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How does a backveld farm boy become a whisktever? Dirk de Bruin describes his

controversial encounter with prosperity religion in contemporary South Africa.
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Chris Mann proudes the script.

The language of the Ballad of Dirk de Bruin is taut and exuberant, the performance by David
Butler, a fiery tour de force, the play, a hymn to rebellion and moral guts. One stumbles out of
the theatre drained, shocked, saddened and eglift
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Balladofa
backveld farm boy

Robyn Sassen
S\_oe spetmlist ey Do
here is something

X inestimably valuable in
watching a consummate
performer delivering a
beautiful text that chaffs
your nostalgia glands. It
15 the spice and meat of
what makes storvtelling,
storytelling.

And it is upon this
supremely skilled craft, and
the moral decay of church
elders that local poet and
resident Chris Mann’s Ballad
of Ditk de Bruin is centred.
It's a long poem, which in
the telling takes you from
Dirk’s youth to his present,
but it is delivered with such
focus and aptitude that the
metre and rhythm with

David Butler in character during a performance of Tha R
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which it is crafted breathes
fire into it.

Along the lines of works
like Blood Orange ~ brought
to life some years ago at
Festival by Craig Morris -
the story embraces horror
and tragedy but it is its
couching m thoughtiul
and very >peum ally local
nostalgia that is the primary
hook of the work. Think
Jeremy Taylor’s 1961 Ag
Pleez Deddy, a song that
celebrates South —\mmn
sweets and obscenities of
the time. Think of being
taken to drive-ins in your
pyjamas, and drinking

raspberry tloats from the
tray braced to the car
window. Think of how life
for a child i shaped by
; Ml simple things

which give blrth torich,

Xperiences.

uin’s childhood
was sphntered and bruised
with a growing awareness

of the hlhh:hty of adults

and the way in which

can loop round and b

in the heart when you least
expect it Mmgle‘l withan
understanding of the value

~ ol organised religion, the

work is a celebration, but
seldom cracking a smile,
Butler doesn’t make jokes or
force puns. His performance
is utterly lovely, respectful
toward the text and the

“audience, and above all the
character he creates.

“The Ballad of
Dirk de Bruin,
Oatlands Hall,

today, 7.30pm

Dirk De Bruin.

Cue 7 July 2C
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Act One

A bare, unlit stageA single bed and bedsideble are towards the baclon the right hand side and a
chair and tablein the centreThe bed is siden to the adience with the bedhead on lle#. It stands on
four bricks A pale grey bedspreachangs over the edge of the bed almost to the fld@reen gingham
checkdomestiovo r k e r 6 s draped dvey thdredspreadAt the foot of the bed is a battered dark

greytin trunk, a trommel, whose lid is up, and a birdcage on a stand.

Inside thebedside tablés alarge family photograph a pair of glasseand aBible with rededged pages

To the left of thébedisac | ot hes & st an. ®nthesardhunga saheatb ohyadsk sst r i ped
blazer and capa khakicoloured school shirta canvasbackpack a white school shirt with a school tie

loosely knotted round the colla a wel derwer kmasrkg s ab lwoe kanmait@ds br o

pair of headphones trade union {shirt anda white surplice with a blue cross on the back

Lights come up on front left of the stage where there is a small table and chair faceugdibece, a
metreor soin front of a nondescript grey screen as found in the foyer of a building. Hung on the back of

the chair is the jacket of a charceabloured suit.

Dirk de Bruin is leaning over the table with one fapton the chair to relievkis lower back ache. He is
wearingcharcoaktcolouredtrousers, a white shirt, the sleeves rolled up a litiled a darkiie. A black
pull-case, handle up, is next to the table. On the table are two openespgekied lever arch filede

Bruin has onédnand pressed down on a file while the forefinger of the other is poised on the text. He is

noticeably tense.

During the play he @mes acrosas a vigorous, engaging man in his forties or fifties walights inhis
ability to play with words. Mchof thetime his struggle with desperation mse round the edges as the

play moves from narration to the enactment of a memory and back to narration.



He gives a grunt , answinwhat iéeréasinghooks at lsisewdistvatah thent h i n g

turns eruptly from the tabland walks right.

Ag neemy friends

what 6s Rappening
Is PastorDave

still doing his best

to turn youfolk

against mehey?

Come on people,
wh a tthé werdicti
getting the boot
or hugs andmiles
drukkies, trane,

daaitipe ding?

He stops, facethe audience, raises hands to chest height, settles back on his heetshisekitees

slightly, then makes quick, pulling inwards movementshistfingers, the thumbs pushedtwards.

Kom kom, Pastoor

lat waa, lat waai!

Ja, do you worst

He clenches both fistpushedis elbows outwardsocks slightly on his heebnd speaks with fury.

| 6ve gdrtt mor e

morehurtlined up



to shock the Board.

A beachfront pad

paid for by tithes,

steak and @ wine

at smart hotels,

whoodos fomling who

hey, PastorDave?

Dumpingyour wife
and two young kids,
marryingsosoon

a singleMom

new in the pewi

d o rolartthetruth.

Do n 6 ttheGery
the Holy Gees

was on your side
PastorDe Waal
whenhalf the church

walkedout on you.

He turns suddenly and paces left and right, looking over his shoaideeaudienceas he speaks.

Stop laying hands

on politicians

stopmaking deals



with men in suits
whose Biblas

the bottom line

Why d o nyéutdo
asscripture says
and raise a whip
and overturn

the tabledeaped

with silver coin®

Nee man, luister,

16 vsaid to you
somany times
nicely, politely,
behind closed doors

donot do this kak.

Heturns faces the audienc@olds up his handgalms forward on either side his heaiad yells

&Stop it o6 | sai dd
Gstop it or else

| m going to phone
thejournaliss

all over town

and tell the trutt@

Ja die waarheid



that year by year
success fed greed
for more success
till you lost touch

with whowe are.

And praying less
and less eactiay
you hollowed out
your headand let
the Devilloose

inside youtife.

He stands dead stjlboint andspeals with a rising crescendthat peaks in the last stanza.

Luister, Pastoor,

dond6t duck and dive
behind nice words.

When last did you

hunger and thirst

for justice, hef

S €& , mveyou
and yourbig mates
in government
workedout a way
of climbing through

then e e ddy® 6



Why canbét you see
youobve turned into
awhite-washed tomb

that hides old junk

andf a i drylbénes

wrapped in a shroud?

He drops his head to one side, lowers and relaxekdngsand shakes hisdad.Slight pause.

Ag nee,Here

not that again!

Heturnsto one sideandholdsthe sides ofiis head betweehis outstretched fingers

Hate in the heart
and then the bile
of angry thoughts

chewing the gut.

Rage in the mind

and then the ache

throkbing the head

thatshutsthe eyes

A pause. Heloses his eyes.

Not that again.



Forgive me Lord

He opens his eyes, feels in front of him with his hahes speaks in a tone of enormous regret.

But liewe Heer,
where did it go,
thebliss we felt
right at the start
singing, swaying,

insidethat half?

He takes astepor twoto the leftdraws a circle in the aiwith a forefingerthen looks at it.

A ring of faith
that 6s what it wa s
a home from home

for young and old

He raisesbothhandsin front of him,makes a circle of thumbs and forefingi@nd lookgowardsit.

A ring of light,
glowing, changing,
just like the one
we saw inside
theglass and card
kaleidoscopes
folk made for kids

in foster care.



Deep reds andlues,

bright greens and gold
glowingright there

before our eyeé
heawen 6 s w,i ndow

redemptio® Eght!

He holds theposefor a moment, then strides across to the front table, bewesthe files and runs his

finger across the texHe grimaces, shak his headthencastigaeshimself fiercely

Ag not again!

Why did you leave

thatout, stupid?

Why dondét you | earn?
Youdre so stupid,

de Bruin,stupid

Pursing his lips, tensing the whole of his face, he swings away from the table, stegtagmidubs his

face with the palms of his joined hantgen speakgquickly, still looking distracted.

| should have said,
told them, straight out
thatone dark night
back on the farm
when | was small

and lying in bed



the Gees hovered,

Unoyd ongcwel e
agja something

| candét, pin down
entered my mind

and stillis here.

Neewat, de Bruin!
You should have told
thewhole dan Board
straight ot Nee jong,
why do youhide

such hints ofrace...

Helooks frontlefta s i f theeBobard of Engiry arrive, returnsto the table, takes the jacket off the

chair, puts it onsits nods andsmilesin greeting, then clears his throat and half raises his hand.

Mister Chairman?

Er, Chairperson?

A moment please

Dankie thank you.

Il 6d Ii ke to raise

a further point.

His diction becomes formaHe stands picks upand readsrom asheet of scribbled paper

Ja, Voorsitter

the accusations

10



our Pastor put
beforethe Board
when we began

surprised us all.

drhe New LifeGospelChurchof Christ 6
to quot e jubtcagtallevor ds, 0
a senior member of the church

to buck the rules for years on end.

dhavetoaslac he t hen went on,
¢tow can we shar@pew with one
who questionsll our businesgriends

and how wespendour surplusrevenue,

avho undermines aleadersip
anointed in the sight of God
andmakes unfoundedhreatsto ruin

ourimage in the market placed

He looks up from the piece of pajer holds.

Well now, vriende,
what can | say?

| O hraken bread

with you for years,
was raised by you

to leadhouse groups

11



and weekend camps,
have never heard
allegations

like thesebefore,

and have to ask,

Why these? Why now?

He takes a couple of steps away from the table, looking down thoughtfullyethenes walkingnd

talking, looking at the audiencas he does siike a lawyeraddressinghe jury in a courtroom drama.

|l 6ve proved to you
these charges lit

a veld fire round

our Pastoros |ife
and hid his faults

in clouds of smoke.

I now would add
my inner world

to this defence
since scripture says
that we are judged

by faith not works.

Can | have time
to show you now

what 6s goi ng on



inside my head,
the memories

that make me me?

He looks at the filesthenup at the committeegraising his egbrowsashewaits adecision.

Is that alright?
Ja? Goed, dankie.
Come, buckle up,
dames en here,
the road ahead

is rough but real.

