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AUTHOR NOTE



On November 11, 1965, the white minority government of Rhodesia under Ian Smith unilaterally declared independence from its colonial parent, the United Kingdom. This triggered a bitter struggle between the forces of the government and the black freedom movements operating from the surrounding black-controlled countries. At first the government soldiers (who were black as well as white) had the upper hand but, as international sanctions started to bite in the land-locked country, it became clear that they would not be able to hold on to power. As in all guerrilla wars, the liberation movements resorted to terrorist tactics that were soon matched by those of the government forces.

Eventually an internationally supervised election was held leading to the government of Robert Mugabes Zimbabwe African National Union. The newly named Zimbabwe seemed to have a promising future fueled by mineral and agricultural wealth, infrastructure, and wonderful tourist attractions. But in recent years draconian laws ruined agriculture, destroyed the economy, and beggared the people. With their currency valueless, many Zimbabwean families survived on small amounts of money sent home by relatives working in the surrounding countries, particularly the economic powerhouse of South Africa.

To the west, Botswana, too, faced pressure from illegal immigrants. Situated on the Chobe River, Botswanas northernmost town, Kasane, has grown to a tourist Mecca. Dramatically different from the desert regions in the south of Botswana, it has lush vegetation, perennial water rich in hippos and crocodiles, and elephant herds that occasionally wander into the town from the neighboring Chobe National Park. But it is an outpost: from a point near the town one can see Namibia, Zambia, and Zimbabwe.

Like all wars, the Rhodesian bush war forged strange relationships, both good and evil. This story, set in present-day Botswana, is about the dissolution of two such bonds.









CAST OF CHARACTERS



Words in square brackets are approximate phonetic pronunciations. Foreign and unfamiliar words are in a glossary at the back of the book.
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Part One

THINGS TOLD


Theres more things told than are true,

And more things true than are told.

RUDYARD KIPLING,
 THE BALLAD OF MINEPIT SHAW


























Chapter 1



The farewells had been said many years ago, so Goodluck hugged his old comrade and left without a word. He zipped the tent door closed and started along the path to his own bush tent. The waning half-moon had risen; he was glad he did not need his flashlight. Goodluck came to a fork. Straight ahead the path led past the center of Jackalberry Camp to the guest tents on the other side. The right branch turned up a small hill to a view of the lagoon. It was a spectacular spot at sunrise, popular with early risers. Now it would be deserted, and on a whim he climbed the short distance. The moon silvered the lagoon, making him think of the great river that downstream defined his homeland. One day he hoped to end his self-imposed exile and return with dignity.

He heard a noiserustling leaves? But there was no wind. Despite the many years since the war, his bush-craft took over, and he faded into the thick brush with no hint of shadow or silhouette. A moment later a man appeared, walking along the main path almost silently. He seemed to be looking for something. Or for someone. He glanced up the path to the lookout, hesitated, but then continued straight. From Goodlucks position in the thicket he couldnt see the man well, but his face was black, and he was heavily built. As he moved the moonlight caught white sneakers. Goodluck sucked in his breath, let the man pass, and then followed soundlessly. Shortly afterward the man turned off toward the main area of the camp. Goodluck was puzzled. Was it coincidence, or had he been followed? If so, for what reason?

Arriving at his tent, he saw flickering light within. He had left the storm lantern alight on the bedside table. Suspicious now, he peered around the edge of the fly-screen window so that someone inside wouldnt be able to see him. But the tent was empty. Everything seemed exactly as he had left it. Satisfied, he entered, zipped the flap door closed, and got ready for bed. He was tired and tense, but long ago he had learned to sleep quickly and deeply, even under threat.

About two hours later he was wakened by the sound of the door zipper. In his war days he would have been instantly alert, but he awoke momentarily confused and blinded by the beam of a strong flashlight, and it took him a few seconds to react.

That was much too long.



The next morning the camp staff went about their business as usual. The cook lit the wood stove, clattered about with his pans, and chatted to his pet bird. The cleaner, Beauty, helped her husband Solomon set up for breakfast. The wooden tables, clustered under two ancient jackalberry trees, needed to be wiped down, spread with tablecloths, and laid. Then Beauty would clean the central camp area and, after that, would get to the tents of the guests who were up and about. By habit, she would start with the one furthest to the east and work back toward the main camp area.

