
Deon Meyer lives in Durbanville in South Africa with his wife and four children. Other than his family, Deon’s big passions are motorcycling, music, reading, cooking and rugby. In January 2008 he retired from his day job as a consultant on brand strategy for BMW Motorrad, and is now a full-time author.



Deon Meyer’s books have attracted worldwide critical acclaim and a growing international fanbase. Originally written in Afrikaans, they have now been translated into twenty-five languages.



Visit his website at www.deonmeyer.com.





Also by Deon Meyer



Dead Before Dying

Dead at Daybreak

Heart of the Hunter

Devil’s Peak

Blood Safari

Thirteen Hours


Book 1: Milla

(Conspiracy)

July to September 2009

. . . some days leave no tracks.

They pass as though they never existed, immediately forgotten in the haze of my routine. Other days’ tracks are visible for a week or so, until the winds of memory cover them in the pale sand of new experiences.

Photostatic record: Diary of Milla Strachan, 27 September 2009



The US Department of the Treasury today moved to designate two South African individuals, Farhad Ahmed Dockrat and Junaid Ismail Dockrat, and a related entity for financing and facilitating al-Qaeda, pursuant to Executive Order 13224. This action freezes any assets the designees have under US jurisdiction and prohibits transactions between US persons and the designees.

Press release, US Department of Treasury, 26 January 2007 (Verbatim)
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31 July 2009. Friday.

Ismail Mohammed runs down the steep slope of Heiliger Lane. The coat-tails of his white jalabiya robe with its trendy open mandarin collar flick up high with every stride. His arms wave wildly, in mortal fear, and for balance. The crocheted kufi falls off his head onto the cobbles at the crossroad, as he fixes his eyes on the relative safety of the city below.

Behind him the door of the one-storey building next to the Bo-Kaap’s Schotschekloof mosque bursts open for the second time. Six men, also in traditional Islamic garb, rush out onto the street all looking immediately, instinctively downhill. One has a pistol in his hand. Hurriedly, he takes aim at the figure of Ismail Mohammed, already sixty metres away, and fires off two wild shots, before the last, older man knocks his arm up, bellowing: ‘No! Go. Catch him.’

The three younger men set off after Ismail. The grizzled heads stand watching, eyes anxious at the lead they have to make up.

‘You should have let him shoot, Sheikh,’ says one.

‘No, Shaheed. He was eavesdropping.’

‘Exactly. And then he ran. That says enough.’

‘It doesn’t tell us who he’s working for.’

‘Him? Ismail? You surely don’t think . . .’

‘You never can tell.’

‘No. He’s too . . . clumsy. For the locals maybe. NIA.’

‘I hope you are right.’ The Sheikh watches the pursuers sprinting across the Chiappini Street crossing, weighing up the implications. A siren sounds up from below in Buitengracht.

‘Come,’ he says calmly. ‘Everything has changed.’

He walks ahead, quickly, to the Volvo.

From the belly of the city another siren begins to wail.



She knew the significance of the footsteps, five o’ clock on a Friday afternoon, so hurried and purposeful. She felt the paralysis of prescience, the burden. With great effort she raised up her defences against it.

Barend came in, a whirlwind of shampoo and too much deodorant. She didn’t look at him, knowing he would be freshly turned out for the evening, his hair a new, dubious experiment. He sat down at the breakfast counter. ‘So, how are you, Ma? What’s cooking?’ So jovial.

‘Dinner,’ said Milla, resigned.

‘Oh. I’m not eating here.’

She knew that. Christo probably wouldn’t either.

‘Ma, you’re not going to use your car tonight, are you.’ In the tone of voice he had perfected, that astonishing blend of pre-emptive hurt and barely disguised blame.

‘Where do you want to go?’

‘To the city. Jacques is coming. He’s got his licence.’

‘Where in the city?’

‘We haven’t decided yet.’

‘Barend, I have to know.’ As gently as possible.

‘Ja, Ma, I’ll let you know later.’ The first hint of annoyance breaking through.

‘What time will you be home?’

‘Ma, I’m eighteen. Pa was in the army when he was this old.’

‘The army had rules.’

He sighed, irritated. ‘OK, OK. So . . . we’ll leave at twelve.’

‘That’s what you said last week. You only got in after two. You’re in Matric, the final exams . . .’

‘Jissis, Ma, why do you always go on about it? You don’t want me to have any fun.’

‘I want you to have fun. But within certain limits.’

He gave a derisory laugh, the one that meant he was a fool to put up with this. She forced herself not to react.

‘I told you. We will leave at twelve.’

‘Please don’t drink.’

‘Why do you worry about that?’

She wanted to say, I worry about the half-bottle of brandy I found in your cupboard, clumsily hidden behind your underpants, along with the pack of Marlboro’s. ‘It’s my job to worry. You’re my child.’

Silence, as if he accepted that. Relief washed over her. That was all he wanted. They had got this far without a skirmish. Then she heard the tap-tap of his jerking leg against the counter, saw how he lifted the lid off the sugar bowl and rolled it between his fingers. She knew he wasn’t finished. He wanted money too.

‘Ma, I can’t let Jacques and them pay for me.’

He was so clever with his choice of words, with the sequence of favours asked, with his strategy and onslaught of accusation and blame. He spun his web with adult skill, she thought. He set his snares, and she stepped into them so easily in her eternal urge to avoid conflict. The humiliation could be heard in her voice. ‘Is your pocket money finished?’

‘Do you want me to be a parasite?’

The you and the aggression were the trigger, she saw the familiar battlefield ahead. Just give him the money, give him the purse and say take it. Everything. Just what he wanted.

She took a deep breath. ‘I want you to manage on your pocket money. Eight hundred rand a month is . . .’

‘Do you know how much Jacques gets?’

‘It doesn’t matter, Barend. If you want more you should . . .’

‘Do you want me to lose all my friends? You don’t want me to be fucking happy.’ The swearword shook her, along with the clatter of the sugar bowl lid that he threw against the cupboard.

‘Barend,’ she said, shocked. He had exploded before, thrown his hands in the air, stormed out. He had used Jesus and God, he had mumbled the unmentionable, cowardly and just out of hearing. But not this time. Now his whole torso leaned over the counter, now his face was filled with disgust for her. ‘You make me sick,’ he said.

She cringed, experiencing the attack physically, so that she had to reach for support, stretch out her hand to the cupboard. She did not want to cry, but the tears came anyway, there in front of the stove with a wooden spoon in her hand and the odour of hot olive oil in her nose. She repeated her son’s name, softly and soothingly.