He looksabovethe heads of the committee, pursing his, lgssif in recall modethen levels his gaze.

| want tostart
back on the farm
below the berg
when | was small,
a barefoot bokie

four yearsé ol d

On Friday nights
my Mom and Dad
drovein to town

to drinkwith friends
ja Market Street,

the PrairieLounge



The nighs weredark,
coaldark and deep
lcouldrbt hel p
butlearn to love

the singing sound

that seemed to float

sosweet and slow
across thgard

to where | lay
inside my room
clutching my toys

too scared to sleep.

I coul dnot
but feel my way
across the dark
past obauwtlg s
thewarmmoig smell

of cattle dung

and goats in pens,
the puddled mud
and cut lucerne
towards the room
where on her own

MaNgcobo sang.

hel

14



He stands antlurns his head to the left as if listening to something behindrhims the first phrase of
the following, takesff his jacket as if mesmerized and hangs it on the elsare singshe firstline of

dJsindisda statelyisiZzulu hymn http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yNgmpQirp

Usindiso, usindis&kulomhlatawezono, igaziikaJesu i nyenyezd usindi so.

(Redemptionredemptiorin this world of sin, the blood of Jeswhispersredemption).

Still hunmingthe melodic linavithout moving his lipshetakes off his tie and shirt and hangs them over
the chair, rolls up his trouser legand holding onto the edge of the table, takes off his shoes and socks.

Holding them irone tand, he walksowards the bed and stops a metre away from the bedhead.

Lights strengthen midtage, dim off the screere sings he first ine ofUsindisoagain as helrops onto

his knees, pstdownthe shoesstretchesout his arms and hands and reaching forward over the edge of
the bed makes as if he embraces the person he sees in his ngiglorpause.

He stands, takes the gredamest ¢ w o unifomr off the bed, holds it up by the shoulders, hesitates
thengoesto the trommel antbwersit slowly inside He looks down into the trommel a moment and then

turnstowards the audiencas the lightsnid-stagecome up fully.

Wh o éwr magine
a moment like this
from way, way back
could stay so much
a part of me?

| meanthe warmth,
the drowsy warmth
of a welcoming body,

the fragrant smell

15
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of soap and skin
the music of a lullaby
heard in desolation,

abackveldhymn

Chaimperson, friend,
you know what,

I've had to accept
our Heavenly Lord's
not only the Lord,

the God of Abraham,
the Mighty One,

he's also a humourijst
the God ofironies

great and small.

He gets us tstore
moments like these
deepin our mind

then years, years later
renewstheir strength
when least expected,

in the alleyways of loss,

the streets of despair

Who could imagine
how much | hid

thosechildhood nights

16



alone on the farm
from Mom and Dad,
my friends at school

andalsomyself?

| hid them away
with swear words,
sweetwords

and fears of failure

| tucked them away
deep in my backpack
like a packet of smokes,

a banned magazine.

c | doackpackopens amdtldoks dawa ikteis d o wn

They faded from sight
belowthe towel

damp froma shower,
the rugby jersey

and secondhand boots,
the textbooks comics
liquorice altsorts

andthree X mints.

He lifts the canvas backpack to his face.

t

17
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Scents and smells
like a ticket to ride
the memory railroad,
the shuttle express
deepinto the past

thenback again.

He sniffs the contents.

A short sharpvhiff

of wintergreen,
thenpencil shavings,
Fr i glsangviiches
mouldyand warm

andaaaé gh!

He grimacesturns his head and drops the backpack at histtegtitiate a comiepisock.

Sweaty underpants

sweaty socks.

But that was me,
Dirkie de Bruin
mad about sport,
mad about girls,
bikes, boerewors

and rock 6n roll,

18



a khaki kortbroek,

shirt hanging oyt

Hegoes over to t he thésoottséleevedhakiskinc k and puts on

my striped school blazer

and worn old cap

He takes the blazemd capoff the rack and putdiem on.

always too small,
like handme-downs
from smaller me

to bigger me,

year after year.

That 6s who | wa s ,

sixteeny e ar s 6 ol d

a Saturday evie

back o the farm

He slings the backpaaasuallyoveroneshoulderthenputs his hands inhis pockets

feeling myfriends

on top of the world

He takes a couple of steps forward, giving a slight swaggére does so.

19



Know why?

In front of a stand

of roaring farmers,

shrieking moms

and all the school

webd thrashed the boys

from Joeys on tour.

Thewhite-kneedous
with mine-boss Dads
and hairdo Mas
cruisgng the streets

in Mercsand Jags
as if they owned

the whole darn town

He swaggers a bit angjives a laugh.

Hey! what a day
for backveld brekers

like me and the team!

For badlandcowboys

struttind 6én swaggerind
in school and out,

chasinghe Indians

stealingour cattle,

blastingold bakkies



down long dirt roads
acrossthewest
our folk had conquered

but never won.

He lifts the blazer and shirt above his right hip with his left hémwks down at the hip, pushes down the

belt with his right and sucks in his breath as the belt brushes aghistabs.

Thestudmarks
and scrapemarks
on hip and thigh
medals of combat

carried in secret

He drops the shirt and blazewlls up his trousers to above his knees then looks down at them.

The sore®nknees
with bits of grass
still in the scabs
badges of honour
to show off

ard laugh off

in classat school.

He pretends to staggeme or two steps to the lefhd right to keep the humour going

Tokens of manhood,

red as a wound

21



awound of belonging

to show to my folks

when | got back

hungry as anything,

hungry as always

home Home.

He stands up straight, puts his hands on his hips and shouts out loud.

Howzit Mal

He listens for a reply.

Where's everybody?

Hey Dad Hey Mom!

I 6 m beaveoR! , w

Silence. K¢ listens then draws out the words as he says loudly.

What's for & nch?

He sniffs the air then speaks as if thinking aloud.

What 6s that ?

Samp and beans

on special offer?

Burnt toaste luxe?

22



He thentries to cajole her, speaking loudlg & directly to her somewheffar off in the house.

Ag come on Mom,
what about it?

Steak, egg and chips,
a nice side salad,

a hot rice pudding
out of the oven

with lots of syrup
golden syrup

falling from the sky

He makes as if he holds a tin at waist height and scoops with a spoon, holds the spoon up higher than his

head, twists thepponand watches the syrupsently as its falloff the edge of the spoon

falling from heaven

down, down, down,

Hemakesd nyum! 6 sound asthtblebmofsywdptandsi s | i ps

onto a hill

of homemade iceream.

He gives an exaggerated Bigf unfulfilled longing.

Come on, Ma,

you can do it,

23



my brain jussus

it's staaa-ving!

He puts his hand to his ear as if heds |istening

audience as hmouths herwords act i ng a s ugh this maaydisies bedoren t hr o

'Stop thaDirk,
give me a break

wonodt you?

d46m | ying down,

|l 6ve got a headache,
anastyheadache,

but tell meboy

how was the match,

did you get huf

NoMa,l 6m.fi ne

@inish your lunch

do your homework.

Dad says to télyou

heds &aome to
surf-fishing

with Barerd and Daan

and wondt be back

A

till Sunday night . 6

24



He shrugs then continues to pretend to cajole her.

What about sausages?
Just one or two?
Honestly, Ma,

the boys in the host
they get sausages

dik pork sausages

all the time!

‘Burnt to a cinder

my boy, horrible,

thatos what | 6ve heard,
and served with a mush

of vrot old cabbags.

6l f that's what you want
cook it yourself,

just stop your moaning,

honestly,Dirk

i t0s memaddi n g

He drops the pose.

But jokes aside

my friends in the Lord,

He takes off the cap and puts it into a blazer pocket, goes to the stand, picks up the shoes and socks and

then seatedrmothe chair puts them on and rolls down his trousers as he speaks ad lib.

25



some memorig,
the secret ones
the troubling ones
especially,

| mean bakithi,

havendt you found,

He pauses as he ties his laces then staamt$ speaking as he doesgmesto the table, pulls it mid
stageturns it so that the longer side of it faces the audience, rubs the small of his back laiekly

away from the table, looks at itraomengs if recollecting something and then at the audience.

memoriedike those

keep rushingback.

He walks a few steps off to one side so that he has his back to the stitl famks the table. He looks

into the distance, then down onto the floor a few steps in front of him.

Like there and then,

here and now.

He puts the fingerand thumbs of his opened hands lightly against the sides of his head.

Rutted old farm road
moonless dark night

me on my ownpn

my ownsome lonesome,

dropped off at the gate

26



walking backhome
towards the gloom

of the Drakensberg.

Il 6dm wal ki ng
hearingthechirr

of crickets in the grass,
thetsweetsweetswee,
tsweetsweetswee

of reedfrogsin reeds

down by the dam,
thear-ar-ar,

ar-ar-ar,

of bull-frogssquatting

on floating leaves.

Then far far off
thejackals wailing,
wailing then pausing
above dim forests
of wattlesandgums,
wailing and waiting
like troubled soud

lost in thenight.

He mimics the wail twice.

qgui et !l vy,
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| suddenly think,

Candét hear the pump,
sonowwhat 6s wrong?

| t 6 ssorhew/hee,

along the track

down to the dam

He takes a few cautious steps, sigtsops a little antboks and points ahead of him.

A zinc-iron roof,
white-washed bricks,
all shadowy pale,
the pumphouse

my Old Man built.

He bends over slightly with his hands on his thighs and peers undabtbeahead of him.

Theold dark diesel
black as sumyoil,

quiet as the grave.

He gets on his knees, crawls under the tablegandting checlsthe diesel pump with his hands

Gasketsalright
Drive-belt tight
Fly-wheel fine.
Slipperyoil-ooze

belowthe shaft



ja-nee, as usual.

He backs out from the table, squats on his haunchesygresthe oil offhis hands on the ground.

Could be the filter

down in the dam.

He stands, walk&ront thenon hisknees and head dovstarts fiddling with his hands front of him.

Watertrap. Pipes.
En nou, watédés dit?
Yuk! Plastic bag

right in the grille.

Helifts his head and speaks to the audience.

So there | am,
kneesall muddy;
fingersall oily,
fiddling with pipes
filters and things
when all the frog
go suddenly quiet

around the dam

The nighé so dark
I candét hardly see

the reedsind trees,



the tins ofgombothi
to feed the ancestors
gleaminga bit

under the water,

the huge grepylon
up onthe road
hummingaway

abovethefence

He closes s eyesstretchesout his handghenfeels thespace in front of him.

Ordinary things,
all there as usual
but there more fully

than felt before.

