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My name is Morgan Hunter, the only child of a white South African gold miner Cecil Hunter and his wife Mildred, who had lived in Johannesburg all their lives. I touched down in the obstetrics wing of the South Rand Hospital in Johannesburg's southern suburbs in South Africa at 2:42 p.m. on Tuesday the 8th of June, 1965. This was very considerate of me as it allowed my father to have the day off from risking his life deep in the bowls of the earth searching for gold at one of the country's largest gold mines. I later found out to my bitter disappointment, that this momentous event had been completely missed by the vast majority of citizens in the country. In fact, it hadn't even got a mention in the "Births" column of the local newspaper. The only other important event on that day was the U.S.S.R. launch of their spacecraft LUNA 6 which missed the moon by 99 000 miles.  Two major launches and two major misses on one day. A calamity if ever there was one.

I adored my mother, a quiet gentle woman who, when not working at the local post office, spent every moment that she could, helping me learn and understand what life was all about. She was always telling me things like "money isn't everything", that I should "forgive and forget" and that "honesty's the best policy". Unfortunately the old girl was wrong about a lot of other things too. I was six years old when she disappeared from my life, taken by that scourge, cancer, and it took me a long time to come to terms with the fact that she was gone forever.

I flourished at school as I found that I studied naturally and easily retained the lessons that I was taught. Because of my crowded extra-mural violence-orientated activities, especially wrestling, judo, karate, kick-boxing, boxing, cage fighting and rugby I had little time to study but still managed to matriculate with several distinctions and a university entrance qualification. Later, when I graduated from the police college at the age of twenty, these academic achievements quickly came to the attention of my superiors and helped me move up quickly from constable to detective sergeant and higher.

From about the age of five my father began preparing me to cope with the affliction that had plagued the Hunter family for generations; our eternal struggle with gravity. Though I've never looked, I wouldn't be surprised to discover that our family tree was a bonsai. Even if he stood on his toes my father wasn't able to surpass the magnificent height of five foot six inches and at an early age it became obvious to him that I was destined to suffer the same fate. And, so as to prepare me for the bullying and beatings that I was bound to experience at the hands of those taller than me; and this meant just about every male who crossed my path, I was instructed in the fighting arts that I mentioned earlier.

As this training continued until I joined the South African Police at the age of eighteen, I left a hefty number of badly injured taller men in my wake. This doesn't mean that I went through this period unscathed. Two of my most noticeable physical features are my permanently flattened nose and the numerous scars that mar my facial features. But it's quite possible that the taller members of the male population in the country who may have followed my battle for elevation experienced some serious trepidation when, at the age of twelve, gravity finally won the day and I stopped growing at five foot five inches.

Apart from teaching me to defend myself my dad had only one valuable piece of advice about life for me: "Remember, son, that Murphy's always out there - waiting."

I seemed to have inherited most of my physical features from my father. I had the same thick dark brown hair, the fringe constantly hanging down over my forehead and deep brown eyes, a heavy jutting chin, small nose and wide mouth with thin lips. I was clean shaven, even though, with all the beating that my face took over the years, shaving was usually a very painful experience. Despite all the physical training that I underwent throughout my youth, I was well built but not overly muscular, weighing in at just less than 70 kilograms. My neck muscles were particularly developed though, probably because I had to constantly look up at people. There was no such thing as eye-to-eye for me; more like eye-to-navel. For someone of such small stature I had noticeably large strong hands and I needed size twelve shoes to feel comfortable on my feet. My dad said that my feet were so big that if I lay down on my back I would still be as tall as I was standing upright.

How I managed to get accepted into the police force remains one of life's mysteries to me and I can only suspect that my aggressiveness, self confidence, my academic qualifications and my big feet were more important to the recruiters than my stature. It's also possible that, because of the strain put on the men in blue due to the double burden of fighting crime and enforcing the apartheid laws of the time, height wasn't a deciding factor for qualification.

Although I had always wanted to be a police detective I had chosen to join the police force at this stage to avoid being conscripted into the Defence Force to fight against my fellow black countrymen and also because I knew that in the army I would spend too much time fighting my taller white fellow countrymen and this was not what the military had in mind for its soldiers. I also believed that if I focused on fighting crime then as soon as I graduated from the police training school I would be able to begin studying to be a detective and thus avoid having to enforce the cruel and unjust laws of apartheid. On top of this, being a policeman and eventually becoming a detective, appealed to my sense of adventure and would also ensure that I had a stable and respected job well into the future.

During my two years at the police training college, I took every opportunity to promote my intention to become a detective, and by the time I graduated I had been earmarked as a potential candidate for this career. I still had to spend most of my time with my colleagues quelling anti-apartheid riots and demonstrations, using whips, batons and teargas but my reluctance to do this with enthusiasm soon came to the attention of my superiors. Fortunately for me, my academic achievements at the police training college stood me in good stead and, because I was considered to be someone who would quickly rise through the ranks, I was quickly enrolled as a "student detective" in the Criminal Investigations Division or C.I.D. to avoid me attaining a rank higher than my present instructors.