With venom, with disgust, with the intent to cause bodily harm, with his father’s voice and inflection and abuse of power, Barend slumped back on the stool and said, ‘Jesus, you are pathetic. No wonder your husband fucks around.’



The member of the oversight committee, glass in hand, beckoned to Janina Mentz. She stood still and waited for him to navigate a path to her. ‘Madam Director,’ he greeted her. Then he leaned over conspiratorially, his mouth close to her ear: ‘Did you hear?’

They were in the middle of a banqueting hall, surrounded by four hundred people. She shook her head, expecting the usual, the latest minor scandal of the week.

‘The Minister is considering an amalgamation.’

‘Which Minister?’

‘Your Minister.’

‘An amalgamation?’

‘A superstructure. You, the National Intelligence Agency, the Secret Service, everyone. A consolidation, a union. Complete integration.’

She looked at him, at his full-moon face, shiny with the glow of alcohol, looking for signs of humour. She found none.

‘Come on,’ she said. How sober was he?

‘That’s the rumour. The word on the street.’

‘How many glasses have you had?’ Light-hearted.

‘Janina, I am deadly serious.’

She knew he was informed, had always been reliable. She hid her concern out of habit. ‘And does the rumour say when?’

‘The announcement will come. Three, four weeks. But that’s not the big news.’

‘Oh.’

‘The President wants Mo. As chief.’

She frowned at him.

‘Mo Shaik,’ he said.

She laughed, short and sceptical.

‘Word on the street,’ he said solemnly.

She smiled, wanted to ask about his source, but her cellphone rang inside her small black handbag. ‘Excuse me,’ she said, unclipping the handbag and taking out her phone. It was the Advocate, she saw.

‘Tau?’ she answered.

‘Ismail Mohammed is in from the cold.’



Milla lay on her side in the dark, knees tucked up to her chest. Beyond weeping she made reluctant, painful discoveries. It seemed as though the grey glass, the tinted window between her and reality, was shattered, so that she saw her existence brilliantly exposed, and she could not look away.

When she could no longer stand it, she took refuge in questions, in retracing. How had she come to this? How had she lost consciousness, sunk so deep? When? How had this lie, this fantasy life, overtaken her? Every answer brought greater fear of the inevitable, the absolute knowledge of what she must do. And for that she did not have the courage. Not even the words. She, who had always had words, in her head, in her diary, for everything.

She lay like that until Christo came home, at half past twelve that night. He didn’t try to be quiet. His unsteady footsteps were muffled on the carpet, he switched on the bathroom light, then came back and sat down heavily on the bed.

She lay motionless, with her back to him, her eyes closed, listening to him pulling off his shoes, tossing them aside, getting up to go to the bathroom, urinating, farting.

Shower, please. Wash your sins away.

Running water in the basin. Then the light went off, he came to bed, climbed in. Grunted, tired, content.

Just before he pulled the blankets over himself, she smelled him. The alcohol. Cigarette smoke, sweat. And the other, more primitive smell.

That’s when she found the courage.
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7 September 2009. Monday.

Milla was dressed in her black dress and boots, with the short blue denim jacket. She felt comfortable, as though she were developing a style, the working woman adapted to the informality of the Report Squad. She sat behind her computer at a quarter to nine, reading her first News This Week, the titbits from Limpopo and Mpumalanga. There was an air of expectation in the office. Theunie, one of the two bald men who were both very comfortable with the respectful Afrikaans address form of ‘Oom’, had said there was Something Big brewing, because Bigfoot had summoned Mother, a definite omen.

Oom Theunie and his nicknames. ‘Mother’ was Mrs Killian, ‘Bigfoot’ referred to Rajkumar, the fat Indian, whom he also called ‘AS’, short for ‘Abominable Snowman’, or ‘The Incredible Bulk’, or sometimes just ‘The Bulk’.

Milla he called ‘Carmen’, Jessica, ‘Freia’ (or ‘The Goddess’ when referring to her in the third person), Don MacFarland, the other old man in the team, was ‘Mac’ of ‘Mac the Wife’.

‘Why “Mac the Wife”?’ she had asked.

Don answered her himself. ‘Because I’m gay, my dear.’

At a quarter to nine Mrs Killian hurried in and called them together with a bundle of thin folders in her hand.

‘The Bulk has spoken,’ said Oom Theunie.

‘Theunie, you are going to write the executive summary, the rest of you will be doing addenda.’ She handed Milla a folder. ‘Your subject is Johnson Chitepo, see if you can find something more recent on the Internet, and let Theunie explain how the format works. Jess, you will be doing Sayyid Khalid bin Alawi Macki . . .’

‘Who?’

‘It’s all in here, but it’s badly dated. Interesting man. Don, I’m giving you the important stuff.’

‘Of course you are.’

‘Qibla, the Supreme Committee, al-Qaeda, and a brand new subject. A Mr Julius Nhlakanipho Shabangu, aka “The Bull”.’

‘Because he has such a big horn?’

She didn’t laugh. ‘It’s big and it’s urgent. Let’s get going.’



On her couch, the adrenaline of the day still coursing through her, the pleasure of camaraderie and the learning curve and fraternal witticisms still warming her, with sudden impulsiveness, she phoned her son.

‘Hello?’ he said, teenage suspicion at a number he didn’t recognise.

‘Barend, it’s me.’

‘Ma?’ Dumbfounded.

‘I just wanted to hear your voice.’

‘Where are you, Ma?’

‘I’m at my new house. How are you?’

‘Ma . . . Jissis, Ma . . .’

‘Barend . . .’ Sorry she had phoned. Realising that her euphoria was hers alone.

‘You’ve got a house, Ma?’

‘Just a little flat. Could we just talk?’

Her son hesitated before he answered, a tentative ‘OK.’

‘How are you?’

‘Ma . . . Do you really want to know?’

‘Yes, Barend, I really want to know. You know I love you very much.’

‘Then why did you run away?’

Run away. ‘Did you get my letters?’

‘Are we really that bad, Ma?’

Something in the words and the way he said them made her think they came from Christo’s mouth. Suddenly she didn’t want to talk any more, but she had no choice now. She sat up straight and concentrated. ‘I tried to explain this clearly for you, that it’s not you . . .’

‘Ma . . .’

‘Just listen. Please. I had to get away, precisely because I love you, Barend, I don’t know if you can understand that.’

He said nothing.

‘Can I tell you something? I have a job, I had an amazing day today, I felt I meant something . . .’