I mean, weed | ul
bullfrogs plopping,

jakkalstjanking

ratsmells musking,
gombothifermentng,

reedgrass rustling

andstars shimmering,
thousands of them,
shimmery, watery,
the whole night sky

right therein the dam

e
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below my nose

| stood up slowly,
sort ofbewildered,
not knowing why,
smelling the diesel,

the mud on my hands

Whenall of a sudden
it gets to me,

the size of the sky,
the dark of the night,
the far white sprinkle
of constellations
abovethe berg,

the littleness of me.

And thenit happened.

He reaches his right hand above aondhe right of his head, looks at it a moment thewes it quickly
sideways and downwaras,hgodogs 6Sesssehdiepg t he ar

his left elbow. Hédnolds the posesontinues to look up at the sky, pauses, then speaks.

The silent streak
of a shooting star,
gone ina jiffy,

a wink of an eye,

gone like the holidays,
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gone like a life.

He drops his hand, takes a couple of steps this way and that, looking distracted and confused

The dam, the stars,
all there as before

and then, so fast,

He stopshddsthe palm ohis left hand in front of hikeft thigh lifts his right hand higlagainthen

brings it down fast and har d étWhupbaalieeloesso.c|l appi ng

time cracls open
meaning, mystery,
ag how | can put it,
awe happiness

white-blazes through

He walksthis way and thaembarrassedyhis feelings, then stops and speaks more quickly

Ag, leave it

He looks at the table, pulls it back into place as he continues to speak with patches of incoherence.

Folk are different,

water and fire,

born in the spirit,

each on their own,

busy as anything.
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He looks at his school blazer, speakindiimself as he does so in a deliberately vague way.

no, no ways,
you have to wait,

until it happens.

He takes off the backpack, blazer and aadgoes over to the trommel.

|l sndt that right?
You have to wajt

japray and wait

even for nothing,

and then move on.

He dropshis school thinggrom waist heighinto the trommethenwalks to the bedsidelike.

And then move on.

He takes the family photographut of thecupboardin the bedside tablgulls the chair migstage and

puts a foot orits seatholds up the photograph, poiraadthen speaks.

Paover here
was older than Mom,
a giant | tellyou,

a gloomygiant

33



Ha, just look!
Coalblack hair,
khakibrown skin,
ablackmoustache
big and droopy

cow-catcher style.

You know tle grille

in front of the train
chuffing across

the cactus lands

in one of those films?
Ja a drooper

like one of those

He sits on the chair and extenalsd curvesin arm.

One day, one week,
they're lovebirds,
my Dad andviom,
sitting on the couch
sippingwhite wine,
listening tovinyls
turned up loud,
Elvis, the Stones

rocking the veld.

Mom stubbing out

34



her elegant pison,
a trim and slim
Virginia Thin,
aband ofgold

above the filter.

Dad dragging degep
lightinga Texan

with the butt of another.

He enacts this themakes as if he is puttinge cigaretten front ofD o | llips.6 s

Go on Dolly
says Dad to her,
Mom takes a pull
shakesher head

andthen, ag nee,

He gives a long, horrible wheezing cough, waving a hand in front of his face as he does so as if trying to

dispel the smoke. He repeats the coagt holds his che$b suggest that she is ill.

And Dadis saying

einaardigeghings

| canot under st and,
| i kfeeradiion,
satisfactiono,

and Mom is giggling

and holding his knee
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One day, one week

theydédre | ovebirds
the next moment,

ag nee, my friends,

itdéds up in the air,

I 6 m s with @rann g
thenAuntie Dawn
not having a clue

whoodos frmamei | y no

He stands, walks acrosstothecloises and and t hen puts a hand on th

And was he touchy?
A gloombag, Dad,

a hulk of sulks,

a struggle on the go
with deepresentments
| neverimagined

he had at all.

He steps forward and away fromtheclohed and as i f hebds just r emembe:!

Mom told me once

about his memories,

¢he demon teaf

36



t hat 6 s saidh a't s he

Demons ngempela,
giving him hell,

still causing chos
inside his thoughts

years, years after

hedd got the boot

after a rockburst
for getting miners
ja blacks as well,

to go onstrike.

Years, years after

the bossesf garages,
wheetbalancing outfits,
a new tyre franchise
told him to walk

for arguirg, she said.

That 6s what it

was,

PHs problem | mean,

brooding in silence
thenall of a sudden

arguing, arguing.

His Dad, said Mom,

that 6s where it

started,
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a bulkneckedforeman
who drank too much
and beat Dad often

when e wassmall

And what took place,
| mean in the garage,
that secret memory
is mosademon

that wonodot | et go.

He holds his temples between his hands.

It's herejt grips

right here in my head,

like one of thoselamgs,
theC-clamphe d6d use
weldingsumpplates,
chassesand things

inside the workshop

of Main Street Motors.

Heturnst akes t he off¢the stamdind woksmadits k

A gladiator, ja,

t hat 6s what he was,

at war with himself

as much as the world.
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He putsonthemask the straparoundhis forehead, leaving the flap up.

A garage gladiator

in leather gauntlefs

He pretends to pull them pgoes to the table and stoosthescrap iron hds about to weld.

awel der 6s mask
stooped over stegel

a torch inonehand,

its fierce blue flame

hissing, sputtering,
meltingthe metal,

spraying outsparks,

white-hot sparks

He pulls themask downmimics thehissingnoise and hand movements for a few seconds, then pushes the

mask up and round to the back of his hehdnwipes his forehead with the back of his wrist

And holidaytime

| 6d with hink

He pulls off themaginedgloves tosses them on the floayets on his back, slides under the table then

looking upwards, makes as if he is working with his handseahs head undex chassis.

Ja ftting exhausts,

doing brakepads,
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fixing the timing

of bakkies trucks

So pleased and proud
to be by his side,
to work withmy Dad

in the place that became

He twists his head round so that he is looking at the audienc

theworkshopof sorrows

and lamentations,

He dides out on his baglstandswipes his browtakes off the maskqoks at it therthe audience

and thenyears ater

thefoundry of faith.

He dropsthe maskn the trommelgoestothe | ot he s 6 rbliewo,r ktmeaknedss tchoeat an d

out on the left hand side of the stagelwalks midstage & hestarts the next narrative

A Friday evening,
dark and wintry,
ice in the birdbaths,

frost on the grass

Il 6m stawning in to

with Auntie Dawn,
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all set to leave
at sparrows tomorrow,
wedr e psthaoyi ng a

down at the coast.

Pabés in the garage
its monthend
stocktaking,
Momés on the farm

not wellas usual

She phoneandsays

6Diarrke you |l istening?b6

6Yes Mom, 6 | say.

&Get me some milk,
my headache powders
and cigarettes,

a tin of pilchards
Lucky Star

the ones Dad likes
and drop them off
downby the garage

before he leaves.

@Borrowthe money

from Auntie Dawn,

(@)

| 6m sshueréel | hel p.
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He goes to thehair, turns it round sitswith armsout, leans left and righind makes bike noises

Next thing,people

Il 6m on my bi ke,
Apollo Café,

Main Street Motors,

here | come.

A dirt-track rider
mean as anamba
burning it up

under the streetlights

around Church Square,

skidd i n 6, sl idino,
spurtirbcinders,

leading the pack

in front of a stand

full of spectators

revvingus on

Next thing, hang on,

a twitch of thought,

aswitchof scene.

He jumps off the chair, drags it m@dage then leans it against the top edgtheftable.
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l 6ve turned back

a schoolboy again
parking his bike
blowing on his fingers
beside a row

of petrol pumps

the dirjusttrackos
a backveld town

with curtained streets

where nothing mees
excepttshoep

a streak of soot

across Church Square,

ou Tokolosh

the bottlestore cat

Showroom glass

cold and clear.

Knock, knock,

nicely, politely:

Listen.Nothing

Peer inside.

nt o

He moves forward themirns to his rightand places the flat of his palms against the glass
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He puts his face against the glass, hands on either side of his face like flaps.

Potplants in pots,
new tyreson racks,
andright in the middle
a Chev Impala,

glosy black duco
bright chrane bumpers
sleek chromerim
gleaming softly

from end to end.

Jeeawhat a car!

Still looking through the glass he lifts he lifts a hands and punches the air in admiration.

Everyoneds dream
of getting ahead,

making the big time

in small townAfrica,

up on astand

with velvet ropes

He presses his ear against the glass.

Faint far musig

Springbok Radip

someone talking,



thenmusic softly
throbbingagain
Frank Sinatra

crooning away.

He sings softly under his breath

6l 6ve got you

undermy s ki no.

He suddenly turnsight and starts tovalk around the edge of the stage.

Nip round the back

cruise through the gate

scrunching gravel,

kicking at tins

He walks quickly behind the badhtil in the left hand corner of the stage he turns, wétkward then

stops and f aces cent-yaedofdhe gagage anddookin) towaeldtise workshop h e &

wall and factory windowHe looks and points upwards to his right.

Broken glass bottles

stuck in concrete

glittering ona wall.

He looksupin front of him, jumps a couple of times, arm pshing at something with a hand.

Factorywindow,
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ragged cobwebs,

dingy brownglass.

He takesthe bedside tablip, swings itroundon its legsand enacts the followingpeakingauntily.

Graban oildrum,

emptyold drum,

roll it, roll it

till right below

the windowframe

Hop up quickly.

Knock politely.

Call out nicely,

nicely, politely,

OHgdi t 6!ls me

| 6hmrewh at 6s up?0o6

He puts his head on one side if waiting to hear an answeshakes his head and then puts the flat of his

hands against the bottom of the swhigged window frame and shoves hard.

Da asrhyd

We hear a qui et | ygostunygo uf ruangdneern tmyo fs ko InéoRuttingle t hen

both hands on the window sill, he stands on tiptoe and looks down into the workshop.
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A pause. He looks horrestruck, turns his face sideways, covers his eyes with his hands, jumps off the
drum, stumbling as he lands and walks frantically this way and that on the leffroabhédgeof the
stage, mesmerised by the image. He then holds his head between his hands, opens his eyes and bellows

out an enormous, extended, frantic, sobbing wail thdsdike this:

Aaaagneee,
neee, neee!

VéOéK!

He twists his head from side to side, unabléring himself to speak further for a moment.

Liewe Vader,
Dierbare God!

Neee, neeajeee

Another pause. He rubs his face and hair with his hapaisting as he speaks.