In the beginning I worked under the direction of several senior detectives who regularly evaluated my progress as I investigated relatively minor crimes such as the theft of clothing from washing lines, stolen bicycles, shoplifting and other minor criminal demeanours. Eventually, after eighteen months, I was accepted into the C.I.D. as a detective with the rank of detective constable and then as a detective sergeant. I was till monitored by more senior detectives, but gradually I became more and more proficient and more independent until, at the age of twenty four, with the rank of Detective Warrant Officer, I finally became a member of the elite Brixton Murder and Robbery Unit that was used to investigate prominent murders, especially those with a political connection. During this time I also obtained a degree in criminology and rose to the rank of Lieutenant.

***
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In the movies and in many detective/crime novels the detective hero arrives at the crime scene, casually glances at the dead victim and the surrounds, asks a few cryptic questions and then, using his or her considerable mental abilities while drinking a quick cup of coffee, goes out and apprehends the perpetrator. Or the forensic lab, from a single hair, establishes that the perpetrator is a left-handed dwarf who lisps, collects silver-plated teaspoons and lives with his grandmother in a three storey apartment facing south. In real life this just doesn't happen. The vast majority of cases aren't solved with deductive logic applied to a couple of obscure clues, nor do they involve dangerous undercover work, shootouts and high-speed car chases or dramatic last-minute testimony by illusive witnesses.

Detective work is mostly routine and repetitive and must result in three basic forms of proof: physical evidence, witnesses and confessions. The physical evidence must link the accused to the crime with such data as fingerprints, DNA, fibre analysis and other scientific techniques as well as the possession of items and substances connected to the crime. Witnesses and confessions are needed to establish both the intensions and the actions of the accused.

Although there are many "open-and-shut" cases where criminals are apprehended in the act of committing a crime, most cases require the routine work that is the basis of good detecting; interviewing potential witnesses, gathering physical evidence and studying the technical support evidence that is available. What is also required is a good relationship with the uniformed branch of the force whose members are usually the first to respond when the police are summoned to a crime scene. These officers have a vital role to play in ensuring that all potential evidence is adequately protected and that all possible statements from witnesses are obtained as soon as possible.

This isn't as simple as it sounds, as these uniformed officers are often unable to spend the required time at the various crime scenes because they are often understaffed. As a result, physical evidence may be collected but no record of where it was taken from is made, initial statements from witnesses are confusing and evidence is often unintentionally interfered with.

So there you have it. Hopefully my story won't disappoint you, as it doesn't involve breathtaking mental deductions, wild fire fights with gangsters and other desperados, exciting car chases and last-minute appearances of vital witnesses.
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CHAPTER 2




[image: ]




The imposing elderly man at the head of the long, highly polished mahogany boardroom table took a few minutes to stare at each of the ten men, five on either side of the table, like Moses looking at the Israelites before reading the Ten Commandments to them. His right hand rested on the large black leather-covered bible that lay open on the table in front of him. In a deep clear voice, and without looking at the book in front of him, the man recited his message.

"Luke ten, verse fourteen: Behold, I give you the authority to trample the serpents and scorpions, and over all the power of the enemy, and nothing shall by any means hurt you."

The ten men stared at their heavily bearded leader, shifting uncomfortably in their green leather-covered chairs. On the dark red wall behind the man a huge shiny gold letter “B” with golden rays radiating from it, reflected the light from the fluorescent lights that hummed softly in the silence.

"I have called you here today because the future of our organisation is being threatened." the elderly man said. "Never before has the organisation faced a greater danger. We all know who is responsible. It is vital to our continued existence that he be stopped and stopped quickly. It is your duty to eliminate him. There is no alternative. He must die, and it is your privilege to decide how. You have the ability, you have the knowledge and you have the power to do what is required. Eliminate him!  But take care! Nothing must implicate us! Our very being depends upon it! Remember Romans eight, verse thirty one: If God is for us, who can be against us?"

The elderly leader's voice rumbled over the ten men like thunder rolling through the trees of a forest. They nodded, muttering softly to themselves. The leader stood up, closed the book and lifted it off the table top. He stared at his followers, like Moses must have looked at the Israelites after reading them the Ten Commandments. Then he left the room.  

The ten men watched him leave in silence.

***
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The two Brixton Murder and Robbery detectives sat down at the long conference table in the Bester Industries boardroom. They stared guardedly at the elderly beaded man and his two sons sitting opposite them. 