‘You could have stayed and still got a job. Why did you have to run away?’

She was about to fall into the old rut, but stopped herself in time. ‘How is your school work?’

‘How do you think? We have a maid now, I have to come home to a bloody black . . .’

‘Barend!’

He mumbled something.

‘Where did you learn that?’ But she knew where. Christo, the covert racist, bemoaning his lot in front of his son: ‘Now we have to come home to a bloody black. Thanks to your mother.’ Without wondering for one second whether he shared the blame for it.

‘Ma, what do you care?’

Milla reached for her cigarettes. She must keep her cool. ‘I had hoped we could talk. Without blame. I thought if we talked often, we could try to rebuild our relationship.’

‘So I drove you away.’

‘Barend, our relationship was totally wrecked. I am prepared to try and fix it. If you are.’

‘Will you come home?’

‘Maybe we shouldn’t talk about the future. Let’s take it day by day. Let’s just try to fix it first. What do you think?’

He was silent for a long time. ‘OK.’


Book 2: Lemmer

(The Black Swan)

September 2009

The art of tracking involves each and every sign of animal presence that can be found in nature, including ground spoor, vegetation spoor, scent, feeding signs, urine, faeces, saliva, pellets, territorial signs, paths and shelters, vocal and other auditory signs, visual signs, incidental signs, circumstantial signs and skeletal signs.

The Basics of Tracking: Spoor Identification. (From: The Art of Tracking, New Africa Books, December 31, 1995, Louis W Liebenberg)


Book 3: Milla

(A Theory of Chaos)

19 September to 11 October 2009

We must live so that we leave tracks on every day

Photostatic record: Diary of Milla Strachan, 27 September 2009


Book 4: Mat Joubert

(Form 92)

February 2010

Reporting found persons must be cancelled by personally notifying the police station where the person was reported as missing of his/her return, or by the investigation official investigating the missing person’s case. A SAPS 92 is used to effect the cancellation on the relevant Circulation System. 

South African Police Services Directive, 2008 (verbatim)
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Back at the office you could cut the atmosphere with a knife. The silence hung oppressively. Fischer and Delport were in consultation, behind closed doors. Mildred, the receptionist, scarcely greeted him. 

He sat down at his computer, brought the project up-to-date, made sure everything was correct so that Jack couldn’t point an accusing finger at anything. Then he walked out, to Greenmarket Square, went and sat in a coffee shop, so he could think things through.

He knew where the gaps in his knowledge lay, but he wasn’t sure how to fill them.

Danie Flint had spent the greatest part of his day at work. He operated his secret life from there, the bank account and the Yahoo email. And it was in his working hours that he had found the financial opportunity. Had to, Tanya was dead sure she would have known if it came from somewhere in their social circle.

But how? What was it that he didn’t know about Flint’s daily tasks, his routine?

Hard to say. Because Neville Philander, the overworked, frenetic, telephone-answering Operational Manager, never had the time to give him the detail. And Philander sat with all the information, the personal contacts, the first-hand experience. How would he get him to share that calmly?

He outlined his plan as he drank the coffee, then he took out his cellphone and made the call.

Bessie Heese was in a meeting. He asked her to phone him back urgently. He couldn’t drink more coffee, he’d had two cups at home as well, but he didn’t want to go back to the office. He paid his bill and left, thought of lingering in Clarke’s Bookshop, there was nothing else to do.

Heese phoned before he reached Long Street. 

He described the situation with Neville Philander.

She was businesslike, faintly irritated. ‘Didn’t we ascertain that the money didn’t come from us?’

‘We only ascertained that it wasn’t your money. I can’t remove his work environment from my list yet. I’m only asking for an hour or two of Philander’s time. Away from the office.’

She countered. ‘That is the nature of Mr Philander’s job. He has a central managerial role.’

‘I know. But he’s the one who can help.’

He deduced from her silence that she was weighing things up. ‘Very well,’ was the reluctant response. ‘Can he come to your office?’



They met at the Wimpy on St George’s. Joubert drank tea, Philander a cappuccino, and exclaimed to Heaven when Joubert told him about the money. ‘No way, he couldn’t have stolen it from us.’ Then, dumbfounded, he wiped the milky foam from his upper lip.

‘I know. But the chances are good that in some or other way in the course of his duties he spotted the opportunity.’

‘He only works the bus routes,’ said Philander, shaking his head. ‘Tell me where he could scratch out that kind of money.’

‘Tell me exactly how he worked.’

‘I did tell you.’

‘I want detail.’

‘Like in every hour of the day?’

‘Please.’

‘It’s not gonna help you.’

‘Then I can rule it out.’

Philander stared out of the window, in no mood for this conversation. He shrugged. ‘If Aunt Bessie says talk to the PI, I suppose a man’s got to do it.’

‘She’s a bit of a Nissan,’ said Joubert.

Philander laughed. ‘That’s the truth.’ He sipped at his cappuccino, took a deep breath, and said, ‘OK. Danie Flint. Typical working day. Leave home, half past six, seven o’clock, doesn’t go to the office, goes directly to his areas, drives along his routes. Every day a different routine, to keep the drivers on their toes. Milnerton, Montagu Gardens, Killarney, Du Noon, Richwood, Table View, Blouberg, Melkbos, Atlantis, in no specific order. Too much to cover in one day, so the idea is to cover your whole area in two or three days.’

‘In his Audi?’ He wanted to see it in his mind’s eye, exactly how it was.

‘That’s right.’

‘Sticking exactly to the bus routes.’

‘That’s it. The routes of choice, for that day.’

‘Can you give me the routes?’

‘Do you want to drive them?’

‘Yes, I do.’

‘Sure.’

‘Why must he drive the routes every day?’

‘To check if the driver is keeping to schedule. Are they on time? How they drive, how full the buses are. He’s there if a bus breaks down, or is in an accident. He scouts new routes, where there are people standing waiting for taxis, and he looks for opportunities, he checks how the routes can be improved.

‘Then around eleven the area managers come back to the office. To do the admin. Write up the notes from the morning, record and process accidents and mechanical problems. Handle driver infringements. Check fuel figures, new drivers trained and started on the job, answer emails, fine-comb DRMP logistics, read bulletins, attend meetings, it’s mostly the same, every day.

‘Then, around three o’clock, it’s back on the routes, exactly the same story, for precisely the same reasons. There’s no time to snooze, no time to make big bucks, it’s just not possible.’

‘He got the money somewhere,’ said Joubert.