Pads on the floor
trousers down
coat beside him

backside pale

pomping, pomping

He makes his left hand into a fist and strikes it with the cupped palm of tha feghttimes

Ag nee, neened

Dierbare God!

| canot believe it
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pompirg, ag nee,
her eyesareshut,

hepsempi ng &

Pause. He cannot bear to name the womathe ground

She sees me, screams,
hides her face

behind her hands,

Pa turngound,

looks up at me,

his face terrible,

stares and stares

a long, long time.

He closs his eyes, then shakes his head as if dembyptdee memory
Heds sti,] right
here in my head
staring, staring,
beside his coat
his old blue coat
spread orthe floor,
beside his mug,

a half-jack of brandy,

abottle of coke.

He opens his eyes aig, slows the tempslightly and enacts the following.

her e
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He shakes his head,
puts a finger
across his lips

and then goeSssh!

He holds the imagdooking upwards, then pulls the hand from the mamit looks front

Sssho me,
sixteenyears old
madean orphan

just like that

in the placeof sorrows

and lamentations.

He gives a great, deemiced howl of anguish, then runs at the bedside tabieps up sideways and

kicks it over with dlying karatetypekick using the heel @ shoe. Hehenkicks itacross the stage until

it skids toa halt beside the coat. He stops, looks down at the coat, picks it up, bunches it together with
both hands, looks atwith a torn expressignburies his face in the cloth ftwo to three secondthen

turns his head away fromvtith afoul grimace,hurls it intothe open trommebangs the lid closed,
secures the haspithout locking the padloglpicksit up, holds it above his hedlden smashes it down

onto the stagePause He turnspanting tothe audience, rolling up his sleeves.

Curséd be Ham,

sayeth the Lord,

and curséd be

Hamoés offspring

for seeing his father
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uncovered in his tent.

A curse, hey?

Is that what this is?
A curse fromYahweh
onthe kidsof parents

who breakhe rules?

He strides across the stage, his hands clenthechalf-lifts both hands.

Rdief,t hat 6 s it ,

relief, release

that s what | <craved,
from cursegoaring

this way and that

across the stage

He holds the sides of his head between his hands

inside the playhouse
that never shuté

thetheatreof the mind.

Release fromeruns
same old actors
same old shows
trapped in a spotlight

thatholdstheir lives
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not in the jaws
of a stupid Cclamp,

ag no, not that,

He holds hisarms outone hand gripping a wristn a circlein front of himand gruntdike a wrestler

but in thegrip

of something bigger

older,fiercer,

i ke, i ke &

He goedo the bed, takea pillow, folds itin twoand resumes the paghis timeon one knee

Call it trauma

trauma replays

t hat wondt | et go.

He pulls and lockshis armstogethe andjerks thehalf-nelson gripfrom side to side

Call it dakk thoughts

let loose inthe mind

ja devilish thoughts

squeezinghe Spirit,

strangling the good.

He flingsthe pillowdown and kneels withis hands above it as if aboutttwottle neck

Call it Satan
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the Prince ofdarkness
depressiondespair
throttling love
between his hands
till loveisjust

aragdoll corpse

He gives an animalisticoar, pounces on the lfpw, squeezes lietweerhis hands,stands witht in one

hand, dropsti kicks itcasually across the stagewards the trommejumpson it with both feet, picks it

up, holds it above the tromshat head height by the corneifgentilts it from side to side.

OLove dead, 0

saysthe Devil
6victory is mine,
all, all mine. 6

He drops the pillow into the trommel, themddenly turns his head to one side and still looking highly

agitated, walks this way and that as if another memory has emerged in his consciousness.
Ddirkie, 6 said Mom,
6adnd6t cast a stone
when you look back

ag please, my boyd

He goes across to theed, lifts thebedhead off the brickand puts it on the ground amthbesthe same

with thefoot of the begdthen drags the bed forward to the right hand side of the stage

Ddondt |l et the past
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mess up your lif®
she saidooften,

@ut it behind you

Dirkie my boy,
itos all chamel eons,
memori es | mean. 0

He sits in the middle of the couch, clutching his hands over his chest and pulling his elbows tight against

the side of his ribdyouncing arounénd laughingout loudlike a five year old boy.

Saturdayarvie,
sitting room couch
listening to rugby
with Mom and Dad
eachsideof me,
tickling armpits,

playing last touch.

0l snot this fun,
my darling ones?90
my Mom would say,

laughing like mad.

He stands andjives an adufi kugh.

Drive-in as well,

jacan you believe it,

a bigwhite screen
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way out in the veld.

He gives another laugh, looks over his shouttienturns and fetches two bricks.

A weekend treat

Saturday nights

He lifts thebedlegs nearest thigont of the stage in turand places brick beneath each of theliting

thefront edgethen stands and poinits front of him as he reimagindbe memory.

The Sky LineDrive-in

as stars came out

above theéerg

the worl dbés window
for folk in the sticks

without TV,

asecret bedroom

for shadowy couples

kissing and groping

in trucks and cars.

Dad parked hig-ord
on one of te mounds,
front wheels up,
adustbrownbakkie

eyeingthe screen.

He sits down again in the middbé the bedenacting the following images.
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| 6 dupfsontt
between thetwo,
dressedn pyjamas,
capgunin one hand,
a plasticomahawk
held tight in the other,
staring at newsreels
of people in hats

and suits and ties,

all famous Mom said.

He looks to the left and right and in front of him.

Crackles in the speak
flickers on the screen
then5-4-3-2-1-ZERO!

at lastmy favourite,

He bounces around wittxcitement, pointing his cagun.

cowboys in Stetsons
larger than life,
meaneyed sheriffs
war-painted Injuns
galloping like crazy
acrosghe plains

of Americdb s we st
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right there on a screen
under the stars

of Africads sout h.

Jeez how | loved it,
Pa ruffling my hair,
atray in the window
hamburger ad chips,

coke and crushed ice!

And Mom soexcited,
sipping her favourite,
a raspberry float,

60 Go agasomet

my darlings, 6 shedd say,

(@)

Gt 6s si mpldy del i ci ous

He makes as if he takes a nrétkake glass carefully in both hands and takes a drink

A tasteof happiness,
that 6 stwash a t
jasimply delicious
ascoopof ice-cream
floating on a izz,

a raspberryed fizz

of Hubbly-Bubbly.

Hehandst he gl ass back to her, wi pes his mouth with
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060And what do you say?6

Thank you, M.

He stands andpulls the table and chair toentrestage speaking abe does so.

Know what,my friends,
Mrs Kennington

the town librarian
shockedme one day.

He halfsits casually on the edge of the table and speaks.

It must have been
in StandarcEight,
schootholidays,
outside the library
wherel was sitting
on y old bike,

afoot on the steps

Ag you know the scene,
a teenagéreker
watching the cars

and trucks go by,
chewing liquorice

and bubblegum

andchowingchips,



A

jasalt o6n v

between theops

He stands.

dMoenie vrees nie,
my boy, $he sal,
6youbl |l be
I woul dnot
the slightest attention
to all the gossip

flying round town.

OLuiDrkieer ,
your Momo6s
good looks,

a lovely laugh

and personality.

Personality?

Ha, weeb |
| 6d never
thatword bebre,

it seemedo long
andsort ofvague

like mist inthetrees

negar,

alright.

pay

got

ul | e

hear d

br ai

(0]

ns
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Anyway, people,
Ilhadnot a cl
whatold Mrs K

was getting at

but now, ag shame,

| think | do.
Momés f amil
in Mozambique,
wha't

t hat 6s

Portuguese folk.

Happy-go-lucky

from way, way back,
Mom told me once
which sort of explained
why she was different,
quite brownmy friends,
maybe mixed

but thenwho knows,

who cares anynre.

Always worrying
about her looks,
her hair, her weight,

and askingpad

y

ue

t

wa s

He fetches the birdageonra-stand puts it next to the right edge of ttebleand sits orthe chait
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why ladies in town

di dnot i

to coffee and things

and whythe shops

wouldn &ake her on

to do their books
asshe weebd

was qualified.

That 6s w

Mom kept on saying,

OPIl eas,e,
| need fresh air,
|l et 6s go

| need a

When Pa would say

OWith what Dol

Ag nee watwoman,

stop needling me

|l 6m doing my b

0fhere isnot

to fix the geyser,
buy your muthi,
pay the bond

ard all the rest.

nvite her
jull e,
hy | reckon
Harry
somewher e
break! 6
Iy ?
est
enough
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ANhat must | do?
Sell morecattle?

Choptrees®

Qlanee $hedd sigh
and go orworking,

darninghis socks
sewingherdoilies

beside the radio,

cooking sougbones

and pap for supper,

arguingat night
inside theibedoom
about themoney

and cleaning ring
asmudgyring

of grease and diesel
around the battub
before she took

her morningbath

Heleans acrosshe tabletapsthe birdcageandmakes a chirpingrilling, whistling sound

|l 6m seeing you Mom,
like never before,
looking sofrightened

between the laughs.
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|l 6m hearing you
more than the days

when Dadwould say,

6Grow up, Dirkie,
stop giving your Mom

such a hard ti me. 0

He standswalksround the tablend faces the audience

Weed julle, vri ende,
up on the wall

inside theiedoom,

He draws a rectangle in the air in front of him, takes a step back then looks at it.

above the hearth
and mantelpiece,
a photo of Mom
holding a cup
looking so proud,
and next to it

a framed certificate.

He looks dwn at his feet andraws in the air with his forefinger again.

Spread on the floor,

thezebra skin
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Dad bought in Durhs
stiff and slippery,
black and white

just like his moods.

He looks upsteps tavardsthe certificate anduns his finger below theords as he reads aloud.

In curly writing,
Runnerup, it says,
Best Show Bird,
Novice Category,

the Royal Show.

He goes over to the birdcage, bends forward, puts his hands on hisakiidesks atthe bird.

Ay Sunshine 6
Mom called her,

a real cheacter,
busyas anything
preening, chirping,
tinkling a bell,

ting-aling-aling.

Jumping, fluttering
from perch to perch,
a chirp on the wing,
a trapeze artist

sailing through a tent
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hour after hour
day after day

all onherown.

Patierce, Sinshiné
Mom would say
Patience my girlie,
din-dins in a moment,

fly-about soon.

