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Foreword

T

he first time I became aware of the existence of Kaizer M.
Nyatsumba (I’ll come back to the ‘M’ in due course) was in
the 1980s when I was the Chief Training Officer at the Weekly
Mail in Johannesburg. (In truth, the only Training Officer at the
Weekly Mail.) I was also doubling as a sort of Political Correspondent, and even ‘trebling’—like all the other staffers in those
high-minded, high-spirited and idealistic times—in my case as a
general odd-job man whose duties could range from helping to
paste up the paper, to delivering it to the printers, to distributing
it to the exclusive (that is, very small) group of subscribers.
I would also, on occasion, be asked to pick up on some matter or other, most often involving editorial staff, by our pioneering and hard-pressed co-editors Anton Harber and Irwin Manoim, when they didn’t have the time to deal with it themselves.
While my recall is less than perfect these days, I can only think
that this was how I came to be reading a self-assured and wellexpressed letter from a young South African studying English at
Georgetown University in Washington DC.
The author of the letter was one Kaizer Nyatsumba, and
the theme and tone of the contents was to the effect that our
newspaper would be extremely wise to offer employment to the
writer thereof on his return, then imminent, from a scholarship
in the United States. Dated 15 October 1987 and sent from an
apartment in the US Capitol, Kaizer addressed the letter to the
Editor-in-Chief.
“Dear Sir/Madam”, he wrote, “A suitably qualified and experienced journalist with international exposure and an immense
interest in both South African and international politics, I would
like to join your staff and make what little contribution I can
to your extremely competent newspaper.” He went on to speak
about his experiences with the Zululand Observer, the KaNgv
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wane Times and The Georgetown HOYA, and described himself
as a very reliable person.
So far, so good. I was taken with Kaizer from that moment.
I’m sure I must have consulted Anton and Irwin and got their
go-ahead before writing back to Kaizer saying that the WM
would be most interested in talking further. Although we knew
nothing about him, his self-belief and his fresh way of expressing himself seemed to chime with our collective mission to
produce a newspaper that reflected a rapidly- changing South
Africa in all its nuances and complexities; quite unlike any
other newspaper in the country at the time. A new voice like
Kaizer’s could be a fine addition to our already eclectic team,
we thought. I liked, too, the ringing manner in which he ended
his letter: “I have always wanted to work for your newspaper
since I first read it, but I wanted to prepare myself in advance.
I am presently convinced that I am now ready to join your
staff.”
What I and my colleagues didn’t know at the time was that
this persuasive and eloquent letter had been sent simultaneously
to the Editors of The Star, Sowetan, City Press and possibly
other newspapers. Getting to know Kaizer later, I would realise
that it should have been obvious that he would have been thorough, and not relied on just one shot in the dark to a small paper
with a proud but short pedigree and, in all likelihood, a perilous
future. A further problem was our relative poverty—the major
mainstream titles had infinitely more firepower than we did in
terms of employment conditions, security of tenure, circulation
and the like. We prided ourselves on the belief that the little WM
punched well above its weight in terms of political significance
and influence, but that didn’t change the fact that it was small
and vulnerable.
As it happened Kaizer did not take us up on our expression of interest, and by the time I met him in person some time
later, at a lunch in downtown Johannesburg with then British
Ambassador Sir Robin Renwick, he was at The Star. This was
the dominant daily in the City of Gold, and it was on its fondlyremembered news floor that Kaizer and I would in due course
vi
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re-meet as close colleagues and thereafter as good friends.
(Many years later, I recall Kaizer telling me that at the lunch he
had found me to be quite sniffy—‘lefter-than-thou’ was what
he was implying—and I can quite imagine this from the callow
youth I was then.)
Now let us scroll forward to introduce the book you are
about to read, which is a memoir of Kaizer’s journey from his
birth until now, a half-century later, as well as an account of the
still-mysterious and abhorrent demise of Adonis, the ‘brother’ of
the book’s title. Without detracting from the narrative of Kaizer’s
professional career—he has lived life at pace, as the reader will
find—it’s useful to recall that in the late 1980s big, big changes
were under way in South Africa, beyond the imagination of
most. In the media, the certainties of centuries were being shattered, all rules could be challenged and new, young personalities
could make a considerable mark quickly. Kaizer stepped gleefully into this milieu and, as you will experience with him in the
book, rapidly progressed as a journalist, securing for himself a
ringside seat, notebook in hand, for South Africa’s momentous
transition from apartheid to democracy.
For myself and the Weekly Mail team, the times were additionally dramatic in that our attempt to convert the WM to The
Daily Mail had foundered after about three months, and that led
to consequences, chiefly staff departures. Personally it was the
end of a golden period in learning and practising the craft of
campaigning journalism at an utterly extraordinary time, among
extraordinary people. The paper had to restructure itself (that
was probably when the dread word ‘downsizing’ was first heard
by us) and some people had to go, including me.
