wherever he would be, and paid handsomely extra for tinkering with the old babe.

“Hoo-ha!” Velskoen shouted back at Paulsen, cutting the engine. “Marike will love this.”

At the same age as Velskoen, for Marike the rusted Jeep was just the right type of vehicle to love. Under Velskoen’s hands, the Jeep did a top speed of eighty kilometres per hour, and for her that was the noblest you could get on the road. Not for her these snazzy shiny fast cars youngsters drove nowadays. Have you seen them zip past at lightning speed? There was no reason, Marike believed, to love death traps on wheels.

Marike van der Schyff, who grew up in Nelspruit, was once a stunning brunette who had ditched her budding stage career in favour of marrying Velskoen. She dropped out of drama classes, gave up the dream of gracing London's West End, and resorted to gardening and looking after her husband. Now decades later, she had greyed and wore thick spectacles, and spoke in small measured, almost artistic tones. She was short, not necessarily stocky, but plump like everyone's huggable, favourite cookie-baking auntie. Between herself and Velskoen and the Van der Schyff Broedery family politics, she was the voice of reason, which wasn't always acknowledged.

Back in the workshop reception, Velskoen settled his bill, tucked the receipt in his buckskin wallet and then went out. He jumped into the cabin of the Jeep and started the motor. He backed the roaring artefact out of the workshop into the scorching heat, and stopped outside the ventilated waiting room where Marike patiently waited. Velskoen climbed down, clambered to the passenger side and helped Marike up to her seat. After settling down with her knitting bag, of which the product was a jersey intended for the following day’s trip, Marike affectionately looked at her husband’s freckled weather-beaten face, and the crow-feet that clustered at the corners of his eyes elbowing each other for space. It was hard testimony of the gruelling heat-soaked farm life. As Velskoen reversed out of Bam Tune-Up Centre, Marike looked in affectionate disdain at the worn khaki shirt and shorts that Velskoen lived in.

Velskoen looked at her. She shook her head sadly, and then as any loving wife would, said, “This time you really need fresh, new clothes Papi. At least for the trip. A suit and tie, maybe.”

The concern was an innocent gesture of love and care. It was as inoffensive as a fluffy rabbit, but Velskoen's face turned red and he raged like a bull.

“These khakis are as good as new!” he bellowed. “I’ve had them on for six years, remember!”

“You don’t want to show everybody in Johannesburg that you are a farmer from Musina, do you?” Marike timidly suggested. She adjusted her thick glasses and added, “I thought you would stop by a men's clothing shop....”

Velskoen kept quiet as he drove on out of town. When he reached a junction, he slacked to allow a cattle truck to pass across, then turned right on his dirt farm road. Marike continued talking.

“I’m nearly finished knitting you a jersey for tomorrow. I hear Johannesburg is mildly cold.”

Velskoen merely murmured. He held the steering wheel tight as the Jeep negotiated a deep patch of rutted terrain. The Jeep shook like it had fallen apart. Marike could see the anger bubble up to Velskoen's face, clouding his skin.

What a bitter man Velskoen is! she thought.

But that was just the reason for her to love him. For a man holed up on a farm away from civilisation, Velskoen needed love. As he drove, Velskoen grunted some more. He cleared the rutted patch and pressed hard at the accelerator pedal, and in a surprising, quiescent gesture, he sighed.

It was a long, bitter, despairing sigh.

Marike folded the jersey she had knitted and put it on her lap. She removed her glasses and squinted at her husband as he muttered under his breath:

“I feel like murder!”

Marike did not consider this statement odd simply because Velskoen was fond of muttering murder every now and then. She was so used to it she did not take it to heart any more. Instead she concentrated on the pressing matter at hand. The following day, being Saturday, the couple would be leaving Oususter, Velskoen’s prized swine who was expected to litter either Sunday or Monday, and embark on the journey of the soul.

The invitation stated that the birthday party for Judge Jansen van der Schyff would be held next Saturday, 01st  February, but as ageing folks Velskoen and Marike had no desire to rush at the last minute. They wanted to be in Johannesburg in ample time.

This Johannesburg trip would be the cleansing journey for Velskoen. He would finally get to see the brother he had not seen and spoken to since he was twenty-six years old. For forty-two long years... he had never imagined that this moment would arrive. The birthday party for Jansen was just the perfect opportunity to thaw away the silent forty-two years.