‘Maybe he inherited. And he didn’t want to tell Tanya.’

‘Inherited money doesn’t come in cash.’

‘Fair enough.’

‘Were you ever an area manager?’

‘I was,’ said Philander.

‘Imagine you needed a lot of money. Cash. Urgently. You have to get it, even if you have to steal, let’s say your wife is in hospital . . .’

‘You mean, where would I steal it at work?’

‘Or in the work environment.’

Philander drank the last of his cappuccino while he pondered.

‘There’s only one place. The big ticket office. But you would need two or three other men, walk in there with guns and masks, and rob the place.’

‘No other possibilities?’

‘Not for big bucks.’

Joubert hid his disappointment. ‘Another cappuccino?’

‘Aren’t we just about finished?’

He wasn’t sure if there was anything else. He thought back over everything Philander had said. One thing stood out. ‘The DRMP, tell me what that stands for again?’

‘Driver Risk Management Programme.’

‘Is that the thing that caused the strike?’

‘Just so.’

‘But it’s a computer program. Why would they strike over that?’

‘It’s much more than a computer system.’

‘Oh?’

‘It’s a long story.’

Joubert nodded. He had the time.

Philander sighed. ‘Maybe we better order more coffee.’


101

‘It’s all about the DriveCam.’

‘The DriveCam?’

‘In 2007, we were the first depot where Mr Eckhardt and them experimented with the new system, because we are the smallest. And the best, even if I have to say so myself. The thing works like this: every bus gets a video camera up front, here by the rear-view mirror. The DriveCam. One eye looks forward, and one eye looks back, and there’s a hard drive inside. Now, obviously the camera doesn’t put everything from morning to night on the hard drive. It’s on all the time, and it records everything, but it’s got like a motion detector and a little computer thingy inside, if the bus jerks, then it saves image and audio, ten to fifteen seconds before the event, and ten to fifteen seconds after, depending on the severity. Are you with me?’

Joubert said he thought so. But didn’t a bus jerk a lot?

‘Look, I say “jerk” for explanatory purposes. The motion sensor works with what they call “inertia”. You know about G-forces? Now, that’s the thing. If the driver donners into something, then it’s negative G-force, negative inertia, then your DriveCam records. If he brakes helluva sharply, or accelerates too quick. Even if your driver goes around the corner too fast, then the sensor registers, and it saves the video . . .’

‘Why include cornering?’

‘Why? When do you go around the corner too fast, my bro’? When?’

‘Tell me.’

‘When you run a red robot, that’s when.’

‘Aah . . .’

‘Now we come to the mind-blowing part. When that bus comes back to the depot tonight, then all those bits of video of the jerks automatically download wirelessly onto our server. Just like that, when the bus drives in the gate, you see? And that server is connected to the Internet, it sends all those clips to America, because that’s where the system was developed. The Americans have software that analyses it all, and they email those video clips of trouble back to the area manager. The serious stuff, like accidents, are cc-ed to me and Mr Eckhardt.’

‘Let me just make sure I understand,’ said Joubert. ‘If the bus accelerates or brakes too fast, the camera records it . . .’

Philander nodded. ‘With a back and front view. You can see what the driver is doing, and you can see what is happening in the road.’

‘And at your gate it sends it via a radio signal to a computer, that mails it to America.’ In disbelief.

‘More like a wireless transmission, like a cellphone. It’s high tech, my brother, you’ve got to open your mind to understand it. But it’s not just people looking at it in America, it’s software that first detects if it was an ugly thing, then the analysers look at it . . .’

‘And have you received any videos like that?’

‘Lots. Last month a driver hit a pedestrian, and when we looked at the video, we saw the driver bend down and take his cellphone out to make a call. Then he hit the pedestrian. We fired his gat, in twenty-four hours, because what could he say? There was the evidence. In Technicolor.’

Insight: ‘That’s why the drivers went on strike.’

‘Right. The union said it was unconstitutional, invasion of privacy. But the fact of the matter is, it actually protects them. Because there are a lot of accidents when those cunts with their expensive German cars cut in front of the bus, that class of thing, because everybody hates a bus, never mind that it’s taking the poor people to work, the fat cats don’t think that way. Anyway, we use the videos for training, your drivers get better and better. And the big thing is, collision damage is down sixty per cent, my bro’, sixty per cent! And traffic fines also. You don’t just save money, you save time, you’ve sixty per cent less grief too, that’s the thing. And you can reward the drivers who have a clean record, because there’s more money for a pay rise.’

‘So Danie got the videos every afternoon?’ A possible source for the 400,000 rand stirred in the back of his head.

‘He checked them in the afternoon, but they come in the morning already. Tonight the server sends it to America, tomorrow eleven o’clock when Danie clocks in at his PC, the emails are waiting for him. If there was big shit, Mr Eckhardt would have phoned me already, and I would have phoned Danie next, so the stuff he checked in the afternoon was run-of-the-mill stuff, stuff that he would have to take up with his drivers. You know, careless driving, doing stupid things. That’s the stuff he would talk through with his drivers in the afternoon.’

‘It’s a lot of power to have . . .’

‘I’m not following you.’

‘The videos. Danie Flint had the power every day to fire drivers. Because he had proof. Like you say. In Technicolor.’

‘So?’

‘How many drivers did he supervise?’

‘About eighty.’

‘And what does a bus driver earn?’

‘Depending on the overtime, between four and six a month.’

‘Six thousand?’ while he did the calculations in his head.

‘That’s it.’

‘Very well. Let’s say Flint begins to say to the drivers, I’ve got the evidence, I’m going to fire you, but if you give me a thousand, I’ll drop it.’

Philander thought about it, but soon shook his head. ‘No, it wouldn’t work.’

‘Why not?’

‘A thousand rand? A week’s pay? Most of the drivers couldn’t afford that, that guy would run to the union to complain so fast you would just see a blur.’

‘Make it less. Five hundred. Two-fifty.’

‘With all due respect, you’re thinking about two-fifty with a Whitey brain. These are people with a wife and a bunch of kids, payments on the house and the car, school fees . . .’

‘But if you lose your job, you have nothing.’

Still the head shake. ‘Let’s do the sums. Maybe three or four serious incidents a week. At two-fifty a pop, you’re getting a thousand rand a month with your extortion. Now it would take you . . . about 400 months to get to 400,000 rand. Let’s double the income, then it’s 200 months . . .’

His theory collapsed. ‘That’s true.’

‘I’m telling you, that money isn’t coming from ABC. There’s no way.’