But it was also the opening of another chapter of the privilege being in a good place at a good time. Richard Steyn, then
recently appointed Editor-in-Chief of The Star, was putting
together a new team at 47 Sauer Street and he asked me to
accept a position as a ‘Special Writer’, to get my foot in the door
as it were … and which brought me into daily contact with Kaizer. We then, with other close colleagues, made up the political
team that covered for the country’s top daily the transition from
vii
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apartheid to democracy: 1990 -1994, a period I would often say
no journalist could ever hope to top.
In the book you’re about to read, Kaizer gives the detail
of his progression to Political Correspondent at just the ‘right
time’ historically, about editing newspapers in the then still very
new South Africa, and his subsequent corporate adventures. For
those of us who were around during those times, there is an air
of pleasant nostalgia in Kaizer’s recollections of our younger
selves.
When Kaizer first spoke to me about this book, I mistakenly assumed that it was exclusively the story of the tragic loss
of his ‘brother’, Adonis. But as I have mentioned, it is, in fact,
more than that: it is Kaizer’s story, Adonis’s story, and the story
of their intertwined lives. (Incidentally, this book has answered
for me for the first time the genesis of the author’s first name—
‘Kaizer by name, Kaizer by nature’, some of his colleagues used
to say—and that of the marvellously-monikered ‘Adonis’. But
I will not spoil the reader’s pleasure by premature revelation on
either count.)
Having had the privilege of being a welcomed participant
in that story for about a quarter of a century, I delight in the
evocation of a time that has now passed, and a tactile guided
tour of the then-South Africa through the eyes of a young black
man who was simply determined to make the most of himself
that he could. The period pictures are wonderful, too, and will
prompt from my generation whoops of recognition at fashions
and hairstyles long forgotten.
There is also a hint of old-worldiness, a courtliness, about
Kaizer, which is a particularly pleasing part of his personality.
He displays manners that indicate to all interlocutors that he is
treating them with respect—and those who know him will agree
that he expects, nay, demands, the same in return. He is also
always one to give credit to those who have done him a kindness or treated him respectfully, and he has a long memory in
this regard.
Kaizer Nyatsumba is a self-made, determined man, filled
with fortitude. Young generations of South Africans who read
viii
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and absorb the story captured in this book will have cause for
self-reflection and will find much value in learning what it has
taken to do all that Kaizer has done.
And so, in closing, let us get to the ‘M’ that sits between the
‘K’ and the ‘N’ that denote our Kaizer. He chose the name for
himself and this has to do with both his prowess and his peccadilloes regarding his beloved game of soccer. “Mabhilidi”, he
reveals, was a catchphrase used by his favourite commentator,
and it could be loosely translated to mean something like “building skyscrapers”. I’d leave it to Kaizer to tell you the relevance
of that in due course …
Shaun Johnson, Cape Town
January 2014

ix

Introduction

T

here are many people who called, some known to me and
others unknown. They called to ask if it was true, to commiserate with us as a family or to ask about funeral arrangements. Some called to share snippets of information or whatever
suspicions they had, in the hope that, passed on to the police, the
information would help to get the murderers apprehended and
subjected to justice.
Others called out of a deep sense of loss because of what
Adonis meant to them, and to check if I was fine, given how
close we were—and are. Was I okay, they asked. How was I
holding up? Was there anything they could do to help?
One such person was Nomvula Marawa, an old school mate
of mine at Dlangezwa High School in the early 1980s. She had
known Adonis and of the special bond between us. A professional nurse by training, among other disciplines that she had
studied since our high school days, she said calmly: “Why don’t
you write a book about him? That would be good for Adonis so
that people can get to know what a kind, gentle person he was,
but it might also help you to heal.”
It was a good suggestion, I knew—in fact, I had also thought
of it myself—but I was not ready for it. The loss was still too
pronounced and the emotional wounds too raw and too deep.
After all, it had only been a few days, at most two weeks, since
Adonis had been buried in Pretoria like a pauper, against the
family’s wishes, and I had neither the strength nor the time to
write a book.
Instead, my priority was getting those behind my brother’s
murder arrested as soon as possible, prosecuted and convicted so
that I could then apply for an exhumation order and get Adonis
buried properly back home. That was all that consumed me; it
was the one thing towards which I devoted all my energies.
1
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Nevertheless, I thanked Nomvula for the suggestion, lamely
assuring her that I would take it up.
However, it was not until almost three years later, in February 2012, that I felt strongly moved to tell my brother’s story,
our story, because Adonis’s story is so inextricably intertwined
with mine that it is impossible to tell the two apart. The trigger
was a conversation that I had with the policeman who had been
investigating my brother’s murder, one Captain De Jong of the
Akasia Police Station. It had been some months since I had last
spoken to him, so I gave him a call to hear how the investigation
was proceeding.
