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          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      Assistant Superintendent David ‘Kubu’ Bengu was enjoying his dream. He was at an all-you-can-eat buffet at The Palms hotel. His table was on the patio away from the noisy bar, and Joy, his wife, was visiting her sister, so she couldn’t limit how much he had to eat.

      A smile flitted over his sleeping face as the bowl of shrimp on the buffet table slowly morphed into a platter of lobster in front of his eyes, and a man with a chef’s hat put two enormous tails onto his plate. Then his plate grew to the size of a tray, and there was room for cold, poached salmon and a delicious white sauce he didn’t recognize, as well as a large piece of smoked trout. That’s enough for a starter, he thought as he gazed at the lamb on the spit and the mountain of rare beef surrounded by crisp, roast potatoes and horseradish sauce. He picked his way back to his table past the other diners and their dainty helpings, where his half-empty glass of Sauvignon Blanc miraculously changed into a silver ice bucket with a bottle of Moët champagne, already open. A white-gloved waiter with a red sash pulled back his chair, then slid it forward as he sat down. Kubu nodded, and the waiter poured the bubbling nectar into a flute that stood a foot tall.

      Even though he was fast asleep, Kubu let out a quiet sigh of pleasure.

      Joy rolled onto her side, trying to move away from the twitches of Kubu’s arm as he drained the flute in a series of toasts to the other diners on the patio.

      Now Kubu watched a man nearly as huge as himself trundle a large trolley of desserts toward him. Sherry trifle, apple pie, malva pudding, chocolate cake, carrot cake, jugs of custard and bowls of whipped cream delicately laced with cognac. Kubu groaned with pleasure as it approached. Thank God, there was no fruit salad or fresh fruit.

      He opened his mouth, and the man wheeled the trolley right into it. Why choose, Kubu thought, when you can have it all?

      Just as he was about to wash it all down with a bottle of port that had appeared in his hand, an alarm went off, and a doctor ran onto the patio holding a clipboard. He pointed at Kubu, and the alarm rang again. Kubu looked around, and the piles of food shrank in front of his eyes, and the diners evaporated into thin air. Kubu became frantic. Where was the food going? What was he going to eat?

      ‘Wake up, Kubu!’ Joy shook him. ‘Wake up. It’s the phone. It’ll be for you.’

      Kubu shook his head trying to orient himself back to reality.

      ‘Okay. Okay,’ he grumbled and stretched over to pick up the phone next to his bed.

      ‘Bengu.’ His voice came out like a hoarse whisper. He cleared his throat.

      ‘Bengu.’ This time he recognized his own voice.

      ‘Kubu, this is Jacob Mabaku. I have some bad news.’

      Kubu sat up, trying to think which of his cases could have blown up so badly that the director of the Criminal Investigation Department had to call in the middle of the night.

      ‘What’s going on, Director?’

      ‘There’s no easy way to say this, Kubu. Your father’s dead. I’m afraid it wasn’t natural causes. He’s been murdered.’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 2

        

      

    

    
      ‘My father? Murdered?’ A band of tightness squeezed Kubu’s chest. ‘It must be a mistake. That’s impossible. No one would do that.’ The band tightened, and Kubu found it difficult to breathe.

      ‘Your mother phoned the police in Mochudi about three hours ago to say he was missing. She was worried he’d lost his way because he’s been absentminded lately. Anyway, they started looking, and about an hour ago they found his body about five blocks from here, on Litabi Street. Some neighbors identified him. They phoned me. I’m at your mother’s house now.’

      Kubu couldn’t think—couldn’t breathe. A huge sob shook his body. His beloved father murdered? It was not possible.

      ‘What . . . what happened? How did he die? Do they know who did it?’

      ‘He was stabbed. And there’s no indication at the moment either who did it or what the motive was.’

      Kubu sucked in a deep breath. He wasn’t prepared for his father to be dead.

      ‘My deepest sympathies, Kubu. He was a wonderful person. One of a kind.’

      Kubu couldn’t speak. Only a croak came out of his mouth.

      ‘Kubu. Please put Joy on the line.’

      ‘What time is it?’

      ‘It’s just after midnight. Please give the phone to Joy.’

      Kubu turned to Joy, who was sitting up, tears streaming down her face. She put one arm around Kubu’s shoulders and took the phone.

      ‘Is it true?’ she whispered.

      ‘Unfortunately, it is, Joy. It’s a terrible tragedy. But I need you to look after Kubu. He’s not going to take this well.’

      ‘What can I do?’

      ‘I’ve sent a car to bring him up here. His mother needs him, and you too if you can get someone to take care of the kids.’

      ‘It’s late. I don’t know . . .’

      ‘The car will be there in twenty minutes.’

      ‘What happened?’

      ‘We don’t know anything at the moment, except that he appears to have been stabbed.’