Joubert wasn’t ready to give up, he grasped at a straw. ‘May I look at his material? The actual videos?’

Philander looked sceptical. ‘That’s union trouble. Confidential stuff. I’ll have to phone Mr Eckhardt . . .’

‘I’d appreciate that very much.’

‘Are we finished now?’

‘We’re finished now.’



He knew he would have to return to the office some time or other, but he hoped Philander would soon get permission for him to go through the DRMP statistics, so that he had an excuse.

He walked to Long Street, went and stood in front of the science fiction shelves at Clarke’s, but found nothing he wanted to read. Fantasy was all the rage these days, and he had tried it, but to no avail.

Inspector Fizile Butshingi phoned him after eleven. ‘Nothing that will help us. I’ve checked everything. Cash-in-transit heists are the only possibilities. And they don’t fit.’

Joubert thanked him.

‘Anything new on your side?’ Butshingi asked.

‘Not really. I’ll let you know.’ And then a light went on and he said quickly before the detective rang off: ‘Inspector, could you tell me, were there any in-transit robberies in the area north of the N1?’ Reconsidered, made the area larger: ‘And west of the N7. Or on the N7. Montagu Gardens, Milnerton, Richwood, all the way up to Atlantis . . .’

‘Why there?’

‘That’s where Flint’s bus routes ran.’

‘It’s a stretch,’ said Butshingi.

Maybe not. But Joubert just said: ‘I want to cover all the bases.’

‘I’ll get back to you.’

Seven minutes, and his cellphone rang again. It looked like Bessie Heese’s number. He answered.

‘Mr Joubert, my name is Francois Eckhardt. I am the Managing Director of ABC. Do you have a moment?’

‘Of course.’

‘Mr Joubert, you will excuse me, but I’m going to be frank with you. Up to now we have done everything in our power to accommodate you. For the sake of Mrs Flint. But I am at the point now where I must begin putting the interests of the company, and all its other employees, first. Especially when it comes to the DRMP records, I have to protect the confidentiality of the bus drivers’ performance information, and be very careful not to violate our agreement with the union. We can’t afford another strike. I hope you understand . . .’

‘I understand,’ he said, but his heart sank.

‘We can grant you access to the system, but you will have to sign a confidentiality agreement with the company. No records may leave our premises, no information may be made public. Unless you have my written permission. And now I must say that I think you will be wasting your time, that system misses nothing – but if you identify any indication of misconduct by ABC employees, however insignificant, you must immediately and personally bring it to my notice. I will make my cellphone number available to you.’

He weighed up the implications. ‘Even if I sign it . . . If there is evidence of a crime, we will have to hand it over to the police. That’s the law.’

‘Mr Joubert, all crimes that have been demonstrated by the system have already been communicated to the police. That is not a factor. Are you prepared to sign?’

He wondered if it was worth the trouble, aware that he was desperate. Perhaps he was holding too tightly onto his theory that the money and Flint’s job were somehow connected. But he owed it to Tanya to be thorough, to follow the statistics and a vague notion to the bitter end.

‘I am.’



Before he reached the ABC depot, Butshingi let him know there was one in-transit robbery in the broader Flint area. ‘But does Century City count?’

‘I’m not sure. Do you have details?’

‘Nineteen September, ten o’clock in the morning, on Century Boulevard . . .’

Joubert felt the small injection of adrenaline. It fitted his timeline perfectly.

‘. . . between Waterford and Waterhouse Boulevards. Seven men, two vehicles. More than 800,000 in cash taken. The transit driver was killed.’

‘Thanks, Inspector. I will see if I can find anything.’

‘But how can Flint be associated? It was a black gang.’

‘I don’t know. But I have nothing else.’ 

‘OK.’



He signed the faxed confidentiality document in Philander’s office. And went to sit with him at Danie Flint’s computer.

‘I’ll show you how to run the DRMP system. But please, I only have fifteen minutes.’

‘Thank you very much. Can I ask you: was Century City part of Danie’s routes?’

‘Absolutely. Why?’

Joubert had to hide his new optimism. ‘I just want the complete picture . . .’

They got Flint’s computer going, opened the DRMP program. Philander explained the basic principles. ‘All the videos are on the server. They are cross-linked with the route, the bus, the driver, and the action taken. You can view it according to the bus, the driver, the route, or according to the date and time. With this menu you can sort, if you only want the videos where there was further action.’

‘What “further action”?’

‘Disciplinary, accident reports, third party claims, legal action. Take your pick. You can watch the forward view and the backward view at the same time, or you can select here to see only one of the two . . .’

‘Can we begin at the nineteenth of September?’

‘That’s easy. Here’s your calendar, so you choose the month here, then this window opens up. Now click on the nineteen, and there’s your list. Four videos. You can refine your search with this menu, if you just want to check a certain driver or route.’

‘Which route is Century City on?’

‘I don’t know Danie’s codes off by heart, let me see . . .’

It took him a while to get the information and apply it. ‘There are no videos on the nineteenth of September for that route.’

‘Can I see the four videos for that date?’

‘You just click on the icon every time . . . the video will play automatically . . .’

They watched the videos together. Fifteen seconds of forward and backward view, the images side by side. Philander turned the sound down, so they wouldn’t bother the other route managers in the office.

Not one of the four videos had anything to do with a cash-in-transit robbery.

Philander noticed Joubert’s disappointment. ‘What did you hope to find?’

‘I haven’t the faintest idea.’ But he would have to do the footwork. Or in this case, the finger work. Until he ran out of options.
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Alone in front of the computer he struggled so much that he forgot about his sandwiches. The system was complicated, with so many choices to activate. It was some time before he realised he had activated the option for disciplinary hearings, and was only seeing videos relevant to that. He had to go back, to his initial limit of 1 August, and watch them all again.

It was twenty to three when hunger overcame him and he went in search of tea. Santasha showed him where the kitchen was, asked if he was making progress.

‘No,’ he said.

The sandwiches were bobotie and chutney, and a packet of cashew nuts, with a note from Margaret pinned to it. ‘Nuts about you.’

He smiled, ate with gusto, drank his tea while he scanned every video, concentrating on the forward view from the bus. A small percentage were serious accidents, where pedestrians or other vehicles were involved. The majority were insignificant, bus drivers braking sharply and too late for traffic, cyclists, cattle or sheep on the N7 at Du Noon, or dogs in the residential areas.

August produced nothing.

September gave the same result. His eyes grew weary. His concentration lapsed. He began to suspect his search was fruitless.