He walks round the birdcageuts his hands on the tatdedlooks over the cage

Typical Mom,
chirpinglike that,
wantingSunshine
to sit on her finger,
nibble a bisuit,

fly round the room.

Mom kept chirping
but not that loud
whenshegot thin
and sick as anything
lay on herbed

all afternoon.

He lies down flat on the betlead on the pillowand turns his face towards the audience



Janee my friends
adressinggown,

a red velvet gown,
hair in curlers

lying on a bed
smoking coughing
fly-swatter in hand,

for hours on end.

Il 6d bring
no milk, three sugars,
and putting the tray
down by her bed

|l 6d s mel |

Agnee wjelle 6

| Gsdddeny smel
the bar inMain Street
and feel embarrassed

theneish!ashamed

®dDirkie,6s h e 6 d
g be a sweetie,
light the candle
above the fireplace,
please my boy,
then come to Mom

and praywith meo

her

her

say,

t ea,

breath
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Andt h en held
my hand angbray,
0Sant aMar
meda forcga,

Santo Cristo

me d§ for
daaitipe ding.
Andt hen sh
my handa squeeze
and | wouldsquirm

andcringeinside

Then things got bad
visits to hospitals
opson her lungs
and then the chemo

blast after blast

e

e

d

(@)

gi ve

He sits upswings hslegs over the edge of the bed and walks to thedzige speaking as he walks.

Weed jull
each time she left
shebdtbhmg ay
6 Ehave yourself,
Dirkie my boy
and dooforget

to give my Sunshine

e

friends,
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some flyabout time

when | have gone 6

He pulls open the wirdoor of the cage, and then wiitrefinger extendegutsa handinside chirps,

withdraws it slowlys ay s  Ovétljied zhentjiggles his hand up and down three times.

A-onetwo-three

away you gob

He turns his hed as ifhe watcheshe birdflying round the room below the ceilingalfway through the

second circuit, héixes his gazas if the bird has landed oncartain rod above the window

En nou Sunshine

wat maak jynou?

He carries the chaincross stage malkescajoling noisesgets onto itstretches up an arm, grabs, misses
andthen still on the chair follows the bird round the room until it landghe light fitting hanging from

the ceiling above the tabl8till on the chair he poinishen shrug his shoulders.

Slim little bliksem!
Ja ypical Sunshine,
perching on chairs,
curtainrods, lights,
always in sight
andjust out of reach,
alwaystouchy
andready to fly

out of the window
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and down the road

He jumps off carries the chaito the tablelooks up at the ceiling and then at the audience

6Ag itswi mgs, 6
my Old Mansaid,
60just cut them back

likeinthepets hops. 0

He climbs orto the chairandthenthetable, makes cajoling noisegachesup slowly, takes the bird

carefullybetween hifingers stepsdownthenholdsit on the tablaunder his cupped hands.

That 6s what | did
tostopoMomés Sunshine

from flying away.

He peers between his fingers to see the imagined bird, hooks thehegchhtir with a foot and pulls it

towards hinthensits beside the table, his hands still cupped orstintace

| trimmedthewings

with Oumads scissors

He reaches across the table with one hand and makes as if it has become a pair of scissors and then

pretends to clip the wings of the bird under his other hand.

But just a little

weed julle, not much,

justhere and there.
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He stands, moves to the right of the table and hbleldirdat head heighin his cupped hands

Much, muchbetter
Readyto ga?

A-onetwo-threeé

Hetossest up, opers his hands with a flouristhenlooksdownin dismay

Ag nee watpeople
Sunshinedropped
hit the floor,
fluttered wings

andhopped away

He gets on all fours, crawls quickly right and putshéad and shoulders under the bedstead.

Kom, kom voeltjie!

Maar waar is jy?

He suddenlyeverses, scrambles round the corner of the bed then under it shéuting , n ehen

hidden by théedspreadoll s frantically from side to side with his arrhsoped.

Nee man, los dit!
drop it, let go!
Ag nee, Moerie,
nee, nee, nee!

Suka jou bliksem,
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get out of it,

weg wegis jy!

He rolls outfrom under the bedegs entangled in the bedspread and f@oen,bangs his fists.

Can you believe it,

D a dféarsdog

ou Moersdyk

a Doberman brak
arealkiller,

all slobber and teeth,

was under the bed.

Sunshinegish!
daai armevoeltjie

wasbitten dead.

He standstakesthe chair and places it migtage, then sits on the stage beside it

WhenMom got back
later that month
the chemo blast

hadmade her bald

She sat on the floor
insidethe passage
and leaned her head

wrappedn a shawl



against the wall
beside the phone
looking so sick

| wanted tacry.

He gets on his kneethien pulls himseliup onto the chair and puts a phosteakilyto his ear.

Shecoughed bit
then whispered
long distance

to Mocambique.

A slightpause as the memory engulfs hiihe.whispersslowly, giving pauses.

dtoés curtains,
minhaquerida

no, noquerida,

I c,amd8t canot

go onlike this.6

He dropsthe receiver oto the phoneand stoopingvalks a couple of stepsenstops

6Dirkie, 6 she says,
OFetch Ouma

| have tosleep

asmuch as possibje

docto6 s or der s

he gave meills.6
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He takes a couplmorestefs inthe same wathen stops.

Dirkie,6she says,
but tell me my boy,
whyds it so quiet?

WherSwms hi ne?56

He breaks the pose, walkapidly this way and that as he relives the memory then stogturns

Ar oundd 6 | S a

6What do you mean,
aomund?0b6eds he ask
andlookedat me

her face so scared,

thenlittle by little

the truth ameout.

Ag nee my friends,

jeez was it horrible,

I 61 | never forget
how Mom just slid

down onto the floor

and closed her eyes

and cried and cried

till Ouma came.
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He turns andapidly walks a few steps left and right across the stegjhe speaks

Next dayat school
the principal
fetchedmefrom class
it wasHistory,

| still remember,
anddrove me home

not saying a word

Parkedby the stoep
aslesk blacklimo

| knew from town,

the doors at the back
swung wideopen,
polished brass railings

gleaming inside

| walkedup the steps
andwentinside
sawPain thekitchen
bent over the table
holding hishead

and Auntie Dawn
face in a hankie
sobbinglike mad

besidethe stove

73



Then Ouma appeed
glasses glinting
shuffling slowly

in on her stick
across the linoleum

envelope&n hand

@n the mantelpieca,
saysOumato Dad
then sits and reads,
Peacemy darlings,

peace at last.

He stops pacing alu, opens his eyes, stands rigidly still, his fists bunched by his side, then yells.

Peace at last?

Peace todate!

|l 6m saomry,
it was an accident,

promise, promise!

And jeezMa,
| was so young,
lhadndét a

how down you were.

Forgive meMom,

c |

M

ue
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andplease, please

let go of menow!

A slightpause Hed played out the loopeldack memory of secret guille snatches at the bedspread.

A clean break

A fresh start!

Tell me,come on,

wh o 6 s cravedthat r

hey, my friends?

A pause. Herops the bespbreadin the trommelturnsandfaces he audience.

And so wemovedi
Dadsoldthe truck,
thegoats and cattle,

my blazerand bike

He walks across to the birdcage, picks it up and puts it behind the ckitres

Mo m éveddingring,
her books and clothes
the birdcage as well,

evenhershoes

He locked the doors,

got inthe bakkie

wentto the bank,
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gave back the keys
to MisterBrand
andsaying nothing

drove out of tavn.

He takes off thé&hakishirt and puts it in the trommeand gives a dry laugh.

TotsiensOuma

Voetsek farrh

He takes down the white school shirt and tie pulis the shirt over his head

And howzité Durbs.

He does up a couple ofetbuttons but leaves tshirt-tail out and the tie loose round his neck.

KransBoy 6 s Hi gh,
Standard Nine,

my marks went down,

| di dnot know why,

| had to repeat

Hetidies the beding as he speaks.

Dad found a job
night-shifts,
the oilrefinery

down bythe docks.



We didnoét talk
nksnecoul dnodt ,
but after a while
heboughtmea bike

to get to school,

abeatup Honda

a dirttrack duiwel

with blacksprayed spokes.

He spinsthe chair aroundmakes as if he starts a motorbike with his foot, and then climbs on.

Next thing, people,

itds me on my iron
feeling so free,

flying overvullis

smokingon dumps,

skidding pasgoats

and rusted old cars

down inthe quarry

of Durban Bricks.

Before too long,

maybe six weeks,
| 6an aracetrack
a Saturday night,

rockind rukkind

77



round and round,
till all of a sudden

can you believe ,t

He jumps off the chair, spsntaround, scoops uptrophyfrom the floorjumps on the chaipretends to

hold a helmet under his left armnd brandishes the trophy with his right.

itds me on the podium
smiling andwaving

at folk on the stand

as someonesays

d_adiest gennimen

put them together

for Dirk de Bruin

your UnderTwenty

Durban and District

Dirt-Track Academy

Rookie of theYeat 6

He shakes the trophy i victory gesturgiumps of the chair putsthe trophyin the trommebs hespeaks

enthusiastically. The episodee | i eves the narrativebds relentl ess

Hell what anight

| coul dnot believe it,

me a hotshot,

a winnerat last

Flashbulbs popping
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handshakeall round

a yearodos supply
of spareribs and chips

at the Steakhouse Saloon
andhugs andkisses

from threecelebs

Miss Camel Filter

Miss Camel Plain

andprettiest of all,

Miss Dunlop Tyre.

Connection point with the audiendée wats a couple of beatkor the laugh then responds im a

informativetone of voicevithout a scrap oirony.

Ja Pennywermaak
went on to become

Miss Gunston Toasted.

He then speeds on with the narrative.

Anyway, people,

OomDani e6s pl ace
t h anwthereswdived,

packed together

like tinned sardines.

Danie and Dd

shaedthe bedroom,
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snorin@G mhd snor
so loud at night

youodd think a pai
of clappedout bikes

with shot exhausts

was revving up

insidethat room.

Jathere we were,
arailwayscottage,
a semidetached
up on theBluff

above the docks.

Ag €é you know,
asbestos roof

a patch of lawn,

bird-bath,

dogbs bones,
and by the hedge

a bearded gnome

with fishing rod

looking all lost.

He pushes the bed towards the middle of the stage

Thenat the back

thesmall hotroom
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andstoepredfloor

whereDlungastayed

He puts the chair behind the table as he speaks

Know what,people
The two of them
Danie and Dlunga
helpedmea lot.
Oom Dane, ag,

he understod.

