



  [image: cover]






  




  

    [image: ]

  




  





  

    Please be aware that some of the material that follows in both text and photographs could be deemed disturbing to sensitive readers as a result of its graphic nature.

    Readers are advised to exercise due caution in approaching this material.


  




  All of the emails, court records and messages – including WhatsApp, BBM, iMessage, SMS and other quoted materials – have been reproduced verbatim in the pages

  that follow. Original errors and inconsistencies have been retained in order to preserve the authenticity of the original communications.




  The interactions, including phone messages, and the events described in this book are either in the public domain in one form or another – via sources ranging from

  affidavits and documents, which formed part of the court record, to newspaper investigations and articles – or were shared with the authors in the course of research undertaken for this book

  – in the form of on-the-record interviews, responses to questions as well as volunteered information. Webber Wentzel is gratefully acknowledged by the publisher and authors for its advisory

  role in this regard.




  On several occasions over the past year and a half members of the Pistorius and Steenkamp families have been contacted through various channels by Mandy Wiener and Barry

  Bateman to offer them the opportunity to be involved in this project. Both families have elected not to comment on the book or be interviewed. Most recently, Oscar and Carl Pistorius, through their

  lawyers, did not comment on right-of-reply questions sent to them.




  





  

    ‘We are told that a saint is a sinner who keeps on trying to be clean. One may be a villain for ¾ of his life and be canonised because he lived a holy life for

    the remaining ¼ of that life. In real life we deal, not with gods, but with ordinary humans like ourselves: men and women who are full of contradictions, who are stable and fickle, strong

    and weak, famous and infamous, people in whose bloodstream the muckworm battles daily with potent pesticides.’


  




  — NELSON MANDELA, Conversations with Myself, page 234




  

    ‘M’Lady, what happened behind that door, you will never know.’


  






  — WOLLIE WOLMARANS, defence expert witness
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  Valentine’s Day




  The battered meranti door stands ajar, a crude gap stretching from its midpoint towards its upper reaches. Three of the four panels in the top

  two-thirds of the door are missing, leaving a gaping hole in the structure. A key with an apple-green plastic tag dangles from the brass lock next to the handle. One long shard of wood lies inside

  the toilet cubicle, a half-moon bullet hole along the spine of the plank and a chip on the side. Several splinters litter the floor of the tiny space, which measures only an arm’s length in

  each direction.




  A large rectangular piece of meranti – the bulk of the missing panels – lies discarded on the bathroom floor, where it had been flung in a moment of desperation. It has come to rest

  next to a buckled silver plumbing access panel of the corner Jacuzzi bath, and squares of broken tile have fallen off the wall adjacent to the hinge of the door, testament to the force with which

  the door was bashed down.




  The deep reddish-brown grain of the wood is marred by bullet holes, bloodstains and garish cracks. What appears to be a tiny fragment of human bone has come to rest on the timber. Later, as they

  reassemble the broken pieces, investigators will tack strips of police marking tape near the holes as indicators of where the bullets cracked through the wood.




  Behind the door lies the real horror. A congealing Rorschach-like pattern of crimson has formed on the mottled beige marbled tiles. On the wall tiles, rivulets of blood have trickled down to the

  floor where more wood splinters and bits of black metal from the bullet jackets came to lie, the detritus of the devastating events that played out in this bathroom pre-dawn. On the back wall,

  three separate ricochet points mark where bullets struck the ceramic and shattered the tiles. An old-fashioned dark-wood magazine rack with a heavy, curved handle, packed with glossy titles, stands

  against the wall, one leg resting in the puddle.




  The square porcelain toilet is on the left of the space, the lid up against the cistern. The right half of the seat is smeared in a thin film of red, cascading into the bowl below in thick

  ribbons, separated by strips of white where it appears running water has washed it clean. The macabre sight of the dark red water in the bowl, where one would expect to see sanitised blue, jars.

  Floating on top of the water are globules of varying sizes, creating the appearance of oil in the water. So murky is the liquid in the bowl that a spent bullet projectile would not be visible to

  investigators and would be missed during an initial inspection of the site.




  The trail leads out past the toilet door, alongside the shower, across the tiles towards a crumpled charcoal bathmat and a pile of soaked pebble-grey towels and on to a worn cricket bat with its

  perished rubber grip partly torn from the handle.




  The trail has settled in various shapes – there are smears, drops, crowns and larger puddles where it seeps away into the grouting. There are flecks on the screen of a black iPhone 4 and

  its metallic cover, partially hidden under the bathmat, and droplets on the handle of the silver-and-black Taurus 9 mm firearm, which has been abandoned on the mat with its hammer cocked and the

  safety off. Droplets crowd around the cricket bat, itself marked by squiggled wisps along the blue-and-yellow ‘Lazer’ text and the chevron logo. The signatures of famous cricketers

  along the face of the bat have not been saved from the indignity of being tarnished, but investigators only discovered that when turning the bat over hours later.




  Nearby is a fragment of a hollow-point, strands of hair entangled in its jagged metal claws. There are three spent cartridges on the tiles in the bathroom: one near the bath, one near the

  cricket bat and a third at the entrance. A fourth lies in the passage near the cupboards, its copper casing marked by the black residue of spent gunpowder and its distinctive head stamp ‘WCC

  +P+’ identifying the bullet as Winchester-produced hollow-point ammunition.




  There are dark red spots on the two square white basins, where his and hers toothbrushes rest neatly alongside each other, and on a toilet roll parked in the cabinet of the dark-wood vanity.

  While the flecks on the basins could be missed at a glance, there is no ignoring the blatant smear on the tiled pillar alongside. The streaks mark where her soaked blonde hair swept past as he

  carried her out of the bathroom, her head resting on his left arm. He had to navigate his way over the towels, wood panels and splinters as he rushed through the doors and then down the passage

  lined with clothes cupboards into the bedroom. The trail bears testament to this journey that was her last.




  At the end of the passage, the trail makes a sharp turn through the bedroom after passing a tall four-tiered bookshelf, a washbasket and a pair of smart black suit shoes. On the left it avoids a

  chocolate-brown leather couch, her white flip-flops and her black-and-white Virgin Active kitbag, a black bra peeking out from the unzipped opening. There is no spatter on the side table that holds

  an extreme sports magazine, a silver damask lamp, a squeezed tube of Voltaren gel, and a white coffee mug holding the dregs of the previous night. But, inexplicably, there are a couple of stray

  drops on the wall above the bed and the ebony headboard.




  The spatter also does not make it as far as the right side of the bed alongside the sliding doors that lead out to the balcony, where an iPad, its cover and a grey T-shirt have been left on the

  floor next to a pair of men’s hair clippers. The contents of the drawer on this side of the bed include an array of sexual lubricants, pellets for a pellet gun, playing cards, Mickey Mouse

  plasters, a USB stick and a spare firearm magazine containing Ranger ammunition.




  His rushed exit from the bathroom, with her in his arms, left several marks on the contents of the bedroom. Experts suggested this was the result of so-called arterial spurt – sprays from

  the devastating wounds to her body as her heart continued to beat. One spurt, likely occurring as he rounded the bend from the bathroom passage towards the bedroom door, reached around a metre and

  a half along the carpet onto a grey duvet, which had a pair of inside-out jeans resting on a corner.




  An open leather-wrapped watchcase containing eight high-end timepieces was spattered and four streaks of red, resembling cracks in the glass, show where her hair flicked past, while speckles are

  visible on the watches themselves. The box rests on a dark chest of drawers, next to a silver amplifier with an iPhone cable dangling from it, two BlackBerry phones, a silver Tiffany & Co.

  bracelet, a packet of syringes in a plastic bag and a plastic container, along with several boxes. Spatter also landed on the tall aluminium-and-glass Oakley stand next to the drawers, housing in

  excess of 40 pairs of sunglasses in varying shades and shapes. Next to the cabinet rests a black air rifle and a small blue baseball bat, indicators perhaps of his heightened security

  awareness.




  The trail is more obvious again where carpet meets tile at the doorway and there has been no opportunity for it to soak away. The bedroom door itself is damaged – not only from speckles of

  blood but there is also a small hole in the top third of the door caused by a projectile, scuff marks near the spine and a section of the wood is cracked at the bottom near the latch.




  The horrifying path of arterial spurts – vertical lines on the walls and tiles – trace the route he followed out the double doors of the bedroom, across the upstairs lounge past the

  TV unit, the flat screen, surround-sound amp and headphones on the left and the tawny faux-suede couch and ottoman on the right. A red line stretches from the ottoman across to the L-shaped couch.

  It follows his route past an open linen cupboard stacked with towels and sheets that have been left dishevelled as a result of a scramble to find something, anything, to stop the haemorrhaging. A

  blue hand towel lies abandoned on the floor next to the cupboard.




  The trail follows his route across the landing towards the stairs, past two paintings of bushveld savanna in heavy wooden frames and a tall wooden sculpture on a metal stand. All along the cream

  eggshell-coloured walls are sprays in a serpentine pattern. The splotches are reminiscent of cuttlefish, with their bulbous heads and long twisted tentacles.




  Some of the spray reached over the silver balustrade down to the lounge below where drops landed on the beige leather bucket chairs and couch, raw-wood wine rack, animal-skin ottoman and pillow,

  and Nguni-hide rug. It is in this room that the trophies are paraded, witnesses to years of success and achievement. Their polished sheen has escaped blemish.




  There are maroon drops on every step leading down to the ground floor – on the mottled tiles, the walls and streaked on the balustrade as if a paintbrush has been flicked deliberately and

  violently. Finally, the trail stops at the bottom of the stairs where the body lies. The woman, once a paragon of beauty and grace, now lies broken and damaged, drained of life.




  She lies on her back, stretched out with her head closest to the main entrance of the house. Those who were amongst the first to arrive on the scene were met by this harrowing sight as they

  threw open the doors. Her legs are splayed, revealing the cursive ‘Lioness’ tattoo on her left ankle and the shimmering pink polish on her toes. The light-grey Nike basketball shorts

  are soaked red on her right side where a bullet struck her hip. Her head is cocked to the left, away from the staircase, and her left hand rests on her exposed navel, showing the wound on the

  webbing between her index and middle fingers. Her black vest has been pulled up to below her chest and a white ECG electrode pad peeks through on her right breast. The white stickers from the ECG

  pads have been discarded near the staircase where paramedics left them in their haste. Her right arm, destroyed by a wound to the elbow, is bent unnaturally at her side and a light towel has been

  draped over her bicep – a hasty tourniquet abandoned when it became clear that any attempt at stemming the flow was in vain. There is another towel at the wood skirting and several black

  plastic bin bags to the side. Her head, devastated by the wound high above her right ear, lies on a black-and-white patterned towel. Her right eye is bruised grey over the lid, reminiscent of the

  smoky eye shadow she was painted with for model shoots. Her manicured eyebrow has halted a trickle of blood from her forehead onto the bridge of her nose. The rim of her nostril is bright red and a

  thick line runs at a 90-degree angle across to her left cheekbone, as if it has been drawn across her face with a stick of lipstick gone awry. Her lips are pale.




  She lies where he left her. It is here, at the foot of the staircase, where others tried to help her, where the paramedics came, scrambled and then had to walk away. In the pre-dawn hours

  following her death, police officers arrived on the scene to investigate. They made their way through the house following the trail from her body up to the primary crime scene in the toilet cubicle

  where she was shot. A photographer recorded the images for posterity. The spatter, the bullet jackets, the cellphones, the cricket bat, the gun and the door would all later be scrutinised as

  investigators hunted for the truth.




  And then finally, only once the sun was already high in the sky over Silver Woods estate, would members of the pathology services arrive to remove her from where she had died, leaving a bloody

  chaos at the bottom of the stairs where the trail had gone cold.




   




  • • •




   




   




  The narrative that follows up to page 30 is based on the court testimony of witnesses and is in line with each individual’s interpretation and perception of events, not

  necessarily fact. Judge Masipa would decide how much weight she would give to each witness.




  Estelle van der Merwe glanced over at the clock. It was 1:56am and she was irritated. She had had barely five hours’ sleep and knew that her 11-year-old son was writing

  an exam in the morning and was probably also being kept up by the disturbance. Her husband Jacques lay asleep in the bed alongside her, apparently oblivious to the voice wafting over the warm night

  air across the Silver Woods estate.




  Estelle couldn’t hear what the fight was about or even what language the woman was speaking, but to her it sounded like an argument. The voice was loud and the breaks and pauses suggested

  she was speaking to someone else – who was it? Estelle couldn’t hear a second voice.




  She got out of bed to peer out of a window, looking towards the Farm Inn, a small nature reserve neighbouring the estate, but she couldn’t see anything and went back to bed. Out of

  desperation and annoyance, she folded a pillow and put it over her head, hoping it would shut out the persistent voice. She heard it go on and on for about an hour before she finally dozed off.




  An hour later, four ‘plof geluide’ (‘thuds’ or ‘bangs’) shook her awake again. Then there was silence.




  This time her husband had also been jolted awake and Estelle anxiously asked him what the noise had been.




  ‘Gunshots,’ he responded. Jacques got out of bed to look out of the windows, but could see nothing out of the ordinary. He climbed back under the covers next to her. But then the

  sounds of a commotion caught their attention once again. Jacques called the estate security to establish what was going on and moments later they both heard what sounded like someone crying in the

  distance.




  ‘Who’s crying?’ asked Estelle. She was in shock, felt paralysed and too scared to get up herself to see what was happening.




  ‘It’s Oscar,’ said Jacques, which confused her because it sounded like a woman who was sobbing.




  The couple didn’t know Oscar well, but Jacques had occasionally chatted to the athlete when they happened upon each other in the street. He was a friendly neighbour, always willing to

  offer a smile and a wave when leaving his house. When the men did talk, the topic was usually cars.




  Terrified, Estelle slowly climbed out of bed and joined her husband at the window. Together they watched as several cars began to arrive at 286 Bush Willow Crescent. Eventually an ambulance

  pulled up and they saw it drive off again minutes later, lacking the urgency with which it had arrived.




   




  • • •




  Michelle Burger shot up in bed just after 3am, jolted awake by what she believed to be the blood-curdling screams of a woman in distress. Her husband Charl Johnson heard them

  too and lifted his head from his pillow to make sure what he had heard was real and not a dream. Charl leapt out of the bed and ran onto the balcony to focus his ear on what had pierced the

  early-morning silence. The couple had left the windows wide open – it was a warm evening and the lack of air conditioning made the bedroom stiflingly uncomfortable.




  They had lived on the Silver Stream estate, adjacent to Silver Woods, for about two years and their house was 177 metres from Oscar’s home. Standing on the balcony, Charl heard what he

  thought to be a terrified woman calling into the night, clearly distressed and in trouble. ‘Help ... Help,’ he heard. Then what sounded like the voice of a man, also calling for help

  three times. Was this an armed robbery gone wrong? Both Charl and Michelle wondered.




  ‘Charl! It’s no use standing there, call security!’ shouted Michelle to her husband out on the balcony. As he rushed back inside, Michelle reached for her cellphone on the

  bedside table. Frantically she scrolled through her phone’s contact book and dialled the number saved under ‘Security’. It was 3:16am when she passed the handset to Charl.




  They hoped the estate’s security officers could call their colleagues at the neighbouring complex to alert them to what seemed to be a terrible attack in progress.




  When the call was answered, Charl rapidly explained that there were people being attacked, but he was met with confusion on the other end of the line. The guard who had answered handed over to a

  colleague and Charl repeated the story. When the second guard still didn’t respond, the penny dropped. Charl realised that the number Michelle had dialled was for security at the Strubenkop

  estate, several kilometres away, where they had previously lived. Realising the error, Charl ended the call, which had lasted 58 seconds, and ran back out on to the balcony.




  All that separated their house from the source of the noise was a few spindly poplar trees and an open field, and from the bed, Michelle could hear the screams becoming increasingly intense. She

  could only think about how scared the woman sounded. Charl sensed the fear in the voice escalate and to him it was clear that the woman was in imminent danger.




  And then, just as the screaming reached a climax, it was brought to an end by four cracks.




  First one shot, a slight pause, and then three more.




  Bang. Bang, bang, bang.




  The couple heard the woman scream again and then the final scream fading out after the last crack. Alarmed and shocked by what he had heard, Charl stepped back through the balcony door into the

  bedroom.




  ‘I hope that woman didn’t see her husband being shot in front of her,’ said Michelle to her husband.




  They did not hear the voices again that night but the memory of the shrill scream stayed with them, haunting them.




   




  • • •




  Annette Stipp was feeling slightly fluish and was battling a troublesome cough that woke her up just after 3am on Valentine’s Day. The occupational therapist, her

  radiologist husband Johan and their three children live in the Silver Woods estate, with a clear line of sight of the home of Oscar Pistorius. The kids had gone to bed at around 8:30pm the previous

  night and the couple settled in to watch a few episodes of a TV series before going to bed at 10:30pm.




