
IT WAS early evening on 12
September 1989. Gwen was
at work, and I was lying on
the bed reading. Liberty

and Shane were asleep, each in
their own room. Shane was
around eight years old, Liberty
just over eight months. The
phone rang. It was Gwen. She
sounded frantic. 

“They got Anton!”
F***ing hell. I tried to get

more information. 
“He’s been shot – that’s all I

know. We’re trying to find out
what happened. Got to go.
Watch the house.”

Anton Lubowski was a
lawyer – one of the few white
members of Swapo who was
brazenly open about his politi-
cal affiliation. The South
African authorities detested
him. 

It was because of Anton that

I had been charged under the
Police Act a few months earlier.
We had flown with him in a
light plane to Lüderitz, where
police had beaten up and 
arrested a bunch of striking 
diamond miners. He was repre-
senting them, and Gwen and I
went along to cover the story. 

At the police station, Anton
told the station commander
that he wanted to see his
clients. The cop begrudgingly
beckoned Anton to follow him.
Anton turned and motioned for
me to come with him. He
pointed at my camera and
winked. We went down into the
cells. Anton asked the com-
mander for a few minutes alone
with the workers. When he left,
Anton began asking questions,
taking down names, inspecting
their injuries and directing me
as if I were his private photog-

rapher. I had fired off maybe 20
pictures of black eyes, bruised
bums and lacerated flesh when
the officer returned unexpect-
edly. He was dumbfounded.
Taking pictures of a police sta-
tion was illegal. But taking pic-
tures inside a police station? In
the cells? No, man. That was
just too much. 

My camera was confiscated
and I was arrested and charged
under the Police Act, a charm-
ing piece of security legislation
that could land you in prison
for years. Anton got me 
released on bail and, to cut a
long story short, advocate Ian
Farlam – now a Constitutional
Court judge and chairperson of
the Marikana Commission –
defended me when the case was
finally heard in Keetmanshoop. 

Farlam didn’t think the
charge was worth fighting and

none of us wanted to keep com-
ing back to that godforsaken
town, so he arranged a plea bar-
gain with the prosecutor. I
ended up paying an admission-
of-guilt fine. 

News that Anton had been
shot rocked me to the core.
Swapo’s exiled leaders had 
returned to the country. Elec-
tions were around the corner.
Independence was on its way.
Why shoot him now? I heard a
noise outside and peeked
through the window. Two white
men wearing khaki uniforms
were clambering over the wall.
They had guns in their hands.
I dropped to the floor and leop-
ard-crawled through the house,
switching off the lights. Mov-
ing quickly into Liberty’s
room, I pulled her cot into the
corridor, away from the win-
dow. Shane’s room was out of

the line of fire. I scrambled for
the phone. My hands were
shaking. This was it. I had been
expecting them every night for
the last three years, and now
they were here. They had killed
Anton and they were coming
for us. 

“Gwen! Two of them. In the
garden. They have guns.”

Gwen interjected. “It’s okay.
They’re from a private security
firm. I called them to watch the
house.”

Really? Thanks for letting
me know. “What about Anton?”

“Sounds like he’s dead. I’ll
see you later. Keep an eye out.”

As they say in the classics,
s*** just got real. 

Anton had been coming
home from work. He was due to
meet one of Swapo’s leaders,
Hage Geingob, for dinner that
night. He parked outside and

walked up to the metal gate at
the front of his house. As he
reached forward to open the
gate, a car rolled silently down
the hill and the gunman opened
fire with an AK-47. Bullets
slammed into Anton’s back. He
died on the spot. Inside, his girl-
friend, a lawyer herself, heard
the shots, and thought they
were firecrackers. 

An inquest hearing and the
Supreme Court named the sus-
pects. Irishman Donald Ache-
son, codenamed “The Cleaner”,
was believed to be the trigger-
man.

He had been hired by the
South African army’s Civil Co-
operation Bureau (CCB), a
covert agency set up to deal
with “enemies of the state”.
Other members of the CCB’s
Region Six team were named in
court and at an inquest hearing

as accomplices to the murder.
Joe Verster, Staal Burger, Ferdi
Barnard, Chappie Maree, Slang
van Zyl and Calla Botha were
never extradited to Namibia.
Acheson was arrested and
charged with Anton’s murder.
At his trial, the judge slammed
the prosecution for failing to
produce crucial witnesses.
Since the witnesses were also
Acheson’s suspected handlers,
it was no wonder that they 
refused to travel to Namibia.
Charges were withdrawn and
he was released. 

In 1991, South Africa 
deported Acheson and he was
never heard from again. 

It emerged during the 
inquest that Acheson had ini-
tially been hired to kill Gwen.
He admitted to having been 
inside our house on a couple of
occasions. The instruction was
to poison either the toothpaste
or her tampons. Charming. I
usually brushed my teeth be-
fore Gwen. It would have been
me writhing on the bathroom
floor clutching my throat and
bleeding from the eyeballs. 
Apparently, someone had dis-
turbed him and he slipped out
of the house. 