“I’ve invited you here to offer you the opportunity to make a lot of money.” the elderly bearded man said. “The existence of my organization is being threatened and my enemy needs to be eliminated. My name’s Willem Bester, founder of Bester Industries. The two men sitting on either side of me are my sons. The one on my left is Koos and the one on my right is Jan.”

It was obvious to Willem Bester that the two detectives were men who felt nothing for their fellow men. Their expressions were grim and displayed a hatred for others that set them aside from normal police officers.

“Who is your enemy?” Detective Frans Botha asked.

“Doctor Solomon Mokoena, the owner of the Hamba Group.” Willem Bester replied.

“Why do you want him eliminated?” Detective Piet Venter asked.

“As I’m sure you know, our government promulgated the Group Areas Act in 1950 and established “black homelands” to prevent black people from moving to the towns and cities where mainly white people live.” Willem Bester replied.” To accommodate the black people in the “homelands” the government created “border areas” adjacent to the “homelands” and encouraged white labour-intensive companies to establish factories in these areas so that black people would have no need to move to “white” area in search of work. As most of the companies in the Bester Group are labour-intensive, we established factories at great cost in these “border areas”. Doctor Solomon Mokoena is now trying to have these “border areas” returned to the blacks and they be given the right to live and work anywhere in the country. Should he succeed, this will destroy Bester Industries and I will not allow this to happen. For this reason I want Doctor Mokoena eliminated.”

The two detectives stared at the three men sitting opposite them as they tried to weigh up the consequences of what Willem Bester had just said.

“What’s in it for us?” Detective Botha asked.

“I’m prepared to hire your services on a permanent basis and not just to eliminate Doctor Mokoena.” Bester said. “You will be paid in cash and in strict confidence. You will work with my head of security, Lucas Kriel and my son Jan. Once you have agreed to work for me, we can discuss your remuneration, but I can assure you now, that it will be extremely generous. There is a great deal at stake. As the work that you do for Bester Industries will afford you considerable flexibility, it won’t interfere with your normal police duties.”

“Detective Venter and I will need some time to consider your offer.” Detective Botha said. “This isn’t something that can be decided without considerable thought.”

“Of course.” Willem Bester said. “How much time do you need?”

“A week.” Frans Botha said.

***
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“We’ve decided to accept your offer.” Detective Frans Botha said after the five men had seated themselves at the conference table. “It’s extremely generous and, from our discussions about your requirements, Detective Piet Venter and I are confident that we can do what you require without it interfering with our normal police work. However, as far as the taking out of Doctor Mokoena’s concerned, we want to bring in a criminal gang that operates in the Soweto area. As the murder of Doctor Mokoena will have wide political ramifications, we feel that it would be better if we oversee the killing and aren’t directly involved.

“The gang is known as the “double-oh-sevens” and their identities are unknown to the police and the public in general. There are four members and all of them are experienced killers. Detective Venter and I are confident that we can control the gang and successfully eliminate Doctor Mokoena by using them. We will also need to create a false lead to distract the police investigation. To do this, we’ll mug a prominent political rival, steal his identity document, and place it at the scene of the crime. The man we plan to mug is a taxi driver and prominent member of the political party, Black Power, Mister Isaac Bakwena.”

“Splendid.” Willem Bester said. “I will arrange for the two of you to meet with Senor Lucas Castro and my son Carlos as soon as possible.”

***
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“My name’s Arnold Peterson and I’m the leader of the double-oh-sevens gang.” the thug sitting opposite Detectives Frans Botha and Piet Venter, Willem Bester and Lucas Kriel said. “The men sitting with me are William Malapo, John Cele and Jonas Mbeki.”

The eight men were sitting around the conference table at the Bester Industries’ headquarters.

“As discussed with the four of you earlier, Detective Venter and I have called you here to finalize the plan to take out Doctor Solomon Mokoena.” Detective Frans Botha said. “Firstly, you will have to mug Mister Isaac Bakwena and steal his identity card. We will then break into the Mokoena residence on a night still to be arranged and take out Doctor Mokoena and his wife and daughter, if they’re present. At the same time we’ll place Bakwena’s identity card in the garden. In the mean time, I want you to all purchase a cheap make of shoe that we can dispose of after the killing and I’ll supply all of you with rubber gloves. It’s very important that we don’t leave any evidence that the police can work with. Detective Venter and I will direct the whole operation to ensure that no evidence is left that the police can follow up on. Do you have any questions?”

The four 007s gang members shook their heads.

“No.” Arnold  Peterson said. “We are ready when you are.”

***
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"Hello, Hunter speaking." I said as I pressed the receiver to my ear, mentally patting myself on the back that the telephone had rung only once before I had woken up and grabbed the receiver. I had trained myself to react instantly to the noise of the 'phone ringing even when I was in a deep sleep. The problem with me though is that I'm one of those ubiquitous human beings that, when you pat them on the back, their head swells. I glanced quickly at my wristwatch lying on the bedside table: 02:16.

