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Part 1 -
Kavangoland.


1

The future was
not theirs to make. They could not stop the dominoes from falling.
Like King Canute the Apartheid Government in South Africa firmly
believed that it could hold back the rising tide of black
aspirations not only in the Republic of South Africa, but also in
SWA. In the secret, inscrutable, unfathomable, unknowable,
incomprehensible and hidden counsels of God it was possible that
from all eternity it had be foreordained that Apartheid would be
God’s gift to the international communist cause whose headquarters
were in Moscow. It seemed that Apartheid was making the
revolutionary toppling of dominoes in the sub-region easier than it
would otherwise have been without the existence of Apartheid.

It was against
the reality of this backdrop that Joab and Sarel as passengers in a
troop train found themselves staring out of the coach window at the
passing arid scrubland. In its wisdom the SADF had chosen the most
circuitous and tedious train route to Grootfontein. Before the
crack of dawn on an icy winter’s morning a column of olive green
Bedfords arrived at the Potchefstroom Railway Station and the two
companies of 3 SAI Battalion boarded the dark train waiting some
distance from the platform in the adjoining railway shunting yard.
Just before sunrise after an interminable delay a whistle was
blown, the train jolted a few times before it started to slowly
move forward in a series of jerks as the slack between the
couplings that joined the coaches began to lock with loud metallic
clanging sounds.

As the dim
light of a sickly sun tried to break open another chilly winter’s
day on the Highveld the troop train crawled sluggishly westwards to
Klerksdrop. After a short stop at Klerksdorp Station the train
started on its long detour, turning southwards it proceeded across
the Vaal River to Kroonstad. On its south bound journey to
Bloemfontein it stopped for a few minutes at each forlorn little
rural railway sidings or small town stations.

Eventually,
after initially bundling into the various coach compartments in a
random fashion the troops began to proceed up and down the
corridors of the moving train, carrying their rifles and
balsaks (duffel bags) as they sought out more compatible and
congenial travelling companions. In the process of this
reassortment and segregation of troopies into alternative sleeping
compartments on the basis of perceived interpersonal
compatibilities, Joab and Sarel were soon left as the only
remaining occupants of their original chosen compartment, which was
in the third last coach. They soon became aware that they had been
stigmatized as moffies and no one would want to be seen dead
sharing the same carriage sleeping compartment with Joab and Sarel,
as they feared that their masculine identities may become
compromised and possibly even contaminated by association, if they
appeared to have been too comfortable in the company of two obvious
queers.

From
Bloemfontein after crossing the Orange River the train proceeded
slowly to De Aar and from De Aar it travelled to Prieska, and from
Prieska the train stopped again for an eternity at every remote and
far-flung railway station or siding on the way to Upington. After
Upington they crossed into South West Africa (SWA) at Nakop
Station.

From De Aar to
Nakop the rail line cut across a vast arid and monotonous plain
that was broken by scattered mounds of broken and weathered
rocks.

After Nakop the
train began its slow northward journey across the desert to
Keetmanshoop, and from Keetmanshoop to Mariental, and from
Mariental to Windhoek, and from Windhoek to Otjiwarongo, and from
Otjiwarongo to Grootfontein.

Alone in their
compartment they had plenty of time to reflect on various topics,
including their future plans.

“Gaan jy
iets swot volgende jaar?” Sarel asked out of interest.

(Are going to
study something next year)

“Ja, ek sal
seker iets swot. Gaan jy swot?” Joab asked in reply to Sarel’s
question about whether he would be going to study at university
next year.

(Yes, I am
probably going to study something. Are going to study?)

“Ek gaan
medies swot by Stellenbosch, ek dink sal in 'n ginekologie en
verloskunde rigting swot,” Sarel said with straight face.

(I am going to
study medicine at Stellenbosch, I think I will eventually
specialize in gynaecology and obstetrics)

Joab burst out
laughing.