To my bitter disappointment, it turned out that there was no
investigation going on. Convinced that he could do no more, De
Jong had turned to the National Prosecuting Authority (NPA),
with Pretoria North NPA Head Ms Mulaudzi allegedly advising
that the case should be closed, according to De Jong.
It was then that I realized that I had to move swiftly to tell the
story of Adonis’s life, his terrible end and the subsequent miscarriage of justice. I knew even as I was speaking to De Jong that I
had to start working on the book, in the hope that its appearance
will not only ensure that Adonis’s moving story is told, but that
it might also touch some consciences and move those with any
knowledge of what happened to him that Wednesday evening
in 2009 and of who had orchestrated it to come forward with
that information. After all, icala aliboli (which means, literally,
a case never rots), as people used to say in our communities as
we grew up: however much time may pass, a crime may still be
solved many moons later. That remains very much my and the
family’s hope.
I could not allow my dear brother and best friend to be yet
another unlamented crime statistic in our country. I had to tell
his story. After all, nobody knew him as well as I did, nobody
was as close to him as I was and, apart from his children, nobody
was as personally affected by his murder as I was and am still.
I have been robbed of a brother, who happened to be my closest
sibling, my best friend and my confidante, and who knew and
2
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understood me like nobody else did. On 2 November each year,
I feel a kind of emptiness which is beyond description.
I had to tell his—and my—story.
I was visibly angry when I got off the phone with Captain
De Jong. When my Personal Assistant, Zulfah Hussain, walked
into the office shortly thereafter and found me in that state, I
felt it necessary to tell her, for the very first time, about what
had happened to Adonis—and that I wanted to write a book. Did
she, perhaps, know of a small notebook laptop that I could buy,
which I could carry in my briefcase at all times so that I would
write the book whenever I found time, in business lounges at
airports or even while flying between Johannesburg and Cape
Town each week?
Yes, she replied, she did. In fact, she had one such portable,
notebook laptop herself. She would print out pictures of a few
of them and show them to me. That afternoon I had the printouts in my hands, with detailed information on each laptop. I
thanked Zulfah for the information, and that evening I went to
Incredible Connection shop at Canal Walk Mall, where I looked
at the various options and asked questions about them. That
Saturday, back in Johannesburg, I went to the same shop at the
Sandton City Mall and bought an HP Mini-laptop. That same
afternoon my information technology consultant, who services
our computers and laptop at home, came through to customize
the HP Mini-laptop to get it ready for use—and I was ready to
get started.
It was on a flight to East London on Monday morning, for
a business meeting with an official at the Eastern Cape Department of Economic Development and representatives of the
Coega Development Corporation, that I started with the first
chapter of the book. I did the same at the business lounge at the
airport that afternoon as I waited to board my return flight to
Johannesburg, and I wrote throughout the trip back to the Oliver
R. Tambo International Airport. By the time I got home, three
quarters of the first chapter had already been written. I finished
the chapter in a flight to Cape Town that week.
3
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For the rest of that week, I left the laptop under my gym
towel in the wardrobe in the main bedroom of the apartment
in which I stayed in Cape Town, 104 Majorca in Island Club,
Century City. I would return from work each evening and, once
I was done with that day’s newspapers, pull it out and write
Adonis’s story. That weekend I did not fly back home in Johannesburg; instead, I spent it in Cape Town, writing.
On Monday morning I left the laptop under the gym towel
in the wardrobe, as I had done from the previous week, and left
for work at PetroSA at Parow. Nothing looked out of place in the
apartment on my return from work that evening—until I went to
the main bedroom to change into home clothes. As I opened the
wardrobe door, one thing struck me immediately: the towel was
not as neatly folded as I always left it. Instead, it was hanging
down. I lifted it and, lo and behold, there was no laptop there.
Although I knew that I had left it under the towel, still I
looked for it everywhere: in other parts of the wardrobe, in the
rest of the room and in the spare bedroom. It was simply not
there. I called the landlord, Andries Rautenbach, and reported
the mystery of my missing, brand-new laptop, stressing the need
for it to be found as soon as possible. Andries came over soon,
with a security guard in tow. I showed them where the laptop
was.
“Were the windows closed when you left in the morning?”
Andries asked.
Well, I had often left the windows open so that fresh air
would come in. After all, it was summer and Island Club was a
secure complex. Andries pointed to scaffolding next to the bedroom window and surmised that one of the painters working for
the company that had been contracted to paint the complex may
have come in through the window and taken the laptop.
Strangely, though, nothing else had been stolen. My clothes,
including my man-bag, cufflinks and ties, were intact. It was
clear that whoever had stolen the laptop had seen
it there before and had known exactly where it was, and
had wanted it and nothing else. Was it the cleaner who serviced
the apartment? After all, it was a Monday, and she serviced
4
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the apartment on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. Andries
undertook to talk to her in the morning.