"Brigadier Coetzee here." the voice at the other end said. "This is top priority. Proceed to number 42 Fourteenth Street, Rivonia, to investigate a murder with possible political implications. Instructions have come from the Minister himself. I have already informed Detectives Botha and Venter who will meet you there. I don't have to tell you that the incident must be treated with the utmost confidentiality. If you take the freeway there's a military roadblock near the Randburg turnoff but I've notified them of your mission so there's no need for you to stop. Flash your lights three times as you approach and they'll wave you through. "

"I'm on my way, sir." I said.

Brigadier Coetzee is the Commanding Officer of the Brixton Murder and Robbery Unit and the old goat has held that position for longer than my Aunty Rose was thirty nine. His ancestors had had to deal with the same problem as mine; a continual struggle with gravity, but he made up his lack of height with a strong personality and a determination to succeed. He was well-built with wide shoulders and thick muscular arms. His major physical blemish however, was a large protruding stomach that always reminded me of a locomotive's cow-catcher. His silver-white hair was combed back from his forehead and his piercing blue eyes were topped by thick black eyebrows. His nose was large with several thick black hairs protruding from his nostrils like curious tiny black snakes and his mouth was wide with thick pink lips. His chin was solid and jutted out as if it had been specially sculpted for him by Henry Moore. His small pink ears stuck out like two solar antennae, permanently on the alert so as not to miss any approaching sound. 

I replaced the receiver, jotted the address that the Brigadier had given me at the top of a fresh page of my notebook, and hurried to the bathroom. Realising that it was unlikely that I would get the opportunity later that day, I had a shower and shaved. I shaved carefully, as I always do; not nicking myself or leaving any parts of my face unshaven like so many literary characters seem to do. I can't stand the unshaven look that men seem to have a fixation about. Maybe it's a macho thing, but to me it implies a lack of self respect. Looking like a tramp or someone who doesn't care about his personal appearance isn't for me.

As I dressed I mentally traced my route to the murder scene. The freeway was the quickest way to get to my destination but I didn't trust the military. They were capable of stuffing up even the simplest instruction, especially if it came from a source outside the Defence Department. Trigger-happy morons described them aptly. However, there wasn't a viable alternative route. Travelling through the city and the inner suburbs was even more dangerous; drunk drivers trying to avoid the road blocks on the main routes, hubbies hurrying home from clandestine office affairs and jumping red traffic lights in their haste, and kids joy-riding in dad's new car. So I sighed, tucked my Glock 17 9mm Parabellum under my belt in the middle of my back and left my apartment. I'd face that problem when it arose. I walked quickly to my unmarked white Datsun and climbed in.

***
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I approached the military roadblock on the freeway with considerable trepidation. Perhaps I should have risked the drunks, adulterers and teenage criminals-in-waiting but it was too late now.

There were no other civilian vehicles in sight. I saw a man in a camouflage uniform waving me to the curb. I flashed my headlights three times but the idiot continued to wave me in. I kept going expecting him to eventually come to his senses and realise that mine was the vehicle that he had been ordered to allow through unheeded. But you can't expect a soldier to behave like a normal person. If the intelligence level of the rest of the world was similar to theirs we'd still be wondering what to do with the wheel. I couldn't see any other soldiers or any other signs of activity and, as I was about to hit the man, he leapt aside with an angry shout.

I accelerated through the roadblock and glanced in my rear-view mirror. I saw another uniformed soldier rush out into the roadway with an R4 rifle in his hands. He went down on one knee and aimed the weapon at me. I hunched my shoulders in anticipation of the bullet smashing through the rear window of the car and blowing what little brains I had across the windscreen. I  wondered if I would register the flash from the rifle's barrel before the bullet took me out, but before the man could fire, another figure hurtled out from behind one of the military vehicles parked at the side of the road and knocked the man over. I sighed with relief and cursed myself for taking such an obvious risk.

"Moron!" I muttered as the roadblock faded into the distance, not sure of whether I was referring to the soldier or to myself, but as relieved as a Christian dropped from the team selected to take on the lions in the Coliseum in Rome.

I tried to justify my actions by reasoning that the rifleman probably couldn't hit a barn at twenty metres, never mind a small car speeding into the distance. But, on the other hand, he just might have got lucky and then what?  I had deliberately chosen this route for safety's sake and promptly risked my life to save a little time. Was risking my life to save a few minutes really an intelligent thing to do? Of course not. I was just as dumb as those grunts.