      ‘Who would do that? He wouldn’t harm anyone.’

      ‘I’m sorry, Joy. We’ve no information at all. Please tell Kubu to be ready for the car.’ There was a pause. Then Mabaku continued. ‘I’m so sorry, Joy. I don’t know what to say. Call me at any time if you need to talk. Anytime—day or night. Kubu has my cell phone number.’
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      ‘I’m not waiting for any car!’ Kubu shouted. ‘I’m going now!’

      Joy grabbed Kubu’s sleeve. ‘Please, Kubu. Please wait. You’re not in any state to drive.’

      ‘I’ve got to get to my mother. She needs me.’

      ‘So do I, and so do the kids. We can’t have you killing yourself driving up there.’

      ‘I’m fine!’

      ‘Please, Kubu, I’m frightened something will happen to you.’

      Kubu stared at her. Then he put his arms around her. ‘I’m sorry for shouting at you, darling. But I can’t just sit here and twiddle my thumbs. I’ll be careful.’ He picked up the keys to his Land Rover and headed to the front door. ‘Please call Pleasant to see if she can look after the kids. Mother will need you too.’

      Then he turned and left.
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      Mabaku’s fears were well founded. Kubu’s mind was not on the road as he raced north to his mother. He went through the stop sign at the end of Acacia Street and narrowly missed another car as he failed to yield at the circle on the A1.

      This can’t be true, Kubu thought. Why would anyone want to kill Father? He doesn’t carry any money unless he’s going shopping. And he doesn’t wear a watch.

      Kubu didn’t even notice the pair of donkeys eating grass right at the edge of the road as he left Gaborone.

      Maybe he lost his temper with someone—Alzheimer’s can do that to a person. Kubu was trying desperately to make sense of the senseless. But why kill him? He’s old and frail—a shove would’ve taken care of any aggression.

      Kubu increased his speed now that he was out of town.

      How was his mother going to survive? They’d been married for nearly forty years. Done everything together. Depended on each other.

      Kubu’s eyes filled with tears. He took a deep breath, trying to get hold of himself.

      His mother would have to come and live with them. They’d have to add on another room—the kids were already sharing the second bedroom.

      Where would they get the money for that?

      The turnoff to Mochudi was just ahead, and Kubu barely had time to slow down to make the turn. He shook his head. I’d better be careful on this next stretch of road, he thought. There are usually cows wandering around.

      Ten minutes later he pulled up in front of his parents’ house. There was a police car there, as well as Mabaku’s Toyota Camry.

      As he climbed the stairs to the veranda, he heard voices inside. He opened the front door and went in. It was obvious the neighborhood had come together to support Amantle. Several men and women were in the living room, some in dressing gowns. Amantle was on the sofa, head in her hands, sobbing quietly.

      Mabaku was standing to one side looking very uncomfortable. When he saw Kubu, he took him by the arm and pulled him back outside.

      He put his hand on Kubu’s shoulder. ‘I don’t know what to say, my friend,’ he said. ‘This is a terrible night.’

      Kubu just nodded, unable to respond.

      ‘Before you go and speak to your mother, I need to say a couple of things. One, you are to take the next week off. Your mother will need help with the funeral arrangements. We’ll take care of your cases. And two, you are to keep completely away from the investigation into your father’s murder. And when I say completely, I mean completely.’ He paused and looked Kubu right in the eye. ‘Understood?’

      ‘But, I can . . .’

      ‘No ‘buts’! You’re to stay out of it. No investigating on the side. No talking to people about it. Nothing! Am I making myself clear?’

      Kubu nodded. ‘Who will you put on the case?’

      ‘I will lead the investigation myself,’ Mabaku replied. ‘And Samantha will do most of the leg work. I’m giving it top priority on the grounds that it may be an attempt to intimidate a police officer.’

      ‘Thank you, Jacob.’ Kubu’s voice came out as a whisper.

      ‘I’ll call you to arrange a meeting tomorrow afternoon. We need to see if you’ve given anyone a reason for doing this.’

      ‘Yes, Director. Thank you.’

      With that Kubu turned and went in to console his mother.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 3

        

      

    

    
      For Detective Samantha Khama, it was only her second call out to the scene of a murder. The first time had been dreadful, the still body proclaiming that a life was over, violently ended with no time to put affairs in order, no chance for good-byes. But this time was much worse. The body lying in the alley under the police floodlights was a defenseless old man and, worse still, the father of a colleague.

      Samantha wiped her eyes and tried to focus on the job at hand. She and Kubu had had their disagreements, but she counted him as a friend and looked up to him. Their work together on the witch-doctor case had been close and intense, and although she wouldn’t use that word, Kubu had become her mentor. She could imagine the turmoil he was going through now. She’d never met his father, but she’d heard Kubu talk of him and had deduced how close they were. And she could imagine how she would feel if something like this happened to her father.