  Nearly four and a half hours later, Annette’s cough woke her. She looked at the digital clock radio on her husband’s bedside table. It was 3:02am but she knew that the clock was set

  three or four minutes fast.




  Annette lay in bed contemplating what to do about her cough, wondering if she should bother getting up to have a drink of water or just ignore it. Finally, she resolved to get up to fetch a

  drink. She didn’t want her husband to be disturbed by her coughing.




  As she was climbing out of bed, she was startled by what sounded to her like three gunshots.




  ‘What was that?’ Annette asked her husband.




  ‘I think it’s gunshots,’ he responded as he jumped out of bed and rushed out onto their balcony.




  Annette looked across to the row of houses directly opposite their own. She could see the lights on in two of the homes. She sat on the edge of her side of the bed and focused her eyes on Oscar

  Pistorius’s house and noticed the light was on in his bathroom.




  Moments later, they heard the screaming. Three, four times, they heard what to them sounded like a woman screaming, loud and fearful. The type of screaming that made the doctor think the woman

  must be scared out of her mind. Johan knew that there was a serious problem and looked around, trying to establish where the noise was coming from. From the balcony he was standing on, he could

  clearly see the houses in the row opposite his own, separated by an open stand.




  He focused his eyes on Oscar’s house and he could clearly see the window of the athlete’s bathroom, where the lights were on.




  Together the couple stood on the small bedroom balcony, trying to ascertain the source of the screaming. They then moved onto a bigger balcony, which they hoped would give them a better view.

  The screaming continued and Annette couldn’t help but think there was a family murder playing out in one of the neighbouring homes.




  Johan knew he had to alert someone quickly and hurried back into the bedroom, grabbed his phone and called the estate’s security number. There was no answer.




  He punched in 10111, the police’s emergency number, and hit the call button but he had no luck with that either. There was an unusual dialling tone, as if the number was out of order.

  Annette went inside and tried to raise the alarm using her own phone.




  Meanwhile, Johan Stipp was still trying to get through to the police and get dressed at the same time. He was worried that children might be in danger and he wanted to go out to help. As he

  battled to think what number to dial next, he heard three loud bangs ring out.




  The doctor didn’t know if the same shooter had opened fire again or if someone else had begun shooting. ‘Get away from the windows!’ he shouted at Annette, trying to keep her

  out of harm’s way.




  The Stipps’ domestic worker Osterella Ntombenkosi Mkhwanazi also heard the ‘gunshots’. She was in her room on the ground floor, at the back of the house. Osterella was woken up

  by what she first thought was a baby crying next door. She listened carefully and realised it sounded as if it was a woman crying. She was still trying to work out where the noise was coming from

  when she heard ‘boom, boom, boom’.




  Johan Stipp’s phone finally connected to security and he told the guard on the other end to please come quickly; there was an emergency. As he put the phone down he heard a man scream for

  help three times.




   




  • • •




  Mike Nhlengethwa slept right through the bang that woke his wife Rontle. She nudged him awake, asking him if he had heard the noise. The electrical engineer, his wife and

  their daughter live to the left of Oscar’s house in Bush Willow Crescent in the Silver Woods estate. Both homes are of a similar design and the same putty-grey colour. The balcony off their

  main bedroom is just 18 metres from Oscar’s balcony and a mere 11 metres from his bathroom window.




  Mike momentarily lay still, waiting to see if he could hear another bang, but all was quiet. His immediate concern was that the noise was emanating from inside his house and he worried about his

  daughter who was sleeping in her room, across the passage from theirs.




  Unable to hear any further noises, Mike got out of bed and went straight to his daughter’s room. The family has a habit of locking all the bedroom doors when they are asleep and he was

  relieved to find her door still securely locked. Mike thoroughly checked the rest of the house on the upper and ground floors, ensuring that the doors and windows were all still secure. Satisfied

  that all was as it should be, he returned to his wife in the master bedroom.




  While her husband had been out checking the house, Rontle had heard someone shouting for help three times. She had heard the voice loudly and was certain it was a man. Just then Mike walked back

  in to the room and peeked through the blinds.




  ‘No, there’s nothing in the house. So it means it is outside,’ he told her. As he widened the blinds to get a better look, he heard the piercing cry of a man – the voice

  of someone who sounded as if he was in shock. The Nhlengethwas both thought the person must have been badly hurt and needed urgent help. They could tell the cry was different to that of a man who

  was merely sad – this person was in danger. The high-pitched wailing stopped for a short while and then continued again. ‘Hey, I wonder, maybe it was a security guard that was

  patrolling. Maybe something happened to him?’ Mike asked his wife.




  All he had heard was, ‘No, please. Please, no.’




  Mike continued to peer through the blinds but he was cautious not to switch on the lights in his house. He didn’t want to give his position away and was alert to whatever danger might be

  lurking right outside his window.




  A similar scene was unfolding in the Motshuanes’ house, which neighbours Oscar’s on the right. Rika Motshuane had been woken by what seemed to her to be the sounds of a man crying in

  pain. She roused her husband Kenneth, urgently asking him if he had heard what she had.




  ‘Yes, I heard, but I thought I was dreaming,’ he responded.




  ‘The crying is real,’ she told him, beginning to panic.




  Like the Nhlengethwas, Rika thought it might be a security guard who had been injured. Dogs were barking and the crying was very loud and very close – so close, in fact, that she thought

  it could even be inside her own house.




  The couple couldn’t work out where the noise was coming from. Stricken by panic, they lay frozen in their bed and didn’t dare reach for the lights.




  Back at the Nhlengethwas’ place, Rontle remained seated on the edge of her bed, frightened into silence. But when Mike decided he was going outside to investigate, she found her

  resolve.




  ‘There’s no way I’ll allow you to go out,’ she told him.




  But together they reached a compromise and agreed that Mike should phone security, and at 3:16:13 he dialled the number from his cellphone. The first attempt didn’t connect so he tried a

  second time at 3:16:36. The call lasted 44 seconds.




  ‘It’s Michael from number 287. Can you quickly come up and check what is going on here? There is a person desperately crying and I’m sure he needs help,’ Mike told the

  security guard on the other end. He also asked security to check the houses of his surrounding neighbours. The guard confirmed they would investigate.




  As Mike ended the call, he continued to peer through the window. He could still hear the crying and in the distance a car driving up the street. He assumed it must be the estate security already

  responding to his call.




   




  • • •




  Pieter Jacob Baba reported for duty at 6pm on 13 February. He had been working at the Silver Woods estate for nearly two years and had assumed a position of seniority there.

  Baba was the shift leader and one of five security guards working the night shift. He was responsible for a supervisor who patrolled the estate in a dedicated vehicle, a guard who patrolled on a

  bike, another who worked the gate and a fourth person who was responsible for general duties.




  Not long after Baba clocked in for work, a beautiful blonde pulled up to the boom in her Mini Cooper. Baba knew her as Oscar Pistorius’s girlfriend and they shared a brief joke and a smile

  before she drove through into the estate. A few minutes later, the Olympic athlete drove up in his white BMW, chatting on his cellphone at the time.




  At 8pm, as per normal, Baba and his colleagues closed one of the access gates to the estate and then an hour later, at 9pm, they shut all the gates. They needed to ensure the safety of the

  complex and this was the optimal way of doing so. As part of this function, the guards on duty also had to comply with a ‘guard track’ that saw them check in at various points around

  the estate a certain number of times per hour.




  That particular night, a guard by the name of Nyiko Maluleke was responsible for doing this clock-in patrol. Having completed a circuit of the estate, Maluleke came to fill Baba in on the

  situation in the estate that evening. He told his supervisor that the Van der Merwes’ gate was open, the Stipps’ balcony sliding door hadn’t been closed and a small gate leading

  to another resident’s home was ajar. It was a hot night, which explained why the Stipps had left their balcony door open, but Baba thought it best to send the other residents text messages

  from his official phone, telling them about their open gates.




  In the early hours of the morning Baba decided to patrol with Maluleke. At around 2:20am they drove down Bush Willow Crescent and checked in at Guard Track Point Two, located right outside Oscar

  Pistorius’s neighbour’s house. Everything was as it should have been that night; at this point there was nothing unusual to be seen or heard, and Baba and Maluleke returned to the

  gatehouse just before 3am.




  Minutes later, Phillemon Ndimande, the guard on bike duty, entered the gate to report that he had heard gunshots. It wasn’t long before the official phone line began to ring with residents

  reporting having heard gunshots in the estate.




  Phone records showed that the first call came at 3:15:51 from Dr Johan Stipp, who said he had heard gunshots and told Baba to come and see what was going on. The second was from Mike

  Nhlengethwa, Oscar’s direct neighbour at 3:16. His first call did not go through, but his second attempt connected. He called to say that he had heard bangs. None of the residents could say

  which house was the source of the action.




  Baba immediately sprang into action and sent Ndimande back out on his bike to try to gauge where the gunshots were coming from. He also phoned Jacob Makgoba, who was patrolling in the official

  security vehicle, ordered him back to base and told him he wanted to drive around the estate with him to try to find the source of the shots.




  They drove straight to the Stipps’ house, where they found the doctor standing on the small balcony outside his bedroom, waving them down and pointing across at Oscar’s house.




   




  • • •




  Through his bedroom window, Mike Nhlengethwa had a clear view of the open plot at the back of his house. Across the field, he saw a white security vehicle pulling up to a

  house he would later find out belonged to the Stipps. Mike watched as the security guards stepped out of the car and he could see them talking to the owner of the house.




  Standing on the balcony, Johan Stipp explained to Baba that he believed the shots and screams were coming from Oscar’s house and they should investigate. As the guards drove off, Stipp

  moved on to the bigger balcony and watched as they made their way towards the row of houses opposite. Stipp looked towards Oscar’s house where the lights were on in the bathroom and noticed a

  figure moving in the bathroom, from right to left. He had the distinct impression that it was a man.




  Meanwhile, as Baba drove away from the Stipps’ house, the guard’s phone rang. It was Oscar. Phone records show that the athlete phoned security at 3:21:33 and that Baba called him

  back at 3:22:05. But despite this, Baba maintained that he made the first call to Oscar. He also recalled the runner saying to him, ‘Security, everything is fine.’ The athlete’s

  version is different, saying he told the guard, ‘I am fine.’




  During the call Baba realised that Oscar was crying. He turned to his colleague Makgoba and told him that everything was not in order but before he could say anything further, the phone line

  went dead. Moments later the guards pulled into the driveway of the athlete’s house.




  Johan Stipp still felt compelled to act despite security already being en route to the scene. He was concerned that there might be children involved in the incident and, having kids of his own,

  he was worried it could be a family tragedy. He quickly dressed, climbed into his SUV, drove first to the guardhouse at the entrance to the estate, to check if it was safe, and then proceeded to

  Oscar’s home.




  Mike Nhlengethwa had watched the exchange between the Stipps and Baba. Initially he remarked to his wife that the crying must be coming from the Stipps’ house. But then he saw the security

  vehicle speed away. It made a left turn and did a loop, passing his own house. Moments later, a white SUV also pulled out from the Stipps’ house and made a right turn, doing a loop in the

  opposite direction.




  Mike realised that the disturbance must be closer to his own home and moved to another room in the house to see if he could get a better look. His study looks onto Bush Willow Crescent and,

  peeking through the horizontal wooden blinds in that room, he saw the security vehicle pull up in front of Oscar’s house.




  He knew his neighbour relatively well. They often greeted each other on the street and just days before Oscar had introduced Reeva Steenkamp to Mike as his fiancée.




  Mike knew he wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep and now that security had arrived, it seemed safe to go outside. Like Johan Stipp, he felt the need to go to see what was happening. He

  threw on some clothes, switched on the lights and went downstairs.




  Rika Motshuane heard a car pass by her home and turn into the street outside Oscar’s house. Overcoming her fear, she got out of bed and looked through a window that faced in that

  direction. From the window she saw a Mini Cooper coming to a stop in Oscar’s driveway.




  Rika climbed back into bed but struggled to sleep. She was still shaken and wondered what had happened. Then she heard another car. Again, she looked out the window and saw that a security

  vehicle had also arrived at the house.




  Rika urged Kenneth to phone security to find out what was going on. The guard told him they were taking care of the situation but offered no further details about what was unfolding at their

  neighbour’s house. But the Motshuanes knew the situation was grave. The screams had been terrifying.




   




  • • •




  It was 3:19:03 when Johan Stander’s cellphone rang. He looked at the handset and saw that the caller was Oscar Pistorius. At that hour of the morning, he knew it must be

  urgent.




  ‘Oom Johan, please, please, please come to my house. Please. I shot Reeva. I thought she was an intruder. Please, please, come quick,’ was how Stander would later recall the

  conversation.




  The voice on the other end of the line was desperate.




  Stander and Oscar first met in May 2009 when the Standers moved into the Silver Woods estate. The athlete arrived at their home in Summerbrook Close, several blocks from his own house, and

  offered to help them move their furniture in. Over the years they became increasingly friendly – Oscar and Stander’s daughter Carice Viljoen became friends, occasionally meeting for

  coffee, and Stander looked after Oscar’s dogs when the athlete travelled overseas to train and compete.




  Stander’s wife woke up as he scrambled out of bed and headed for the bedroom door. As he opened it, Carice came out of her bedroom.




  ‘I heard someone screaming for help. Someone’s in trouble,’ she said to her father.




  ‘It must have been Oscar,’ Carice’s mother explained. ‘He called your dad and said he shot Reeva.’




  It was the screams for help and not the phone call to her father that woke Carice. The petite blonde, a legal adviser by profession, had gone to bed at around 8 or 9pm the previous evening, as

  per usual. It was a hot summer night and she left the sliding door to her balcony open and the room’s blinds pulled all the way up. In the early hours of the morning, she was startled by her

  dogs barking in her room where they usually sleep. Annoyed and tired, she lay in bed thinking about how she would have to get up and close the sliding door so that her dogs didn’t rush out

  onto the balcony and wake the neighbours. But she could hear other dogs in the neighbourhood barking too.




  Just as she was about to roll out of bed, Carice heard a person shouting, ‘Help! Help! Help!’ It was a man’s voice, she was sure.




  Carice froze. Her first thought was that she had to close the sliding door because someone could climb up to her balcony and she could be in danger. The neighbours’ dogs began to bark even

  more and Carice slipped out of bed and went to stand at the sliding door. She dropped the blinds, leaving them tilted very slightly and left the door open a crack. She kept her ear at the opening

  to hear where the sound came from – she couldn’t tell, but she knew someone needed help.




  Her heart pounding, Carice shut the door and latched it. She closed the blinds and climbed back into bed. The dogs remained restless, and she was afraid. She contemplated what to do next. Her

  heart was beating furiously and she knew she wouldn’t be able to settle back to sleep. Her dogs were at the foot of her bed and continued to bark madly so she reached for them and brought

  them close to her in the hope of calming them down. She pulled the covers back over herself.




  As she lay in bed, she suddenly picked up movement in her parents’ bedroom, which she could see into from her own room. She saw the lights going on and that her mother and father were both

  awake.




  Again, Carice quickly got out of bed and ran to find out what was going on and to tell her parents she had heard someone screaming for help. In the passage, Johan and his daughter decided they

  needed to get to Oscar’s house as quickly as possible and that she would drive them.




  Carice raced downstairs, pulled her silver Mini Cooper out of the garage and waited for her father in the street. When he finally appeared, she was so anxious she struggled to push in the clutch

  to change gears.




  She chose the quickest route, driving fast around the corners to Oscar’s house nearly 600 metres away. The trip was so short that Carice later estimated that only three minutes passed

  between Oscar’s phone call to her father and the time they arrived at his house.




  As Carice pulled up outside the house, she brought the Mini to an abrupt halt in the street and she and her father rushed up the driveway. There were already men standing on the pavement and she

  asked them what was going on, but they were confused and didn’t know.




  Frank Chiziweni, the man who works at Oscar’s house, was there. So too were the three security guards, Baba, Makgoba and Ndimande. Baba could see on the neighbours’ faces they were

  worried that something serious had taken place.




  Through the two vertical glass panes alongside the large double wooden front doors, Carice could see the lights on in the house. She could also see that one of the doors had been left slightly

  open. As she rushed up the narrow tiled pathway, between rectangular ponds on either side, she glimpsed a man making his way down the staircase inside, a woman in his arms, her head and limbs

  dangling lifelessly.




  Her father and the three security guards trailing behind her saw him too. Carice put her hand on the wooden door and, without much effort, it swung open, revealing something of the nightmare

  that had unfolded inside.




   




  • • •




  From the second Carice walked into the house, she could see that Oscar was distraught. He was walking fast down the second flight of stairs from the landing; Reeva was in his

  arms, her bloodied head resting on his left forearm.




  Johan Stander noticed the immediate relief on the runner’s face as they stepped through the door, perhaps because help had arrived. Stander could tell that Reeva had suffered a terrible

  head wound.