Or was it?
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ON SATURDAY MORNING Oelof van der Schyff drove to his downtown studio, located in Doornfontein. After failing to find decent premises to build a studio, he had settled on a disused studio that he spent considerable sums of money modernising. The music industry is nowadays crammed with a lot of enthusiastic musicians, and finding a perfect place in which to work was always a hard task. Oelof's studio, which was built in the mid-eighties, occupied the fourth floor of what was once a popular brothel called Mimosa Club. It was there in the mid-seventies where pimps and prostitutes, coke pushers and small time crooks pushed for luck of any colour. A business savvy old man acquired the building and built an independent studio – and aptly renamed it Mimosa Jive Records, which was short-lived. In its short life span Mimosa Jive Records saw a lot of successful musicians who had toiled and produced successful hit records. It boasted of the most popular musicians such as Chicco and Mango Groove who had passed through its doors.

However, a steady decline in the quality of the studio over the past fifteen years found that it could not attract high calibre musicians. The deterioration was not helped by the exodus of experienced artists, who relocated mainly to Rosebank, Sandton and Melville. Oelof purchased it at a bargain price, and immediately set about refurbishing it and upgrading the instruments and recording panels.

Oelof let himself into the studio and switched on the panels. By 11am it was already hot. The air conditioner had run out of gas, and while waiting for the technician, Oelof sweated over the rhythm of the song that he was fine-tuning. Oelof was experimenting with a whole new sound, untested as yet, and he was not sure how it would be received. He had eased a little on the incessant, throbbing rock beat that he had earlier recorded, and playfully added a different, try-out, bold ghetto beat just enough to taste. Oelof let the jam run for a minute or so, then stopped it and plugged it in the computer software. He found that it could gel, and liked the result.

With the acquisition of the studio, Oelof set his sights on being a businessman. He was hoping to move into writing and producing for other musicians. The coincidental rejuvenation of the dilapidated Johannesburg inner city suggested prospects of success. Young hipsters and artistic types of every stripe who generally called themselves 'creatives', were beginning to pile back downtown – and taking notice of his studio. Oelof hoped to transform the studio into a modern, state of the art complex where his band would be permanently premised. As he deliberated over the kwaito sound that he had added, Oelof was presently joined by his girlfriend Shozi, who had been out to secure lunch for them.

Shozi and Oelof had been together since Oelof burst on the music scene four years ago amid much fanfare. Twenty-seven year old Oelof was built on a tall, thin frame, and spoke in a slow, deliberate voice. He wore his sandy hair long, in a rock-star fashion, which almost obscured his long, youngish, unblemished face. He had thin arms that culminated in even thinner, nimble artist's fingers. His icy-blue eyes were always alert, and his ears tuned to nothing that didn't sound like music.

Shozi's character, on the other hand, bordered on the wild side. Four years younger than Oelof, she was a dreadlocked African lass with an infectious attitude. She had a striking untamed caramel complexion that endeared her to many of the band's white youthful fans. Though quite feminine, she had a propensity for denim jumpers of various designs, and paired them with light boots. She used this practical attire as an unofficial uniform on stage. Lately, she had taken to designing her own style.

Shozi hailed from Mamelodi, east of Pretoria. She had been one of the lucky girls who fought for their place in the sun when Coca-Cola Pop Stars was introduced in South Africa, and had auditioned during the first series. She was only starting out and had never touched a microphone before, and like other hopefuls, she was voted out in the first round. And like many aspiring musicians and singers, voters for contestants on the show said Shozi was not worth her howl. But Shozi was a stunning girl in the looks department, and quite a character, too. So music lovers who voted with their wallets and took the band’s first album past the gold status, knew that she could sing. She was aged twenty-tree, and with dangerous legs like that, she could’ve cracked it as a model. In fact when she was in high school she had tried a bit of modelling because everyone said she was born to be a model. She bowed to the pressure and while trying out a ready-to-wear chain store campaign she found that she had an aversion for the ramp. It was a premature career death. It was just as well nothing came of it because Shozi’s first love was music.

When she first met Oelof, the pair caused quite a stir. They became glued together like a tik user and his needle. They could be seen most weekends strolling hand in hand along Tsamaya Avenue in Mamelodi.

Shozi entered the studio, put the box of pizza and drinks on the table, and gave Oelof a hug. After a quick lunch break, the duo got back to tinkering with the beats. It was at this moment that Shozi, who had never met Oelof's folks, wondered aloud about them.

“Have you made up your mind about your uncle’s do on Saturday?” she gushed at her boyfriend.

Oelof could listen to Shozi talk on and on until she ran out of breath. He loved the way she talked. Her voice was sweet and melodic, and she had this habit of throwing her head unexpectedly, almost violently, to one side. She was just unmistakably herself – lovely. Oelof looked at the exotic caramel skin of his girlfriend. She had on a black Capri and a short strap top. Oelof had earlier in the week voiced negative sentiments about the invitation to the party. He was not sure whether his relatives, particularly his father Velskoen, would warm up to his black girl. However reason prevailed, and he had lately decided that if he spurned the invitation, it would make his relations even sour.