He nearly missed it.

The twenty-ninth of September. Time stamp of 11.48. Open road, no buildings, just veld. Too narrow a following distance between the front of the bus and a black Mercedes sedan, looked like an E-series. The car braked suddenly and inexplicably, the bus bumped the rear, the boot sprang open. Another ten seconds where the bus and Mercedes pulled off the road, nearly came to a stop.

He clicked to end the video, just another one, useless. Somewhere in the back of his mind there was an exclamation mark.

He started the next video, but his subconscious said, go back to the previous one, there was something. Watch it again.

A moment of indecision. Just another minor accident.

No, there had been something.

So he sighed, shut down the new video, clicked back to the previous one.

What was that in the boot?

His brain recalled the image. He suspected he was imagining it.

He clicked again, it played, he watched intently.

The boot jumped open. There. Inside. A hand. Fleeting, in the strip of sunlight that shone in on that single moment when the boot was fully open, just before it came down again, then it was gone, the gap between the Mercedes and the bus widened, the lid of the boot swung down again. He didn’t know how to freeze the image, looked anxiously at the screen, but the video had already stopped.

He clicked on it again, quickly studied the icons, experimented with a few of them. Found the one that froze the image, but he was too late. Joubert grunted with annoyance. He began again, the mouse pointer poised, ready, waited for the moment. Stopped the video at exactly the right time.

No doubt about it. A hand. Lifeless. A delicate white hand resting on a torso. In the boot.

There were three figures in the Mercedes, two in the front seat, one at the back. All men. The one in the back seat turning his head after the jolt of the collision. Massive shoulders, a peculiar face, twisted, as though there was no nose. Maybe it was just the resolution of the video.

Joubert looked carefully, he could see the series number of the car. E 350. The registration number was much easier to read.



He looked at the rear-facing video image. The bus driver, the empty seats looking forlorn behind him, his body jerking at the impact. ‘Fuck,’ the driver said, the word clearly audible. Then a hand gesture of frustration, rage. He turned the steering wheel to pull off the road. ‘Fucking cunt.’

Back to the forward view, freezing it again on the moment when the boot was open wide.

A hand. A person, inside. Dead still.

He stared at the image, his brain racing.

Had Danie Flint seen that?

Had it anything to do with his disappearance?

A person in the boot of the car. And something about the way the hand lay, how it responded to the jolt of the collision, told him it was unconscious. Or dead.

Should he search for more, up to about 15 October?

And how would he handle it? It was powerful evidence of a crime. Abduction at the very least. He would have to call the SAPS, after he had phoned Eckhardt.

But he wanted to retain control.

Don’t be hasty. Take it step by step. He reached for his writing pad, clicked on the screen. He wrote down the date and time. Looked for a reference to the exact spot it had occurred, found only the bus and route number. He wrote down the bus driver’s name. Jerome Apollis. Then the details of the Mercedes. Zipped his notebook closed, so no one could see the notes. His insurance policy.

He took out his cellphone and called the Operational Manager of ABC. ‘I think you had better have a look at this.’



Eckhardt was in his forties, fashionable glasses, tall, lean, professional. He wore the sort of tasteful suit, shirt and tie combination that made Joubert sigh over his own non-existent sense of style. The Operational Manager stood with Philander, and they both watched the video before he said: ‘Neville, see if you can get hold of Apollis. As quickly as possible. If he’s on duty, get a relief driver.’ Then he turned to Joubert, ‘Let’s get the police involved.’

‘There’s an inspector in Milnerton I’m working with . . .’

‘Call him.’

‘I’m going to give him the registration number of the Mercedes in the meantime.’

‘Do what you think is necessary. You have our full cooperation.’

Joubert called Fizile Butshingi. ‘I think I’ve found something . . .’

‘What?’ Sharp and serious.

‘Evidence of a serious crime. Could be kidnapping, could be worse . . .’

‘Ay, ay. Where are you?’

Joubert gave him the address of the ABC depot. ‘There’s a vehicle involved, and we will need the name and address of the owner. If you could run it in the meantime.’

‘Give it to me.’



His euphoria was tempered with disappointment, because he knew what to expect.

This was the other big difference between private investigator and policeman, he thought while he waited. You had to come to terms with the fact that sooner or later you had to hand over control.

There had been a moment, a minute ago, when he had considered another course. The option to keep quiet – make an electronic copy of the video, use Jack’s contacts to find out who the Mercedes belonged to, follow it up . . .

But that implied that he would have to be dishonest, break the ABC agreement, break the law, because here was clear evidence of a crime. And he couldn’t do all that.

Now Butshingi was going to take it and run with it. He seemed like a good detective. As long as it shone light on Danie Flint’s fate, it didn’t matter.

He sighed.



At eight minutes past four his phone rang. Mildred, receptionist at Jack Fischer and Associates: ‘Mr Fischer would like to know if you are coming back to the office today?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Please hold on.’

She put him on hold, elevator music tinkling in the background. Then Jack was on the phone, his voice jovial. ‘Mat, looks like you’re hot on the trail?’ As though nothing had happened last night.

‘I am, Jack. There’s good progress . . .’

‘Excellent, excellent, happy to hear that. Mat, Fanie and I have been talking this morning. We discussed the whole thing. From all angles. Financial. Human aspect, that’s important to us, Mat. Very important. We would like to meet Mrs Vlok halfway . . .’

Joubert choked back the impulse to correct Fischer.

‘. . . so we thought, we’ll give her one day free. Under the circumstances. Right thing to do. In this particular instance.’

‘Thanks, Jack. If all goes well, it may not be necessary. But thank you.’

‘Excellent, excellent. I thought I would let you know . . .’



Inspector Fizile Butshingi’s face was sombre when he arrived. ‘This is a big thing, Sup. A very big thing.’

‘Why?’

‘Show me what you have.’

Joubert invited him to take a seat, then played the video, froze it, pointed at the hand in the boot.

‘Hau,’ said the Inspector. ‘This is bad.’

‘Who does the car belong to?’

‘That’s the big trouble. First, I went on the Natis system, it told me the Mercedes belongs to a Terrence Richard Baadjies, vehicle registration is a residential address in Rosebank. So I thought, let’s see who this man is. And I put him through the database. And I found a bad man, Sup. Terrence Richard Baadjies, aka Terry, aka Terror, aka The Terrorist. Juvenile delinquent when he was fifteen years old, sentenced to a facility for stabbing and killing another child at school. Released after three years, then followed sixteen cases, seven charges of murder, but only five convictions, three for dealing drugs, one assault with intent, one for manslaughter while he was in Pollsmoor. Did fourteen years.’