***
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I parked a short distance from number 42 in Fourteenth Street, disappointed that a suburb like this could lower itself to having "streets" instead of "avenues" and "boulevards". The street was lined on both sides by carefully maintained indigenous ironwood trees, each probably with its own pedigree certificate, and smoothly cut grass pavements. The house prices doubtless went for sums that even God would have trouble coming up with. Number 42 was ablaze with lights and cordoned off with blue and white plastic crime scene tape. A number of white police vehicles with yellow and blue lettering and flashing blue emergency lights on their roofs were parked in front of the mansion. I climbed out of my car. The evening air was chilly, a sure sign that the cold Highveld winter was fast approaching.

A three-metre high wall, plastered and painted a pinkish brown fronted the house and a uniformed police officer stood at the open front gate. I climbed over the crime scene tape even though I could just as easily have ducked under it, and walked across the lush kikuyu grass that covered the pavement. The uniformed officer watched me approach. I waited for the man to challenge my presence and inform me officiously that this was a crime scene and that, being a child, I should leave immediately, but he exposed my inability to anticipate people's behaviour by saluting me and raising his eyebrows questioningly.

"Detective Hunter?" he asked.

I nodded. The officer indicated over his shoulder with his thumb towards the house.

"Detectives Botha and Venter are already here. Please go in."

Suitably humbled and admonishing myself for my haughty assumption regarding the officer's anticipated behaviour, but also reminding myself that the man had probably been told to look out for someone who could look at him eye-to-belt-buckle, I walked through the gateway.

As I walked along the paved pathway towards the front door I studied the huge monstrosity looming over me. All the rooms in the front of the house were brightly lit, including the ones on the upper floor. The house had been built in the Tuscan architectural style, a style that architects all over the country were foisting on home owners who had huge slabs of cash and very little imagination. The plastered walls were painted the same pinkish brown as the front wall and the roof covered with dull dark red tiles. On either side of the huge wooden front door two light beige pillars soared up to a delicate canopy, so high up that I was sure that it would only be visible on a clear day. The front door was massive and I wondered how many mature mahogany trees had sacrificed their lives to make it a reality.

Another uniformed police officer stood in front of the gigantic barrier and as I stepped up onto the raised marble front patio I was astonished to see the man turn and, without the assistance of another five hefty officers, effortlessly push open the door. I thanked the man for his courtesy but refrained from commenting on his amazing strength that had enabled him to open the huge door unaided. I walked into the huge entrance hall.

The hall, about the size of a tennis court, was tiled with shiny beige floor tiles and the walls were covered with white marble slabs separated by gold grouting and stretched from the floor to the ceiling. Like the entrance canopy, I guessed that you needed good visibility to actually see the ceiling.  A huge circular ornamental glass-topped table stood in the middle of the room. In the back wall I could see the entrance to what must be one of the mansion's reception rooms. On either side of the entrance to this room, two staircases, the steps covered in rich maroon carpeting, curved gracefully up to a wide balcony. The inside edge of the staircases had an intricate wrought iron balustrade which also fronted the balcony. The vast room was brilliantly lit by a magnificent chandelier that probably needed its own 1000 megawatt power plant to keep it functioning.

As I moved further into the hall, I noticed a wide open doorway to my right and I heard the sound of muted voices emanating from the room that it lead into. Detective Frans Botha appeared in the doorway.

"Morgan!" he exclaimed and extended his hand in greeting. "Come in here, man. This is where the killing took place."

Frans Botha was big in every sense of the word. He towered over me. Frans had thick muscular arms, wide heavy shoulders and a squarish head topped with a blonde crew-cut and connected to his shoulders by a neck that seemed to be wider than his head. His pale blue eyes bulged as if they were constantly trying to pop out of their sockets, even more so when he was angry. His large bulbous nose was underlined with a thin pale moustache. His mouth was wide and thin-lipped. This evening Frans wore his customary tight blue sports shirt, blue denim jeans and white leather slip-on shoes. His light brown chest hair, or fleece, sprouted luxuriously out over the V-collar of his shirt.

Despite his size, Frans always seemed to be wary of me though, and I put this down to the time he had come to watch me take part in a cage-fighting competition and had realised that fighting wasn't simply a matter of one roundhouse punch and the fight's over. In those days I fought under the name "The Mighty Midget". But I wasn't permitted to fight in my height and weight division as all my opponents in this division were under the age of ten.

I followed Frans into the room. There were several plain-clothed technicians dusting for fingerprints, taking blood samples and photographing and cataloguing the room and its contents. The person responsible for the forensic component of the investigation was Peter Bell, a short thin man with thick black-rimmed glasses, a mop of red hair and a friendly and accommodating disposition.

During one of my early investigations, I had saved Peter's life when he had inadvertently opened the back door of a police van in which a crazed serial murderer had been detained. As I was standing nearby at the time I was able to quickly subdue the madman with a nasty blow to the side of his neck with the edge of my hand before he could strangle Peter. I'd got a citation for bravery although I would have preferred an increase in salary. You can't pay your creditors with medals. Peter was dedicated in his work and took great pride in providing results punctually to the myriad requests he received.