  Baba, the security guard, was in shock. He was so flabbergasted he couldn’t quite grasp what he was seeing and only regained ‘consciousness’, as he put it, when he heard Carice

  shout ‘Oscar!’ According to Baba, the athlete had told him on the phone that everything was fine and yet what he saw now was in direct contrast to what he recalled the man saying to

  him. He chose to remain outside the front door rather than rush in to help.




  ‘Carice, please, Carice, please, can we just put her in the car and get her to the hospital?’ Oscar begged.




  ‘No, can you please just put her down so we can see what’s wrong?’ she responded.




  Oscar placed Reeva at the foot of the stairs. All Carice could see was blood. Oscar was, however, desperate for them to put Reeva in a car and rush her to hospital.




  ‘He was a young man, walking down the stairs with a lady, with a young woman in his arms and the scene you see, the expression on his face ... the expression of sorrow, the expression of

  pain. He is crying. He is praying. He is asking God to help him. He was torn apart. Broken, desperate, pleading. It is difficult really to describe and his commitment to save the young lady’s

  life. How he begged her to stay with him. How he begged God to keep her alive,’ Stander later recalled about the events. ‘I saw the truth there that morning. I saw it and I feel

  it.’




  Oscar put his fingers in Reeva’s mouth to try to keep her airway open so that she could breathe. He was kneeling on one side of Reeva with Carice on the other. He continued to plead with

  Carice to rush Reeva to the hospital. Stander stepped outside to phone for help and call for an ambulance.




  On the pavement outside, Stander instructed Baba to call the police and paramedics. He also issued instructions to Makgoba and Ndimande. Makgoba was to wait at the gate to escort the police and

  ambulance to the scene while Ndimande was responsible for keeping the area outside the house clear. Then Stander got on his own phone and tried to call for help.




  Inside the house, the scene was frantic.




  ‘Oscar, we’re phoning the ambulance. Just wait. Let’s see what we can do,’ Carice responded to Oscar’s persistent requests to get Reeva to a hospital. She knew they

  had to stem the bleeding and that she needed towels to do this.




  Carice ran upstairs to the landing and, in the dark, grabbed a bundle of towels from the linen cupboard, dropping one on the floor in her haste.




  She could hear Oscar praying, pleading with God to save Reeva’s life and also pleading with Reeva. ‘Stay with me, my love ... Stay with me,’ he begged.




  Carice scrunched up the towels and pushed them down on the wounds to try to stop the bleeding. She then tried to make a crude tourniquet with one of the towels to stem the flow on Reeva’s

  right arm. She knew she had to tie it as tight as possible and asked Oscar to help her by holding one side while she pulled the other.




  Then she lifted the elastic of Reeva’s white shorts and, like a sea, a rush of blood was released. Oscar put pressure down on the towel, trying to dam the flow.




  In the frenzy of trying to stop the bleeding, Carice glanced up at her friend and asked, ‘Oscar, what happened?’




  He looked back at her and said, ‘I thought she was an intruder.’ She chose not to ask him any more questions.




  The towels, however, weren’t stemming the flow so Carice asked Oscar for bags and tape in order to tie the fabric even tighter. At this point he still had his fingers in Reeva’s

  mouth, trying to help her breathe, so when he stood up to fetch bags and tape, he asked Carice to take over.




  By the time he returned with bags and tape, Oscar was still desperate for the paramedics to arrive and kept asking, ‘Where is the ambulance? Where are they?’ So Carice decided to go

  outside to her father to find out how far away help was, although she must have known that in reality it was already too late for help.




   




  • • •




  As Johan Stipp navigated his Prado around the corner into Bush Willow Crescent, he took in the scene on the pavement outside the modern grey double-storey home. He had no idea

  who the house belonged to but had gathered that this must be where the screams and shots he and his wife had heard earlier had originated. It was also in this house that he believed he saw a man

  walking behind a lit bathroom window, from right to left.




  There was a car parked in the street outside the house and he pulled up behind it. A man was leaning against a white BMW in the driveway. The man motioned him nearer and directed him towards the

  door. A woman was standing in the doorway.




  ‘I’m a doctor. Can I maybe be of assistance? Can I help?’ Dr Stipp said to Johan and Carice.




  Stander instantly suggested Stipp go in to see if he could help. As Stipp made his way inside, he stopped and turned back to Stander. He thought it important to clarify his status, just in

  case.




  ‘I’m actually a radiologist,’ said Stipp, before walking through the door.




  Back inside the house Carice explained to Oscar, ‘There’s a gentleman, he’s a doctor.’ They were both relieved that someone with medical expertise had arrived.




  Stipp saw a woman lying on her back at the bottom of the staircase. He also noticed a man he didn’t recognise to her left, kneeling over her on the side closest to the kitchen. He had his

  left hand on her groin and the second and third fingers of his right hand inside her mouth. Stipp bent down next to the woman.




  ‘I shot her. I thought she was a burglar and I shot her,’ was the first thing Oscar said to him as he knelt down.




  Stipp’s medical training kicked in. He tried to open the woman’s airway and look for signs of life. She had no pulse in her neck. He checked her wrist but there was no peripheral

  pulse either. He was positioned on the side of her badly damaged, broken right arm. The woman showed no signs of breathing and she seemed to be clenching down on Oscar’s fingers as he was

  trying to open her airway.




  Stipp thought to try what is known in medical circles as a ‘jaw lift manoeuvre’ in order to open her airway but he struggled because her jaw was still clenching down on Oscar’s

  fingers.




  He could find no signs of life at all. Stipp opened the woman’s right eyelid and could immediately see that the pupil was fixed and dilated and that the cornea was milky. This was the

  telltale sign for him. It was already drying out so it was obvious that the woman was mortally wounded.




  During Stipp’s attempts to revive Reeva, Oscar was still praying and crying. He prayed to God please to let her live. She could not die. He vowed to dedicate his life and her life to God

  if she would only live and not die that night.




  Now that the urgency had dissipated, Stipp took time to look over the woman’s body and assess her injuries. He noticed the wound on her right thigh and hip and another on her right upper

  arm. As he searched further, he noticed the blood in her hair and what appeared to be brain tissue around the right area of her skull. It was obvious to him that there was nothing left for him to

  do for her.




  Mike Nhlengethwa had dressed and walked over to see what the commotion was about at his neighbour’s home, leaving his wife Rontle in bed. In the street he identified the security vehicle

  he had watched driving away from the Stipps’ house and he could hear crying coming from inside Oscar’s home.




  He recognised Johan Stander standing in the driveway, greeted him and asked, ‘Johan, is Oscar okay?’




  ‘Hey, Oscar’s okay, but I think it is better you go and check yourself inside,’ was the best response Stander could muster.




  Mike walked towards the front door. Inside he could see Oscar kneeling next to a woman who was covered in blood. Oscar was crying and there was another man with him. Oscar was pleading with the

  man to help him, repeating, ‘Please, please help.’




  Mike couldn’t handle the scene playing out before him and retreated to the door where Stander was still trying to get hold of emergency services.




  Stipp stood up and walked outside, leaving Oscar kneeling on the floor next to his girlfriend’s body. ‘Ja, it’s very bad,’ said Stipp to Carice. He then reached for his

  own phone and called the trauma unit at Wilgers Hospital. They instructed him to phone private ambulance service Netcare and he gave the number to Stander.




  At 3:27:06 Stander dialled 082 911. Stipp took the phone and spoke to the dispatcher, describing the injuries. At one point, Carice took the phone and attempted to give the dispatcher directions

  to the scene.




  In the meantime the security guard, Baba, had made several calls of his own. He had alerted the police at the Boschkop police station and had contacted the control room of his security company.

  He had also tried to get hold of an ambulance.




  It took less than 20 minutes for the emergency services to arrive at Silver Woods estate. Oscar and Carice stayed at Reeva’s side during the agonising wait, while Stipp periodically went

  inside to check on her status. Her condition did not change.




  Stander, who had not heard any of the shots or the screams and had simply responded to Oscar’s distressed early-morning call, asked Stipp what had happened. Had he heard anything? Stipp

  explained he had heard four shots, silence, screams and then another four shots. And while he had initially been baffled as to what had led to the screams and the shots, he now had a better

  understanding, having witnessed the scene first-hand. He also knew there was nothing more he could do to help the woman lying inside the house.




  When the Netcare ambulance finally pulled up, Carice dashed outside to the pavement, shouting, ‘Just come quick, just come quick!’ The emergency workers offloaded a stretcher but

  they struggled to get it through the doors to the house.




  Once inside, the paramedics rushed to assess the patient. They lifted her black vest and placed white ECG electrode pads on her chest to check for any signs of life.




  Oscar was in a state. He kept asking the paramedics to do whatever they could to save Reeva’s life. ‘Let’s just step aside so that they can work on her,’ Carice said to

  Oscar and the two retreated to the kitchen nearby. Emergency officials followed them into the kitchen to make sure Oscar was all right and to check whether they could phone anyone for him.




  At the foot of the staircase, the frenzy had calmed. It had soon become apparent to the paramedics, as it had been to Dr Stipp, that there was nothing more they could do.




  The paramedics asked for Reeva’s ID and Carice explained to Oscar they needed Reeva’s handbag so they could get her driver’s licence or ID book. Oscar said it was upstairs and

  went off to fetch it while Carice remained downstairs with the medics.




  From the doorway, Stipp realised what was playing out and turned to Stander. ‘Do you know where the gun is?’ he asked. It was obvious to him that Oscar was overwrought and he was

  concerned that the athlete might hurt himself. Stander had no idea where the firearm was. He went inside and asked his daughter, ‘Where’s Oscar going?’




  Carice noticed that Oscar had disappeared and then she too clicked. She remembered him telling the paramedics that the gun was upstairs in the bathroom. She too thought he might shoot himself.

  Carice looked at her father, leapt up and raced up the stairs, calling Oscar’s name. She stood at the top of the stairs, which was still in darkness, shouting, ‘Oscar, please just bring

  the bag quickly!’




  She could hear him walking across the tiled lounge and then his footsteps fell silent as he stepped onto the carpet in the bedroom.




  ‘Oscar, please just bring the bag,’ she panicked, fearing the worst.




  Moments later, he came back out, handed her the bag and walked down the stairs.




  Reeva Steenkamp was declared dead at 3:50am.




   




  • • •




  ‘Please, Oscar, just let me know who I can phone for you. Somebody needs to come,’ Carice urged her neighbour and friend. She could see he was fumbling with his

  phone. They were standing in the kitchen area and his attempts to make phone calls were punctuated by bouts of vomiting.




  Finally, however, Oscar managed to dial his friend Justin Divaris, but seemed to be making no sense. Carice took the handset from him and explained to Justin what had happened. The same thing

  happened with his call to Peet van Zyl, his agent. Oscar then called his brother, Carl.




  Mike Nhlengethwa waited for the paramedics to leave before departing himself. He watched as the paramedics carried the stretcher back out and loaded it into the ambulance, empty. It was then

  that he knew the woman was ‘no more’.




  When he got back home, all he could tell his wife was that he didn’t know what had happened, but somebody had died.




  Johan Stipp hung around for a while, exchanged numbers with Stander and then drove home. He walked back into his bedroom at around 4:20am. Stipp told Annette that a man had killed his

  girlfriend. She asked him what the man looked like. He explained that he was very muscular and had tattoos on his back but he hadn’t paid much attention because his primary concern was the

  woman. It was only later that day that Stipp worked out who the shooter was and the scale of what he had witnessed.




   




  • • •




  As he pulled up to the Boschkop police station at around 3:30am on Valentine’s Day, Lieutenant-Colonel Schoombie van Rensburg was reflecting on what a busy night it had

  been for his officers.




  He had spent the past few hours at the Mooikloof Ridge estate on Garsfontein Road in Pretoria East, around 15 kilometres from the Silver Woods estate and one of many similar upmarket security

  enclaves in the city, protecting the wealthy from the threat of industrious criminals. The Boschkop police station covers a large swathe east of the capital, much of which comprises such security

  estates.




  The colonel had been on duty in Mooikloof with his team, investigating an armed robbery that had been reported. He had left the scene and driven back to the station to collect the medical

  registers because one of the suspects arrested in Mooikloof had been transported to hospital. Van Rensburg wanted to make an entry in the register and also check on the night shift at his

  station.




  Perhaps it was fortuitous, perhaps rotten luck. But as the colonel walked into the Boschkop police station in the dead of the night, the telephone rang. It was a report of a shooting at the

  Silver Woods estate.




  Van Rensburg had a problem, one that is all too characteristic of police stations in South Africa. He didn’t have a car to send to the scene to follow up. One of his vehicles had

  transported the suspect arrested at Mooikloof to hospital while the other was still on the scene with other members of his team. Because his was the nearest motor vehicle to the scene, the

  responsibility fell on him to respond.




  The station commander turned to a low-ranking constable in the charge office and asked her to accompany him. Constable Christelle Prinsloo told her commander she knew the location of the address

  they had been given and the two jumped into Van Rensburg’s car and raced out to Silver Woods. They pulled up to the address at 3:55am – five minutes after Reeva Steenkamp had been

  declared dead.




  The first observation the colonel made was that there was an ambulance parked outside with its rear doors open. He also noted a dark-coloured Mini Cooper and a white BMW as well as the security

  checkpoint the estate guards had set up, controlling access to the house.




  Van Rensburg made his way through the checkpoint and into the house where, at the bottom of the flight of stairs, he saw a body covered in towels. As the police officers entered the foyer, a

  female paramedic approached them to inform them that the woman was dead on arrival. Together they removed the towels and the black bags that had been tied to the woman in haste, desperation and in

  vain. The paramedic pointed out the wounds to the head, the right side of the victim’s hip and to her right arm, above the elbow, as well as to the left hand.




  Once he had finished inspecting the corpse, Van Rensburg’s next task was to establish the course of events that had led to the shooting. For this he needed to speak to the shooter and

  examine the scene.




  He made his way further into the house, towards the kitchen, where Oscar was standing with Carice. A veteran police officer, Van Rensburg would have observed the pops of colour and evidence

  surrounding him as he took stock of the situation: the rectangular gift wrapped in striped red, silver and white paper; the pink heart-shaped sweets in clear cellophane resting atop the present;

  the white envelope addressed to ‘Ozzy’, underlined by a swirly line and two hearts; the dark-wood and chocolate-brown leather photo frames; an image of a man on a superbike; all would

  have stood out. So too would the orange and metallic-grey miniature Lamborghinis on the granite kitchen counter and a 9 mm Luger bullet, standing upright like a soldier on the roof of one of the

  toy cars.




  Van Rensburg found Oscar emotional, in tears and vomiting. Because he was in civilian clothing and even though his colleague Constable Prinsloo was in full uniform, the policeman introduced

  himself by his official rank, Lieutenant-Colonel Schoombie van Rensburg from the Boschkop police station. He felt it was important that the man knew he was a police officer. Van Rensburg asked

  Oscar what had happened but the athlete was simply too emotional to talk, and there was no answer.




  Carice was standing with Oscar, talking to him and consoling him. Van Rensburg questioned her about the plastic bags around the body because he was concerned why they had been placed there.

  Carice explained to him that Oscar had called her father asking for help and that when they arrived, they found him carrying Reeva down the stairs.




  As Carice spoke, Oscar paced up and down around the centre island. Van Rensburg thought it best to ask him to stand on the furthest side of the kitchen, near the basin, as far away from the body

  as possible.




  Realising the status of the accused, the high profile of the crime and the circumstances surrounding the shooting, Van Rensburg knew he would need to get the very best investigators on the

  scene, quickly. He immediately got on the phone and began making calls.




  He gave orders and issued instructions for medical officers, fingerprint and forensic experts and photographers to get to the scene. Many of his staff had spent a large chunk of the night

  working the earlier case in Mooikloof so he had to be mindful of that. Fortunately, one of his best detectives, Captain Hilton Botha, had not been called out earlier so he was at home and

  available. Botha was one of the most experienced and knowledgeable detectives stationed at Boschkop. While Prinsloo made many of the calls issuing Van Rensburg’s instructions, the commander

  thought it best to make personal contact with Captain Botha.




   




  • • •




  ‘Oscar’s shot his girlfriend,’ Hilton Botha turned and said to his wife Audrey after ending the call on his cellphone. His phone had rung just after 4am

  – it was his commander instructing him to go to the scene in Silver Woods to handle the case. With 24 years’ experience in investigating murders, Botha was the man for the job.




  Both Botha and his wife knew exactly who ‘Oscar’ was. It wasn’t only because the captain had investigated a previous case of alleged assault involving the athlete – Oscar

  had achieved such fame, such prominence, that a surname wasn’t required for him to be identified in South Africa.