‘Gang member,’ said Joubert.

‘Not just any gang member. He’s number two of the Restless Ravens.’

‘Bliksem,’ said Mat Joubert, because that changed everything.

‘Yes.’

It took him a while to appreciate the possibilities fully. ‘We will have to call Superintendent Johnny October.’ The Cape Flats were October’s turf. But far more important was the fact that Johnny was his good friend. Johnny wouldn’t cut him out.
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Superintendent Johnny October, with his tall, sinewy body, short grey hair, the narrow moustache that he had trimmed the same way for thirty years, one of the few Cape detectives who still wore a suit to work every day, always in a shade of brown. He was the most decent person that Joubert knew, soft of heart, soft of speech. Too modest for his own good at times. His courtesy, even towards criminals, was unshakeable.

‘Jinne,’ said October, once he had seen the video, since he never swore.

‘Umdali,’ said Butshingi. ‘Very bad.’

‘Can you see whether it is Terror?’ Joubert asked.

‘It could be him, Sup, in front beside the driver. But this is the one we must concentrate on,’ said October, and pointed at the broad figure on the back seat of the Mercedes. The one with the deformed nose.

‘Why?’ Butshingi asked.

‘It’s KD Snyders . . .’

Butshingi made notes and asked: ‘How do you spell Kaydee?’

‘KD It’s an abbreviation. For Knuckle Duster. That’s his thing. His real name is Willem, but they call him KD. To his face, and “King Kong” behind his back. Because of his nose, and his size. He’s a tragic figure. Comes from the Sabie Street courts, in Manenberg, very bad circumstances. And then a dog attacked him when he was eleven, one of those pit bulls at the Friday night dog fights. KD sneaked in the back past the dog pens, they say, and this mad animal grabbed him by the face, and by the time they pulled the dog off, it was very bad. The doctors’ work didn’t take so well, the wounds began to fester, most likely because the parents didn’t do a good job of the treatment and things. Drink, Sup, the evils of drink. There’s not much mercy to be had in Manenberg. The children mocked him. And KD only knew one answer to that. Violence. They say around fourteen he once wound a bicycle chain around his fist, that’s when the knuckles began. Of course, when he began to gain a reputation and grow big, the Ravens saw his value. Terror Baadjies was the one who initiated KD. From then on they’ve been like this,’ and Johnny October crossed his index and middle finger. ‘He’s Terror’s bodyguard and hit man.’

‘Yoh-Yoh,’ said Inspector Butshingi.

‘But the main reason we must concentrate on him is that right now KD is in Pollsmoor. Awaiting trial. For assault with intent, and attempted murder. And this time we have a witness. It’s not going well with KD, he’s in solitary. Barely a day in chookie and they tried to stab him. There’s a war on between the two factions of the Ravens, now that Tweetybird has left the country. It’s a power struggle . . .’

‘Wait, wait,’ said Butshingi, and looked up from his notes, worried. ‘Tweetybird is the gang boss?’

‘Was. He’s gone.’

‘Where did he go to?’

‘The grapevine says he’s in South America. And now there’s a power vacuum, and it’s Terror Baadjies against Moegamat Perkins for the crown. War. Four months now, and there’s still no winner, and we can’t keep up . . .’

‘And KD Snyders is inside because of this war?’

‘Yes. We have him for attempted murder. And if he stays in Pollsmoor, Moegamat Perkins’s men will kill him. So we have a bit of room to negotiate.’

Mat Joubert thought. About Danie Flint and Cape Flats gangs. A very strange combination.

How did it all fit together?

Johnny October asked, ‘Sup, how did you get this far?’

Joubert gave him the whole story. In detail.



Jerome Apollis, the bus driver, was forty-three years old. He had fat cheeks and a beer belly, and he was frightened. The proximity of the detectives, the looming presence of Mat Joubert, and the serious circumstances made him look with great anxiety from Bessie Heese to Butshingi, October and eventually at Joubert, where his gaze stayed fixed.

They sat in Neville Philander’s office, the room too small for comfort. ‘Don’t worry,’ said Bessie Heese. She looked just as professional as the previous day. And fresh, though it was nearly six o’clock. ‘The police just want to ask you what you can remember about the twenty-ninth of September,’ and she pointed at Philander’s computer, where they had shown him the video. Without freezing the image.

‘I remember well.’

‘Can you tell us about it?’ Johnny October asked, his voice respectful and caring. ‘It would be a big help to us.’

Apollis licked his lips repeatedly, lifted his hands in innocence. ‘Mr Flint said it was not an issue. When he saw the video. He said it wasn’t my fault.’

‘I understand,’ said October. ‘We’re not saying it was your fault. But we really want to know what happened that day.’

‘And where,’ said Joubert.

Apollis just stared at him.

‘Mr Apollis . . .’ October urged.

Apollis dragged his eyes from Joubert, focused on Bessie Heese, a safe haven. ‘It was between Atlantis and the R27. Just after the turn-off.’ He wiped perspiration from his brow.

‘Which turn-off?’

‘The road to the shooting range. There was a sign, but it’s gone now a long time.’

‘In which direction were you driving?’ Joubert asked.

‘Towards the sea. To the R27.’ And then he stopped.

‘Go on, Jerome.’

‘The Mercedes. They were driving slowly. I wanted to pass. I had my flicker on already. That’s why I was so close. I had to wait for the oncoming traffic. Then they stopped suddenly. For nothing. So I bumped him. At the back. On the boot. Behind. We both stopped. I got out, and they . . .’

‘Did you see anything strange?’ asked October.

‘No, sir,’ he answered, a little bewildered.

‘Then you got out.’

‘We all got out. Then the one who had been sitting in front . . . No, the one with the nose, who had been sitting in the back, he came towards me. Then the other one said no, wait, wait, wait. Then they first looked at the damage. I told them, right then. I said, you just stopped, for no reason. The one man said, don’t worry, it wasn’t my fault, everything was fine. So I said no, I have to make a report. Then he looked at the bus and said no, there’s no damage to the bus, and they wouldn’t make a fuss, don’t worry . . .’

‘Where were they standing? Where did each of you stand while this conversation was going on?’ asked Butshingi, head down, writing frantically.

‘We stood between the car and the bus.’

‘Did any one of them touch the boot?’

‘It was four months ago,’ said Apollis.