“I am not so much concerned about the laptop,” I said, “I
can always buy another one. It is what is in the laptop that I am
most worried about. I am writing a book, and I have already
written two chapters, but I have not saved them anywhere else.
It is important that I get the laptop back for that book, or that the
book is saved on a memory stick and given to me.”
I was very upset. A week earlier it was the news that the
investigation into Adonis’s murder would be closed that had
got me so worked up, and then the product of my hard work
was missing. Was there, perhaps, a message in all this, I asked
myself once Andries and the security guard had left. Could it be
that some forces were opposed to me writing the book?
I was deep in thought, in that worried state, when the buzzer
went off. Who could that possibly be, I wondered. The time was
then well after 8pm and I never received visitors in the apartment, let alone in the evening. I picked the buzzer up.
“Hello.”
“Hello, Mr Nyatsumba. I am calling you from Reception.
We have picked something up in the Closed-Circuit TV monitor.
Please come have a look at it,” said the security guard who had
been in the apartment with Andries earlier.
“I’m coming,” I said.
I picked up my mobile phone, walked out of the apartment,
locked the door and took the elevator to the ground floor. From
there I walked briskly to the Security Control Room at the
entrance to the complex. On arrival, they showed me CCTV
footage of a man walking out of the apartment with a black
plastic bag, inside of which was something the size of my HP
Mini laptop wrapped in something white. Carrying the plastic
bag was a man who worked for Andries, who supervised the
cleaners and, therefore, had access to all the rented apartments
so that he could check if the ladies had done a good job.
There were three shots of him. First he is seen entering the
apartment, carrying nothing, next he is seen exiting the apartment, carrying a big plastic bag, and finally he is seen getting out
5
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of the elevator on the ground floor with that bag. It is as he turns
to walk away that the white-covered, laptop-shaped item is clearly
visible. The security personnel and I were certain that that was
my laptop. We called Andries, who came through to have a look
at it, and we agreed that he would not alarm the man by calling
him that evening to ask him about the laptop. Instead, he would
confront him when he reported for work at 9am on Tuesday.
Relieved, although still worried, I returned to my apartment,
praying that the man does not destroy the only document there,
called “Adonis”.
The following morning I drove to the Milnerton Police Station to lay a charge of theft. I told the police that the man who
had stolen the laptop would be at the Island Club complex at
9am for work and that we had arranged to confront him then.
It would be important that they should also be there. They said
that they would do so.
At 9am Andries and I were in the Security Control Room, once
again viewing the footage. The police were not there. I called the
officer I had been told would attend to the matter, whose mobile
number I had been given, and she said that she was about to arrive.
Once she and her colleague had arrived, Andries called the supervisor. Upon his arrival, he was told about the missing laptop from
104 Majorca Apartment and asked about it. Naturally, he denied
any knowledge of it. He was then shown the footage of him getting
out of the apartment with a black bag and, finally, the shot where
something that looked like my laptop was wrapped in something
white inside the bag, and asked what that was.
“That’s a sheet,” he lied with a straight face. “The sheets
were changed, so I took the dirty sheet with me so that it could
be washed.”
“That is not a sheet,” I said. “That is my laptop.”
“Nee, die is nie ‘n laptop nie,” he protested.
Andries begged him to tell the truth, but still he denied having taken my laptop.
“I found the windows opened, and there are people painting
there. The scaffolding was close to the window,” he went on.
6
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The police took down his details and I laid a charge against
him. As he moved out of the Security Control Room, Andries
followed him. About two minutes later, my phone rang. It was
Andries, and he asked if I could come see him outside. I stepped
out of the Security Control Room and walked towards Andries,
where he was standing with his cleaning supervisor. He told me
that the man wanted to say something to me.
“I am very sorry, my broer. I did not mean to steal your laptop. I know it was wrong of
me to do so,” he said.
I was relieved. That meant that there was still a chance that
I could get my laptop back.
“All I want is my laptop,” I said. “You give me my laptop
back and I will drop the charges. So, where is the laptop?”
“Dit is by die huis, but I promise you that it is safe.”
“So, how do I get it back?”
“I will fetch it,” he said.
Andries said that one of his drivers would take the man
home to fetch the laptop, which would be given to him for safekeeping until my return from work that evening. I was full of
hope, but could not begin to celebrate until my laptop, with the
two chapters of the book, was safely in my hands.
“Ek is baie jammer, my broer,” said the man, offering his
hand. I stretched mine out, reached for his and shook it.
“Just make sure that you never do anything like this again,”
I told him.
Andries undertook to call me as soon as my laptop was
handed over to him. I thanked him, went back to the Security
Control Room to tell the police and drop the charge, returned to
my apartment and drove off to work.