      Everyone at the scene was upset. There was little conversation except what was necessary to carry out the job efficiently. They were taking every care with the scene itself. Forensics had photographed the area around the body and checked for footprints. They had a couple of clear prints in the dusty section opposite the body, but they seemed to match those of Constable Tohe, who had discovered the body.

      Ian MacGregor, the pathologist, was kneeling next to the body. He was usually unflappable, but she could see that he, too, was badly shaken.

      Ian hauled himself to his feet, shaking his head. ‘Looks like three or four stab wounds to the chest and one into the neck. One probably went into the heart. Of course I won’t be able to tell until we do an autopsy. My guess is that the assailant was right-handed and struck downward.’

      Samantha nodded, but didn’t respond.

      ‘Well, you can search the body now.’

      ‘I think I should wait for the director. He said he would head over here as soon as Kubu was with his mother.’ She hesitated, then rushed on, ‘Dr. MacGregor, this is so awful! Who would attack an old man and knife him to death? He was just a frail, old man and deserved respect.’

      ‘Well, that’s your job to find out. But in my experience, people who commit murders aren’t usually very concerned about age and frailty. The less likely the victim is to fight back, the better.’

      They heard a car drive up, and soon Mabaku joined them.

      ‘How is Kubu taking it, Director?’ Ian asked.

      ‘How do you think? He’s seems okay on the surface, but he’s in shock. And his mother’s distraught, of course. It’s a hell of a mess.’ He turned to Samantha. ‘Drop everything else. This is now top priority. I don’t care if he was mugged or if this is somehow connected to one of Kubu’s cases. Whoever did it is going to hang. We’re going to make it absolutely clear that we won’t tolerate anyone hurting one of us through our families.’

      Samantha wondered how much that was going to help Kubu and his mother, but she just nodded.

      ‘So what have we got?’

      Ian shrugged. ‘He’s been dead for around three hours, I’d say. Died somewhere between eight and ten o’clock. There are several stab wounds, one of which went into the heart as far as I can tell. I’ll do a preliminary autopsy first thing in the morning. Not much more I can do here.’ But he made no move to leave.

      ‘Forensics?’

      ‘Zanele’s people haven’t come up with anything yet. No murder weapon, no clues. But they’re working on it.’

      Mabaku could see that for himself. Zanele was talking to her fingerprint specialist and sounded frustrated.

      Mabaku cursed. ‘We should have something by now!’ He took a deep breath and watched the activity. Then he said more quietly, as though to himself, ‘We have to be careful to keep perspective on this. Routine procedure and hard work. That’s what we need. That’s what solves cases.’ He didn’t add that they’d miss Kubu’s flashes of inspiration, but they were going to have to do without them. ‘Let’s take a look.’ He put on his overalls, booties, and gloves and went over to the body.

      Kubu’s father was wearing a white shirt with long sleeves, and a gray jacket open in front, as if to frame the browning crimson of the wound. The pockets of his trousers were turned inside out. Mabaku bent over and started searching. He rolled the body on its side to see if there was a wallet in the back pocket. There wasn’t, but lying on the ground was a cell phone.

      ‘That’s funny,’ Samantha said. The two men looked at her, surprised. ‘I mean it’s odd. Kubu told me that Wilmon never takes his cell phone anywhere. He just uses it to get calls from the family. Kubu told me it once fell in the toilet, and his father pretended it was lost . . .’ Her voice trailed off, and she felt her throat close. She swallowed.

      Mabaku thought for a moment. ‘We must check that with Kubu and Amantle. Maybe he was expecting a call. He doesn’t seem to have anything else with him.’ He turned to Samantha. ‘Please check the phone for calls made and received for the past month and check with the telecom company as well, in case any of the records on the phone have been deleted.’

      Samantha nodded, then asked, ‘No wallet?’

      Mabaku shook his head. ‘Hardly surprising. If he was mugged, the wallet would be gone. Or the assailant could have taken it to make it look like a mugging. Wilmon must have dropped the cell phone when he was stabbed and fallen on top of it.’

      Zanele joined them looking tired and depressed.

      ‘Nothing yet. A dirt street is about the worst murder scene you can imagine. It’s been windy, so stuff blows away. People walk through here all the time, so anything we find might have nothing to do with the murder at all. I’ve already got a whole bag of junk. And I don’t think we’ll get any fingerprints.’ She glanced at the rough brick walls.

      ‘Keep at it, Zanele,’ Mabaku said. ‘Collect everything. Some of your junk could turn out to be important later on. In the morning we’ll search the whole area. Maybe the killer threw the knife away. And we’ll start checking right away if anyone in the area saw or heard anything.’