  It took only 15 minutes for Botha to reach Oscar’s house and report to Van Rensburg. His first observation, with his detective’s eye, was the amount of blood in the house and the

  body, covered in towels, lying at the foot of the staircase. He was quickly brought up to speed. He was told how Oscar carried Reeva down the stairs, how he gave her mouth-to-mouth resuscitation,

  how Oscar and Carice tried to stop the bleeding. Botha later recalled how a witness had told him that Reeva was ‘still breathing, making a gurgling sound’ and how a doctor had arrived

  on the scene and declared, ‘There’s head wounds – it’s not going to help.’




  Botha also later recalled, in an interview with Vanity Fair, his impressions of the superstar’s home. ‘It was a big house and very neat and tidy and

  you could see the money talking, with all the ornaments and portraits and paintings. There were shelves stacked with trophies. There was also one of those big box frames, with a picture of Mike

  Tyson, along with a signed boxing glove.’




  Botha and Van Rensburg navigated their way around Reeva’s body and made their way up the staircase, following the blood trail through the lounge, down the passage, into the bedroom and

  through to the primary crime scene in the bathroom. As they passed the open box of watches in the bedroom, Van Rensburg made a mental note: there was blood on the box and he knew that they were

  valuable and could be appealing to a cop with itchy fingers and a lack of morals.




  Inside the bathroom they found the firearm, still cocked and with the safety latch in the ‘fire’ position, evidenced by the clearly identifiable red dot. They saw Reeva’s

  metallic iPhone and initially thought it may be two phones, but it was just that the cover had slipped off the device. They checked the window in the bathroom and saw that it was open but there was

  no evidence of tampering and nothing to show that there might have been forced entry by a potential intruder. Van Rensburg also looked out the window to see if there was any way a suspect could

  climb up and gain entry, but there was none – although there was a ladder lying on the grass below, which had been left by workers responsible for carrying out renovations on the house.




  The experienced policemen absorbed it all, allowing the information to percolate, and began to piece together the evidence. What had transpired behind that battered meranti door in the

  athlete’s luxury home in the early morning hours of Valentine’s Day? What story did the scene tell? The forensics, the ballistics, the blood spatters, the bullet casings, the cricket

  bat, the cellphones and what the neighbours heard – all contributed to formulating a version of events. But already the policemen’s instincts had kicked in. After all, this was not

  their first murder scene. They already had a picture of how this had played out.




  Van Rensburg walked back downstairs and straight into the kitchen. He had questions for Oscar. He wanted to know whether he and Reeva were alone in the house at the time of the shooting. They

  were, confirmed the athlete. The colonel told him that in light of what he had seen upstairs, he viewed him as a suspect at that stage and warned him of his rights, although he stopped short of

  arresting him. The officer felt there were still more leads he had to follow up first.




  As news of the shooting spread and several more calls rang out across the city, activity at the scene of the crime began to escalate. More police officers arrived, including photographer Warrant

  Officer Bennie van Staden. Oscar’s brother Carl also appeared, and it wasn’t long before his lawyer, Kenny Oldwadge, walked in. Meanwhile, as the investigation gathered momentum, Oscar

  was moved from the kitchen to the garage of his home.




  Van Rensburg and Botha walked the official photographer through the crime scene. The two men turned Reeva’s body over so that Warrant Office Van Staden could take pictures. They gathered

  more and more evidence, enough for them to come to the conclusion that they had a prima facie case against Oscar.




  ‘There is no way anything else could have happened,’ Botha later told Vanity Fair. ‘It was just them in the house and, according to the security registers, she had

  been staying there for two to three days, so he had to be used to her by that time ... There was no forced entry. The only place there could have been entrance was the open bathroom window, and we

  did everything we could to see if anyone went through it, and it was impossible. So I thought it was an open-and-closed case. He shot her – that’s it. I was convinced that it was

  murder, and I told my colonel, “You already read him his rights, so you have to arrest him.”’




  Oscar was sitting bare-chested on a gym bench in the garage. His shorts were bloody down the right side, exposing his battered and spattered prosthetic legs. His head was in his hands and he was

  crying. Botha noticed that his hands and chest had been washed clean. Despite attempts by a low-ranking constable to intervene, Van Rensburg had allowed Oscar to rid his body of evidence.




  ‘Do you remember me?’ Botha asked Oscar, referring to the assault case he had investigated four years prior. Oscar confirmed he did.




  ‘What happened?’ Botha wanted to know.




  ‘I thought it was a burglar,’ said Oscar.




  It can’t be. It’s impossible, Botha remembers thinking. The police were certain that Oscar’s story about an intruder could not be true. In the presence of his lawyer,

  Lieutenant-Colonel Schoombie van Rensburg read Oscar Pistorius his rights and formally arrested him for the murder of his girlfriend, Reeva Steenkamp.




   




  • • •




  The phone on the bedside table vibrated and woke Justin Divaris from a deep slumber. It was 3:59am on Valentine’s Day.




  Justin rolled over, looked at the screen and mumbled to his girlfriend Samantha Greyvenstein, ‘Oscar’s phoning me.’ He ignored the call, but when it rang for a second time

  Samantha urged him to answer it. ‘Answer the phone, maybe it’s something serious,’ she said.




  ‘Hi, Oz,’ Samantha heard Justin say, followed by, ‘Don’t speak shit!’




  Oscar had told his friend that he had shot Reeva.




  ‘What are you talking about? I don’t understand you,’ Justin repeated.




  ‘There has been a terrible accident – I shot Reeva.’




  It was at that point that Carice had taken the phone from Oscar and continued the conversation with Justin. She told him it was true and that he should get to the house.




  ‘Is she okay? Did the gun go off by accident?’ Justin wanted to know.




  ‘No. She’s not okay. You need to get here.’




  Samantha heard him say, ‘I’m coming now, I’m coming now,’ and he shot out of bed, turned on the lights and changed into a tracksuit.




  ‘Is everything okay?’ she asked Justin, who had turned a ghostly white.




  ‘No,’ he said. ‘Oscar’s shot Reeva.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Get ready, we need to go.’




  Samantha had heard a woman’s voice on the other end of the phone and had assumed it was Reeva’s. She thought the incident couldn’t have been that serious and didn’t think

  to question Justin further about the gravity of the situation. She thought it must have been an accidental discharge and that her friend had been wounded in the leg or somewhere like that and her

  life wouldn’t be in any danger. Samantha had assumed that Oscar was just ‘freaking out’ unnecessarily. She wasn’t overly panicked when she climbed into Justin’s

  car.




  But Justin was driving at speed in a McLaren and was still horribly pale. He hadn’t said a word since taking the call.




  ‘Is everything okay? What’s wrong?’ Samantha asked.




  ‘I just hope she’s okay,’ Justin responded.




  ‘What do you mean, you hope she’s okay? She was on the phone to you now,’ Samantha quizzed him, her voice increasingly anxious.




  ‘No, Sam, that was the neighbour. Apparently it’s not very good.’




  It was then that Samantha started to panic.




  ‘Oh my God, just get there. We just need to get there now!’




  The 60-kilometre trip took Justin and Samantha just over a quarter of an hour, not entirely unlikely for a man who sells luxury sports cars. The couple barely said another word to one another

  for the rest of the journey as they lost themselves in their respective worries.




  Samantha kept telling herself everything was going to be fine. ‘As soon as the ambulance gets there, she will go to hospital and as soon as you get to hospital everything is fine, you

  know,’ she convinced herself.




  When they arrived at the gate to the estate security was reluctant to allow them in. ‘No, it’s fine, phone the house and they’ll let us in,’ Justin tried to explain to

  the security guard.




  ‘I was hanging out the window saying, “Is the ambulance here yet? Have they come yet?”’ recalls Samantha. ‘Eventually the guy said to me, ‘The ambulance has

  come and left but they didn’t take her with.” I thought, ah well that must mean she’s fine ... They’ve patched her up and your mind tells you the best-case scenario all the

  time.’




  It was still pitch dark when Justin and Samantha pulled up outside Oscar’s house at 4:20am. The guards were trying to keep vehicles away but Samantha was already

  ‘borrelling’ (tumbling) out the car before Justin had even brought it to a stop.




  ‘I just wanted to get inside and go and see her but the neighbours came to Justin and said, “I don’t think she should go in,” and I said, “No! I’m going

  in!” The neighbour actually tried to hug me and I said to him, “Who are you? That’s my best friend, I’m going in there!” Then Justin said, “Is she dead?”

  and they went, “Ja.” And then I broke down and said, “Fuck all of you, I’m going inside.”’ But the police kept her away from the scene anyway.




   




  • • •




  By the time Justin and Samantha were on the scene, a handful of police officers had also arrived. So too had Oscar’s brother Carl. Justin and Samantha were barred from

  entering the house but they could see Reeva’s covered body lying at the bottom of the stairs. The athlete was seated in the garage on a bench-press bench, dressed in a pair of bloody

  shorts.




  ‘The minute we walked in and the minute he saw us, he just broke down, completely, uncontrollably. He was incomprehensible. You know when someone can’t speak, they’re dry

  retching on the floor,’ recalls Samantha. ‘I was just in so much shock. I just sat there. I was bawling my eyes out and then I’d stop and I’d just sit there. Her body was

  lying right there. She was covered by a blanket, but you could still see her hair and her hand. It was just completely surreal.’




  Justin was allowed into the garage and sat down next to Oscar for a few minutes. The athlete was completely incoherent and repeated, ‘My baba, I’ve killed my baba. God take me

  away.’




  ‘Justin asked him what had happened. He kept saying, “I thought she was an intruder, I thought she was an intruder.” And then he was saying, “God please take me now, I

  don’t want to live,”’ says Samantha. ‘Eventually you can’t actually speak to someone like that because you can’t even understand what they’re saying.

  Justin said, “Okay, just breathe,” trying to console him. We didn’t know what had happened.’




  At that stage, Samantha and Justin could only think that there had been a terrible accident and questioned how on earth this could have happened.




  ‘I was just thinking, “Oh my goodness, what a terrible accident!” One minute I’m crying for Reeva, one minute I’m trying to understand the whole thing, one minute I

  look fine and then the next minute I’m breaking down again. I think it’s just too much shock, your brain can’t actually deal with it in one day.’




  Samantha ultimately chose not to go and look at her best friend’s body although she had to fight the urge to do so. ‘All I wanted to do was go up and pull the blanket off and give

  her a hug and say, “Get up, we’re going.” There was blood everywhere in the house. I think it was just a lot to take in. Justin and I were just in a dwaal [dazed, in a

  state of confusion] the rest of the day.’




  Samantha sought refuge outside and sat down on the pavement, leaning against Oscar’s white BMW. She sat there for what felt like half an hour, staring at the bricks, tuned out from the

  reality unfolding around her. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a flash and then another.




  ‘I kept noticing a flash that caught my eye and that’s when I looked up and that’s when I saw ... They were obviously taking photos.’




  She also identified a problem that would become significant in court days later: ‘I remember sitting there and I suppose I’ve watched enough CSI to know. It’s a crime

  scene and I remember looking at all the other assistants, like the ladies, they were all wearing foot covers and gloves and I remember looking at Hilton Botha. He was wearing gloves but no foot

  covers and I thought, That’s weird. I mean, of everything that’s going on, that’s what I think right there, Jeez, you’re not wearing foot covers.’




  It was Captain Hilton Botha who brought Reeva Steenkamp’s iPhone out to Samantha in the hope that she might have the PIN code to help him unlock the handset. Botha wanted to get hold of

  the victim’s next of kin. Earlier Samantha had said to officers on the scene that somebody had to contact Reeva’s parents.




  ‘I said to them, “Her parents need to know, somebody needs to tell them now.” I said, “I’ll phone them.”’




  No one had the Steenkamps’ phone number so Samantha called a mutual friend. ‘I need to get Barry Steenkamp’s number,’ she told him.




  She was anxious that the news would break in the media before Reeva’s parents had been told.




  ‘No one should have to find out that their daughter has been killed on the TV,’ says Samantha. Botha brought her Reeva’s phone before she could get the number for the

  Steenkamps.




  Samantha was reluctant to handle the device as it was clearly evidence in the case. ‘He brought me the phone and it was a bag that he took it out of. He said to me, “Does anyone know

  the code? Can anyone unlock her phone?” and I said, “I can.” There was blood on it and I said to him, “Are you sure I can touch that?” She had a black phone and I

  noticed there was a little bit of blood on it. And he said, “Ja, ja, ja, it’s fine. Just put in the code.”’




  With the phone unlocked, Botha scrolled the contacts list and found the number saved under ‘Mommy’. He punched the digits into his own phone and pressed the dial button, bracing

  himself for the incomprehensible job of delivering the tragic news to a mother – that her daughter had been killed.




   




  • • •




  It took nearly two hours from the time of the shooting for the news to make its way to Port Elizabeth, on South Africa’s eastern coastline, where Reeva’s parents

  June and Barry live. June answered her cellphone just after 5am and Captain Hilton Botha asked her if she had a daughter and what her name was.




  ‘He said there had been an accident, someone had been shot, my Reeva was dead,’ June later recalled. Botha told her he wanted to tell them personally so that they wouldn’t hear

  the news on the radio. June immediately phoned her husband who was out at the time. She was so hysterical that Barry thought she was trying to tell him that their dog was dead. From that moment,

  she says, all the joy went out of their lives.




  It took several more hours before the news of Reeva’s death reached her Johannesburg family, the Myers, with whom she had been living in Sandringham. Gina Myers, Reeva’s best friend,

  received a phone call from Samantha Greyvenstein at 7:45am.




  ‘I could hear she was crying,’ says Gina. ‘She said, “Gi, are you sitting down?” and immediately I stood up and started screaming, “Where’s Reeva? Where

  is she?” She said, “Gi, sit down, there’s been an accident.” She said to me, “Reeva’s gone,” and I started screaming and crying. I just lost all sense of

  what was really going on. My dad and my mom and my sister came running into the room. I had no idea. I didn’t even really care. I just heard that Reeva is gone.’




  And then, at 8.03 am on Thursday, Valentine’s Day 2013, a tweet from the daily Afrikaans newspaper Beeld broke the news that would rock the world:


 

  

    

      @Beeld_Nuus Oscar Pistorius skiet sy vriendin in sy huis dood omdat hy glo dink sy is ’n inbreker.*




      * @Beeld_Nuus Oscar Pistorius shoots his girlfriend dead in his house because he believed, thought she was a burglar.


    


  






  





  A Lioness’s Legacy




  The two head-turning models lay sprawled across the carpet in the spare room of the home in the wealthy suburb of Atholl near Sandton,

  Johannesburg, nursing their cups of tea and contemplating their lives. One a gym-toned, striking brunette with carved features and intuitive eyes, the other a blonde with a warm, enveloping smile

  and laid-back demeanour. Both women, whilst foils of one another in appearance, had featured on the pages of FHM magazine, marking high points in their careers in the industry. But beyond

  their profession, the two had become best friends, sharing their lives with each other.




  It was a Tuesday evening and Samantha Greyvenstein and Reeva Steenkamp were in their favourite spot. Stretched out on the carpet in Samantha’s home, drinking tea and messing around on

  their laptops was a pastime they regularly shared together as one helped the other through a crisis. This particular Tuesday was Reeva’s turn to support her friend through a meltdown.




  ‘I was freaking out about something. I was having a nervous breakdown about my life and about work and I needed to talk to her. I met her there after work and it’s quite sweet

  because she always used to get there before me and I’d walk in and she’d be sitting talking to our household staff. She’s so chilled like that. She would have a long conversation

  with everyone and then I’d walk in and we’d make tea and then we’d go upstairs. I’d vent to her about my life and my problems and then she would come up with solutions.

  We’d lie on the carpet and we’d talk and we’d drink tea and we’d faff ...’ Samantha reminisces wistfully about the last time she saw Reeva alive. ‘She was

  perfect.’




  That evening in mid-February 2013 Reeva was effervescent as she spoke about the future and the potential it held. Her boyfriend of three months, Oscar Pistorius, had been talking to her about

  accompanying him on his travels around the world. ‘She was very happy, and said, “He told me I must come overseas with him on his trips, so his agent sent me his itinerary and

  I’ve got to see if I can be away at the same time.” He wanted her to go to Hawaii and Australia. I said, “Wow, that’s awesome!” and she told me, “He’s

  never taken a girl or a friend on any of his trips before.” He goes to Italy for months and she was saying they were going to go to Italy together. That was when I said to her, “Are you

  really happy?” and she said, “If he asked me to marry him tomorrow, I think I’d say yes.”’




  Samantha believes that Reeva and Oscar had a future together. ‘I definitely think they were in it for the long haul; I think they were very serious about each other. This was a proper

  relationship.’ She wasn’t shocked that her friend was considering marriage. ‘After seeing how well they had been getting on and how they did everything together. They were

  besotted with each other like any other fresh new couple is, kisses and love and hugs and whatever when they were around us.’