When I had not heard from Andries by noon, I called him to
find out what was happening. He said that the cleaning supervisor and the driver had not left immediately, and they had still
not returned to Island Club. About thirty minutes later he called
to say that the driver had come back with my laptop, which was
then in his possession, but the cleaning supervisor had refused
7
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to return, arguing that he knew that he would have to be subjected to a disciplinary hearing.
For me, the day went by very slowly that Tuesday. I could
not wait to confirm that the work that I had already done had
not been lost. As I left the office that evening, I called Andries
and told him that I was on my way back and asked that we meet
at the entrance to the Island Club complex. I was immensely
relieved to be re-united with my laptop. As soon I got into the
apartment I turned it on and, to my relief, the two chapters that
I had already written were untouched.
However, the laptop had been used for hours on end the
previous evening. Its battery was almost empty. The man and
his friends had used the webcam to take a series of pictures of
themselves and to film themselves singing. I deleted all those
pictures and videos and made an appointment for my information technology consultant to re-programme the laptop—and
create a password—on my return to Sandton.
The bulk of this book has been written in business lounges
at airports, on aeroplanes and in hotel rooms in different parts
of the world. When colleagues went out for drinks, meals or
entertainment during business trips to Venezuela, Botswana,
Mozambique or Ghana, for instance, I would excuse myself and
stay in my room to write. It has also been written in the evenings
while on holiday with the family in Mauritius or with my wife
in the United States of America and in Jamaica.
What follows below, then, is the story of our lives—Adonis’s and mine—and the terrible tragedy of my brother’s coldblooded murder and, at the time of writing, the State’s lacklustre
approach to the investigation. Adonis may not having been a
senior member of the Establishment like Acting Judge Patrick
Maqubela and South African Police Service Major-General
Tirhani Maswangayi, whose murders were followed by swift
arrests and prosecution, but he was no less important to us as
a family and no less a citizen of this country. We, too, deserve
justice, just as the bereaved Maqubela and Maswanganyi families do.
8
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In telling the story of our lives, it is my hope that somebody
will come forward with information regarding Adonis’s killers
and those behind them and that justice, at last, will be done—
and be seen to be done. It is also my and the family’s hope
that finally the Establishment will approach Adonis’s murder
with the same vigour that it did the murders of Maqubela and
Maswanganyi.

9

A TERRIBLE SHOCK, FOLLOWED BY
INCOMPREHENSIBLE BEHAVIOUR

I

will never forget the day for as long as I live.
I had woken up that morning with a mixture of excitement and
some understandable apprehension. I was moving into a global
role in one of South Africa’s major companies, and would meet
a number of people for the first time, whose faces and names
I would have to work hard to take in and recall. Remembering
names is not one of my strengths—often it takes me a while to
recall people’s names, unless the names happen to be very easy.
I was eagerly looking forward to the new challenge in my
career. I knew that it would mark yet another milestone in my
career, but first I had to settle down and get to know those with
whom I would work, with them also getting to know me, my
expectations, my values and how I prefer to work. It had taken
four months for us to close the deal: I had been happy at CocaCola South Africa and did not want to leave, but eventually,
over a three-month period, I had been persuaded that a move to
Sasol, South Africa’s petrochemical giant, would be the right
thing to do.
Once I had been persuaded, I had begun to think ahead.
Given Sasol’s size not only in South Africa but also internationally, and given the discussions that we had had with Nolitha
Fakude and Pat Davies before I finally accepted the job, I was
convinced that I would work for Sasol, in varying capacities of
growing responsibilities, until the day I retired. I had worked for
one company, Independent Newspapers, for a total of 15 years
before I had moved on, and I was very optimistic that I would
do the same again at Sasol.
So, that morning—on Thursday, 4 June 2009—I was in a
very positive frame of mind. After I had taken a shower and got
10
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dressed, I watched “Morning Live” on SABC 2 as usual, while I
feasted on my usual breakfast of cornflakes cereal and a glass of
juice. I kissed my wife and my daughters goodbye, got into my
car and drove off to Rosebank. I drove up Bowling Road, which
later becomes Katherine Street, turned into Rivonia Road and
continued towards Rosebank. As is usually my wont, I listened
to the current affairs programme “AM Live” on SAFM radio
station.
As I recall, it was a beautiful, cold Johannesburg morning,
and I was dressed appropriately for the weather. As I drove past
the Thrups shopping centre in the Illovo area, my mobile phone
rang. It was Gibbs Nkosi on the line. He probably wants to wish
me well on my first day at work, I thought.
“Hi, sibali,” I said amiably. “How are you doing?”
Gibbs, who is always in a jocular mood, was not his usual
self. On that particular morning, when I was going to my start a
new job, he was surprisingly serious. In fact, he was too serious
for my liking.