Peter has a degree in Forensic Criminalistics and, for what it's worth, the word "forensic" derives from the Latin word "forum" which means "for the courts" and uses the Locard Principle that states that every contact leaves a trace. His job is to investigate things like ballistics, scientific analysis, physical matches, electronics, document analysis, biology, chemistry, toxicology, fire and explosions and scene investigation.

The room was about the same size as the entrance hall although the ceiling was much lower and easily visible to the naked eye. It appeared to have been used as a family recreation room. There were about ten comfortable lounge chairs covered in a floral fabric and three matching two-seater couches, a low highly polished wooden coffee table, a white grand piano, a Steinway of course, and, standing on a shelf that ran along the western wall, a large colour television set big enough to have been used as the screen for a drive-in theatre, a music centre with two large speakers that would have been the envy of the Rolling Stones and two stacks of long-playing records and tapes.

The back wall was covered with shelves of leather-bound books that would have filled a public library. There was also a huge cabinet containing enough trophies and medals to supply an international sports meeting. Several large colourful abstract paintings hung on the pale yellow walls and the window facing the front of the property was covered by thick maroon curtains. Hidden spotlights dotted the ceiling.

The contents of the room that I've just described weren't in neat and orderly places though. Three of the lounge chairs lay on their sides, the coffee table was jammed up against one of the couches, the music centre lay broken on the shelf and one of the speakers had fallen onto the floor. The television screen was cracked and stood at a sharp angle to the room and books and magazines lay scattered across the richly carpeted floor. Several of the paintings hung at tilted angles. And in amongst this chaos was the bloodied and very dead body of a middle-aged black man.

The other detective in our team of three was Piet Venter. He walked over to where Frans and I were standing. Piet was almost the complete opposite to Frans in physical appearance. Tall and very thin, he wore a pale blue safari suit with short sleeves and long trousers and grey leather shoes. He was almost completely bald with only a thin fringe of black hair running around the back of his head from sideburn to sideburn much like the fringe that Friar Tuck must have sported. His eyes were almost black and very piercing.

Whenever Piet looked at me I felt as if he was looking right into my brain and could read every thought that I was thinking. Fortunately there's usually just a vacuum there, so I wasn't particularly worried that he would discover something that he shouldn't know about. Piet's nose was long and thin and his mouth was a lipless slash above his prominent chin. He was clean shaven although his black sideburns ran down his cheeks, widening as they went and ending only an inch from the corners of his mouth.

When people first met Piet they tended to believe that he was of the harmless variety of men, but they couldn't have been further from the truth. Piet knew a great deal about fighting and his strength lay in his ability to think clearly when under attack. There were no wild roundhouse swipes: rather a calculated, telling strike when an opportunity presented itself.

What was always of concern to me with regard to both Frans and Piet was their hatred for black people. Although both men were very professional in their work, I couldn't help feeling that this prejudice had the potential to cloud their judgement at times.

"Hello Morgan." Piet said. "Have you been briefed at all?"

"No." I replied. "All the Brigadier told me was that the killing might have political connotations."

Piet nodded and turned to survey the room. The middle-aged man lay flat on his back near the television set that stood on the shelf against the far wall, his arms flung out from his sides. He was dressed in a red checked short sleeve shirt, beige slacks and his feet were encased in brown leather slip-on shoes. Large splatterings of dark red blood had soaked into his clothes and I could see several ugly stab wounds on the left side of his neck. His sightless eyes were wide open with shock and fear and his mouth was fixed in a silent cry for help.

"The murdered man is Doctor Solomon Mokoena, owner of the huge mining, transport and agricultural conglomerate known as The Hamba Group." Piet said. "Mokoena isn't a medical doctor but received an honorary doctorate from the black university of Fort Hare. Mokoena is also well known for his opposition to the Group Areas Act and the formation of the black "homelands" policy that our government is in the process of creating that will allow millions of blacks living in the areas where they were born to thrive and prosper and make it a crime for them to come to the white towns and cities. He's also a dedicated sponsor of the black opposition parties and all the black labour unions."

I nodded as Piet paused. The truth was very different from what Piet had just said though. The apartheid government had promulgated a law known as the "Group Areas Act of 1950" with draconian amendments right up to 1984 and also known as the "homelands" policy. The purpose of this law was to prevent the black citizens of the country from moving into "white" urban areas, mixing with the whites and competing for opportunities only available to the whites. Whole black communities were forcibly moved to remote and desolate "homeland" areas and forced to work in white-controlled industries established there. These industries paid shockingly low wages that ensured that their workers lived in abject poverty. Those black citizens already living in these areas were forced to remain there under penalty of imprisonment.

The English press immediately accused the government of further dividing the country and shamelessly exploiting the black labour force. The government vehemently denied this, prompting my Aunty Rose to comment: "Never believe anything about the government until it's been officially denied." Piet's claim that these unfortunate people were thriving and prospering was laughable.