A couple of days later, the
doorbell rang. I opened it.
There was a very tall, very
black man standing to atten-
tion. He wore camouflage, an
AK-47 cradled in his arms. I
smiled and greeted him, as one
does. He nodded once, walked
onto the veranda and pulled up
a chair. I found out later that
Swapo had sent him to guard
the house. He was a former
guerrilla. 

Most nights we invited him
inside to watch television with
us. After about a week or so,
Gwen thanked him for his serv-
ices and called someone to pick
him up.
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BEN Trovato has fooled us
all for years. 

The man behind the
dark glasses, under the
black fedora and the trench
coat isn’t who we thought
he was. 

Or is he? One thing we
do know – his name isn’t
really Ben Trovato. For
well over a decade, Mark
Verbaan has been writing
as Trovato. 

The curious story of
why he chose to use a nom
de guerre is told for the
first time in this book. 

That alone makes it
worth buying. 

While Mark Verbaan
might not be a familiar
name, Ben Trovato
certainly is. Regarded as
one of South Africa’s
foremost satirists, he is the
author of 10 books,
including one on golf, a
sport he has never played. 

His trilogy of audacious
letters to the rich and
powerful remains unique in
the annals of South African
literature. And as a
columnist, he has disgraced
the pages of several major
newspapers and magazines.

Incognito lays bare the
meat, bones and gristle of
Ben Trovato’s life. Which is
also Mark Verbaan’s life.
Try to keep up. It is a
bittersweet memoir – sweet
when the beer is free and
the surf is up; bitter when
the women in his life turn
on him and he has to get a
job. 

He fights for his country
from an office in Pretoria
… He drags journalism
even further into the gutter
… He drums poorly for
Durban’s punk bands … He
lives among the squatters
of London’s East End … He
appears in a Kajagoogoo
music video … He gets
arrested on drugs charges
… He is almost assassinated
in Namibia … He is nearly
killed by e.tv … And much
more!

So
close,
then
shot
In an excerpt
from Incognito,
The Memoirs of
Ben Trovato,
Mark Verbaan
tells of the
murder of activist
Anton Lubowski

MARK VERBAAN

l This is an extract from
Incognito, The Memoirs of
Ben Trovato by Mark Ver-
baan, published by Macmillan
at a recommended retail price
of R230.

ABOVE: Anton
Lubowski, who
was murdered in
Windhoek,
Namibia, in 1989. 

LEFT: His parents,
Molly and Wilfried
Lubowski.

TOP: Ferdi
Barnard
LEFT: Slang van
Zyl
BELOW RIGHT:
Joe Verster

ABOVE: Judge
Ian Farlam

DA needs a leader like Madiba, says BackChatter
Politics
l The best move the DA can
make now to save the party is
to immediately remove Helen
Zille as leader. She is an
autocrat who thrives on her
own ego. The DA needs a
leader of the calibre of a
Nelson Mandela, who was
humble and listened to people,
be they supporters or
opposition. He was not
adverse to be constructively
criticised and was always
polite with his reply to his
critique. Darrel. 

l The Mazibuko issue is
going to let Zille’s true
colours show through and
definitely will lose more
black votes in the future.
DA a white party.

l Zuma says he is going to
crack down on crime. He is
farting against thunder when
his own policemen are
involved in heists, which in
actual fact is armed robbery, a
schedule 1 offence. He is living
in lala-land. 

l Zuma’s chances of
bringing policemen who
commit serious crimes to
book are that of a snowball
in hell. What’s happened to
the cops who dragged a guy
behind a bakkie and those
who chased and killed the
woman from Port
Shepstone? What about the
naked guy they beat up in
public? Is the news media
following up on these cases
or are they being muzzled?

l I really hope all of you
bitching about the politics in
this country voted in the last
election. If you did not, then
shut up. You have absolutely
no right to voice your opinion. 

l If you are bitter about
ANC winning elections, it
means you will be bitter for
the rest of your life. Rather

do the honourable thing:
join them if you can’t beat
them. 

City
l Disappointed with
turnaround times from
eThekwini electricity
department. Sim Place in
Effingham lost power on
Friday. Shudder to think our
department requires more
than three days to restore
electricity in a small road.
Scary thought, no contingency
plans in place. Powerless.

l The eThekwini
Municipality’s fortnightly
publication through which
ratepayers and residents
are informed of news and
perspectives in Durban is
nothing but an ANC “rah-
rah” rag extolling the
virtues of the ruling elite
and their supporters. This
is a totally one-sided look
at Durban where whites,
Indians and coloureds are
hardly ever featured in
articles or photographs
underlining the meaningful
works and good projects
being done by these groups
for the benefit and
upliftment of our poorer
citizens. One would think
there were no ratepayers in
these minority groups
contributing, living and
paying rates in Durban. We
seem to be mostly
airbrushed out and
ignored. It is time the
editorial staff of this
shabby little publication
took off their ANC T-shirts
and gave credit to all of us
who contribute, live and
work in Durban. 

l eThekwini Municipality
stopped land invasion by
squatters on private land in
Gillitts on Sunday. When
private land was invaded in
Foreman Road, the council
refused to remove them and

said the land owner must do
that. Why the double
standards? Ratepayer.  