“Hey, sibali,” he said, “have you heard about Adonis?”
Have I heard about Adonis? I had absolutely no idea what
he was talking about.
“No,” I replied less amiably. “What do you mean?”
“They say Adonis has disappeared… that he did not come
back home last night.”
At first I thought that Gibbs was joking—but how could he
joke like that? It was most unlike him to joke like that.
“Disappeared? What do you mean Adonis has disappeared?
Who says that? Nobody has told me anything,” I responded,
growing increasingly confused, with my first-day-on-the-job
excitement fast disappearing.
Gibbs, who was driving from his home in Nelspruit,
explained that he had received a call from Ishmael Mandla Litshana in Soshanguve, north of Pretoria, telling him that Adonis
had not returned home the previous night. Ish himself had heard
from Lucky Manzini, who had called him that morning.
I was utterly confused. Adonis had never “disappeared”
before, without anyone knowing of his whereabouts. It was sim11
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ply not like him. Even as children, he and I had never done that.
Our movements were always known to somebody in the family,
even if on some odd occasion we may have ended up also going
somewhere other than just the place to which we had said we
were going. He would not start behaving that way now, at the
age of 45. And if he had indeed “disappeared”, why is it that his
wife had not told me, his closest sibling and friend? None of that
made sense at all.
All these questions and thoughts raced through my mind at
super-sonic speed. I had just got off the phone with Gibbs when
another call came through. That time it was Lucky Manzini,
Adonis’s closest friend in the past few years. He told me that he
was with my sister-in-law, Chunku. She had sent him a number
of “Please call me” messages in the course of the night, and
when he got up that morning he had called her to find out why
she had tried so many times to get him to call her. She had told
him that, upon his return from work on Wednesday evening,
Adonis had told her that he was going to see him in Soshanguve
and would get back soon. He had not returned home, hence
her repeated “Please call me” text messages to him. Lucky
said that he had then driven to Adonis’s home that morning in
order to be with Chunku, and they were baffled by Adonis’s
“disappearance”.
My worry multiplied a thousand times. “Why,” I asked
Lucky, “is it that I am called by you, and not by Chunku? And
why did she not call me last night?”
Lucky could only mumble something in response, something that did not say anything.
As I started dialling my wife’s number on the cell phone, my
phone rang again. That time it was Chunku, my brother’s wife.
Lucky must have told her that I was upset that I had heard about
this “disappearance” first from Gibbs, more than 300km away
in Nelspruit, and then from him, and not from her. She told me
the same story. She could not explain how she could retire to
bed, when her husband had not returned home, without telling
any member of his family, nor could she explain why she had
not called me in the morning.
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I called my wife, Gugu, before she could leave for the gym,
and told her what I had just been told. By that stage I was totally
confused. I did not know whether to proceed to work or to drive
straight to my brother’s home in Pretoria. Gugu volunteered
to drive to my brother’s home in Chantelle, Pretoria so that,
together with Chunku and Lucky, they could drive around looking for Adonis. We agreed that, since it was my very first day
in a new job at Sasol, I should proceed to work. I would inform
my boss, Nolitha Fakude, what had happened and then ask to
be excused for the day so that I could join the search for my
brother.
As I drove into the under-ground parking at Sasol head
office at 1 Sturdy Avenue, I was a pale shadow of myself. Hard
as I tried to compose myself so that I could make a good impression on those I would meet for the first time that morning, I
simply failed. Ghost-like, I got out of the car, took the lift to
the second floor and presented myself to the Reception. Mike
Biesheuwel, who had been acting in the position into which I
had been employed, and who was going to spend some days
handing over to me before moving on to his next role, was called
to the Reception to sign me in.
I had met him some weeks earlier when recruitment agent
Hilton Brown had arranged for us to meet Nolitha. Mike had
been part of that meeting. Although he did not say anything, he
must have noticed that I looked very different that morning. He
must have thought that I was nervous about the new job as he
led me through the security gates to what used to be his office,
which was then mine. According to the programme that had
been drawn up for me for that day, my first meeting, after I had
taken a picture for the access card and had been shown my parking bay, was with Mike, who would brief me broadly on what he
had been working on and introduce me to my team. Next would
be a meeting at 11am with Executive Director Nolitha Fakude,
to whom I would report.
Eleven o’clock? That would delay my departure for Pretoria,
because I could not leave without first having met her. In the
course of our conversation, I told Mike about the calls that I had
13
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received that morning, and that I would have to leave for Pretoria as soon as we had met Nolitha. He expressed the hope that
my brother would resurface, or that we would find him in a good
condition. Eventually it was10.55am and Mike and I walked to
Nolitha’s office on the fourth floor.
Right at the beginning of our pleasantries, Mike told Nolitha
that I had a family emergency to which I had to attend in Pretoria.
