BRIXTON AT OPPIKOPPI

I have changed some names to protect the guilty, and might not be able to remember the exact sequence of events, but here goes:

Thursday 20/4

Kick the weekend off at the Abelarde with John's Renault, Pestroy and Saron Gas. Pestroy is a bit arbitrary but not bad, with John's Renualt and Saron Gas getting most of the place rocking. Selfs Taz boogie agter die bar. Liela

inches closer and closer to the exit, I get the message and we're out of the

door and into the car, on the road and at the Koppi and in the bar. Oh boy.

Friday 21/4

Wake up with a headache, go to shower with a headache, have lunch with a

headache…Experience our metal-head neighbours with a headache. I sulk, Liela

networks and Mort passes out after a very rough Mainstay-morning in the bar. Well done Craig! Drink en kyk dan bands met 'n kopseer.  First up is Baraka  -very pleasant, quite good actually. 3rd Streme – not bad, but disappointingly average. Duusman rocked. I go to sleep. Liela goes to sleep. My agent (Cobus - Sharkbrother) reports good shows from Ethel my Love and Tidal Waves, and apparently Blk Sonshines were absolutely brilliant.

At the camping ground we were treated to metal, the top 10 rugby hits, techno, couples fighting - all through the night. But the real action was at the bar where Andries got himself a boyfriend who had some interesting party tricks - Find the Lighter and Striptease on the bar counter…Please contact

moord.roof.mort.com for more details.

Saturday 22/4

Wake up bright and chirpy and ready for more. Hang out with the other irregulars and receive tidings that Liela's guitarist will arrive too late for her set. Oeps. Toe gaan drink ons maar en kyk bands. The home-gang gets front seats and start warming up - Taz lives!

And there they are: Die Brixton Moord en Roof Band! Te lekker met die sonbrilletjies, outfits, sound effects and very cool music. Bitter rock in die bosveld. Next is Liela Groenewald with Ockert on drums. What can I say - the

fan club expanded once again. What a lady, what a voice. Ah, now we see that the guitarist at least made it for his own set - Valiant and Albert Frost have

us up and about and jiving and smiling in no time. Enjoy Colossal Head from the hazardous bar area - sounds good from there. Syd Kitchen does a quick

set before Jennifer - I'm his fan…Time for Jennifer Ferguson.

It's probably one of her best performances that I have ever seen. Ou Jennifer… Nine finds me back in the bar again, and I want to say that they also

sounded great from there but I actually don't have a clue. Sure they did well

though. Ek drink ou vriende raak, die moeilikheid begin en dan is dit Not

My Dog. Good set, funny set, loud set - maybe it is my dog after all.

Rocking. Back to the bar, back to reality. I hang around on the bar counter for a bit and watch all the chaos around me, become Mort's ex, rescue a cat

and leave. The bar-party continues with people having a great time dancing on

and then falling off the bar. Go guys, right behind you. Then ou Jennifer

pulls a prima donna - shouting that the music's too loud, she can't

sleep and the music of course also has a bad influence on children. Something

like that. I think the general response were laughter and/or gaping.

Sunday 23/4

And we do it again. Liela raak finaal keelvol van die metalheads

en gaan donner hulle boot toe. Anner Lila red gelukkig die mooi vriendskap met die bure met haar lang hare en pragtige persoonlikheid. Conrad raak

dik vir die kat.

Kry vir Kitty en Hartseer die oggend in die bar - what a sorry

sight. S.E.P.

Fourie and the rest of his clan are also already on duty. I do my bit for

local sport and entertainment by hanging around the pool table

in a small summer number.

Syd Kitchen, Matthew & Chris and Unofficial Language - excellent…Just before Unofficial Language (I think) we get treated to Not my Valiant with Pierre, Albert, Lani and Jorrie. Technically a bit suspect, but loads of

attitude - especially Albert and Lani. Interesting. (Maar nie so snaaks nie

nê!)

Metal-head neighbours make their first appearance at the stage. The Mission

- it's the third day of the festivities, no one really cares, and the set is

mediocre. We did make an effort to make them feel welcome, but

failed miserably. They were supposed to stay for the night (night!),

and maybe a bite (bite!), but left immediately instead… Soos Liela sê soos

Syd sê: "Africa is not for sissies". (En daar besluit Liela ook sommer

dat Wayne Hussey die Main Woessie is. Ek weet nie wat Syd daarvan dink

nie.) Nice guitarist though… I go somewhere else for more fun and games,

and miss Sugardrive and Firing Squad. Sorry I missed Firing Squad -

according to my sources they were really cool. This time the party continued on

a grand scale until way past sunrise. I did see the evidence…That was of

course the night when Liela decided that the Koppi has not seen a decent

bar-fight, and tried unsuccessfully to get herself into one. Maybe next time?

Die dokter verdwaal.

Monday 24/4

Can't even struggle through one beer, so we go home to our tower

(Brixton, not Hillbrow…)

lydia@rapidblue.com