‘Jerome, if you can’t remember, we won’t blame you,’ said Bessie Heese, soothingly.

‘I . . . I think . . . the big one with the face. Maybe he stood with his hand on the boot like this.’

‘And then?’

‘Then they said I must go. I said no, I have to get names and telephone numbers, because Mr Flint will want a report. Then that one got sort of angry, and he said . . .’

‘Which one?’

‘The one sitting in front.’

‘Which side in front?’

‘Passenger side.’

‘And he said . . . ?’

‘He said, I better not mess around, he said he would fix it, but I better go then. Then I said no, they don’t understand, it’s not that easy with the DRMP. Then he got angry, he threatened me, he would tell the big one to hit me moer toe, get in my effing bus, sorry madam, but he said eff off. Now. So I got in the bus and as I drove away, I phoned Mr Flint and told him the whole story. He said, Jerome, don’t worry, if they don’t want to make a case and there’s nothing wrong with the bus, I know your record is clean. Then, the next afternoon, when I was finished, Mr Flint came to me and said he had watched the video, and he could see what happened, my record would stay clean. And that’s the whole story, madam, on my word of honour.’

‘I know, Jerome. You have nothing to worry about.’

‘But then why are all the police here, madam?’
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While Johnny October phoned Pollsmoor to arrange for them to question KD Snyders, Joubert considered what the involvement of the Restless Ravens meant. It was they who had broken into Tanya Flint’s business premises.

The danger was greater than he had suspected.

He asked Inspector Fizile Butshingi if the SAPS could send a police patrol vehicle to Tanya’s house in Parklands. ‘If they could just park down the street,’ he added, not wanting to upset her more than she was already.

Butshingi was quick on the uptake. ‘Good idea.’

Then Joubert called Margaret.

‘I’m going to be late.’

‘Is that good news?’

‘Looks like it.’

‘I’ll wait up. Be careful.’ A policeman’s wife.

He debated over whether to phone Tanya as well, but decided against it. There were still too many questions, too many uncertainties.

They drove in Johnny’s car to the prison at the other end of Tokai. Joubert sat in the back.

‘Sup, the bus driver . . .’ Johnny said. ‘The law clearly says, it’s always the fault of the one driving behind. He was too close to the Mercedes.’

‘Flint must have seen that clearly on the video, Johnny.’

‘And he ignored the offence. Because he saw the hand in the boot. And the opportunity.’

‘And from then on it was easy. Track down Terror Baadjies with the registration number of the Mercedes. Phone the home number with your new cellphone, so they can’t trace you.’

‘Blackmail,’ said Butshingi.

‘But would Flint have known who he was dealing with?’

Joubert shook his head. ‘I doubt it. I think he saw the expensive car, that Mercedes costs around 700,000 rand . . .’

‘And said, pay up or I’ll give the video to the police.’

‘Something like that. The Ravens tracked Flint down, Johnny, he slipped up somewhere. But what bothers me is why the break-in at Tanya’s workshop was so . . . half-hearted. A few tables overturned, a weak message on the wall . . . You would expect more from a gang from the Cape Flats.’

‘You must see it in context, Sup. The faction war. KD Snyders, the hit man, is sitting in jail, Terror Baadjies needs all his troops, so he sends two or three foot soldiers, inexperienced, a little scared.’

‘What I can’t understand,’ said Butshingi. ‘These guys . . . I mean, why did they pay at all?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘The video. It doesn’t prove much. I mean, let’s say Flint called Terror Baadjies, and tried to blackmail him. So Terror torches the Benz. Or he has it chemically cleaned, or steam-cleaned, or whatever. He makes sure there’s no forensic evidence in the boot, and he cooks up a story, should the police come asking questions. He can say, no, it was my niece, she drank too much, so we put her in the boot, didn’t want her to throw up on my nice upholstery. And he gets his niece to corroborate . . .’

Joubert and October said nothing, because they knew the point was valid. An awkward one.

‘Is he clever enough, this Terror Baadjies?’ asked Butshingi.

‘He is,’ said October. ‘Definitely.’

‘So why did they pay? Twice?’


Willem ‘KD’ Snyders, heavily shackled hand and foot, didn’t say a word. Just sat there at the steel table, staring at the wall.

Johnny October talked politely to him. Sketched his position in detail. Said he wouldn’t survive in jail, Moegamat Perkins’ Ravens faction would get him. The second he was transferred out of solitary back to the general prison. Only a question of time.

‘You are a dead man walking,’ said Butshingi.

‘We can help you,’ said October.

No response. The face, so terribly damaged, remained expressionless. The scar tissue deformed the lips in a permanent grimace as though he scorned the whole world.

‘Right now someone is sharpening a shiv just for you, King Kong,’ Butshingi began to play his pre-planned role.

‘No, we can hide you. Witness programme. Protection. A new life, Willem. A new beginning. With a bit of help, a few thousand rand in your pocket. Anywhere in the country, just where you want.’

But all that, they knew, was just the prelude, to get his attention.

‘Just think. Never to have to look over your shoulder again. Never.’

KD Snyders sat as if made of stone.

‘You’re wasting your time, Johnny,’ said Butshingi.

‘Maybe not. Maybe Willem can see the opportunity.’

‘Judge is going to put you away for a long time, Mr Kong. Murderer like you.’

‘Slow down, partner, we can help him.’

‘Maybe he doesn’t want to be helped. Maybe he’s ugly and stupid.’

‘I know you’re not afraid of anything, Willem. I know. But just think a moment about the alternatives. Think for a moment what it could be like . . .’

And so they played the game, one of them his friend, offering the olive branch of peace and understanding, the other his enemy, cursing and insulting him. Snyders said nothing, did nothing. He didn’t react, wouldn’t look at them, even when Butshingi held his face only centimetres from the twisted mask, and screamed in rage. Willem ‘KD’ Snyders was a statue, and Joubert sat silently watching, wondering if their plan would work.

Eventually, Johnny October said, no, Fizile, enough. Leave us. Both of you, whiteys and darkies don’t understand what it means to be a coloured. I will talk to Willem.

Butshingi and Joubert pretended to get up reluctantly, and walked out.

In the next room they watched through the one-way mirror. They saw how October sat down beside Snyders, his expression one of compassion, his hands clasped together on the table in empathy and sympathy. Then he began to play his trump card.

‘Willem, I come from Bishop Lavis. I know what it’s like. I know the hardship and I know the pain. I know, yours was much greater, with the accident. I can’t even begin to think how hard it
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