  Reeva and Samantha met ‘out on the jol’ around eight years before, through mutual friend Darren Fresco, at Cappello in Lonehill. Samantha remembers Reeva being ‘awesome’

  and the two hit it off immediately. ‘I didn’t know Darren that well at that stage and he just called me out of the crowd and I went to go and say ‘hi’. I met her and from

  there we were friends ever since. I liked her because she was so chilled.’ Samantha laughs as she recalls what they discussed at the bar. ‘She had just had her boobs done and she was a

  little bit sore and I was telling her that I wanted to get mine done and so we spoke about trivial stuff like that but she was awesome, very laid back. She was very humble; she didn’t have

  any airs and graces whatsoever. She didn’t care whether you were a street sweeper or the Queen of England; she was very down to earth.’




  Reeva had only just moved to Johannesburg from her home in the coastal city of Port Elizabeth and she was not yet as extrovert as she would become. ‘She was a little bit shyer in those

  days. She was very honest about the fact that she wanted to become someone, with the modelling, and so she worked hard at it, going to launches and any party that she got invited to, she needed to

  be seen out. But in those days she was a little bit less like that. She was also ten kilos heavier when I met her.’




  Reeva had a relatively sheltered upbringing in Port Elizabeth where she attended a convent school, St Dominic’s Priory. Teachers remember her as being vibrant, friendly and diligent, and

  she was a popular pupil, respected by her peers and authorities there.




  Along with her schoolwork, she invested her energy into horse riding from a young age, a likely hobby as her father Barry was a racehorse trainer in the city. She became

  accomplished in the sport and was decorated for her success. Reeva matriculated from St Dominic’s in 2001 and completed her LLB at the Nelson Mandela Metropolitan University (NMMU) in

  2005.




  At age 14, Reeva took up modelling. But her real breakthrough came much later when she was already in university. In 2004 she was named as a finalist in the Weekend Post Faces of the

  Future competition. A year later she was also a finalist in The Herald Miss Port Elizabeth competition. It wasn’t long before she was selected as the first South African Face of

  Avon, representing the international cosmetics company.




  By then she knew real stardom did not lie in Port Elizabeth, but rather in Joburg. She moved to Gauteng in 2007, which is when she met Samantha.




  Samantha was already a successful model and recalls taking Reeva with her to a shoot in 2009. ‘I asked her to come along because it was kind of like a specialist thing. It was underwater

  modelling and the photographer was looking to put a team together that he could use. I said to her, “Come with,” and she was so self-conscious in her bikini and she didn’t want to

  do anything. If I look back at the photos, she was a bit heavier than she was when she died. It was funny because modelling was her whole life for the latter part of her life, but back then she

  didn’t actually get that much work.’




  At the time, Reeva was modelling for the Ice agency and was working with her boyfriend, Warren Lahoud, in his company. The Lebanese, with dark features, a boyish face and pristine smile, ran a

  successful fruit-and-vegetable supply business. Reeva had been applying to do articles at various law firms in Joburg. But because she had taken off several years to try to break into the modelling

  industry after university, she was repeatedly turned down for articles. She also attempted to do her pupillage to become an advocate but was unsuccessful. ‘All the firms she had applied to,

  they all looked at her like she was some Barbie and told her you can’t just pull in after eight years,’ recalls Samantha.




  In a 2011 interview with blog site The Bucket, Reeva spoke about her decision to move to Joburg from Port Elizabeth and weighing up a career in modelling versus the law:




  

    

      I landed a contract as the Face of Avon cosmetics and was flying to and from PE every other week ... and decided I needed to be based in a more metropolitan city with

      more contact in the industry. I made appointments with several agencies but Jayn from Ice called me up one day (I was having lunch at Moyo off Jan Smuts) and she refused to put the phone down

      until I walked into her Rosebank offices. So I paid the bill and stayed on the line with her until I literally walked into Ice Models. The deal was sealed instantly and I

      made arrangements to move to Jhb.




      During my final year of Law, I had a horse-riding accident and broke my back. After some time in hospital and with some rehabilitation, I returned to classes and made the decision to

      never let go of my dreams and aspirations. With this in mind, I attained my degree instead of taking a year off for rest and pursued my dreams of becoming a model in the big city. I

      could’ve been in a wheelchair but I was blessed to recover fully from the tragic experience.




      I intend writing my bar exams next year whilst getting away once or twice a month to shoot local/international work. I want to be a qualified advocate before I’m 30 so it’s

      important that I stay focused and academically diligent over the next year without a hectic modelling schedule.


    


  
 




  From Reeva’s application to do pupillage at the Johannesburg Bar, it’s evident that she valued the principles of justice and was motivated to practise law, but she

  knew she would face challenges with her career:




  

    

      I realise that a long period of time has lapsed between my graduating and making this application, but I am a fast learner and an eager student. I believe I have the

      ability to fall back into legal mind under the pressure of my will to succeed. I chose to alter my path after graduating after I broke my back in a horseriding accident and survived paralysis.

      I decided to travel the world and be a model whilst I was still young and healthy enough to do so. It is now, however, my intention to become a student of law once again.


    


  






  Her application also contains her matric certificate and the results of various terms at NMMU as well as an invitation to join the prestigious non-profit honour society Golden

  Key. While her Grade 12 results were mediocre – she achieved Bs and Cs across the board – she regularly achieved distinctions at university.




  In a 2012 interview with Weekend Post newspaper in Port Elizabeth, Reeva reflected on her decision to pursue modelling rather than be admitted to the Bar:




  

    

      At the end of last year I made an application to the Bar. It was a nerve-wracking experience. As I walked out I got the call for the FHM shoot as

      well as two others. I made a decision to take the modelling shoots. I believe in destiny and faith.


    


  






  Reeva’s modelling success would come with time and weight loss, as fellow Port Elizabethan and then editor of FHM magazine Hagen Engler recalled in a column in

  the Daily Maverick days after she died:


 

  

    

      Reeva had been an aspiring teen model when we met previously. I might have been judging her at a ‘Faces of the future’-type model search in PE. In the end

      her break came when she was selected to represent Avon cosmetics.




      After school, I lost track of her. By the time our paths crossed again in the casting room, she’d apparently studied law, and was running a fresh-produce business with her

      then-boyfriend.




      Thrilled to see her, we weren’t able to cast her that time. Though her personality sparkled like the night sky, she was carrying a bit of extra weight. Still sexy, though. She was

      a contender, but we didn’t choose her for that particular calendar.




      The next year, she was back, and in shape. She must have lost 10–15 kg at least, which is significant in the superficial world of bikini modelling. I don’t think she made

      that calendar either. Something about too many blondes, or too pale. Like I say, it’s a superficial world.




      Undeterred, she came back the following year. And then. Then! That was the charm. She had trained herself to flawless super-fitness, was tanned and taut, but what set her apart was the

      attitude – that same knowing wink. She knew what this game was all about, and she was willing to play it. To train up, be flirtatious on video, bring that indefinable sexiness in the

      eyes, strike the awkward poses.




      So there she was. On the calendar shoot for Bazaruto Island, Mozambique, where it was immediately clear she was one of the most beautiful models on the island. Her TV interviews were

      smart and sassy, striking just the right balance between one-of-the-guys humour and sassy coquettishness.




      She didn’t make the calendar cover, but we made a mental note to get her on the FHM cover as soon as possible.




      That eventually happened in December 2011, where we shot at a hotel pool on the roof of Joburg. Reeva nailed it, and was fun to work with, if a little nervous about her first cover

      shoot.




      We were impressed, and there was this vibe of, ‘Wow, this girl deserves to be more famous!’


    


  






  Samantha laughs as she exclaims about all the attempts they made at cracking the FHM calendar over the years, knowing what it would mean for their careers.




  ‘Reeva and I always had this joke that we had been to the FHM calendar casting eight times in the last eight years. We get told to go but every year we get told, “Your boobs

  are too big” or “You’re too skinny,” so we always thought, What’s the point? But we ended up going anyway and the one year she got it, and that marked the start of her

  career. She then got the cover and from there she really worked hard. It wasn’t just a case of doing shoots; it was a lot about creating this public persona for herself.’




  Samantha says that while Reeva was committed to getting her body into shape, it certainly wasn’t achieved through sweat and hours in the gym. ‘I don’t remember her losing the

  weight. She just started watching what she ate. She used to gym with me, but she used to do five little things and she’d be like, “Okay, I’m going to take a break now,” so I

  always used to say to her, “Your body didn’t come from gymming, it came from dieting.” She was cute, she used to have a little routine: she would go to gym or she would skip at

  home or something – she wasn’t the biggest die-hard gym fan.’




  When Reeva featured on the FHM cover towards the end of 2011, she was still dating Warren. The two had been living together for around three and a half years but the distance between

  them had grown.




  After Reeva and Warren broke up, she was a free agent but Samantha was already dating the successful entrepreneur Justin Divaris, owner of the luxury lifestyle company Daytona Group, which sells

  flashy high-end cars such as McLaren and Aston Martin. Samantha and Reeva spent a lot of their free time together, meeting for tea on Mondays at the Michelangelo Hotel in Sandton and going on

  adventures.




  ‘She was very similar to me. I’m an only child. She was very much a laat lammetjie [“late lamb”, born long after other children in a family]. She was kind of my

  go-to person for virtually anything, and vice versa. We used to see each other at least three times a week and have tea and a catch-up. Our weekly thing was to go to the Michelangelo and sit and

  have tea and scones and we had the same waiter all the time and the scones were heart-shaped and we used to sit there and be all proper.




  ‘We would do the strangest stuff together,’ says Samantha as she vividly remembers taking Reeva to get her first tattoo – tiny, stencilled initials on her wrist. It would be

  the first of three she would get on her body.




  ‘She decided she wanted to get her first tattoo and I had just come back from modelling in Taiwan and I got my first tattoo on the back of my neck and she said, “No, I want to get it

  done.”’ The two had yet to meet legendary Parkhurst tattoo artist Pepe – who has inked Joburg’s finest, from celebrities to hit men to sports stars – so they took a

  drive to a parlour in Festival Mall in Kempton Park.




  ‘We trek out there and we’ve made an appointment and Reeva didn’t have the strongest stomach. The minute she sees blood, she starts to go woozy. We walked into the tattoo

  parlour, and it had a very sterile smell and immediately when she walked in, she started ...’ Samantha breathes deeply, mimicking her friend’s exasperated reaction. ‘I don’t

  think she knew what she wanted and then eventually she decided on her grandfather’s initials. The tattoo that she ended up getting was on her wrist and it was tiny. It was literally like

  pencil lines, three initials. I had to go and buy her Coke because she was feeling woozy and she sat looking away but it’s quite funny because after that she became a bit obsessed with

  tattoos.’




  Reeva’s second tattoo was bold text across her back saying ‘Only God can judge’ in Italian, another nod to her grandfather who was of Italian heritage. The two tattoos

  illustrated her affection for her late grandfather, which was echoed in a tweet posted on 30 December 2012: ‘Today I wish I could pick up the phone and call my grandfather. He had the answers

  to everything! Who would you call that you can’t now?’




  The third tattoo was on her left ankle – cursive script reading ‘Lioness’ to acknowledge her star sign, Leo. On Twitter she explained her choice with the hashtag

  #projectink. ‘Abundance and power are yours, for you are the lioness’ and ‘The lionesses are the hunters for their pride and execute their skills with precision and

  complex teamwork’, she tweeted.




  Having broken up with Warren, with whom she had shared a flat, Reeva was looking for a new home. In mid-2011, she moved in with her close friend, make-up artist Gina Myers, and her family who

  live in a large facebrick and peach home in Sandringham. Gina had met Reeva six years previously while doing make-up for a fashion show at Fashion TV in Sandton. Reeva was interviewing her about

  her craft for FTV International. ‘She then hired me for a job for the same company and later I saw her at a shoot where I did her make-up for her and it was inseparable from then.’




  Gina’s parents, Cecil and Desi, invited their daughter’s friend to live with them. ‘She had to move out of her apartment and she had a whole bunch of shoots and she was going

  to Cape Town for work and she wasn’t here much and she was already so much a part of our family that my dad and my mom said to her, “Please, just move in with us, just for a couple of

  months. You’re travelling so much you’re hardly going to be at home anyway, we’d love you to come stay with us.” It was so much fun. It was coffee together every single

  morning. Tea in bed every single night. It was really nice. It was a lot of fun.’




  Reeva forged a tight bond with both Gina and her sister Kim, who affectionately referred to her as ‘Alfie’. Gina giggles as she recounts why the name, a reference to a character from

  the classic comedy The Little Rascals, stuck: ‘Whenever she put her hair in a pony, she had these little pieces of hair that kept sticking out, it’s new hair growth, but they

  would never stay down. And the one night there was so much wind that all these pieces of hair were just flying everywhere, so I started calling her Alfalfa, and of course it shortened to Alfie and

  Alf.




  Gina’s mother, Desi Myers, speaks highly of Reeva and lauded her for ‘cooking for the family, always keeping her room spotless and always letting us know when she was coming home or

  not when she left the house, although she rarely stayed out overnight. Mostly Reeva stayed home, working on her computer, cleaning her room and bathroom. She went to various meetings during the day

  and a few events at night. I would say that other than the time she spent with Oscar – from January 2013 when we returned from our annual holiday – Reeva spent most nights at home

  watching TV and/or talking and laughing with Kim and Gina.’




  Regardless of who one speaks to about Reeva, they are astonishingly complimentary, and not with the ‘never speak ill of the dead’ type of generosity. There appears to be a genuinely

  deep affection for her amongst her friends who describe her as ‘beautiful’ and ‘special’.




  ‘I love that when she felt so passionately about something and she loved it, and when she was really speaking from her heart, she used to put her hand on her heart and her eyes would look

  up and she would just be so ... and you knew that’s exactly how she felt,’ remembers Gina emotionally. ‘Her hand gestures, the way she spoke. I think that’s why she was

  always my person that I called. I could trust her to really tell me the truth and it was always going to come out sincere.’




  Samantha has to stretch to find a flaw when asked. The only fault she can think of is Reeva’s eyebrows – fortunately, Samantha owned her own beauty salon and has a talent for

  manicuring brows. ‘I always used to sit there and look and she’d be like, “Oh my God, are you looking at my eyebrows again?” and I’d say, “Yes, please can we

  sort those out?”’




  But when pushed, Samantha also concedes that Reeva could be pedantic and slothful. ‘She would be like, “Oh my God, we’ve only got 25 kilometres to go, we need to fill up”

  and you could drive another whole day on that! And then she would freak out, “No, Sam, we have to fill up!” She was also a creature of habit. She’d come and

  sleep at my house and we would get up and have a piece of toast with peanut butter and a cup of tea. She liked to chill.’ Samantha flips between present and past tense when describing her

  friend’s idiosyncrasies.




  ‘She doesn’t like to be rushed in the morning. I think that’s the one thing that irritated me sometimes is if I wanted to get up and go, if I wanted to go somewhere early, or

  “Let’s get up and go for an early breakfast before work” – she would say, “No, no, no, no. Let’s not do anything early.”’




  Reeva was passionate about women’s rights and was particularly vocal about sexual abuse – so much so that after her death her parents announced they would be starting a foundation

  for abused women in her honour.




  Reeva’s own Twitter timeline reflected her compassion and concern for those who had suffered and made particular reference to the brutal rape and murder of 17-year-old Anene Booysen in

  Bredasdorp in the Western Cape. Four days before Reeva was killed she posted a graphic of a man’s hand silencing a screaming woman on her Instagram feed:




  

    

      

        I woke up in a happy safe home this morning. Not everyone did. Speak out against the rape of individuals...


      


    


  




  Reeva had had her own negative experience while living in Port Elizabeth, as she recounted to ZAlebs in her final interview:




  

    

      

        I once had to get a restraining order against a guy. I went on one date with him and on the way home to drop me off, we had to ‘pop by his place to let the dogs

        out’ as he’d forgotten. He didn’t own any pets and after I told him there wouldn’t be a second date, he moved back home with his parents because ‘his house

        smelled of my perfume’. Psycho.


      


    


  




  Fun and frivolous, Reeva wasn’t looking for anything serious in her private life, having just come out of a five-year relationship with Warren. She was more focused on

  advancing her career – but it didn’t hurt when she had a brief fling with professional rugby player and Blue Bulls heartthrob Francois Hougaard. She met the 24-year-old tattooed

  scrumhalf in early 2012 and the relationship didn’t last long before fizzling out.




  ‘I definitely think there was like a bit of a spark, but I know for a fact that she wasn’t looking for anything. They saw each other for a few months and I think eventually they

  said, “Are we taking this to the next level or aren’t we?”’ explains Sam.




  But iMessages between Reeva and a friend tell a slightly different story – one of a young woman confused and unsure of where she stood with the rugby star. On 30 October 2012 a friend said

  in an iMessage that she had asked Hougaard what was happening between him and Reeva: ‘So he gave me a weird look and his reply was that you guys are only friends. He emphasised the friends

  part ... I think just from this response I can tell he doesn’t want a committed relationship sister ... He told him if that is the case, then he MUST tell you. He cannot hold you on a line.