To control the movements of the black citizens of the country, the government had introduced the hated "passbook" that every "person of colour" was required to carry on their person at all times. This "passbook" indicated the area where the bearer had been born and where he or she was forced to live and work. Black people found outside their designated areas without permission were arrested and jailed, often without a trial. The abhorrent "Immorality Act" was another creation of the government and forbade sexual intercourse between blacks and whites and carried very heavy prison sentences for those convicted of this "crime".

To further get you up to speed here, the apartheid government was determined to deprive its black citizens of their basic human rights and had promulgated a vast number of laws aimed at preventing black and white citizens from mixing: hence the word "apartheid". Black citizens were forced to live and work in the areas in which they were born, even if there was no work for them there. They were also forced to live in black townships or locations with only the very basic amenities. They had to carry a special identity document and were denied the right to vote.

"Have we been able to establish how the killers got onto the property and how many there were?" I asked.

"They entered the property from the property next door and apparently the owner and his family are away on holiday." Piet said. "The forensic guys have already covered the route that the killers took from the window that they entered the house through to here. As for how many there were, it appears at this stage that there were six, possibly seven."

"And Doctor Mokoena was the only person in the house?" I asked.

"Yes." Frans said. "At present we don't know where his wife and daughter are, but it's possible that his wife was here at the time of the killing."

Just then a uniformed policeman hurried into the room and approached the three of us hastily.

"Excuse me, sirs." he said. "But we've found something that could be of vital interest to the case. Would you please come with me?"

We followed the man through the entrance hall, out of the front doorway and into the garden. I stopped next to the colossal door, grabbed the edge, set my feet well apart and tried to budge the huge barrier. It moved so easily that I lost my balance and almost fell. The men ahead of me turned and stared at me.

"What the hell are you doing, Morgan?" Frans asked.

"Nothing." I muttered, looking out onto the front lawn to avoid their puzzled stares. "Let's see what this new evidence is."

We continued walking. The policeman turned to his right and we followed him across a vast expanse of neatly cut lawn large enough to have qualified for membership of the EU.

We reached the boundary wall and I noticed scuff marks on the painted plaster near the top and a mess of footprints at the bottom. The height of the wall suggested to me that the architect had used the Berlin wall as a model for his design. The path that the intruders had followed from the wall to the broken window of the house had been cordoned off with crime scene tape. 

"The intruders accessed the property here." the officer said pointing to the marks on the wall. "We've kept well away from the area but if you look carefully, there appears to be what could possibly be a passbook lying in the flowers over there."

All the citizens of the country except whites were compelled to carry identification booklets that became known as "passbooks" and anyone found without such a booklet was immediately arrested and either heavily fined or sent to jail. A "passbook" contained all the particulars about its owner, especially where he or she had been born. No person of colour was allowed to travel, live or work outside the district in which they had been born unless their "passbook" carried an official stamp giving them permission to do so. Hence the name "passbook".

The uniformed officer switched on his torch and focused the beam on a bed of shrubbery, or more likely a tropical rain forest, that ran along the edge of the wall. A small green plastic-covered book lay partially hidden under some of the drooping leaves.

"Ja, it's definitely a passbook." Frans said.

"May I suggest, sir, that we go around the house and through the back yard?" the uniformed officer said. "This will enable us to get to the passbook without disturbing anything inside the crime scene tape. You'll be able to reach over the tape, pick it up and bag it."

"Good idea." Piet said.

We trekked around the huge house, past the four-car garage with three cars in it, the tennis court, the heated indoor swimming pool, the fully equipped gym and the kitchen, easily the size of that of a medium-sized hotel. Eventually we reached the flowerbed where the passbook lay.

Keeping his feet as far away from the book as possible Piet leant over the crime scene tape and carefully picked up the document by one of its corners; put it into the plastic evidence bag held out by Frans who then sealed it. He took a pen out of his pocket and in the light from the torch wrote the details on the label.

"Okay." Frans said. "Let's go back into the house."

Fortunately we entered the house through the kitchen and didn't have to trek around the house to the front door.

"What about the security alarm system?" I asked.

"The system had been switched off." Frans replied. "Why, we really don't know at this stage. I've contacted the security company and they've promised to send out one of their technicians. He should be here shortly."

We returned to the room where the murder had been committed. Each of the forensic staff had completed their work there and were preparing to move out to the area between the boundary wall and the window where the killers had gained entry into the house. They had completed preliminary reports of their findings inside the house and these were handed to Frans.

"We'll set up our temporary command centre in that reception room over there." Frans said pointing to the room at the back of the entrance hall. We walked through the doorway between the two staircases.