      Suddenly, Samantha had an awful thought. Suppose they never got to the bottom of this? Suppose Kubu had to live without knowing what had happened here and why? But then she pulled herself together. That wasn’t going to happen. Mabaku wasn’t going to let it happen and neither was she.

      The director turned back to her. ‘If this is just an opportunistic mugging, we’ll get him through the local police. Check with them in the morning and get them to see if their contacts have any information that could be useful. But if this is something to do with Kubu, then we’re going to have to get at the motive through him. That’s going to be painful for him because he’ll blame himself for his father’s death.’

      Samantha thought about it. ‘What if it’s neither a mugging nor connected to Kubu?’ she asked tentatively.

      Mabaku shook his head. ‘Wilmon was as straight as an arrow. He would never have been involved in anything that would get him killed.’

      Samantha said nothing, but she wondered about that cell phone.
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      Kubu walked into the tiny living room, where his mother was sitting. Two elderly neighbors were next to her, and the rest were standing, talking quietly.

      ‘Thank you all so much for being here,’ he said. Despite his grief, he couldn’t help wondering how they came to be there. Had Amantle gone next door to get support, or had Mabaku called them?

      ‘Oh, Kubu,’ one of the ladies said. ‘I am so pleased you are here. It is such a tragedy. What is the world coming to?’

      Kubu, he thought. Even among my parents’ friends, I’m Kubu. Somehow tonight he wanted to be David, the name his father and mother had given him, rather than his childhood nickname of Hippo that had stuck. But he said nothing like that to the kindly neighbor.

      ‘Thank you so much for being here, Mma Ngombe,’ he said instead as he sat down next to his mother, who was struggling to stand to greet her son.

      ‘Don’t get up, Mother. I’m here.’ Kubu didn’t know what else to say.

      He put his arms around her and held her close. They both started crying.

      ‘It is so terrible,’ Amantle whispered. ‘Your father never hurt anyone. Everyone loved him. Why would someone want to kill him?’

      The two of them rocked gently back and forth.

      ‘I cannot believe he is gone. What am I going to do?’

      ‘Mother, you’ll come and stay with us. You can’t stay here alone.’

      ‘You do not have the room, and all my friends are here.’

      ‘Let’s not talk about it now, Mother. We can discuss it in the morning.’

      Kubu looked up at the two neighbors. ‘Who told you?’

      Mma Ngombe shook her head. ‘We woke up because of the lights on the police car. I think it was your boss. Edwin went out to see what was happening. When he heard, he thought Amantle would need me. He went and woke up Lizzie and her husband, and the two of us came over.’

      ‘Aaii! I thought Amantle would die also,’ Lizzie said. ‘It is a tragedy.’

      Kubu pulled his mother closer. ‘Mother, did Director Mabaku ask you any questions?’

      ‘Yes. He was very kind. He just asked if Wilmon said why he was going out tonight or where he was going. Or if he seemed nervous or different.’

      ‘What did you say? Was Father behaving strangely?’

      ‘Well, you know he has been struggling recently. But tonight he seemed excited. He did not even finish his supper. And he kept looking at his watch. He said he was going to meet a friend. I told him he should not go out alone at night. That he would get lost. But he just said he would not be long. And about eight he left.’

      She started to cry.

      ‘I told him he was being an old fool. I should never have said that.’

      Her body shook in Kubu’s arms.

      ‘I never saw him again!’

      ‘It’s not your fault, Mother. He knew you always loved him. And he loved you too. More than he could show, I think.’

      Kubu patted his mother on her back.

      ‘I think you should try to get some sleep now. I’m sure the police will want to talk to you again tomorrow. I’ll pull the other bed out of your bedroom and sleep here.’

      He turned to everyone in the room. ‘Thank you all for being here. I really appreciate it.’

      Kubu let go of Amantle and stood up. He took her by the hand. ‘Come on, Mother. Try to get some sleep.’
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      Even though it was two in the morning, Kubu knew he wouldn’t be able to sleep, so he went out to the veranda and sat in the cool air.

      I owe everything I have to my parents, he thought.

      It was his father who had insisted that Kubu have the best education available; it had been his father who had approached their priest to arrange a scholarship for Kubu to Maru-a-Pula school—a school no poor family like Kubu’s would ever be able to afford.

      He took a deep breath.

      And it was his father who had served the community for years as a wise man and excellent traditional healer. Everyone trusted him.

      He brought his fist down on the arm of the chair.

      ‘Damn you! Damn you, you bastard.’

      He stood up and gazed across the sleeping houses. Somewhere out there is a murderer, my father’s murderer, he thought.

      He kicked at the veranda wall.

      ‘Damn you, whoever you are. Damn you!’

      ‘There’s nowhere for you to hide!’ Kubu said, anger boiling inside him. ‘You’re not going to get away with this!’

      Suddenly, he wanted to see his father’s body. To see what the murderer had done. And to say good-bye.