I told her about the calls that I had received. She was very understanding and she, too, expressed the hope that all would end well.
The meeting ended immediately and I returned to my office, took
my brief case, ambled past the security gate and took the lift to the
visitors’ parking floor, where I had left my car.
My wife had long arrived at Chantelle. She was then with
Chunku and Lucky, and they were driving around looking for
Adonis. I told her that finally I was on my way to join them. As
I approached Midrand, it occurred to me that we could increase
our chances of finding Adonis quickly by phoning talk radio stations 702 and SAFM and asking them to announce that Adonis
Motha was missing, and that anybody who had seen someone
who looked like him or the car he was driving should contact
me. As a courtesy, I thought that I should inform Chunku first
about my plan, and I called my wife and asked her to inform
Chunku. The latter’s response, as I listened on the phone, was
that I should not do so since it was still too early.
I was dumbfounded—and got quite hot under the collar. My
brother had not been accounted for since the previous evening,
and yet my sister-in-law, whom I had expected to be equally
distraught about the situation, felt that it was still early for us to
ask for help from listeners of the aforementioned radio stations!
Lest I was wrong, I thought it best to call my uncles and my
sisters to hear their views. They were firmly of the view that
I should do anything—including calling Talk Radio 702 and
SAFM—to increase our chances of finding Adonis alive. So
I called Talk Radio 702 and made the request, and I called Ike
Phaahla, who was in the studio at SAFM at the time, and left a
message on his cell phone voice mail since I did not have—and
could not get—the telephone number for the SAFM studio.
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Unfortunately, Ike got that message after he had already
gone off air. He was concerned when, upon returning my call,
I told him what I was calling about, and he called over the next
few days to check on progress made.
I was filled with trepidation throughout that trip. I kept
wondering what could possibly have happened to Adonis that
he had not returned home the previous evening? I hoped that,
assisted by the public and the police, we would still be able to
find him alive.
As I drove into Pretoria, my phone rang. On the line was a
police officer who had heard my desperate plea announced on
Talk Radio 702. He wanted to know what car Adonis had been
driving. I told him that it was a Toyota Camry. They had found
a car in the Pretoria area, he said, with a dead man inside it. He
seemed to have been killed some two or three days earlier. It
was not Adonis, though, the policeman explained, because the
car was not a Camry and the man found inside it did not fit the
description of Adonis that I had just given him.
I thanked the caller, relieved that the person found in that car
was not Adonis. There was still hope, then, that Adonis was still
alive. Maybe he had been involved in a car accident and, unable
to talk, he was taken to a hospital somewhere, without his next
of kin having been alerted.
As I drove past Pretoria Portland Cement on my left, I called
Gugu to find out where they were. They were on their way to
the city, she said, and they suggested that we meet at the Engen
garage down the road. I got there first, parked right in front of
the garage shop and waited inside the car. Hardly two minutes
later, they arrived in Lucky’s car. Sitting in front were Lucky and
my sister-in-law, Chunku, with Gugu at the back.
We all got out of the cars to exchange greetings. I hugged
Gugu and kissed her socially; I did the same with Chunku and
I shook hands with Lucky. Chunku was fully in control of herself, as though it was yet another day and that yet another social
gathering, but Lucky was anything but his usual self. He looked
visibly worried, as if in panic, and one could tell immediately
that something was wrong. He was in the kind of worried state
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that Gugu and I were in. That was understandable, of course,
since his friend was unaccounted for.
I did not make much of Chunku’s apparent nonchalance at
the time. After all, people are different, and we all respond differently to different situations.
I asked where they had already looked for Adonis and where
they were off to. They had already been to public hospitals like
George Mukhari (formerly GaRankuwa Hospital) to look for
him and had driven around Sunnyside in Pretoria and some
parks in the area, but there had been no trace of either Adonis or
the car he had been driving. They were then driving to the police
mortuary in Silverton, close to the University of Pretoria Medical School, to see if his body might be there. We agreed to go
there together, with me following them behind. To lend support
to Chunku, Gugu continued to travel with them.
Upon arrival, we parked the cars close to each and other
and entered the police mortuary. We reported at reception and
explained why we were there. They opened a notebook containing the names of people whose bodies had been brought there.
Adonis’s was not there. However, we were asked to wait so that
we could talk to some police officers who had just come in with
somebody’s body, whose name had not yet been captured in that
notebook. Filled with trepidation, we waited to talk to the officer.
Fortunately, once more, that was not Adonis’s body—so there was
still hope that he might be hurt but alive wherever he was.
From there we drove back to the Motha residence, on 36
Boekenhout Street at Chantelle. Chunku and Lucky, later joined
by Gugu, had looked for Adonis everywhere missing people are
often looked for, and I had gone with them to the police mortuary in Pretoria. What still remained to be done?