Narandas
l Rajiv Narandas is finally
convicted and sentenced to
18 years in prison for
murder. I hope this proves
to be a deterrent to all the
other wannabe “Rajivs” in
our community. Bolo-
Bolo42.

l Rajiv Narandas, for
goodness sake stop being so
bombastic. Soon after your
court case you post a picture
on Facebook. Spare a thought
for a mother who lost her son
at your hands. Have some
compassion and empathy for
the family. No mother
deserves pain like this. Rest in
peace, Veenand. Mandy. 

l Rajiv Narandas should
have been behind bars the
day he was convicted.
Should have appealed when
he was inside like most of
the rest of the convicted.
This is the SA justice
system that favours the
rich. Ron.

l Why are the newspapers
giving Rajiv Narandas so
much publicity? Is he some

kind of celebrity? I am sure
many readers out there, like
me, will not be buying the
Daily News any more if all
this attention seeking does not
stop. D Naidoo. 

Education
l Quality teachers produce
quality results. However, in
the absence of quality
criteria to be selected as a
candidate in the profession,
the powers that be will
continue to try to make a
dimwit into an Einstein by
implementing programmes
which waste the time of the
majority, e.g. continuous
teacher professional
development.

l SA Council for Educators
has to understand that
teachers do not earn market-
related salaries. Continuous
teacher professional
development demands
teachers use their own funds
to enrol at learning
institutions. In the face of
reality, many teachers do not
qualify for bonds to own a
home. I wonder what they
smoke at SACE. 

R80 000 bill
l Greed begets greed. I

don’t feel at all sorry for
the restaurant owners who
are left with an outstanding
bill of R80 000. All they
saw was dollar signs and
didn’t have the brains to do
a thorough check. When
one sees anyone running up
such an ludicrous tab, you
halt it and make checks. 

l Any business that allows
the (bankrupt) ANC Youth
League to run up a booze tab
of more than R80 000 deserves
what they get: unpaid bills.
Good luck to the various
restaurant owners in their
attempts to get payment. They
are going to need it. 

l Themba Dlomo and his
event planning partner
Emmanuel Bongumusa
Gumede ran up a liquor bill

of more than R80 000 at a
local nightspot and left
without paying the bill.
Dlomo now has the
audacity to turn this into
an Indian/black issue. Mr
Dlomo, don’t bring race
into this. 

Odds and ends
l A guy from SA living in
London braais every day for a
year to help a charity save the
rhino. This clown is braaiing
one animal to save another.
When asked what his next
project is, he says carry on
braai-ing. So you kill one
species to save another. What
a clown. He can only come
from SA and embarrass us. 

l This is a warning to
those in the Phoenix area.

There is a guy walking
around selling fake Sony
USB drives. Don’t believe
his lies because you’re
literally buying junk.

l Awesome, mind-boggling
Sharks. You were fantastic, I
am speechless.
Congratulations, you showed
them what you are made of.
Swim into North Harbour and
show the Blues a thing or two.
Francois Steyn, you look
soooo handsome without all
that fluff on your face.
Granny B. 

l To Andre: the fact is that
Oscar Pistorius took the
life of a beautiful young
woman. He must
acknowledge that and do
the time. Roy.

l Disappointed with East
Coast Radio. Paid R75 entry
and did not receive T-shirt or
goodie bag on Saturday. What

is the purpose of pre-entry?
Disappointed walker.

l Home Affairs: shocking
state of building and offices
in Prospecton. Aircons not
working, no ventilation,
front door wasn’t open to
let air in. People have to
stand in queues for hours
before they enter the offices
and can sit on benches.
Cameras broken. Stench
within building. What is
our tax used for? Fed-up
Red Beret.   

l I feel rocks for the platinum
mine workers. They have
totally brought it upon
themselves. That’s why this
country is knackered. John. 

l The biggest universities
in the world are our
prisons. The learning the
prisoners get in there is
absolutely free. They learn
from their fellow inmates
how each of them
committed crimes and upon
their release they go out on
a crime spree. Many
hardened criminals become
the lecturers/teachers to
the newer inmates. This is
something that can never
be eradicated in prison, no
matter how much we try.
Prem. 

l Thank God for dirty dishes;
they have a tale to tell. While
other folk go hungry, they
show we’re eating well. Fight
“self-inflation”, share your
eats. Yusuf Patel.

l Oh dear. Seems BMW
drivers up north are giving
me a bad name once more.
Down south, my BM needs
no hands-free kit because I
do not yak on my cell while
driving. I love and respect
my dear BM and drive her
accordingly. Still the
consistently courteous etc
lady BMW driver. Bebe,
Brighton Beach.
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Enough with the fluff, Frans.
Granny B sings the praises of
the Sharks after their win over
the Crusaders on Saturday in
spite of being down to 14 men.
She is also impressed with the
fuzz-free Francois Steyn (left)
and says he is so handsome
without it (above).
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