He walksto the clothestand,buttonson the khakicoat andputs the headphones round his neck

Daniesl Du Toit,
Post Office tecie
most of his life,
shuffling around

in shorts andlippers
both knees crocked

propforwarddays

Beardedstocky,
sort of out of place,
ha now | get it

just like thatgnome.

81



Sniffing and coughingchronic rhinitis) he shufflesowards the tabl&neesapart (enlarged prostrates)

stops looksleft thenmumble in the flat, guttural accent of Transvaal Afrikaa

dirkie, luisterd

he s&l to me,

& o n édtupid

d o rbégyger around

like meatyour aged

@Dralike a donkey

draflike a mule,

dondét mages your
against the wall

and bite your lip

when things get badl.

6vou hear meboy?
Go to church
marry a churchyirl
andmarry late,
otherwise Dirkie,

y o uend like me,
poor as a trekboer

with no place to g@.

He sits putson the headphonemd makes cracklindnissing soundsterspersedvith garbledwords,

turns his head to onside raiseshis eyebrowsindtwiddlesa dial in front of himHe thentakes off the

headphones andoldsthemas if over the ears of Dirlseatedbeside him
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.Mooi, hey Dirkie?
That 6s W5NC
on 28 Megahertz
Houston, Texas,
Travers McCall

a skatryk dealer

trying to buy

some Kruger Rand®

He puts on a Southern draahd speaksonfidently andenthusiastically.

iHi South Africa, o
he s& to me

dtds Travers here,
| 6 m bgolgdi ng

anything gold

exceptforf i | 10i ngs . 0

He stands, shuffles across to themmel and turns to look back at Digkll at the table.

O6rake my advic®
OomDaniesaid,
Gget your matric

andgo toTecho

CElectronics Dirk

~

that 6s ,t he futur e
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the bigbucks

that 6s wheére theyoll be
He drops the khaki coat inthe trommieirns , st ri kes an i mbongi 6s pose a
Aaah! Gatsheéni!

Boya benyaé.thi!

DIl u n darbames,
t hat 6s what you heard,

Dlunga Ndlovu,

He walks to the clothes stand and takes down the red SA Harbour and Railways tradeshimton

acoalminer first

andthen adocker

He pulls on the-thirt then takes down the white surplice with the blue cross on the back.

a shopsteward,
also a preacher
under the palrtrees

beside the docks

Ja Job Ndlovu
wasalways busy
getting ahad,

running a taxi,
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selling muthi,
giving advice
andmakingsandals
from old tyre rubber
60Obhatmat a
he called them

AMy sweet potatoes.

Manwasherugged,
with scars on his chest
fighting for a girl,

scars in his lugs

from dustin mines
scars oreachcheek

cut whena babe

to show the clan

that he belonged.

Dlungapaidrent
by mowing the lawn
andcleaning the house

on Saturdasg.

He said he wadob
afterhis eldest
died from TB
andafter abliksem

slukked his Chev
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andbam! bam!

buggered his hip.

He walks to the tabl&vith a limp puts the surplice over thehair then carries ito the right.

| dad him irside

Oom Dani ebs pl ace
when Danie was out

and Dlungdelt down

andaskedo phone

his wife athome

Mtubabtuba,

his hill of grass,

his backveldZion.

Back in his room

hedd share a pot
of sampd beans

a quart of stoyt

and tell me things

| never knew

Ancestral spirits,
mediciral plants,
nicknames of cattle

andwhites at work.

Oom Dani® as well,
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whomumbled a lot
and was, he said

so hard to understand
his name for him

was OLong Division. o

Andthen my friends,
skokkende dinge
about the unions
strikes in town,
beatings ifjail,

all newsto me

He pulls the surplice ovehe tshirt andtidiesthe front and adjustte shouldersis he speaks

I couldnoét sit stildl

in class at school,

hadcracked myneck

doing a wheelie

so couldnét play sport,
was smoking dpe

with guysin town,

bingeing in bars

andeyeingthegirls

in docksidedives

Ag Jobcame home

oneSundaynight,
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and sawmestruggling
to start my bike
stumbling around
inside the yard
pissed as hell,

out of mymind,

moerloos gesuip.

He shook his head
said Hayi wend

Masithanda@6

He stands behind the chaindstretches oulis hands as iibove thénead of someone sitting there.

He sat medown
inside his room,
poured cold water
over my head,
klapped my face
this way and that,
shouedout loud
Phuma Sata a #J0
thenheldhis hands

abovemy head.

Closing his eyeshe shoveslown his hands angrays in tonguesstarting slowly then rising in speed and

volumes ayi ng from time to ti.MHelftthRhandsap asdeatvay fioen, Ye hl ¢

Di r ke@dspauseopens his eyesnd looks at the audience.
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Know what, people,

| felt confused,

He takes off the surplicevalks to the trommetith a limp wraps the-shirt in the surplicelowers them

slowlyinto the trommelthenturns to the auiénce.

breaking broken,
and for a moment
ached to let go
then bughtit,
yearning, turning,
backing away
until theturmoil
startedup againé

thebumpercars

He standsputs an arm up, hand slightly at an angle, looks up atdtmove jerkily forward.

the dodgem devils
coming at me,
their tails right up
like scorpions
sputtering sparks
drawing anger
out of a mesh

of hiddenpower.
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He turns,drops his armsiooks around him and crouches.

He

c |

ut ches

t

he

Bumping, thumping,
ramming myride
through adolescence

from ewery side

side of hi s wai st with both

then makes as if he reads a piece of p&yedd between his hands.

Midyear report

from MisterSteyn

ja Steey-eyed Steyn,
the Principal

ofKramBoy 6 s Hi gh.

He puts on a sterrauthoritativevoice.

OThis boyis rude,

disrugs theclass,

has failed his Maths

and yet is bright.

Hewondot sit still

or concentrate.

dJnless he pulls

himself together

t h e beend pldce
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in Standard Ten

for him next yea

Het akes a f ew st e prumpes upagairthen looks ow a theaOdiehce.

Matric yearpunch
from Mrs Gant
the Englishteacher
a battleaxe called

Lady Macbeth.

He puts on aaspingfemale voice.

Marks up a bit,

| 6m gHead t o

Keep pushing, lad.

|l 6ve al ways said
y o ne dotreally

abadboy Dirk,

just lost Lost.

He rushes to the other end bktstagestops,go e s 6 &gopublgsholer and holdke pose.

A memorydemon

from after matric,

involvingé ag no,

|  wo ni@etnansea y
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Half covering his face with outstretched fingdrashrieks thengeaksnay o u ng woicean 6 s

Ei-na! Dirk!

Stop it, stop it!

Youdre hurting me!
I 6 masiut t

Each time you come

itds | iike, I me an
are you screwing me

or someone else?

| hate you hate you

get out of my life

A pauseHe straightens uslowly, thenwalksto thechair mid-stage

Janee,my friends,
mess after mess

not krowing why.

Oom Danie tried
to get me right
scolced shoued
sent me techurdh i
rows of grey suits,

total disaster.

Next thing, somehow,

after two years
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working ingarages,
| got into Tech
wassitting alone,

the Student Canteen,

He fetcheghe chair carries it to the tablesitsand spreads otlis elbowdacing forward.

having a smoke
right at the back
belowall those ads

for loansfrom banks.

Assignmert late,
feeling panicky,
showing nothing,
gloves and helmet
besidemy books,

a can of coke.

He pretends tofiigera packet of cigarettdseld betweemoth hands

Fiddling the foil
around a pack
a soft red pack

of MarlboroTwenties

Smoking thecowboy

riding a horse
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up on the billboards
all ove town,
smoking the image
| wanted to be,
thedirt trackrider

who never cried.

He picks up the cigarette in the ashtray between thumb and forefinger anddrasstowpull.

loving thecalm,

He goes O6Aaah! 6

the moment of bliss

thatcomesright dter

thenicotine hit

He looks at the cigarette in his hatitenputs itbackin the ashtray

Me on my own

trying to be strong,
He stands, turns the chair around, sits on it then raises his elbows and hands as if on a motorcycle.
dirt-track ridind
day afterday,
ski dgli indi, nb

through the crises,
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scrambl i no, buckino

away from pain.

He looks behindis right shoulder.

Desperate to shed
the pack ofriders

behindmy back

He looks back over his left shoulder.

Faceless helmets
leather jackets
making me ride
faster, wilder
trying to escape
the fourdarkriders

of my Apocalypse.

He looks over his left and right shoulders in turn.

Fearof-failure,
snorting,rearing,

chasing me hard

Fearof-rejection
sneering, jeering,

right by my arm.
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Lossof-hope
closing up fast

pointing agun.

Lossof-love
ripping past,
sprayinggravel

into my face

He looks at the audience, picks up the cigarette from the ashtray, and is about to take a pull when he

|l ooks to his | eft asg,ithdnhalfdséssfronshisehair. peopl e appr oac

Tommy Le Roux
a mateof mine

at school and’ech
and next to him
two prettygirls

not seen before

6Hey howzi't Dirk, o
says Tom alkmiles

6Meet Angie Jones
andThembeke,

theydre ,on a tour

Students for Chris . 6

He sits, tightmouthed, shutaced, showing no expressi@mdstubs out the cigarette.
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| hated them
immediately,

well for a while,
ja-nee my friends
you know the type,
evangelist girls

in skin-tight jeans.

Angela looked

too smartfor me
milk-white skin,
slender waist,
shimmeryblouse
blue as the sea
tousled red hajr
blue eyes, laughing,
a small slim hand

held outto me

Watch out, ous said

forur gi nds, vi rgin
but thenl thought

well, why not,

justkeep it casual

Besides, myriends,

t her e alstasnot
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to lose by then,

my marks at Tech
hadsunkso low

I knew 16d

and have to leave.

And then, ag nee,

| ddjust received

t he acalmy 6 s
to betheir guest

for two wholeyears.

Ag what the hell,

| thought, why not
a word ortwo?
MHowzit,6l said

and triedasmile.

We gulle, friends
youd vget to laugh,
within amonth

y 0 u 0 diy iR e
parked bythe hall,
theold school hall

down bythe beach

f

ai
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He standsand speakin@ver his shouldercarries the chaito the left of the table, fetches the bedside
table, puts it on top of the chair, takes alassesand Biblefrom the drawer, putthemon top of the

bedside table, opens the Bipiakes out the folded up sermitven takes a step back and pauses.