      He hurried down the steps and walked briskly toward where the body had been found. He hoped it was still there and hadn’t been taken to the mortuary at Princess Marina Hospital.

      As he rounded the corner on Litabi Street, he stopped. Halfway down the block was the familiar sight of police cars with flashing lights, people milling about, constables keeping a few gawking spectators in pajamas and dressing gowns from encroaching on the crime scene, and a solitary ambulance, rear doors open.

      He took a deep breath and walked toward where his father must be lying.

      As he approached the yellow police tape, a constable he didn’t recognize stopped him. ‘Sorry, rra. You can’t go any further. This is a crime scene.

      ‘I know it’s a crime scene,’ Kubu snapped. ‘I’m with the CID.’

      ‘I’m sorry, rra. I’ve orders not to let anyone in.’

      ‘It’s my father who’s been murdered,’ Kubu shouted. He pushed the constable aside, ducked under the tape, and strode toward the center of the action.

      ‘Stop him!’ the constable shouted. ‘Stop him.’

      Everyone turned to see what the shouting was about.

      A second constable joined the first, and they grabbed Kubu’s arms and pushed him back.

      Kubu tried in vain to break free, but the men were young and strong.

      ‘Go back, rra,’ the one said. ‘You’re not allowed in here.’

      Suddenly, Kubu saw Mabaku striding toward him.

      ‘Let him go,’ Mabaku told the constables.

      They dropped Kubu’s arms but stayed close.

      ‘Kubu, you can’t come in here. I know you want to see your father, but you’ll have to wait for a few days. This is off-limits to you.’

      ‘But . . .’

      Mabaku put his hand on Kubu’s shoulder. ‘Go home, Kubu. Get some sleep. There’s nothing you can do here except cause problems later on. Go home, my friend.’ He turned to one of the constables. ‘Get a car and take him home.’

      Mabaku turned Kubu and led him away.

      Kubu’s head dropped, and his anger was replaced with resignation.

      ‘I’m sorry, Jacob. I can’t believe he’s gone.’

      ‘None of us can. But we’ll catch the bastard who did it.’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 5

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, Kubu and Amantle were up early. Kubu had managed a couple of hours sleep, but Amantle had tossed and turned in grief. Amantle made a pot of tea and a stack of toast with jam, but neither felt like eating. To be polite, Kubu nibbled at a single slice, washing it down with tea, but couldn’t face any more.

      While they had a second cup of tea, Kubu said gently, ‘Mother, you shouldn’t be here on your own. I know the neighbors are kind, but you should be with your family. Come and spend some time with us in Gaborone.’

      Amantle said nothing for a few moments, and Kubu was afraid she’d reject the idea out of hand. Then she said, ‘There is no room in your house. Where will I sleep?’

      ‘You can use the kids’ bedroom. They’ll sleep on mattresses in the lounge. They won’t mind; it’ll be like a camping adventure for them.’

      Amantle finished drinking her tea. ‘All right,’ she said at last. ‘I will go and pack some things.’

      Kubu breathed a sigh of relief, surprised she’d agreed so easily.

      ‘But I will come for only a few days,’ she continued. ‘I must be here to receive all the condolences and to prepare for the funeral next Saturday. It will be a large gathering because your father was known and respected by many people.’

      Kubu had expected that Amantle would insist on a traditional funeral—a week-long event that involved the whole community. Although surprised she was willing to curtail the preparations, he was happy she was going to spend time at his home—it would be good for her.

      His thoughts were interrupted by a loud knock on the door. He sighed and went to answer it. It was sure to be the first of the neighbors looking in.

      ‘Ah, Kubu. This is a sad day indeed. The first day without our beloved Wilmon. How are you? How is Amantle?’

      ‘Mma Ngombe. How kind of you to come. We’re as well as can be expected. My mother will be staying with us tonight. She’s busy getting ready at the moment.’

      The woman nodded doubtfully. ‘But what of the funeral arrangements?’

      Kubu parried her questions as best as he could, but it was nearly five minutes before the well-meaning woman finally left. As soon as Amantle came out with a cloth bag of clothes and toiletries, Kubu helped her into the Land Rover and left quickly before any other sympathizers could arrive to pay their respects.

      Amantle was uncharacteristically quiet in the car. She answered if asked a question; otherwise, she had little to say. She didn’t cry, but Kubu knew tears were very close. And when they arrived at his house, and Joy rushed to open the gate for them and helped Amantle from the car, both women dissolved into uncontrollable sobs as they hugged each other.

      Kubu left them to their grief and took Amantle’s bag inside. Ilia, their fox terrier, sensed something was wrong and, instead of her usual enthusiastic welcome, sat quietly on the veranda, whining softy.