  It is not fair to you and I do not want to see either one of you hurt from this ... you are GOOD FRIENDS and should not loose each other.’




  The state of affairs with Hougaard was weighing heavily on the model. ‘This thing is making me ill. I just don’t get why 2 people can’t have fun together just cos of who we are

  it’s fucked up and I don’t care that he’s 24,’ she said as response in an iMessage.




  Messages show that Reeva spoke to Hougaard on the evening of 30 October. She explained how she felt and how they should proceed with their relationship. She discussed this with her friend the

  next morning.




  ‘We are just going to be the friends we started off being and that’s amazing because right now we both need that! I had an amazing 4 months of romance and I told him if it

  wasn’t for him I’d still be stuck in a loveless relationship,’ she said.




  Hougaard declined requests by us to be interviewed about his relationship with Reeva.




   




  • • •




  In the meantime, Reeva was on the cusp of local stardom – and yet, according to her closest friend, Samantha, she never became arrogant or big-headed. In a country where

  being a television continuity presenter or featuring in magazines’ gossip pages is equated with being ‘famous’, Reeva was edging towards her goal.




  ‘She knew what she was capable of, but she was very, very down to earth. She worked really hard at it. She was always thinking about the next step and what she needed to do and where she

  wanted to be,’ insists Samantha. ‘It wasn’t just like, “I want to get married and have kids.” Once she started modelling, she realised she had a talent and she could

  actually go somewhere with it.’




  Gina remembers how Reeva could sense that her future was about to change. A couple of weeks before Reeva’s death, Gina received a message from her predicting a shift. ‘She said to

  me, “Gi, our lives are about to change, I can feel it.” She was excited about life, especially because there was so much that was about to happen for her and she could feel it. She had

  just joined new management and all she could talk about was how excited she was about the new things and the new adventures and the possibilities that were coming along with

  it. Huge things were happening for her and she was happy about it.’




  Then, in November 2012, Reeva climbed a notch higher on the celebrity ladder when she was selected to feature in a local reality TV show called Tropika Island of Treasure. The series,

  filmed on location in Jamaica, sees celebrities and ordinary people compete in remote, exotic locations in a variety of daily challenges to win R1 million.




  Samantha says this was the direction Reeva was looking towards. ‘She was really keen on getting into TV presenting, I think Top Billing would have been a goal for her. Especially

  after she did Tropika Island. That was good exposure for her.’




  Local celebrity guru Jennifer Su told City Press newspaper that the last time she saw Reeva, they had spoken about her plans for the future: ‘I was having dinner with Reeva and Oz

  very recently after an event. I’ve never seen Oz look so happy like that night. Reeva is beautiful beyond words in a naturally sexy way – and she asked me about TV presenting. She was

  interested in branching out beyond FHM and modelling, and to do more TV work. We made a lunch date for next week where I was going to take her to the studio and make some

  introductions.’




  It was at a Daytona Group corporate ‘track day’ at the Kyalami Race Track towards the last quarter of 2012, that Reeva met Oscar Pistorius properly. Reeva had been invited to the

  event by Samantha and the Paralympian was there as a guest of Sam’s boyfriend, Justin. The two men share a passion for fast cars and Oscar was in the process of purchasing a McLaren from the

  Daytona Group. The car, valued at R3.5 million, was a gift to himself for Christmas following what he called a ‘good year’. Samantha and Justin were both friendly with the athlete, who

  had been to their house for dinner and they saw each other socially. Samantha was impressed by how well-mannered and kind Oscar was, considering his fame and status. ‘I thought he was great

  guy. I’d still say I’d never come across a guy who was so well-mannered in this day and age. Polite, considerate. I thought he was a lot of fun. I thought he was a great guy,

  that’s why I hung out with him. I didn’t see anything ... I was never in a situation where I thought to myself, you know, this guy is cooked.’




  By the first week of November 2012, Oscar’s relationship status was already complicated. He and his girlfriend Samantha Taylor had just returned from a weekend away at the Sun City resort.

  Taylor later testified in court that there was ‘a lot of commotion’ in the relationship at the time. She did not, however, consider what had transpired between them at Sun City to be a

  break-up. The true extent of the problems in the relationship would only be revealed to us after the trial had been completed.




  Oscar opted not to take Samantha Taylor as his date to the South African Sports Awards. But he did need a date – and it was Justin who suggested he take Reeva. On the afternoon of the

  event, 4 November, Justin called up his girlfriend’s friend and asked her if she would accompany Oscar to the awards. ‘Justin phoned Reeva and asked, “Do you want to go to the

  Sports Awards tonight?” She said, “Uh ... in like an hour’s time? But okay.” She scraped her hair back, put a dress on and went,’ recalls Sam.




  Much-publicised photographs of the couple on the red carpet belie the last-minute request and any accompanying awkwardness – Reeva, statuesque in a cascading tasselled peach dress with

  shoestring straps and her blonde hair pulled into a ponytail, beams as she glances up into the athlete’s smiling eyes.




  That night Reeva told City Press newspaper, ‘We’re just friends. I promise I’ll tell you if there’s anything more ... It’s just a coincidence that

  we’re sitting at the same table and arrived in the same car.’ She also told an interviewer on the red carpet: ‘Oscar is a very, very sexy boy. He doesn’t do it in an

  arrogant, obnoxious way. He does it in a very classy, understated way. He’s a gentleman.’




  ‘The next day,’ says Sam, ‘she was like, “Jeez, what an amazing guy.” She said, “We sat and spoke for hours, we liked the same things, he seems like a lot of

  fun.” I was very happy for her!’ but Samantha adds that Reeva was worried about Oscar’s youthfulness. ‘She said, though, that he’s very mature for his age. Obviously

  with what he’s had to deal with and being in the public eye since he was so young. You know, achieving what he’s achieved, he must be more mature for his age.’




  Inconveniently, Oscar was friends with Reeva’s ex-fling Francois Hougaard, and she had to tread carefully as she entered into this new relationship. Her dalliance with the rugby player had

  also prepared her for dating a celebrity. ‘I think it might have been a little bit overwhelming in the beginning, but she had been with Francois before. I know she wasn’t chasing the

  limelight but I think she quite liked it. She liked what he was well known for. He wasn’t an actor or a model or something like that, he’s achieved a lot.’




  Hougaard soon found out about the Sports Awards, and the next day Reeva had to deal with the fallout, despite the pair calling it quits just days earlier. The model discussed her concerns with a

  friend in an iMessage: ‘My gosh I’m trying to sort out so much shit now. Hougi is so fucken upset about yesterday with oz and it was so innocent I was just trying to help :( I

  don’t know who told him in such a shit way he has such a big tour going on its not a joke and Oscar told him it was last minute and made sure it was ok! People are interfering and

  stupid.’




  In another message, Reeva told a friend: ‘I was a last option. I think after Tropika filming I’m giving up on this career I can’t have this kind of

  negativity and games and people stabbing each other in the back.’ Despite what Oscar had told Reeva, Taylor would later dispute this both in court and in an interview with us.




  While the friend tried to be understanding, she offered a view from Hougaard’s side and how he might have perceived the situation. ‘Hmmmm..... Probably a huge misunderstanding but

  maybe you should have thought it through before agreeing to do it – even if you wanted to help him out. Also not sure why he asked you if he had Justin and all those boys that could attend or

  even his brother or sister. It was a massive event with people from the sports industry, with media present, nothing unfortunately will be a secret. I don’t blame him [Hougaard] for being

  upset.’




  But Reeva nevertheless asserted her independence and made it clear that she no longer had any attachment to the rugby player: ‘I went. I had fun and I have no regrets! No one else could

  go! I can guarantee u he would’ve asked u if u were at track day that’s how chilled it was. Hougi made a fool of me the last few weeks and has no claim over me! I’m 29 and I make

  my own decisions I won’t let anyone make me feel like this!’




  Samantha doesn’t believe that Reeva began dating Oscar for the wrong reasons and she never felt any discomfort or had any qualms about his so-called disability and the fact that he wore

  prosthetics.




  ‘I asked her and she said she doesn’t even notice. I said to her, “Is it inhibiting in any way?” I mean, everyone is wondering it, it’s just I asked it. She said no

  and that makes me feel like she really cared for him and she completely overlooked all of that. I think for other girls that were in it just for the fame, they would force themselves to be okay

  with it, but I know for a fact that it wasn’t an issue for her at all.’




  Samantha also rubbishes suggestions that emerged shortly after Reeva’s death that she could have provoked Oscar into a rage after mocking him about his handicap. ‘A lot of people

  heard rumours going around, “Ah, you know, she must have said to him, ‘You’re half a man,’ or something like that”; it’s absolute bull.’




  She adds that Reeva was never cruel and, in fact, always tried to avoid confrontation, choosing to walk away from a fight to let tempers cool rather than see it escalate. ‘Reeva was often

  more the silent-treatment kind of person. If they ever did get into an argument, she would say, “Come and talk to me when you’re ready to talk.” She wasn’t an aggressive

  person at all.’




   




  • • •




  Despite the controversy and hearsay, however, the budding relationship quickly picked up steam and by all accounts it wasn’t long before the couple were falling for each

  other.




  Gina says the week after their first date, Oscar was at their house almost every day. ‘We had our customary Sabbath Evening on the Friday night and Oscar also attended. Oscar braaied for

  us and brought us a cake. Oscar also made his speciality pap for us. We all got on with Oscar and he appeared gentlemanly and responsible. My whole family thought so.’




  Reeva spent nights at his home in Pretoria but, as Samantha recalled, it was all a bit too fast and too intense for her.




  ‘Oscar might have fallen for her really quickly where – obviously, because she had just come out of a relationship with Warren and then with Francois – I think she felt,

  “Okay, we need to take it slowly.” I asked how things were going, she would say, “Ja, well, we’re going slowly,” like she wasn’t in a rush or anything. She

  didn’t want a serious relationship at that stage.




  ‘He was quite clingy. If she got a message and she maybe read it and didn’t write back straight away, he would write back, “Hi, what are you doing? Why didn’t you write

  back?” and she was like, “Whoa, I can’t deal with this.” And I know at the beginning they had one or two big arguments on the phone. I remember I met her for tea and I said,

  “How are things going?” and she said, “Ag, we had the biggest blowout on the phone last night.” She said, “I just put down the phone, I’m not interested in

  talking about it” but that then obviously makes him more mad and he tries to phone her back. They went through a phase where they did argue a lot but she honestly just put it down to new

  relationship squabbles. And she did say he was intense, but she never emphasised it was a problem. She would say to me, “Oh my God, he’s so intense, but he’s amazing.” She

  said, “If I don’t write back to his message within five minutes, then he’s like, ‘Where are you?’”’




  Gina also details Oscar’s obsessive nature and intensity in her statement.




  ‘When their relationship began, Oscar ran after her and called her incessantly. Reeva did like him, but did not like the pressure that he exerted on her. She often told me that she wished

  that he would just calm down a little bit. He would call her many times in the space of a few minutes. Once, when we went to a party in December, he drove past. She told me that she suspected he

  might have been checking up on her. He said that he was just going to check out a Bentley with Justin. But she was convinced he was checking up on her as he wouldn’t usually be in that area

  and it was 5 or 6pm on a Sunday.’




  This wasn’t the only incident that led to Reeva and the Myers sisters questioning Oscar’s possessive nature, and Gina reveals they went as far as to joke about him stalking

  Reeva.




  ‘One night, she went to the bathroom at home and returned to her room to find that there were a few missed calls from him. As a joke, when she eventually answered, my sister and I ran to

  the curtains to check whether he was outside. Thereafter, we referred to him as the “Stalker”.’




  Cecil and Desi Myers also picked up on Reeva’s concerns about Oscar’s intensity. Both mention this in their sworn affidavits.




  ‘Oscar phoned Reeva constantly. I was very keen to meet the Paralympic/Olympic star and was introduced to him the following week when he arrived at my house to see Reeva. From that day on

  Oscar visited our house regularly and phoned Reeva constantly. Reeva was becoming overwhelmed and complaining about him making her feel claustrophobic, not giving her any space or allowing a

  relationship (if any) to take its natural course,’ recalls Cecil. ‘After numerous complaints from Reeva about Oscar’s eagerness to hasten the relationship, I asked Reeva if she

  would like me to have a chat with Oscar. She was grateful and said, “Yes, please do.” The perfect opportunity arose one afternoon when Reeva was delayed in getting home and Oscar

  arrived before she did. I privately spoke to Oscar telling him that if he liked Reeva, he should take it slowly as she had recently been in a long-term relationship. I do not recall my exact words

  to Oscar but I do remember politely telling him that Reeva was feeling smothered with his many phone calls and eagerness to see her daily. Oscar said that I was right and that he would take it

  easy.’




  In her statement, Desi recalls conversations that she had with Reeva that increased her concerns about Oscar and the relationship.




  ‘... About two weeks before her passing. We were sitting in the lounge. I was watching TV and she was looking at her cellphone.




  ‘Reeva: Desi, what must I do about Oscar?




  ‘Me: What do you mean?




  ‘Reeva: I keep getting tweets about Oscar. About the fact that I do not know what he is really like and that he has girlfriends all over the world, one in Italy, one here, one there,

  etcetera.




  ‘Me: It is obviously jealousy, Reeves.




  ‘Reeva: I know what you’re saying, but where there is smoke there is fire. What if it’s all true?




  ‘Me: You should approach Oscar and ask him honestly or you can spy on him [giggle], which would not make a very trustworthy relationship, or you can take a chance and trust him and if it

  is true that he is the womaniser they say he is, you’ll find out sooner or later.




  ‘We never discussed this topic again.’




  Desi says she remembers Reeva telling her how moody Oscar was, but excused his behaviour by saying that he was training hard and was sick. ‘On one occasion, Reeva told me that Oscar had

  screamed at her over something small – she never told me what it was – and that she had had enough. Her phone rang over and over again, and when I asked if it was Oscar trying to call

  her she said it was but she was not going to answer it. It was then that Reeva told me that when a person screams or shouts at her she shuts down.’




  But, insists Samantha, towards the end of her life Reeva was smitten. ‘By the end, I definitely think she had fallen in love with him. They were only together four months but I think she

  felt very deeply about him. She was super happy, slept over at his house all the time, were always doing things as a couple together.’




  Reeva’s Twitter account is littered with clues that give some insight into the altering state of their relationship. On 25 November, she posted: ‘Wise words for an amazing person

  @OscarPistorius: The world breaks everyone and afterwards some are strong at the broken places.’ On 6 December she tweeted, ‘Wondering what my stalker is up to? Kinda miss him lurking

  around tonight ...’ Five days later, she commented: ‘Love comes from finding someone who makes you feel comfortable with yourself. Almost like finding the other part of yourself,’

  while on 30 January she put up an image reading: ‘It’s beautiful when you find someone that is in love with your mind. Someone that wants to undress your conscience and make love to

  your thoughts. Someone that wants to watch you slowly take down all the walls you’ve built up around your mind and let them inside.’




  Her love for Oscar was clearly growing, so much so that she began publicly hinting at marriage. At a friend’s engagement party on 15 December, she tweeted: ‘Being around this bridal

  party makes me appreciate my friends & look forward to the day I get married to the man of my dreams.’ Six weeks later, on 7 February, she posted a picture of a spectacular wedding dress,

  with a resplendent feathery, flowing white train and the words, ‘I’m in LOVE!’




  Samantha was never worried about Reeva and never considered that she may ever be at risk being with Oscar. He had never given her any cause for concern. ‘No. People do crazy stuff and you

  hear stories about how they are with other people, but until you actually see or you hear from the other person that they are worried ... Ja, I can’t ... I honestly can’t say that I was

  worried for her at any stage because she never mentioned she was afraid. She never said to me, “Oh, I’m worried for my life.”’




  In an interview in the days following Reeva’s death, Gina agreed that Reeva seemed to be happy and there were no flashing indicators to make her think otherwise. ‘As far as her

  happiness goes, there was nothing ever that concerned me or made me think that there was something going on. She never spoke about anything like that and we spoke a lot. We did. There were no

  warning signs. None. She was happy. I think in every relationship there’s ups and downs and there’s stuff that you go through when it’s a new relationship. Everything was

  normal.’




  But while Gina publicly stated that she saw no obvious warning signs, in her sworn statement to the authorities she does mention several incidents that raised questions for her, revealing at

  least some inkling that things may not necessarily be as they seem at face value.




  On one occasion in December 2012, the couple had a blow-up on the phone while Oscar was in Doha that led to Reeva breaking off the relationship with Oscar – although they later

  reconciled.




  ‘Reeva and I attended a comedy evening that had been hosted by Tropika. They had an argument and Oscar had screamed at her over the phone. I could hear her talking and when she

  came out of her room, she was crying. I asked her what had happened. She replied that she had never been spoken to in such a disgusting manner in all her life. She also stated that she refused to

  be with someone who could talk to her like that. I think that was the fight that started because she sent him a photo that he said she had also sent to somebody else. When she joked about it, he

  went mad.