16 dhoose achair

right at the back

fiddling my keys

feeling embarrassed

as people prayed

andsaido Amen! 0

and 6Hall el uj ah!

with armsheld high.

Ag anyway,

one Friday night
the moment came
for smiling Angie

to stepup front

and testiy

how being reborn
had helped her cure

heranorexia

ThenThembistood
andcriedandsaid

thatpraying helped
to fight the shame

the self-disgust
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thatgave her hell

day afterday:.

Ja, uhlao,
thedeepdisgrace
her uncle caused
for months on end
when she was sfil

at primary school

Next thing people,
guitars @ame ou
and she and Angie
begarto sing

a kind of prayer.

He pauses, looks up dfshe hears the melody in his mind, tleeh ngs t he f i r st | i

O Lor d o fwithmgteadyesk termnpdhttp://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5XZ3jahAHe

repeats the line tasher in a numinous resonantenspeakwith great sincerij.

Chairperson, friends,

S00s julle weet,

hardmen dgnét cr

and thosewho are

bothhard and scarred

dondt | isten much

to whatdés going on.
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But now and then

ag who knowsvhen,
some things get through
Words got to me

that Sunday night

not just the ones

the girls had shared
butalsothos

from Lynne Malone

Remember ér?

The head of science
atEastwoodGi r?l s 0
Her husband Tom

had done the books
atPremier Foods

for years and years
then gotretrenched

boom just like that.

Thesingingstopped,
the girls sat down,
the hall went quiet

completely quiet.

Then suddenly

some folk began

to pray out loud
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thenothers ood
andspokein tongues
quietly at first
butlike a wind
gatheringforce
louder, louder,

till everyone

was on their feet.

He slows a little as the memory gathers faaiod he struggles toonfess his repressed feelings

| stood up too,
not really keen,

jy weet, but still
ag, sort of numb,
and well, sort of
like skaam inside,

and then, and then,

He opens his mouth widend straining holds it open a momethiengives abrief gargled andgarbled

series of sourslHe stopsmouth still open, a puzzled, disappointed look on his face.

Thensuddenly
it all died down,
and people sat
just like before,
completely still

in row on row.
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A text was read
thenLynnestood up,
walked tothe front
raised up her hands
prayed for dick,

thentestified.

Ay friends €he said
d want to share
whatcameinto

my mindjust now,
men also bleed.

Yes just like that,

men al so bl eed. 6

Strange i snét it?
she saidé@nd then

all of sudden

Lake Galilee

just as it was

when we were there

t wo yearsodé ago

on pilgrimage. 6

d shut my eyes

tightt i ght , 8 she said,

@andsaw the reeds
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and smelt the mud
along theedge

then as looked
afishing boat
showed up

and theracrowd
walking besid

atall gauntman 0
O0And, hehe said,
d sawat the back
a young woman
wrapped in a shawl
stumbling along

ahand stretched oudk

@Oh goshynie, sai d
@ondt all of wus
know what it is

to hurt andhurt,

if neveras much

as that poor giri@

d want to say

to all who bleed
stretch outr hand
each time you pray
and lethisenergy,

his deep sweet love
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stream into you

andheal your wounds 6

6rhat oshesadl | , 6

6l 6ve had my say, O
then made her way

back to hechair,

gave Tom a hug,

and tlen sat down.

Chairperson, friends,

her words got through

the barbed wire coils

|l 6d pull ed across

my no mandés | and.

Anyway, next thing,

its beachfront walks

and late night talks,

pats on my arm,

a good night hug

and Angie saying,

6Donot rush me Dirk,

|l et 6s be platonic. 6

Platonic? Yoya!

| 6d heard of chroni c,

and even bionic
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but this was new
and hard to take
when every night

| burned for her.

Anyway, friends,
shedd talk about
her favourite songs,

her Momoé di vorce

He takes the bedside tabld tife chair and puts it down next to the table.

and how she made
kaleidoscopes

for orphaned kids
in township schools

where Thembi worked.
He swingsthe chair around, sits and makes as iftlis a smallkaleidoscope in his hands.
Kaleidoscopes
madeout of foil,
cardboardscraps
andbits of glass

found on the beach.

He makes a circle out bisthumbs and forefingertolds it at chest heiglaind looks at it
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Broken, battered,
glittery glassbits,
yellowsand greens
lemonadewhites,
beerbottle browns,
bright bluesand reds

shattered, scattered.

O6People,d& said Angi e,
0 s av e thegfitr om

that flies in gales

along the beach,

thethump of waves

thatgrindthesand

ordinary people

brought into church. o

diftitd6 she said

dGowardsthe sun

dondét you just | ove

the way they shine

He lifts uphis handsand looks through the circle.

held in tatring?

ANhenall is dark

remember, Dirk,
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thatring of lighto

But then, my friends,
one muggy day

w e 6on & bench
down by the sea,
beside he swings
andbumper cars

the beachfront stalls
that sell icecream
andcandyfloss
whend\oléshesays

andgoes like this,

He makes as if he isantically trying towaft smoke away from in front of his face whils hand.

thenshouts at me,

ja shouts out loud.

She coughs a hit

snatcheshe smoke

out of my mouth

He jumps up from the chainen enacts the following, using the heel of his shoe.

jumps to her feet,

hurlsmy Marlboro

onto the pavement,
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stompsit to shreds

thenturns and yed,

He swings round angvith hishands clenched by his silgells atthe chair.

6l 6ve had enough
enough you healr
Why candét you see
youbre on the run
not just from God

but from yoursel?6

He leans forwardand clenching his fistspeaks with &urious,rising crescendo

dromise me now

| meanright now,
to stopthe booze
the stupid smoking

and messinground

&Go to church
get a life
andstart aain,
night-school,
Bible college,
anythingpositive,
anythirg, Dirk,

otherwise
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itos finished. Done! 0

60h God! Oh God!

Wh a wiirsgwith you?

He presses hisutstretchedingersagainst thesides ofhis headand speaks slowly.

Know what,my friends
she reached me then.
Ja ait of nowhere
tearsweepng,
shovedup inside
fumbling feelings,
wordless longings

ag, tknod.on 6

He moves his hands a little away from head) takes a deep breath and breathes out audibly.

As if, at last

the Devil 6s hands

wereloosening

theirthrottling grip

and grace, ja grace

had found a space

A pause. He moves his hands away from his.head

QAlright, Angie 6
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| sai d, 6alright, 6
andfeeling skaam

promised 6 d try

to do the things

she asked me to.

He dropshis hands to his sides.

Dames en here
16 vkept that vow,
S00s julle weet,
little by little

over the years

| did thethings

that Angie asked.

But next nextcame

He gives a huge sigh.

bye-bye beachfront,

totsiens Durbs

He walksacross the stagm the trommel andifts up one end by the handle

and then, ag nee

howzit army,

basic training,
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an ironfenced camp

in Volkstaatland.

He stats to walk towards the screer the front of the stageulling thetrommel behind him.

Khakioveralls

rifl edthoughts

atime so raw

and violent

bve had to hide
its memory

behindthescrees

insidemy mind

just to go on.

He pausesear the screen

Shared with you now
becausé know

you want theruth,

the hardharsh truth
not just a puff

of candyfloss

all airy pink

beside thdeach

He dragsthe trommebehind the screeout of sighttakesoutthekhaki beret andverallsand pusthem

onThe audience hear s t h eshutthepadiosk bethgrattledndthebee i ng s 1 a
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incomprehensiblenale voicecursingviolentlyin English and Afrikaantllowed bythe waik of a jackal,

thehowls of a dog A pauseHe thenappears aroundhe screen in army gear.

DB, people,

t hat Oteiswad) at

t hat 6s what | got,
Detention Barracks

in Volkstaatkamp

Lockedup at night
in steetbarred cells
the prisonershowled
like jackals, dogs,
as if to say

men turn to beasts

whenlife is hell

You wake at three

and then it starts

the cursinbo6, ki ckinbo
slappi né, beati no,
the runni nbo, runni no,

for hours on end.

Hestarts to run on the spdistsand® or ear ms up as i f heds carrying s

Paradeground running

fencepole in arms
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sticky with tar.

He turns to his left, runs past the table, turns and then runs back across the stage, panting audibly.

Assaultcourse running

running, running

He scramblesinderthe talte, overthe bedside tablenakes a circle and runs at them again.

all morning long
in Highveld heat
without a pause,

adropto drink

He scrambles over the table, stumbles as he lands then spaae/ldownpanting.

Sweatin the eyes,
daze in the mind,
andmocking, sneerig
above my head

the pudgy face

of CorporalSpies.

Lyingflat on the stagevith eyes closed, his face towards the audience, he moutfudlofngng. Spies

speaks in guttural, sneeringtone ofvoice, de Bruircroaksin an exhausted one.

6Thirsty, de Bruin?6

114



Ja korporaal

6Lick my boots. d

Nee korporaal

de Bruing e s d@aublds ugutching his stomachnd grunts rapidly Sight pause.

O0ThidestBy ui n?6

A pause.

6 Answer me,

~

youpi ece of shit! 6

Ja korporaal

6Lick my boots. 6

Pause.

Later, korp&aal

4Q y dever, hey?

Well, shit-head

you asked for it. o6
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de Bruinpulls his kneesipto his dest rolls from side to sidgerksandshoutsd A a g h ! Aadga!g h !
Aaaaa g htHerdlies still, breathingin agonisedwheezingyaspsHe thengets upunsteadilyon his hands

and kneeswipes his facavith his sleeveand geals in a slurred, traumatized e of voice.

Within three months
of beingin camp
they locked me up
for saying the war

up north was wrong

For passing round
petitions to sign.
Bedbugs at night,
pap always burnt,
the septic tank
below the dorm
spewingsewage

into the dam.

He suddenly dropsolls on his sidepulls his knees up to his chestd hideshis facein his arms

Shitscaredd e Br ui n? 0

Nee korporaal.

fiShould bestupid.

After the trial

Staff Sergeant Snape
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says (Spies break him.6

Net so.Breek hom.

Got it, shitface? 0

Ja, korporaal.