He decided that he would take the band along.

“Ja, Shozi,” Oelof replied after a lengthy thought. “But we’ll have to have something to play for my uncle.”

“We can take DJ Fosta’s new tune, and this tune we’re working on now,” Shozi rejoined. “It’s not like there's a tremendous amount of work, you know.”

Now for the remaining week days, Oelof seriously pondered about the party. When he first received the invitation, he took it as a joke. He did not particularly like old people. He was more worried about their age-old beliefs and unnecessary objections to everything progressive. One way or another, he knew, they would disapprove of his choice of career and girlfriend. Just like his father Velskoen did back in the early nineties.

Oelof had earlier mentioned to Shozi that there was a rift as wide as the Kimberly hole between his father and his uncle. The one thing about Uncle Jansen was that he was progressive. He had backed him in his endeavours when his father turned his back on him. But now his uncle was turning eighty, and he was sure that his house in Observatory would be crammed with traditionalist, rheumatoid old folk who could not move a muscle.

Oelof was young, hip and happening. At his age, he had begun making waves in the music industry. He had come down unseen, as something of a saviour of the tired South Africa music. Right now he was beginning to appeal to a large audience. And people, especially the cross-over, young in-crowd composed mostly of vibrant university students, and younger adults, were beginning to take him serious. Crucially, it was these young students who wielded massive buying power and influence – paired with a considerable disposable income. They pegged the kwaito genre up, sustaining it. With two albums under his belt, the last of which had reached platinum status, the band was billed to perform in concerts across the country.

The band was now busy cooking a new album. For the first time, they were collaborating with kwaito kingpins who couldn't have enough of the band's new sound. Nowadays Oelof had kwaito top dogs compete to churn out a track or two with him. He was literally, single-handedly changing the make-up of the whole local music circuit as a new kwaito kid. He had his ups and bumps when he started. He learned a lesson or two, and persevered. When he arrived on the music scene, collaboration in the studio between white rock musicians and black kwaito artists was non-existent. When it started happening, pioneered by Oelof himself, it was duly frowned upon. As every venture had to depend on major appeal of the audience, every collaboration had to contend with the prophets of doom.

In the end, the audience proved the critics wrong. In no time there was no less than eight mixed-race ghetto music collaborations, and white, hard playing, hard drinking students who wanted to defy their parents’ silly stereotypical attitudes and iron grip on race relations, population dynamics and demographics, caught on. For the first time in South Africa, the mainly white consumer bought chiefly black urban music.

Inside the pages of Oelof’s biography springs up the usual rebel story. He was not born and bred in music. When he finished high school at Hoërskool Messina, the exclusive white private school, his father sent him to Potchefstroom University. Velskoen wanted his son to continue with the family tradition of preserving Afrikaner culture, and at the same time earn his degree in agriculture. There was no greater institution that Velskoen could have chosen for his son. The University of Potchefstroom was the last bastion of Afrikaner power, as well as a hotbed of extreme, right wing politics. This was just the right type of institution to turn back this new thinking in post apartheid South Africa.

Unfortunately Oelof did exactly the opposite of what Velskoen dreamt for him. He dumped his agricultural studies two months into his second year – and pursued what Velskoen called black music. Velskoen of course considered this as an insult of the worst kind. He took this as disrespect and affront to the Afrikaans nation, and promptly excommunicated him. This boy was bringing disgrace to the family, just like his uncle all those decades ago. It was history repeating itself. Velskoen felt the better if no Van der Schyff resemblance was attached to his son. So he told Oelof never to set foot at Van Der Schyff Boerdery in Musina ever again without his agricultural degree.

All this didn’t bother Oelof. Johannesburg was a global cosmopolitan city that was changing at breakneck speed. It was more tolerant to what many in the past had considered taboo. Determined to succeed, and to woo the larger of the township masses, Oelof adopted the moniker 'Bafana'. This proved to be a major marketing and promotional exercise. The township masses identified with him. Bafana hooked up with a producer that he had met at a YFM promotional bash. He gave the producer, DJ Zoka, the demo tape of his band, and when DJ Zoka heard the band play, he went ballistic. Bafana was bringing a whole new fresh sound to the kwaito genre, and he was hot.

Move over Arthur! There was a new kid on stage. It was DJ Zoka who suggested that Oelof change the name of the band from Lekker Orkers to Bafana Kwaito Kings. Determined to taste success, Oelof agreed, and from that
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