  ‘Oscar tried to call her many times that night. He even tried to call me. He did this often. Whenever they fought and she did not want to speak to him, he would call me. She asked me not

  to answer his calls. That night, she sent Oscar a very sincere email in which she told him that it was too much for her and the way in which he spoke to her had really upset her and she would not

  stand for it. She told him that he was an amazing person and that she wanted him to be happy but that she needed a few months to just be by herself because as much as she liked him, it was not

  healthy to continue like that. He replied by saying that he would wait for her and that he was really sorry.’




  On another occasion, Gina recalls that Oscar became upset because Reeva had eaten muesli and yoghurt for dinner. ‘This was a major issue and she carried on about it the whole night. My

  sister and I could not understand why this was such an issue and why it had happened.’ Over the following weeks, Oscar began visiting the Myers’ house less frequently and Gina rarely

  heard from him. She found this strange because, at the start of the relationship, he had often called and messaged her.




  In her statement handed to the prosecuting team, Gina’s sister, Kim, also mentions several incidents that raised at least a suggestion of concern for Reeva at times. One of these was when

  she, Gina, Reeva and Oscar visited the Nando’s drive-through in Greenstone on 10 January 2013.




  ‘As they ordered food I got out of the car to go take pictures of the sunset. They thought it would be funny if they locked the car doors and didn’t let me back in. They were

  informed that the food may take a while so they drove around and came to park in the parking. Everyone then got out of the car and Oscar and Reeva then went to go sit on the pavement. My sister and

  I decided it would be funny to jump into Oscar’s car and lock them out, which we did. I was in the driver’s seat and my sister was in the passenger seat. We were laughing until Reeva

  motioned to us with her hands that there was a gun by my sister’s feet. We looked down to find a silver gun (belonging to Oscar) lying on the floor of the passenger seat at which time we both

  got a fright and jumped out of the car. We both remarked how dangerous this was.’




  Gina recalls how freaked out she was. ‘Reeva was pointing her hand in the shape of a gun and trying to tell me something. She kept pointing and then pointing at her head. I then looked

  down by my feet on the passenger side of the car and saw Oscar’s firearm lying on the floor of the car. I freaked out as if I had seen a spider and we both jumped out of the car.’




  Later that same evening, another incident took place that upset Oscar and concerned Kim.




  ‘After getting home and finishing our food, my sister left and it was just myself with Oscar and Reeva. Reeva mentioned that Tashas in Melrose Arch had just started to stock frozen yoghurt

  with various toppings. We all decided that we should go and get some but didn’t feel like getting out of the car to go inside and eat it. I mentioned we should get takeaways and we all

  agreed. I then called Charles Nel, who is one of the managers at Tashas Melrose Arch, and asked if we could order three frozen yoghurts with toppings and if at all possible he could bring them out

  to us whilst waiting in the road so we did not have to get out the car. He agreed. I did not have my bag with me and Oscar did not have any cash so we stopped by the FNB ATM at around 8.05pm so

  that he could draw some money. I then messaged Charles to tell him I would be there in two minutes and we then met him at the roadside by Tashas. Upon giving us the three frozen yoghurts, Charles

  said we could have it “on the house”. Oscar refused to accept that and straight away got out of the car to go after Charles and give him the money. I had joked with Reeva that if

  Charles thinks he can outrun Oscar Pistorius, he has a surprise coming ... Oscar got back into the car fuming with anger, having been unsuccessful in paying Charles for the yoghurt ice creams. He

  said he was very angry and does not want anything for free ... and that he does not want to owe anyone anything.




  ‘I tried to reason with him, stating that Charles had done this as a favour for me as I was a very loyal customer and he did not even know that I was coming through with two other

  people. He continued saying that he does not ever want to go to that Tashas again. He was then silent for the remainder of the journey and refused to eat his yoghurt ice cream. When we arrived at

  my house, Reeva and I went inside and Oscar stayed outside. Reeva went to put both hers and Oscar’s yoghurt ice cream in the freezer (I had finished mine). I looked at Reeva and she looked at

  me ... I said to her, “Reeva, it’s just yoghurt ice cream. Charles was doing me the favour, this is not normal behaviour!” She replied that she knows it is not normal,

  but Oscar is just stressed.’




  Samantha reveals that Oscar’s enthusiasm for firearms did not ‘freak’ Reeva out and she was actually proficient in handling a gun herself. Both women had been for training and

  regularly went to the shooting range. ‘It’s an interest we all have. For me, in this country, I feel like you need to actually go and learn how to handle a gun properly. And I’m

  not ashamed to say it. Justin and I both go for proper training with the best people that there are, because if you ever get into a situation that is violent I need to be able to use every single

  gun that falls in front of me and that’s being responsible.




  ‘Reeva liked it more from a sport point of view. She’d been shooting with Warren before, she’d also been for training.’ In fact, months before her death, Reeva posted a

  photograph of herself on Instagram, grasping a 9 mm pistol with both hands, her arms stretched out and her head cocked. Muffs covered her ears and protective glasses, her eyes. She wrote:

  ‘Shooting games this morning! I feel less stressed now :)’




  In December 2012, Justin and Samantha invited Oscar and Reeva to holiday with them in Cape Town.




  ‘I think they had maybe had a little fallout before Christmas and Oscar came to Cape Town and he stayed with us for a few days on his own over New Year’s. We went for lunch one day

  and Oz was saying, “Why don’t I get Reeva to come down and then we all go away for a day or two?”’ So Reeva flew down to the Cape and the two couples went straight to the

  five-star luxury Arabella resort near Hermanus. ‘It was awesome; we went and lay by the pool, we drank cocktails, we went for dinner.’ They returned to Cape Town and Oscar and Reeva

  closed themselves off at a hotel in Green Point. ‘I think they just wanted some time on their own.’ According to Samantha, this appears to have been the turning point in their

  relationship. ‘When they got back to reality, from there the relationship was awesome.’




  Oscar was in the process of buying a house down the road from Justin and Samantha in Atholl and it was likely that Reeva would move in with him. ‘She was pretty sure that would happen. She

  was running around getting him all the things he needed, like a wash basket, and so on. He was meant to move in a month after it happened,’ Samantha says with a sense of melancholy, perhaps a

  sadness at what could have been.




  But the relationship, like most, was not without its problems and a deeper reflection on events shows up its more turbulent, tumultuous characteristics.




  One of the more significant rows was on 27 January 2013, the day of Reeva’s close friend Darren Fresco’s engagement party. Gina recalls that she had asked Reeva if she could catch a

  lift with her and Oscar, and when the couple arrived with British athlete Martyn Rooney, Oscar was already in a foul mood. ‘They were running very late. I had gone to get flowers for them

  just before picking me up. When I got in the car I could sense there was tension. Reeva said they’d been running late the entire morning. I said thank you to Oscar for fetching me and he was

  very short in saying no problem. I could definitely sense something had happened. When we parked, Oscar and Reeva walked in front while Martyn and I walked behind them. At one point Reeva let go of

  Oscar’s hand and came to walk with us. Oscar turned around and said something along the lines of, “Are you not going to walk with me?” in quite a stern voice. She walked forward

  and just said to me, “I’ll tell you later.” The engagement party was really nice, and at one point Reeva called me and said we were going. We got in the car, and clearly her and

  Oscar had just had a fight. She messaged me and said he had been like that the entire morning. When I asked what happened she said she’d tell me at home.




  ‘He dropped us off and drove away. She said they had had a fight because they were walking back from getting food, and Oscar stopped walking with her when she said hello to a guy friend

  she had known for years. He was there with his wife and child and she was saying hi. When she turned around to introduce Oscar, he was standing a metre or so behind her. Oscar got annoyed

  apparently and said she was flirting with him.




  ‘That day we had an afternoon nap. When I woke up I had missed calls from Oscar. She sent him a message about the whole thing and now he was trying to get hold of her. She said: “Gi,

  call back and tell him I’m sleeping.”’




  WhatsApp messages between the two would later emerge in court, giving a raw and real account of the state of the relationship at certain times. Most notable was the exchange between the two

  following the fight at the engagement party:




  

    

      

        Reeva: I’m not 100% sure why I’m sitting down to type you a message first. But perhaps it says a lot about what’s going on here. Today was one of my

        best friends engagements and I wanted to stay longer I was enjoying myself but its over now. You have picked on me incessantly since you got back from CT and I understand that you are sick

        but it’s nasty. Yesterday wasn’t nice for either of us but we managed to pull thro and communicate well enough to show our care for each other is greater than the drama that

        attacked us. I was not flirting with anyone today. I feel sick that u suggested that and that u made a scene at the table and made us leave early. I’m terribly disappointed in how the

        day ended and how u left me. We are living in a double standard relationship where u can be mad about how I deal with stuff when u are very quick to act cold and offish when you’re

        unhappy. Every 5 seconds I hear how u dated another chick you really have dated a lot of people yet you get upset if I mention ONE funny story with a long term boyfriend. I do everything to

        make u happy and to not say anything to rock the boat with u. You do everything to throw tantrums in front of people. I have been upset by you for 2 days now. I’m so upset I left

        Darren’s party early. SO upset. I can’t get that day back. I’m scared of u sometimes and how u snap at me and of how u will react to me. You make me happy 90% of the time

        and I think we are amazing together but I am not some other bitch you may know trying to kill your vibe. I am the girl who let go with u even when I was scared out of my mind to, I’m

        the girl who fell in love with u and wanted to tell u this weekend. But I’m also the girl that gets side stepped when you are in a shit mood. When I feel you think u have me so why try

        anymore. I get snapped at and told my accents and voices are annoying. I touch your neck to show u I care you tell me to stop. Stop chewing gum. Do this don’t do that. You don’t

        want to here stuff cut me off. Your endorsements your reputation your impression of something innocent blown out of proportion and fucked up a special day to me. I’m sorry if you truly

        felt I was hitting on my friend Sams husband and I’m sorry that u think that little of me. From the outside I think it looks like we are a struggle and maybe that’s what we are. I

        just want to love and be loved. Be happy and make someone SO happy. Maybe we can’t do that for each other. Cos right now I know u aren’t happy and I am certainly very unhappy and

        sad.




        Oscar: I want to talk to you, I want to sort this out.. I don’t want to have anything less than amazing for you and I.. I’m sorry

        for the things I say without thinking and for taking offense to some of your actions. The fact that I’m tired and sick isn’t an excuse. I was upset that you just left me after we

        got food to go talk to a guy and I was standing tight behind you watching you touch his arm and ignore me and when I spoke up you introduced me which you could’ve done but when I left

        you just kept on chatting to him when clearly I was upset. I asked Martin to put on that kendrick lemar Album in the car and don’t know it, granted that was a shut song but you

        could’ve just lent forward and whispered in my ear to change it scene I had to drive to pick up your friend. I was 30 min late and I know you don’t like it when I drive fast but

        then you should’ve asked Gina to drive herself so that we wouldn’t have to. When we left I was starving, the only good I’d had was a tiny wrap and everyone was leaving for

        lunch, I’m sorry I wanted to go but I was hungry and upset and although you knew it it wasn’t like you came to chat to me when I left the table. I was upset when I left you cause

        I thought you were coming to me. I’m sorry I asked you to stop taping my neck yesterday, I know you were just trying to show me love.. I had a mad headache and should’ve just

        spoken to you softly. In sorry for asking you not to put on an accent last night.. Pretty much the same and didn’t have the energy.


      


    


  




  YOU magazine also published details about arguments that occurred while the couple was on holiday in the Cape, while the Sunday Times reported on how the duo

  argued in public, on their way to the parking lot, after the Virgin Active Sport Industry Awards at Emperors Palace on 7 February.




  In her statement, Gina gives more insight into the events that took place that night.




  ‘The night that Reeva attended the Virgin Active Awards with Oscar, I returned home from VIP at approximately 1.30am. I walked upstairs and started to lock up. Reeva’s room is near

  the security door. I heard her talking in a slightly raised voice and repeatedly saying the word “but”. I could not hear much else. I knocked on the door, but she did not respond so I

  left. I then sent her a message saying, “love you Alfi, come wake me up if you need anything.” She responded immediately “omg” and then “omg you’re awake. Im

  coming.” I replied, “lol”.




  ‘I then walked into her room and saw that she was covered in the blanket with her hand on her face. She always fiddled with her eyebrows or something when she was frustrated. She appeared

  similar to the video footage of her when she drove into Oscar’s complex as seen in the Carte Blanche programme. I cannot remember the exact details of the

  fight but she told me that Oscar just wanted her to be attached to his side the whole time and if she was not, he freaked out. This occurred that evening, when they were leaving and she walked

  around one side of the table and he walked the other way around. He was then annoyed because she was not next to him. When she walked ahead of him, he became angry and told her that people would

  say that they were fighting.




  ‘He had a fight with her and dropped her off at home. He then called her and this was the reason why they were arguing over the phone. He eventually said he was going to sleep and they

  ended the conversation. She then said to me once again, “Gi, I cannot do this.”’




  Reeva’s WhatsApp message to Oscar that night revealed just how upset she was about the fight:




  

    

      

        I like to believe that I make u proud when I attend these kinds of functions with u. I present myself well and can converse with others whilst u are off busy chatting

        to fans/friends. I also knew people there tonight and whilst u were having one or 2 pics taken i was saying goodbye to people in my industry and Fix wanted a photo with me. I was just being

        cordial by saying goodbye whilst u were busy. I completely understood your desperation to leave and thought I would be helping u by getting to the exit before u because I can’t rush in

        the heels I was wearing. I thought it would make a difference in us getting out without u being harassed anymore. I didn’t think you would criticize me for doing that especially not so

        loudly so that others could hear. I might joke around and be all Tom boyish at times but I regard myself as a lady and I didn’t feel like one tonight after the way u treated me when we

        left. I’m a person too and I appreciate that u invited me out tonight and I realise that u get harassed but I am trying my best to make u happy and I feel as tho u sometimes never are

        no matter the effort I put in. I can’t be attacked by outsiders for dating u AND be attacked by you, the one person I deserve protection from.


      


    


  




  In an interview with Heat magazine a week before she died, Reeva spoke openly about how she worried that ‘lies’ could ruin her fledgling relationship with

  the athlete. She said that while she respected and admired him, she also feared that negative publicity could harm his career: ‘We haven’t been talking to the media because I

  don’t want to get it tainted. I don’t want anything coming in the way of his career. He’s such an amazing athlete.’ She added: ‘You know what they do, they make things up, “Reeva cheats on Oscar” and rubbish like that. I wouldn’t want lies about us jeopardising it. I’m trying to work on my modelling career and

  remove myself from the whole FHM stigma,’ she said. ‘I want to be seen as a classic model.’




  Gina reveals that in the last few weeks of Reeva’s life, she was incredibly stressed about her career, her finances and her relationship.




  ‘For the last two weeks of Reeva’s life, she complained on a daily basis that she felt sick. She was sick from anxiety, but said that she did not know what had caused it. She seemed

  really stressed. She told me that she was stressed about money for her parents and that she desperately needed to give them money but that she was also low on cash. She had so many plans for this

  year and they were only starting to materialise.’




  Reeva’s mother, June, regularly asked her daughter for money – a few hundred rand here, a thousand rand there, which Reeva duly deposited into her account.




  Her death compounded the family’s financial woes and left them without a source of financial assistance. On 29 June 2013, June Steenkamp told The Daily Mail: ‘Our hearts

  just feel broken. But we have no choice but to sue. Pistorius has placed us in this position. We are struggling financially. Reeva was helping us. On the night she died, when she was on her way to

  Oscar’s house, we talked about her sending us money to pay our cable television bill. I was fretting because I thought I was going to miss her first TV appearance. She told me not to worry,

  she would send money the next day. She regularly helped us with food and utility bills.’




  Part of Reeva’s stress was attributed to a new international television series, Strike Back, for which she had auditioned. She told Gina that as part of the role, she was required

  to kiss someone and she was concerned about how Oscar would react. Gina says that while Reeva knew the role would fast forward her career, she didn’t know how she would tell her

  boyfriend.




  ‘On the day that the filming of this series began, she still had not told Oscar. She just told him she was on set. On set, she was told that the part was far more intense and revealing

  than she had thought. The actor had come in and told her that it was more explicit and there was more nudity than she had been told. She called me and told me that she had refused to do so and was

  leaving. She left without doing the part. She also told me that she had subsequently told Oscar what had happened. She told me that Oscar had then told her never to be scared to tell him stuff, it

  was fine, she had left and should come through to Pretoria. She went through to Pretoria that night. The next day, she told me that he was not impressed with the whole thing but that he would get

  over it.’




  One of the casting agents on the series, Steve Jordaan, remembered Reeva being in make-up, ready for the shoot, but walking off set because she was unhappy about the nudity. ‘Reeva was

  going to play the raunchy little waitress in the opening scene with lead actor Sullivan Stapleton. She used the Tropika show as her excuse, saying the nudity wouldn’t be good for her

  image, but talk on set was that she had a fight with Oscar after he found out it was a topless scene,’ he said.