He could
visualize in his mind the absurd spectacle of Sarel gazing into the
depths of the female vagina, his face a study of concentration as
he shone a torch into the dark, moist, hot interior to contemplate
its condition, trying to decide whether or not the channel was
healthy or whatever it was supposed to be to the trained eye of the
medical specialist.

This image of
Sarel in the role of gynaecologist ignited a new twist in Joab’s
mind to the story line of an ancient Hindu myth.

He began to
chuckle as he thought about his new twist to the story that he had
first heard at school in their religious studies class. It was a
story that their school teacher had told them when she gave the
class a lesson on Hinduism.

“Hoekom lag
jy? Wat is so snaaks?” Sarel asked.

(Why are you
laughing? What is so funny?)

“Nee dis
niks,” Joab said as he burst out laughing, unable to contain
himself.

(No, its
nothing)

According to
the story when Krishna opened his mouth Yaśodā took the opportunity
to gaze into the interior of Krishna’s mouth and to her surprise
she saw the whole Universe contained in his mouth.

Joab had made
an imaginative connection between the gapping female vagina and
Krishna’s opened mouth.

The
relationship between the female vagina and Krishna’s mouth made him
think of the word ‘poes’. The relevance of the word with its
overflowing and pregnant sense of vulgarity, obscenity, indecency,
and offensiveness was triggered by his amused awareness of the
prominent role that this specific word had played in the obsessive
cunt-struck mentality that prevailed in the SADF.

Once a
conscript enters the SADF the female vagina inevitably becomes the
focal point of a desperate and fanatical preoccupation. At every
moment for twenty four hours a day, seven days a week the single
thought that rattled around in a soldier’s brain, like stones in an
empty tin can, were fantasies about poes and naai
(copulation).

In the military
the vagina becomes an object of endless fascination for the
both the national serviceman and the members of the permanent force
(PF), especially the NCOs. Joab had often remarked to Sarel that he
could not help coming to the conclusion that in the SADF everything
ultimately revolves around the female vagina. In the army the
vagina exercises the most powerful, the most potent and the most
irresistible hold on the mind, body and soul of a soldier.

It is possible
that this has always been the case for all armies, for all
soldiers, throughout human history. Militarization results in the
fetishization of the vagina. The SADF created the environment that
was conducive for this process, a process that results in the
fetishization of
the vagina, transforming into an object or idea with power. In the
SADF the vagina as a fetishized object was imbued with the magical
powers for intense sexual gratification, thereby transmutating it
an object of desire and worship

Possession and
violation of the vagina was the ultimate prize that every soldier
was fighting for.

It was
indisputable.

Ever since the
coming into existence of the first soldiers, the first armies and
the first wars, the soldier has always had two travelling
companions, the slut, the whore, or the prostitute, and the angel
of death, together throughout the ages they have been his eternal
and true companions.

In ancient
times defeat in war was always an occasion for the most sublime
experience of unimaginable horror. In the terrifying experience of
this sublime horror, as opposed to the experience of sublime
beauty, the direct unmediated sensation of truth in all its awful
nakedness becomes the reality where all doubt and uncertainty
vanish.

Defeat in the
ancient world was always a catastrophic event of apocalyptic
proportions for the vanquished. For the defeated army the
consequences that flowed from the enemy’s victory were always a
terrifying nightmare where the experience of horror in all its
sublimity knew no bounds. Victory was rewarded with the spoils of
pillage, plunder and looting. The raping of the wives and daughters
of the defeated was an inalienable right of the victors. In the end
defeat meant the enslavement and possible castration of the
defeated soldiers.

Metaphorically
speaking, the soldier’s final sword thrust which consummates the
conquest of the defeated army reaches its bloody climax following
the violent penetration of the vagina. The vaginas of the daughters
and wives of the conquered becomes the sheath for the victorious
sword.

It seemed that
everything was ultimately done for the sake of gaining access to
the secret mysteries of the vagina; even the drilling on the parade
ground was ultimately motivated by the allure of the female
vagina.