      When Joy and Amantle eventually came inside, Kubu left them in the lounge and went out into the small garden of succulents and acacias. Ilia trotted up and put her front paws on Kubu’s thigh, hoping to have her ears scratched. But Kubu didn’t notice. He, too, was lost in grief.
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      At the CID headquarters at the base of Kgale Hill, most of the people around the table were bleary-eyed. The only exceptions were the detectives who hadn’t been involved in the late-night investigations of Wilmon Bengu’s murder. Ian MacGregor sat with his eyes closed, his head rocking slowly left and right as though in time to a Scottish dirge. The women in the room, forensic specialist Zanele Dlamini and Detective Samantha Khama, both normally wide-awake and chatting to each other, sat quietly with their eyes open but minds far away. Edison Banda, who had helped Samantha go door-to-door in the early hours of the morning, was slouched forward, arms on the table, head on his arms. No one was talking.

      The door opened, and Director Mabaku walked in and sat down at the head of the table. The chair next to him, normally occupied by Kubu, was vacant.

      ‘Good morning.’ Even Mabaku’s voice was tired. A murmur of responses came from around the table.

      ‘I’m going to keep this as short as I can. We’ve got a lot of work to do today.’ He turned to MacGregor. ‘Ian, do you have any updates for us on Kubu’s father?’

      Ian shook his head. ‘Unfortunately not, Director. I did a preliminary autopsy before I came in this morning. As I thought, he died from a single stab wound to the heart. The other blows all missed and did mainly surface damage. The stab to the neck narrowly missed the left carotid artery and would not have been fatal. The knife was about three quarters of an inch wide at most and at least seven or eight inches long. It penetrated the heart and went right through it.’ He took a sip of his coffee. ‘The perpetrator doesn’t appear to be professional—the overhand stabs and the multiple wounds probably indicate he didn’t really know what he was doing.’

      ‘Or she . . .’ Samantha interjected.

      Ian glanced at Samantha with a slightly irritated look. ‘Or she.’

      ‘Did you notice anything else about the body?’ Mabaku asked.

      ‘I didn’t have time to do a thorough examination. I’ll do that after the meeting. I’ve juggled my caseload to move this to the top. I thought you’d want that.’

      ‘Thank you. Let me know immediately if anything new turns up.’ He turned to Zanele. ‘Has Forensics come up with anything?’

      She shook her head. ‘It wasn’t a good crime scene. There were lots of footprints in the sand, and it’s very hard to make sense of them. Anyway, I sent one of my men up there at first light this morning to take a closer look in daylight. We also have Rra Bengu’s clothes and are looking at them closely to see if there’s anything there—hairs, threads, etc. We won’t be able to get any prints off them, but sometimes things cling . . .’

      ‘So you don’t have anything at the moment,’ Mabaku growled. The meeting was not going the way he’d hoped. He needed progress. He needed his best detective back.

      ‘And you, Samantha and Edison. I hope you have something positive.’

      Samantha and Edison looked at each other. Samantha pointed at Edison.

      Edison cleared his throat. ‘We’ve got people searching a wide area around where Rra Bengu was killed looking for the murder weapon or any other clues. But nothing has turned up as yet.’ He glanced at Mabaku and then quickly went on: ‘Of the people I spoke to last night, only one had any information. A Rra Mulale saw Rra Bengu leave his house at about eight fifteen and walk down the street. He’s known Rra Bengu for many years, so he’s sure it was him. He said Rra Bengu was walking faster than usual and that he was alone.’

      ‘Where does this Mulale live?’

      ‘He lives on the road where the body was found, halfway between it and the Bengu’s home.’

      ‘Did he notice if anyone was following?’

      ‘I asked him that. He said he didn’t notice anyone. Not much help, I’m afraid.’

      ‘And you, Samantha?’ Mabaku’s patience was wearing thin. ‘I hope you’ve something useful.’

      ‘I have two things, but I’m not sure they’re useful.’ She opened her notebook. ‘A Mma Pooe was walking her dog just before nine. A man ran past her, away from where the body was found. She noticed mainly because the dog tried to chase him and nearly pulled her off her feet. She said the man had a hood over his head.’

      ‘Where exactly—’

      ‘What sort of hood?’ Mabaku interrupted Zanele’s question.

      ‘She said the hood was like the one you get on some tracksuit tops.’

      ‘Not a mask or balaclava, then?’

      ‘No. Just a hooded top.’

      ‘I wish you’d mentioned this last night, Samantha.’ Zanele’s voice was uncharacteristically tinged with irritation. ‘We might have been able to get some footprints. Where exactly did she see him? It may not be too late.’

      ‘I’m sorry, Zanele. It was long after you’d left, and it didn’t occur to me to get you out of bed at that hour. I kept going to homes until about two thirty in the morning. Pooe’s was my last house. She saw the man opposite Plot 327 on Limpopo Street, just down the road from where Rra Bengu was killed.’

