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Rock talent on tap

WILLOW-RUBY VAN DER BERG

hat sounds better than
sex, drugs, (beer)
and rock ’‘n’ roll?

Absolutely nothing.

Tomorrow The Sir Thomas
Brewing Company, located just
outside Stellenbosch, is hosting the
Analog on Tap event where you
can expect to hear top quality rock
tunes.

Arno Carstens, Alberst
Frost and Matt Carstens will be
playingattheevent, soyouwill defi-
nitely find yourself headbanging
along to a few rock bangers while
hydrating yourself with ice cold
craft beer.

“The Analog on Tap event is
exciting for me because it is con-
centrated around world class live
sound, a journey through acoustic
rock to blues rock and great craft
beer to make it complete,” said
Frost.

This journey is sure to put the
grunge back in rock ‘n” roll with
all the raw sounds that make us
nostalgic.

“I'm extremely excited about
being part of such a cool event. To
be jamming it up on a line-up with
two SA rock legends is going to be
absolutely surreal! Stellenbosch
has always been a favourite for
many musicians because there’s
such an appreciation and love for
live music.

“So, I think it’s the perfect place

GO AGAIN Albert Frost will rock the stage tomorrow. Photo: supplied

to host something like Analog On
Tap. All in all, I don’t think any-
one is going to want to miss this
show,” said Carstens.

You'll also be excited to hear
that Arno Carstens will not only
perform his latest single, “Empire
of the Night,” but he will also ex-

hibit some of his own paintings
and signed prints. These items
will all be for sale and Carstens
believes that it would make the
perfect wall-decoration for your
new flat. Tickets are sold on
Webtickets for the price of R180
and includes a surpise gift.

LIT MATIEC#)

LitMatie is 'n platform in Die Matie
waar ons gedigte wat geskryf is deur
studente publiseer. As jy jouself as
'n digter beskou, kan jy jou gedigte
deurstuur na willowbrg@gmail.com. Dié
week se gedig is deur die talentvolle
Alwyn van der Merwe geskryf.

Waarna soek jy?

Opsoek na iemand wat kaalvoet deur my vullis loop,

my skuiling is onder 'n donderwolk

wat die taal van die man geslote in my skedel vertolk.

In my spring in my diepkant, bajaar in my vlaktes

die kranse van my gemoedstoestand uitklim.

By my gebrande lande nuwe groei aanspoor,

by die afgekapte drome en dood gestroopte bome

weer 'n Namkwaland spruit,

binne my vloei soos ‘n rivier waaraan my wortels kan suip.
Wat 'n drassig op hierdie dor, dors en droé grond laat vat,

ja dis eintlik al.
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