The room was similar in size to the one in which Doctor Mokoena had been murdered but it was obviously used for conferences and official meetings. A long highly polished dark mahogany table stood in the centre and eighteen comfortable office chairs, upholstered in dark green leather, were placed on each side. The chairs at each end of the table both had a large white telephone in front of them that I guessed were used by their occupants to communicate with each other. Bright spotlights recessed into the ceiling lit its surface. A long sideboard also in dark polished wood ran along the far wall with a large coffee percolator, stacks of white cups and saucers and tins of expensive ground coffee and powdered creamer neatly placed on it. On another shelf at the other end of the room was a large office copier, a fax machine, a typewriter, an overhead projector and at least a dozen telephones. Huge abstract oil paintings hung on the walls.

We moved to the table and Frans sat down in one of the end chairs and Piet and I took seats on either side of him. I was tempted to pick up the receiver of the white 'phone just to see if the one at the other end of the table rang, but I refrained. I'd made a fool of myself enough times already today.

We placed the reports and evidence bags on the table. Frans produced a new case file folder, wrote the case details on the cover and then filled in the required details on the inside cover. We discussed the forensic reports and as we finished with each one Frans placed them in the folder. Finally he closed the folder and we took out our personal investigation notebooks.

"The forensic reports don't tell us very much at this stage." Frans said. "And until we get more information we need to find out who works here at the house, cleaners, cooks and gardeners and question them. The fact that the alarm system was switched off worries me. We also need to talk to Doctor Mokoena's chauffeur and his bodyguards. Apparently, once the alarm's been activated, they all go to their homes for the night. Morgan, when the security technician gets here, you can question him. We also need to question the residents in the neighbourhood. And we must get out there and talk to our informers. Anything else?"

"That passbook worries me." I said. "It's too obvious. I think it was planted there to sidetrack us."

"That's very possible." Frans said. "But, on the other hand, criminals can be very stupid. The problem is that if it does belong to one of the killers and he realises that we've found it, he's going to make himself very scarce."

"The killers may not be blacks." I said. "They could very easily be members of one of the ultra-conservative and radical white political parties trying to stir the government into taking more direct action against the blacks."

"That's also possible." Frans said.

"I'll bet that if we do find the owner of the passbook, he'll claim that it was stolen from him." Piet said.

"No doubt, he will." Frans said. "And if he can't prove that and doesn't have a watertight alibi, we'll just have to persuade him to tell us the truth."

Piet nodded and grinned.

"Okay, let's move." Frans said and stood up. "I'll organise a team of uniformed guys to question the neighbours. Piet, you find out who the household staff are and question them. And Morgan, once you've questioned the security technician, get out there and get your informers on the job. You too, Piet. Make copies of the photograph in that passbook and hand them out to everybody. Also, get some small posters made up and stick them on the notice boards at all the post offices, supermarkets and beer halls. I'll get onto my informers as well and we can meet at the Brixton station at four this afternoon. By then I should have a lot of the forensic reports as well as the pathology report from Doctor Miller."

Frans and Piet left the house and I waited for the security technician in the entrance hall.

***
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We met in Brigadier Coetzee's office at four o'clock.

"Okay, men." he said as we sat down in front of his desk. "What have you got to report? I'm already taking flack from my superiors and from the press. The A.N.C. has denied any involvement in the murder and I'm inclined to believe them. This is just not their style."

All three of us nodded in agreement.

"So what was the motive behind this?" the Brigadier asked. "Who would want to kill a prominent black businessman who has created tens of thousands of jobs? Okay, he's strongly opposed to the "homelands" policy and supports the black labour unions but is that reason to murder him? Will his death change anything? I doubt it."

All three of us nodded again.

"Perhaps the motive isn't entirely political." I said.

"That's possible." Frans said. "The perpetrators that we're dealing with aren't novices. These bastards are experts. There isn't a single fingerprint, nor are there any traces of DNA yet. The footprints in the garden are all from a make of cheap shoe that can be bought at shoe chains, supermarkets and cheap clothing stores, and I'm sure that by now the shoes have been destroyed." Frans looked at me. "What did the security technician have to say?"

"He says that the records for the alarm system show that it had been switched off inside the house earlier that morning and there was no damage to the system anywhere. When he reset the system it worked perfectly." I replied. "The cook says that she left at five o'clock as she always does, and the cleaning woman, Doris Ndlovu, says she left two hours later after clearing up the dining room when the Mokoena's had finished their evening meal. She says that it was after seven when she left. It was her responsibility to set the alarm system as she left and she claims that she did.

“She appeared to be very frightened when I questioned her, so I've detained her here in the cells. The technician says that their records show that the alarm system was not switched on at all that day. We can go and question her further after this meeting. What worries me is that she says that Misses Mokoena was at the house and had supper with her husband. Did she then go out before the killers arrived, was she kidnapped by them or did she manage to escape during the killing?"
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