      Zanele stood up. ‘Excuse me, Director, I’ll get someone there immediately. Footprints from a runner are much easier to find.’ She turned to leave the room.

      ‘Get reception to phone the constable who’s guarding the crime scene and have him cordon off the block where the man was seen. We may still be able to find something.’

      ‘I’m so sorry, Director,’ Samantha said. ‘I should have phoned Zanele. It’s my fault.’

      Mabaku stared at her, not quite what sure to say. Samantha had certainly made a big mistake, but it was unusual for a low-level detective to admit it. And she had stayed out longer than anyone.

      ‘Be more careful next time. If we’re lucky, there may still be something there.’ He looked around the table. ‘Anything else?’

      ‘Yes.’ Samantha consulted her notes again. ‘Rra Bengu was carrying a cell phone. Apparently, that was very unusual for him. I checked the logs on the phone. Over the two weeks prior to his death, he’d made no calls, but he’d received six: three were from Kubu and the others from landlines. I’m having those numbers traced. I’ve also asked Mascom for a printout of all his calls for the past three months.’

      ‘Let me know as soon as you’ve any information.’

      Samantha nodded.

      Mabaku looked around the table. ‘Anything else?’

      Everyone shook their heads.

      ‘I have something else to say,’ Mabaku continued. ‘First, this case has top priority. Until I have reason to believe otherwise, I regard Rra Bengu’s murder as a strike against the CID because he’s Kubu’s father. We have to find out whether the murder is connected with any of Kubu’s current cases. I’ll do that after this meeting. I’m meeting with Kubu at his home. Second, Kubu is to have nothing to do with this case. NOTHING!’ He banged the table with his fist, startling everyone. ‘If he tries to get involved in the investigation in any way, you let me know immediately! If you hear that he’s doing stuff on his own, you let me know immediately! Understood?’

      Everyone nodded.

      ‘He’s going to want to be involved, to help. That’s understandable. But any involvement is through me only. No one else! Understood?’

      Again, everyone nodded.

      ‘God help you if I find anyone disobeying me on this. Even if I don’t fire you, you’ll be investigating petty crimes in the most remote village I can find. If Kubu gets involved, it’ll prejudice any case we’ve got.’

      Mabaku took a long drink of water from the glass in front of him.

      ‘The press is going to be all over this story. I’ll hold a press conference this afternoon after I’ve seen Kubu. No one else should talk to them. Refer all questions to me. Understood?’ He looked around the room of nodding heads. ‘Okay. Enough of that. What else is going on?’

      Each person at the table updated the group on the cases they were working. For the most part, they were relatively minor incidents: bar brawls, a few tourists pickpocketed, three stolen vehicles, some shoplifting, and two burglaries with minor losses. When it was Edison’s turn, he said that he’d heard from a friend at the Shoshong police station that there was the potential for trouble there as the nearby mine was planning to expand into an area of small holdings where a lot of people lived.

      Samantha reported five incidents of domestic violence. ‘We need to start locking up men who beat up their wives or girlfriends,’ she said angrily. ‘You should see the state some women are in when they arrive at the women’s shelter. It’s disgusting that it happens in this day and age, and even worse that nothing happens to the men. If women retaliated and hit the men with a heavy stick, the police would arrest them and charge them with assault.’

      She glared at one of the detectives across the table. There were rumors that his wife had been trying to hide bruises on her face. He looked away.

      The exchange wasn’t lost on Mabaku, but he let it go

      ‘All right,’ he said. ‘We’ve got work to do. Let’s catch that murderer.’
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      Samantha and Zanele drove to Mochudi in separate cars, which was a good thing as Zanele was still fuming over Samantha’s oversight the previous night. They met at the home of Mma Pooe, Samantha to question her further, and Zanele to ask the woman to point out exactly where she’d seen the shadowy figure the night before.

      ‘I was just minding my own business, walking Phiri before going to bed, when this man came running down the road. I think Phiri thought I was being attacked. He jumped at the man and nearly pulled me off my feet. I thought my arm was going to come off. Lucky for the man, I was able to hold on; otherwise, he would have been mincemeat. Phiri has jaws like a hyena.’

      ‘It’s too bad you didn’t let go,’ Samantha said. ‘We may have solved the case already.’

      They walked the short distance to Litabi Street, which Zanele was pleased to see had been cordoned off. A constable checked their credentials before letting them through.

      ‘I was over there,’ Mma Pooe said, pointing to a spot about fifty yards away. ‘I saw him at the end of the block. It was dark, you know. Most of the lights aren’t working around here. He was running straight at me. Then he saw me and swerved to get past. That’s when Phiri went after him. By the time I’d controlled Phiri, he’d gone. He must’ve run around the corner down there, but which way I don’t know.’

      ‘Mma Letita, if he had a hood, how do you know it was a man?’