Apparently,
according to the wisdom and insight of the PF sergeant who drilled
Joab’s platoon literally into the ground, it was the sight of the
deft, sharp, coordinated, ordered, synchronized and rhythmic
choreography of a well drilled squad that was guaranteed to spread
the thighs of every Boere meisie in Potchefstroom. Like the dance
of the male scorpion the sight of the well drilled squad has the
power to mesmerize and excite the Boere meisie. Incapacitated like
the female scorpion, by the spectacle of uniformed soldiers
parading in synchronized step, the meisies would feel compelled to
expose their gaping vaginas as velvet lined sheaths ready for the
penetrating sword of conquest.

The same PF
sergeant would brag about his sexual prowess, sharing intimate
details about how he and his army friends would pick up randy
female students from the Potchefstroomse Onderwyskollege every weekend
and fuck them at the Potchefstroom drive-in.

From the lurid
and obscene language of the SADF drill instructors, even Joab could
mentally visualize the possibility that the Universe, which Yaśodā
thought she had caught a glimpse of in Krishna’s opened mouth,
might actually exist within the dark, hot and moist interior of a
gaping vagina.

During the
endless hours of drilling the hard ground would vibrate under the
stamping boots of platoons, and the dry air would reverberate with
the sonic shock waves caused by the incessant barking, howling,
bellowing, shrieking and baying of PF NCOs from every corner of the
parade ground.

Over the parade
ground the red clouds of dust would hang in the air like the ghosts
of dead whores following in the train of marching soldiers.

One morning on
the parade ground the mad relentless bellowing reached a deafening
crescendo, and at that the climax of that moment everyone began to
shout in rhythmic unison, in time with the left boot striking the
ground with a loud shocking thud, poes, poes, poes,
poes, poes, and this went on for a full delirious and
stupefying five minutes.

It was after
this mind numbing experience that Joab came to the final conclusion
that for the SADF the entire meaning and purpose of the Universe
for the white South African male was to be discovered in the deep
dark hot depths of a whore’s vagina.

While musing
over these thoughts he conjured up in his mind’s eye the spectacle
of Sarel with the aid of one of his gynaecological tools staring
down some woman’s vagina while she sat awkwardly in some kind of
gynaecological chair with her legs spread out in some kind of
stirrup-like contraption. Unlike Yaśodā, Sarel would also discover
the entire Universe pulsating and gyrating in the interior of a hot
vagina and not in Krishna’s mouth.

From the
expression on Joab’s face Sarel could sense that Joab had a
profound thought to share.

He urged Joab
to spit out what he was thinking.

When Joab
shared this visualization with Sarel, Sarel squealed with laughter,
and kicked his legs in uncontrollable mirth, especially after
Joab’s imitation of Sarel in the role of the solemn and learned
gynaecologist enunciating his profound medical opinion:

“Ek moet sê
mevrou, jou doos lyk nogal gesond. Ek is bly om te sê daar is niks
vrot daar binne nie, ek sien net die maan, ‘n paar sterretjies en
een of twee planete, maar verder is daar niks anders om oor te
bekommer te wees nie, ek dink die weermag sal definitief ‘n groot
belanstelling hê in jou baie interresante doos.”

(I must say
that the inside of your vagina actually looks quite healthy. I am
happy to report that I cannot see anything rotten inside, I see
only a moon, a few stars and one or two planets, but otherwise
there is nothing to be concerned about.)

Sarel collapsed
into a paroxysm of hilarity that lasted for minutes.

When he had
recovered from his fit of laughter he asked what subject Joab was
going study.

“En wat gaan
jy swot?”

(What are you
going to study?)

“Teologie,
wysbegeerte en die metafisika van seks,” he replied

(Theology,
philosophy and the metaphysics of sex)

“Metafisika
van sek! Wat in die hemel behels dit? Ek het gedog jy wou ‘n
mode-ontwerper word, ‘n ontwerper van rokkies. Het jy intussen jou
planne verander en in plaas van ‘n mode-ontwerper het jy skielik
besluit, uit
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