Spies shouteut loudlywith renewed animosity,

&tand up you cunt

fetch yourtrommel 6

the left of the bedside takded leans forwardhands on thighsto support hirself

Know what, my friends,
an hourbefore

the trialbegan

lockedin the van
outsidethe courf

handcuffedlie t hi s é

He turnsto his left, the trommel behind hiand showshis wristsheldtightly together

something happened.

He closes his eyegives ahugerestful sigh opens his eydhenspeaks moreeflectively

Out of the blue,

He standslowly, limpsin a pathetic halun to the screenrad returns pulling thérommel He stopsto
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| went all cain
and quiet inside
and felt at peace.
Ja wragtig.

At peaceAt one.

Hehums the firsttwo lineséBe t hou my vi sion, O Lord of my hea

Prayer started up

inside me then,

| dondmy know
first time eve.

J a peayer,

deeply restful,

deeply sweet.

He hums the hymn then suddenly drops to his knees, shoulders the trommel and starts running.

dMove it, shithole!

Moment you stop,

I 61 | nieaeld y o u

He runs slowlyright, turns, then rungeftwards across the stageentbacked struggling to keep the

trommel from fallingHe turns, runs right again, staggering, turns at the edge of the stage and as he does

so falls forward dropping the trommel so the lid opens and the contents soattlee stageHe hunches

up, his backo the audience anjrks asSpieskicks him and shouts in a crescendo

Gou vokKind cunt
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Volks verraaier!

Kaffir boetid 6

Helies still. The end of the memarlayback He stands, turns the trommel right sige thenone by one

dropsthe scattered contents of the trommel bati ihas he speaks in a mattef-fact way

Spies left me then.

Somewarderscame

and dragged me off
headdown, lolling,

backto the cell.

T h & where | lay,
seeping faeces

vomit, blood

They gave méood,
a medic came,
but that was it,

| lay alone

ja-nee,on leave.

He gives aig wry laughwithoutselfpity, lies sideways on the stagehand propped under his head

That 6s i,t , on | eave

on holiday,

nothing to @

butlaze around
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and sleep all day
free mealie pap
freewater

in nice blue mugs,

a nice quiet room.

After a while,

a week or so,

| c bersie,
dreamingdrowsing,
seeing faces,
hearing voices,

| went like this.

He makes a circlevith histhumbs and forefingers and looks throughatsing his headslightly.

Nothing. No light
no brokenglass
held inthe ring

that Angie made.
Next dayor sg,

| tried again,

my mind still mist,

a dankgreymist.

Herepeats the previous actiplifting the circle slightly and peering this way and that.
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Nothing, only
thedull greycell,
the dreary ache

eish!of pain.

He drops his hands.

| sleptagain
anotherday,
anotherweek,
blur after blur,
ag who can tell,

andwhen | woke

He groans crawls to thetromme)] sitsand puts his head down.

| put my head

between my knees

andsaid 60h God,
| need you now,

my mindd a wound

a raw redvoundo

With his head above his knees,puts his cupped hands over his eyes

This time | heard

donot ask me where

thatsoundagain.
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The audience hears him singing the fisto f 6 Usi ndi so6 haltingly but

This time | saw
faintly at first,

a dimtlit cave,

a shelf of rock
abandaged shape

still asa corpse

Which stirs, slightly,
turns a little,

raises a hand

and looks at me,

ja looks at me

as if to say,

Hel lifts his head slowly and turns his cupped hands into a ring of forefingers and thumbs.

frhis isnot new,

donét give up now,

givelovenew life.d

He stands with difficultya n d h u mmi n @xpahds$ she ning masleoti§s handsnto a circle made

by hisarms then draws darger circle in the air with his handgesturingthe audience into an embrace

which endswith his arms heldn front ofhis chesin a ring. A pause. He pulls offis beret.

That 6s it my friends
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mysecretds out

my storyb6s done.

He turns and opens the trommaingsthe bereinsideand starts to take off his overalldood swing.

The tempo speeds up. He speaks conversational and friendly tone of voice.

Sekuphelild

Baie dankie

for listening.
Testimonies,

as you know well,

can last too long.

He steps out of the khaki overalls and puts them in the tropomi&dcts the bricks on the stage andpms

them insideand staits to unbutton the khaki shirt as he speiska cheery tone of voice.

| 6 vad my say

The showds over
you know the res

the family man

the lecturer

at College Tech

His takes off the khaki shjriirops it in the tronmeland looks at his watch.

Time to adjourn.
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He takes the white shirt off the chair, puts it partially buttonsitupnd doesndét tuck it

Any questions
to finish off?

Things left unsaid?

. He drapesthe tiearound his necland puts on thgackd hangingoverthe back of the chair.

A cup of tea

would go down well.

He sits down athe table and runs his finger down a page of one of the open files.

Comments?Stories?

|l 6ve | eft out | ots
that should be shared,

strong evidence

you ough to hear.

But thatds enough.

Helooks up puts his elbows on the table ahdlds outhis handsn front of his chest.

Chaimperson, friends
| rest my case

Let justice speak
within the church.

| wait to hear

what you decide
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He looks downtidies thepapersand filesonthedeskgets upputs them in the pultase beside the table,

zips it upthenlooksroundat the committewith a puzzled expression

En nou? Watds vout ?

Caucus timé no?

Buta e n 6 going/ o u

to talk upstairs

with PastoDave?

What 6s wrong? Whatods this?

He stands, leans across the table, puts out a hand and makes as if he receives and opens a letter.

Dear Dirk

Your brothers and sisters in the Lord héweg admired your service taur church.

Now that he time has come fas togo ourseparatevays, | 6 pleasedo offeryoua

generoudinancial settlement

This is dependent on your agreetngay nothing at athboutthe New Life Gospel Church

of Christto people in the media or anyone else

The churchattorneys hae been instructetb finalisethe detailsvith you.

May |in conclusion express ndeepesthankstoyoufoa | | y o u Gbuildupduw ne t o

churchfrom its humble beginning® where it is today
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We will miss you.

Yoursfaithfully in the Lord

PastorDave

de Bruin puts the letter on the table asitscompletelystill asif stunned.

What 6s t hi s, a bribe?
Neejong, nee wat!

Never, never!

He bangs his fisten the tablestands walksback and forthstops,shoveghe chair asi@, picks up the

letter, holds it up high and speaksslowlywith intense clenchedangger.

Mister Chairman

tell PastoiDave

direct from me

this letter proves
hisGodd s become

the Golden Calf.

He tears the letter intstripsthen smaller piecethendropstheseonto the table fingers outstretched

Tell himhe awned

ahouse of prayer

into a den

of money men
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He shoves the tablrward, pushes it overthenlifts his footdeliberatelyandkicks it with his heel.

Abanditdéds cave

forMammonb s gang

He turns, picks up the chair and holdsiitabove his head.

And this is where
idolaters
and spirit thieves

like thembelong.

He stalksleft, hurls the chairoffstageand looks at it, arms by his sides, fists clenched.

Till they decide

to mend their ways.

Heturnsaround walks backo centre stagandpicks up the pultase

Chaimperson, friends
the Devil preys

on pride and fear
and innocence

All of us here

have been misled.

He stoopsputs the case ithe trommelshuts and seres the lidand stands.
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But who can flee
the truth of Chris?
| tried and failed
SSo0 many times

| died within.

That 6s why | 6m here.

He gets down on a knee, lifts one end of the trommes, ipolhto his back, then stands and walks right a

few steps, guses, turns with the trommel on his shoulder stadesat the committee.

Chairperson, friends,

you havendét heard
the last of this,

youol l never hear
the last of Him,

believe you me.

Heturns and walls off the stagewith the trommel o his back.

FINIS
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Technical notes
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1. Prosody
In keeping with the characterization of the protagénst mo d e o fa dimeteplineeveas i o n
chosenThis restricts the appearances of multisyllabic Glieatinate Englistwordsand selects

for one or two syllable nouns and verbs.

At the start and end of the play, in keeping withgredominantlyintellectualizedand
formalized address of the protagonist to the Board of Enquiry of the New Gospel Church of

Christ, the dimeterlines are expressed in predominantly iambic feet anckiing stanzas.

The central part of the play comprises a seriespifodic memoriedn keeping with the
expressive andt timesdreamlike nature of these enactederies the prosodyhanges towo
stress lines with varied numbers of unstressedtdghaer line set out in stanzas of irregular
length
2. Diction
Scholars of sociolinguistics have in recent years drawn attention to the different registers used by
speakers (see Methrie et al). The protagonist in the play was born and brought up speaking
AfrikaansandisiZulu on a farmandsubsequently acquired English of different varieties ranging

from rural and urban adolescdfrglishto anadult churchshaped lexicon.

Throughout the plathenarratoraddresses a church committee in Durban, Southa\fritose
members also speak Afrikaans, isiZulu and English. Depending on the context, and the emotions

he experiences, heses a number of these varieties.

3. Physical theatre
The script was composed as a series of incarnated memories and emotions. Huly the b
expresses such fatioughts is suggested in the unusually elaborate-siiaggtions which when
enacted provide a visual semiology for the audience. How the actor interprets these psycho

physi ol ogi cal gui delines remains however the
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4. Music
The music in the play is well known in the public domain amdultitude of versions can be
accessed online by googling 6Usindisob6b and oI

http://www.youtube.cm/watch?v=3xVbVfdKDz8

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6CMcILT Hjg

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ub56L5AYYEM
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List of Props

Single bed with twgillows, grey bedspread and rug

Bricks x 4

Bedside tablavith large family photograph, Bible, reading glasaedsermon notes inside
Wooden chair

Small wooden table

Green ginghantheckd o me st i ¢ wor ker 6s uni form
Battered dark grey trommaelith lock in hasp

Birdcage on a stand

Clothesd stand with brass hooks
Striped green blazer and cap

Khaki-coloured school shirt

Canvas backpacis used by a school pupll

White school shirt with a school tie loosely knottednd the collar

Wel der 6s mask

Wo r k mahortblse coat

Wor kmandés brown coat
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Pair of headphones

Trade union-shirt

White surplice with a blue cross on the back.
Second mall table and chair

Nondescripgrey institutionalscreen on whesl
Charcoalcoloured suifacket and longs

White shirt dark tie

Pull case witrextendable handle amheels
Motor-b i ke ri der 6s gl oves

Small silver trophy

© Chris Mann 2014 All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction and fers tono person living or dead.
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