      ‘By the way he ran. Women don’t run like that.’

      ‘Mma Letita, please show me exactly where he ran.’ Zanele was eager to search for footprints.

      The three walked up the road.

      ‘He ran close to that hedge.’ Mma Letita pointed to the other side of the road. ‘I’m sure you’ll see Phiri’s prints as well. He was very quiet next to me until he went after the man.’

      Zanele opened her forensics bag and took out a camera. She walked over to the other side of the sandy street, carefully picking her way. Just after the middle, she pointed to the ground.

      ‘I see dog prints here, going toward the hedge.’

      She continued slowly, scanning the ground carefully. Suddenly, she stopped and pointed to the ground. For the next few minutes, she photographed a number of footprints. Then she walked back to where Mma Letita had first seen the man. A paved road crossed Litabi Street there. She walked to the other side and looked carefully, but saw no more prints.

      Then she went to the other end of the block, where the man had run around the corner. She took more photographs. Eventually, she came back.

      ‘I’m sure they’re the prints,’ she said. ‘Definitely someone running. The heel is much deeper than if he was walking. The problem is that the road has sand that’s very granular. The boots don’t leave a decent print. But there is one print just before the corner that’s left a decent imprint of the sole. The sand is much finer there. It’s partially obscured by another print, but I think there’s enough to ID the shoe or boot.’

      ‘You can find out who the man was from his footprints?’ Mma Letita asked.

      Zanele smiled. ‘No, Mma. But we can find out what type of boot or shoe. If we’re lucky, we may be able to find out who sells them in Botswana. And if we’re luckier still, we may get a list of customers. It’s unlikely, but it may be all we have to go on.’

      ‘I’ll go back with Mma Letita and go over everything again,’ Samantha said. ‘Then I’ll follow up with other people in the neighborhood. I’ll see you at the meeting in the morning.’

      Zanele nodded. ‘Okay. I want to make a cast of the footprint, and then I’m going to see if I can follow the tracks anywhere else.’

      She turned to leave, then stopped and turned. ‘Samantha, I’m sorry I snapped at you this morning. I know you want to find the murderer as much as I do.’

      ‘That’s okay, Zanele,’ Samantha replied. ‘I should’ve called you when Mma Letita told me about the prints.’ She frowned. ‘Let’s do Kubu proud.’
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      By the time Mabaku arrived at Kubu’s home, things had settled down, and Amantle was able to thank him for his kindness the night before. Then Kubu took the CID director into the garden so they would have some privacy. Once they were seated, each with a glass of ice water, Mabaku got straight to the point.

      ‘Kubu, we need to explore every possible motive for your father’s murder. Most likely it was an opportunistic attack. Maybe some thug thought he was carrying money.’

      ‘An elderly man in old clothes? It seems unlikely. Father never walked around with much cash. What would he use it for?’

      ‘But a mugger wouldn’t know that, would he?’ Mabaku paused. ‘But we need to look at other options too. Think back over your cases, your arrests. Has anyone threatened you? Said they would get even or something like that?’

      Kubu thought for several moments. ‘There was that gang of bank robbers. One of them shouted, ‘I’ll get you for this,’ but he shouted all sorts of stuff as the guys handcuffed him. I didn’t take any notice at the time.’

      ‘Was there any evidence that they were connected to a wider group? A sort of mafia-type thing?’

      Kubu shook his head. ‘Anyway, why my father? If they wanted to hit me, why not do just that? It doesn’t make sense, Jacob.’

      Mabaku had to agree. Nevertheless, he made Kubu go back over all his recent cases, and some not so recent, noting every possibility for later checking. At last he said, ‘That seems to be it, Kubu. But I need to talk to your mother again. Maybe she remembers something more. At least she can give me a bit of background. Is she up to it?’

      Kubu nodded. ‘I think she’ll be okay. She’ll want to help in any way she can.’ He hesitated, then asked, ‘What have you got so far? Anything?’

      Mabaku sighed. ‘Not as much as I’d hoped. I wanted an early breakthrough and a quick arrest for both our sakes. I’ve got that Interpol conference coming up in New York in a couple of weeks, and I want the satisfaction of seeing the culprit locked up before I go. Last thing I need at the moment is a trip halfway across the world.’ He shrugged. ‘Anyway, Zanele is working through all the forensics stuff. We went house to house last night. A few leads but nothing really helpful.’ Kubu had a suspicion that Mabaku might have more information, but clearly he wasn’t going to share it.

      Mabaku put his hand on Kubu’s shoulder. ‘I know how you’re feeling, and I know what you want to do. But remember what I said last night. Keep out of this. Don’t even talk to anyone about it.’

      Kubu sighed. ‘Yes, Director. I understand. I’ll take you in to Mother now.’
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      Amantle had settled on the couch in the
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