  The scene involved the actress and Stapleton in a steamy state of undress – and Jordaan cast Nicolene Botha at the last minute. ‘The director was fuming. In the casting video she was

  specifically told that she was auditioning for a nude scene, and she was okay with that. It was a complete surprise,’ said Jordaan.




  Gina state’s that whenever she asked Reeva whether she had told Oscar about her financial problems with her parents, Reeva said she did not want to because she did not want to make him

  feel as if he needed to give her money. Additionally, she stated that Oscar always made out as if his problems were bigger. ‘She told me that she felt like it always had to be about

  him.’




  On Sunday, 3 February 2013, while she was out for breakfast with a friend, Gina received a call from a distressed Reeva. ‘She was crying and told me that she needed to sit down and talk to

  me about stuff. She repeated the money problems that she had with her parents and that she needed to help them. I told her to stop putting pressure on herself and to breathe. She was in her car on

  the way to lunch with Oscar, but she was alone. She repeated that she had a sick, horrible feeling and that we needed to sit down and make plans. I calmed her down.’




  Gina was becoming increasingly sceptical about Oscar and his possessive nature, and yet, despite this, Reeva also told her that she was finally ready to tell Oscar that she loved him. On the

  face of it, the couple did seem more and more in love. In her sworn statement, Gina recounted the events of the last time she saw her best friend alive. It was Tuesday morning, 12 February, and she

  was sitting on Reeva’s bed chatting about the day ahead. Gina elaborated further on their exchange in an interview with us: ‘It was the last time that I saw her and it was just before

  she got ready for the day. We were sitting on her bed and she had her laptop. She asked if she could show me the pictures she was printing for Oscar for Valentine’s Day. It was some pictures

  of them together and one picture of her alone and one picture of him alone. She turned around to me and showed me the picture of him. And she said, “Gi, does that not look like the face of a

  murderer?” We laughed because we called him the stalker. She was joking around. She definitely wasn’t serious about it.’




  Samantha repeatedly returns to that final Tuesday evening she spent lazing on the carpet with Reeva, ‘faffing’ and pondering the future. Reeva, a romantic with

  a penchant for celebrating special occasions, had big plans for Valentine’s Day. So much so that the day before she posted this tweet:




  

    

      

        What do you have up your sleeve for your love tomorrow??? #getexcited #ValentinesDay


      


    


  




  Samantha gives a rare insight into what Reeva had up her own sleeve for her love. ‘She had planned this whole thing, she was so excited. She was like that, she liked

  special occasions,’ Sam remembers. Reeva was plotting an elaborate breakfast picnic in the garden of Oscar’s home, replete with heart-shaped biscuits.




  ‘She had planned to make a whole breakfast. They were going to get up early and they were going to have a picnic in the garden. She would make heart-shaped biscuits and make a picnic. She

  had gone and got heart-shaped sweets, you know those little sherbet things that say, “I love you,” and stuff all over them. She was planning on making him pancakes with Nutella. She was

  going to get up early, go and put the blanket out in the garden, put stuff around it at sunrise as a surprise ...’ Samantha trails off. Reeva had also planned on giving her ‘boo’

  a framed photograph of them, which she had wrapped.




  In an interview she gave to ZAlebs just days before her death, Reeva spoke of how she planned on spending the day spreading love: ‘I’ve realised that although Valentine’s Day

  can be a cheesy money-making stint to most people, it’s a day of expressing love across the world. It doesn’t have to only be between lovers, but by telling a friend that you care, or

  even an old person that they are still appreciated.’




  According to the Mail & Guardian newspaper, Reeva visited Party Box Goodies, a gift shop in the Hazeldean Square shopping centre up the road from Oscar’s house on the

  afternoon before her death. She apparently told the shop assistant, ‘My boyfriend really loves Valentine’s Day’ as she purchased wrapping paper for the gift:




  

    

      

        She was there to buy ‘Valentine’s Day wrapping paper’, according to the shop assistant who helped Steenkamp. The assistant, who asked not to be

        named, said that the blonde model appeared happy and in love. ‘She was smiling and laughing when she arrived,’ said the assistant. ‘She walked out smiling, too ... I offered

        to wrap the gift for her. It was a photo frame and four photographs of the two of them [Pistorius and Steenkamp]. I told her that it’s good for women to give Valentine’s Day gifts

        instead of expecting presents from their boyfriends. She agreed, and added: ‘This is a surprise for him. He loves surprises.’


      


    


  




  Reeva was meant to meet Gina for coffee on the afternoon of Wednesday, 13 February, but because she was already in Pretoria, she decided not to.




  ‘I finished my job at about two and she said she was going to come through to Joburg, and when I finished I messaged her and she just said, “My Gi, I’m still in

  Pretoria.” She was so excited and she had planned all these new things and she told me about certain goals that she had and she was really excited that day and I even said to her, I

  said, “You know I’m here to support you for anything and I’m so happy to hear that and I’m so excited for you.”’




   




  • • •




  At around 6pm, Reeva pulled up to the security access point at the Silver Woods estate, the window rolled down and her elbow resting on the door of her gunmetal-grey Mini

  Cooper. Her hair was tied up and she was wearing a simple black vest. Reeva smiled broadly as she exchanged a laugh and bantered with a guard at the boom before being waved through into the

  complex. Some ten minutes later, Oscar’s white BMW pulled in to the estate. He had driven through from Johannesburg where he had been visiting Justin at the Daytona Group in Sandton. Samantha

  recalls the day vividly because she had tried to get Oscar to lure his girlfriend to Johannesburg so that she could go to a movie with her.




  ‘I’d finished work at about three and I’d said to her I wanted to go to a movie that night. I was going to go to movies on my own. I’d sent her a message at about ten in

  the morning and she said, “Ja, okay, let me just see how my day goes, I’ll message you.” I went past the dealership just to say hi to Just, and Oscar was there. I was standing

  with him at reception and Justin was going out for dinner with two of his guy friends that night, so I said to him, “You go for dinner with Justin. Phone your girlfriend and tell her to come

  here to come to movies with me.”




  ‘Reeva had messaged Oscar earlier in the day indicating she might drive through to Joburg, but wanted to get a few things done at his house in Pretoria. “Baba I hope u don’t

  mind but I came back to the house to work a bit and do some washing. It will help me a lot to get stuff done and relieve some stress. Ill go through to Jhb at like 3 xxx”.




  ‘So he phoned her while he was standing with me and it was so cute, “Boo Boo, don’t you want to come here and bring me a change of clothes and then I’ll go to dinner with

  Justin and you go to a movie with Sam and then either we can sleep over there or we’ll drive back after or something.” I heard her saying, “Hmmm, I’m so tired, I’m

  already at your house and I don’t want to drive from Pretoria now.” She said, “Please just come home and let’s snuggle. Just come over and let’s like chill and make a

  veggie burger or something.” That was their night in: veggie burgers. He got off the phone and he said, “Oooh, I better go home!” So I left it. I went to a movie on my own, Justin

  went to dinner. That was it.




  ‘The last time I WhatsApped her was at six or seven. I think I sent her a message saying, “Fader.” I think I might have actually taken a photo of the movie house going,

  “Here’s me on my own with my popcorn and my slush and I hope you’re enjoying yourself.” She replied, “Oh, I love you, I’m tired, I’ll see you tomorrow.

  Sorry.” Just like she always is ...’




  Samantha can’t help but wonder what would have been had she pushed harder for her friend to join her that night. ‘I often think I wish I had forced her to come because I ... I

  don’t know. I don’t know what happened that night, and I don’t know if, if she had come and then gone back that the same thing would have happened. I can’t help but think if

  I had just changed the series of events, maybe from earlier, then it wouldn’t have happened but, ja, you can’t ...’




  There was nothing in Oscar’s behaviour that afternoon that struck Samantha as curious or out of character and there was no indication from her best friend that things were not as they

  should be. ‘She didn’t lose it with him or anything. As far as I know they chilled and watched a movie. The last time she was on the phone on WhatsApp was at 21:13.’ At 20:42

  Reeva had sent Gina’s mother a message telling her she wouldn’t be home: ‘My Des!!!! I’m staying in PTA again it’s soooooo far to drive I just decided to stay here

  today and work! See u for valentines day xxxxx.’




  Samantha returned home after her movie and went to sleep. But she was startled awake at 4am when Justin’s phone rang. It was Oscar.




  





  The Bullet in the Chamber




  He shook the hands of the competitors in the lanes alongside him, paced up and down the track, crouched into his stance and pressed his carbon

  blades against the starting blocks. A smile stretched across his face. Eighty thousand people hushed, awaiting the crack of the starter’s gun. His grandmother was in the crowd, so too were

  other family members and close friends. It was 4 August 2012 and Oscar Pistorius, from Pretoria in South Africa, was about to become the first amputee in history to compete on the track, and the

  first double amputee to take part in the Olympic Games. For years, he had persistently, doggedly, fought for the right to be able to compete in able-bodied competition, insisting that he did not

  unfairly benefit from his prosthetic legs. Courtrooms full of men and women had argued and debated the merits of his case, determining his future. All the toil and the training had culminated in

  this moment – he was the real deal, a global icon, a respected superstar. And he was on top of the world.




  Not only would he compete, but Oscar would coast through the first heat of the 400 metres race in a second place time of 45.44 seconds, reaching the semi-final the next day. He would finish last

  in that race but would go on to carry his country’s flag at the Olympic Games closing ceremony days later – a celebrated hero.




  ‘I’ve worked for six years to get my chance. I found myself smiling in the starting block, which is very rare in the 400 metres,’ said the Blade Runner after the race. ‘I

  didn’t know if I should cry or be happy. It was such a mix of emotions.’ He paid tribute to his late mother and recalled her advice: ‘A loser isn’t the person that gets

  involved and comes last, but the person who doesn’t get involved in the first place.’




   




  • • •




  It was these words that Oscar’s mother wrote to him in a letter when he was a baby, just before surgeons performed his bilateral amputation at the

  age of 11 months. She would keep the letter for him to read as an adult.




  Oscar was born on 22 November 1986 at the Sandton Clinic in Johannesburg. He suffered from fibular hemimelia, the congenital absence of the fibula – the bone that extends from the ankle to

  the knee. His feet were also malformed. Each only had a big toe and an index toe and was missing the outer bones.




  His parents Henke and Sheila set out on a ‘pilgrimage’ to seek medical opinions. In his book Blade Runner, authored with Gianni Merlo, Oscar recounts how they were insistent

  on researching alternatives that would allow him to lead the most ‘normal’ life possible: ‘At the end of every consultation, my father would ask the surgeon one question:

  “If it was your child and you were unable to operate yourself, who would you turn to?” In this way, my parents were able to tap into a network of extraordinary surgeons and trusted

  hands.’




  Their search led them to South African specialist Dr Gerry Versveld, who was convinced that if they took the bold decision to amputate both legs below the knee while Oscar was still young, he

  would be able to learn to walk with prostheses. ‘I have a profound respect for them [my parents] because it cannot have been easy, but then again the Pistoriuses are a stubborn people,’

  says Oscar.




  Six months after the double amputation, Oscar received his first pair of prosthetic legs at the age of 17 months. Made from plaster and mesh and with a flesh-coloured lycra ‘skin’,

  they gave him the mobility he craved to become a ‘wild child’, following his older brother Carl everywhere he adventured. Oscar believes that his personality and outlook on life were

  shaped around this time, when his family was instrumental in laying the foundation stones of his competitive nature. His parents pushed him forward, encouraging him to try every kind of physical

  activity, rather than playing into the label of being ‘disabled’. As Carl, 18 months his elder, put on his shoes every morning, so Oscar would put on his prostheses. ‘It was all

  the same to me,’ he insists.




  ‘This attitude is integral to how my family approaches life and their philosophy has made me the man I am today: ‘This is Oscar Pistorius, exactly as he should be. Perfect in

  himself.” My brother, sister and I were brought up with one iron rule – no one was allowed to say: “I can’t”,’ he explains in his book. In a letter written to

  him by Carl, his brother echoes this sentiment: ‘Part and parcel of our family’s approach to life is the lesson that if you lose your way in life, no one can find it for you, you have

  to do it yourself. Only you can help yourself. You must rely on yourself and find that way and stay true to that way.’




  Oscar won his first sporting trophy when he was only six years old – for Greco-Roman wrestling. At the age of nine, he took up boxing. He played tennis, rugby and cricket and even played

  provincial-level water polo. Oscar did not see himself as disabled and his competitiveness drove him. He says in his book, ‘I won my first medal in wrestling. The first time you win an award

  is an unforgettable moment. You are enveloped in a warm buzz of emotions – pride, happiness, and the acute sense of recognition that comes with applause from your loved ones. It is addictive,

  almost like a drug – but a positive drug, pushing you forward to greater success.’




  Oscar’s life took a significant detour in 1993 when his parents parted ways, and the divorce impacted significantly on the family’s financial welfare. Henke Pistorius came from

  hard-earned wealth. In 1944, his father, ‘Oom Hendrik’, started a limestone mine that still operates today as H. Pistorius & Co., ‘the oldest supplier of the best quality

  agricultural lime in South Africa’. It would prove to be the foundation of a business empire that has expanded into various fields, most notably commercial property development.




  Oom Hendrik’s four sons, Theo, Arnold, Leo and Henke, all played a role within the family business, but Oscar’s father has since been cast in the role of pariah, the black sheep of

  the flock. It is a tightly knit Afrikaner unit and many of the next generation of grandchildren and their spouses are also employed by the family business. According to company registers, the

  patriarch and the three sons own around 120 active companies in the country. Henke, meanwhile, has had less success in business and has invested his energy in a dolomite mine in the Eastern

  Cape.




  In his book, Oscar recalled how he, his older brother Carl and little sister Aimee, had to watch their pennies, which taught them all financial responsibility. ‘As small children we lived

  in an enormous house and were spoilt rotten, and so when my parents divorced and we were forced to downsize we had no understanding of real hardship. Fortunately there is always a constructive

  lesson to be drawn from these experiences.’




  During his early years, Oscar’s mother, ‘an optimist with a bubbly personality’ and a ‘great sense of humour’, didn’t work but his father’s bankruptcy

  and his parents’ split put an end to the idyll. Sheila had to take a part-time job but still ensured that Oscar received the best care and specialist attention for his prostheses and

  benefited from latest technological advancements. ‘I remember her baking a cake in honour of my first set of toes!’ he recounts.




  Although the children lived with their mother, their father was still very much a part of their lives and the relationship remained ‘amicable’ and ‘mutually respectful’.

  Oscar writes about how his father spoilt them and ensured they never wanted for anything, buying his kids go-karts and boats. But over the years, the distance between Oscar

  and his father grew, as indicated in an interview conducted with The Guardian’s Donald McRae in 2011. ‘My father wasn’t around much when we grew up. I saw him seldom

  – and it’s the same now. He lives and works very far from me on a dolomite mine.’ When asked if he and his dad spoke on the phone, Pistorius replied: ‘Mmmm, not much. We

  chat about once a month. He’s a cool guy but he’s more of a mate. He’s not much of a parent. It’s just life.’




  When Oscar reached high-school age, his parents allowed him the choice of which institution to attend. Having been raised in Johannesburg, he decided he wanted a change and chose the highly

  regarded Pretoria Boys High School, an English-language boarding school. This was despite his father having attended the neighbouring Afrikaans school, Affies. The two schools were rivals on the

  sports fields and it would have been tradition for Oscar to follow in his father’s footsteps – perhaps an early indication of his intentions to be his own man and distance himself from

  his dad. Oscar flourished at Pretoria Boys where sport was high on the priority list and he was taken by the facilities available to pupils. ‘There was even a shooting range,’ he would

  recall.




  He remembers himself as a content boarder with many friends, who was both the perpetrator and subject of practical jokes. On one memorable occasion, his dorm mates managed to fill him with

  terror. They used lighter fuel to set fire to steel cupboards in his room in the middle of the night. When Oscar lurched for his prostheses, which he diligently left at the foot of his bed each

  night, he couldn’t find them. He became panic-stricken and thought he would be left to die when suddenly the fire magically disappeared. The boys came running back into the room laughing and

  informed him that it was all a hilarious practical joke – their way of extending him a ‘warm welcome’.




  In his first year at Pretoria Boys, Oscar was a keen cricketer and tennis player, but as he grew in confidence he decided to pursue his ambition to play rugby and water polo. He excelled at

  rugby in particular and was assisted by new, lighter prostheses designed by his father’s friend, aeronautical engineer Chris Hattingh. The legs were handcrafted, relatively short and shaped

  liked hooks, precursors to the ‘blades’ for which he would become universally known. While Oscar didn’t participate in athletics, he did well in the occasional long-distance

  endurance race and running was an important component of his rugby training. Sport would prove to be the teenager’s salvation when he was hit by the most devastating development in his short

  life.
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