The police, I thought. Had Lucky and Chunku reported, at
the local police station in Akasia, that Adonis was missing, I
asked. No, they had not done so. They were worried that the
police would tell them that it was still too early for them to do
so, since the police are often reluctant to open a Missing Person’s Report within a certain period—72 hours, I think—of a
person’s disappearance.
16

Incomplete Without My Brother, Adonis

I was also aware of that police rule, but for me every minute
was of crucial importance. It was vital that Adonis was declared
missing as soon as possible so that the police could share such
a report with other police stations not only in Pretoria or just
Gauteng, but throughout the country. So I suggested that we
proceed to the Akasia Police Station, which is five kilometres
away, in the Rosslyn area, where I would ask the police to
declare Adonis missing.
Again, Lucky led the way, with Chunku and Gugu as his passengers. Upon arrival there, Chunku and Gugu remained in the
car, while Lucky and I entered the police station. At the reception, I asked to see the station commander. I was duly led to his
office and soon ushered in. I do not remember his name, but he
was a tall, elderly black man, perhaps in his late fifties or early
sixties. I explained to him that while I understood the police’s
general reluctance to open a Missing Person’s Report before the
expiry of 72 hours, Adonis was a very responsible person who
had never disappeared, with his whereabouts unknown to anyone, only to re-emerge some days later. His disappearance was
unprecedented, hence it was necessary for a Missing Person’s
Report to be opened as soon as possible in order to increase our
chances of finding him alive.
Thankfully, the man was sympathetic and he understood.
He called one of his officers and asked him to lead me to the
officers’ room, to the left of the reception area, to file such a
report. I was filled with appreciation and gratitude—and hope
that, once filed, such a report would help us find Adonis soon.
The officer to whom I was referred, Captain Chauke, treated
me very courteously, offered me a seat at a table where the
officers sit and gave me a Missing Person’s Report form to fill
in. I sat at that table, in that room, and carefully filled the form
in, stepping out occasionally to ask for Adonis’s picture and
identity document number and any additional information from
Chunku. When I finished, I handed the form to Captain Chauke
and I was given a case number: 7/06/2009. I was assured that
the report would be circulated immediately to all police stations
within the country.
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Lucky was not with me when I spoke to the station commander or when I filed the Missing Person’s Report. He spent
much of that time talking to his uncle, a Captain Zimu, who was
also a policeman at that station.
We drove back to Adonis and Chunku’s home in Chantelle,
just up the road from the police station. In the house were
Chunku’s son, Thulani, who was nineteen years old at the time,
and Chunku’s sister-in-law Phindile, her brother’s wife who
lived with them and worked for her in the house. Chunku had
given birth to Thulani while she was still at school during her
teens at Matsulu, outside Nelspruit, and Adonis had embraced
him and brought him up as though he were his biological son.
He had finished matric the previous year and was then attending
some college somewhere in Pretoria.
It was late in the afternoon then and we were ravenous. My
last meal had been breakfast before I left home for work that
morning, while Gugu had not had anything to eat at all because
she had left home hurriedly to drive to Pretoria. I drove to the
local shopping centre at Orchards and bought food for all of us
at Kentucky Fried Chicken. We stayed for some time after we
had eaten.
It was after 6pm that Gugu and I left to return home, following each other since we had got there in separate cars. Our
spirits were down, and the hope that I had had during the day
that Adonis would be found alive was beginning to wane. Interestingly, however, Chunku was still her usual self when we left,
as though nothing had happened—or as though she was certain
that Adonis would return home alive.
The children were still up when we got home. Emotionally I was a wreck. It was obvious that something terrible had
happened to Adonis, but I did not know what it was and what
state he was in. I reversed into the garage and parked the car, as
usual. However, instead of getting out to walk into the house,
I remained glued to my seat in the car—and tears rained down
my face. For the first time that day, I broke down and sobbed
violently, worried about my brother’s safety and fearing for his
life. I did not want the children to see me in that state.
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Gugu had parked her car by then, in the other side of the
yard where she normally parked the Jeep, and got into the house
from that side of the yard. Not seeing me in the house, she came
to the garage to look for me—and found me sobbing. She understood what I was going through and why I did not want to get
into the house in that state, so she closed the garage door behind
her and returned to the house. It must have been some five minutes later that I, then better composed and with the tears wiped
off, got into the house and greeted the children. They asked if
we had managed to find Adonis, and we explained that we had
not done so.
Gugu later told me that, while she was in the car with
Chunku and Lucky as they drove around looking for Adonis,
Chunku had received a call from her office at the Independent
Electoral Commission where she worked, with somebody there
asking why she had not come to work. To Gugu’s utter surprise,
Chunku’s response was that she was sick and was at a doctor’s
surgery, instead of telling them the truth that she was looking
for her husband who had not returned home the previous night.
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