The outdoor dining area overlooked Botswanas Linyanti River to a hazy Namibia on the far side. It was a mesmerizing expanse of water, lilies, papyrus, and reeds. Hundreds of birds hugged the waters edge, sometimes rising in flocks, other times lunging to catch unwary fish or multicolored tree frogs. Across the water, six majestic fish eagles perched in a tree, occasionally shrieking their haunting cry. Black egrets in abundance, darters and cormorants, jacanas, black crakes, and pied kingfishers hovering above the water. In the trees nearby, cheeky drongos imitated other birds, weaverbirds flew to and fro selecting grass to thread into their intricate nests, and clouds of red-billed quelea occasionally obscured the sun. Across one of the channels, four large crocodiles lazed on the white sand, pretending to be asleep, but cannily watching for prey through nearly closed eyes. Farther downstream, in a deeper pool, the ears of several hippos twitched, their noses barely breaking the water for air. Terrapin swam across the calm water and climbed onto hippo backs to sunbathe.

A few hundred yards to the right of the dining area, three mokoros, coarsely hewn from the trunks of sausage trees, were pulled up on the grassy bank between acacia bushes. Another glided silently across the shallows toward the bank. A white man with a sunburned face sheltering under a floppy hat, binoculars slung around his neck, perched on a pile of dry reeds in the front of the boat, and scribbled notes in a spiral-bound notebook protected by a waterproof cover. At the back, a man, past middle age but wiry, with a sweat-stained shirt, stood propelling the mokoro with a long pole. When the mokoro reached the waters edge, William Boardman wobbled to the front and jumped ashore. After thanking Enoch, the poler, he walked over to the outdoor dining area and joined his wife, Amanda, who had already started breakfast.

Good morning, dear, he said brightly, putting his hand affectionately on her shoulder. He was rewarded with a warm smile. I saw a finfoot and a malachite kingfisher this morning. Enoch saw the finfoot a hundred meters away. Hes a great spotter! We must get him to take us out this afternoon. He leaned forward and whispered, I also chatted to him about getting curios. Dupies been a bit slack on getting decent stock recently. Maybe Enoch can help us out.


A few moments later the cook, Suthani Moremi, wandered from the kitchen tent to ask William for his order. As always, on his shoulder Moremi sported a large, gray, crested bird with a long taila common go-away-bird. Each visit, the Boardmans enjoyed a private joke involving the bird. William always insisted that since it was indigenous and not caged, they could add it to their bird list. Amanda pointed out that it was obviously tameand so, ineligible. Fortunately fate inevitably intervened as wild go-away-birds would descend on nearby fig trees to enjoy the fruit. Over the years, the Boardmans had developed a soft spot for Kweh, who made frequent sorties onto their table at meals, waiting patiently for a treat. His inquisitive eyes and cocked, crested head made him irresistible.

Kweh was Moremis best friend. The cook constantly spoke to him, sharing observations and asking advice. Do you think we should serve mango with the fish or just lemons? Or I think that everyone has had enough dessert. Or should I make some more pancakes? For his part, Kweh appeared to listen intently, sometimes squawking an answer, sometimes nibbling Moremis ear. Occasionally, if disturbed, Kweh would let out a raucous shriek that sounded like a shrill go away. The call also sounded like kweh, so that became the birds name.

At the table next to the Boardmans, a black man sat alone, working his way through three fried eggs, bacon, sausage, and chips. He wore sunglasses, jeans, and a Hawaiian shirt complete with palm trees at sunset. Sun spots danced across his tablecloth, reflections from a heavy gold chain hanging around his neck. With a nod he acknowledged William as he sat down. William wondered why this man had chosen Jackalberry Camp for his holiday. He did not seem interested in birds, declining yesterday afternoons motorboat trip up the river. But after a few drinks he became the life and soul of the party, even outdoing Dupie. William had discreetly asked Dupie about the man. His name was Boy Gomwe, his South African passport well used throughout southern Africa. He had given his profession as salesman.

Vaguely, William wondered whether the other three black guests had already finished breakfast. But the expectant tables suggested otherwise. Had they gone for a walk together? Up to now they had not seemed particularly friendly.

Trying to be affable, William asked Gomwe if he had enjoyed the morning so far. The man shrugged. Slept late.

There were wonderful birdcalls at sunrise, offered Amanda.

Im really only interested in birds I can eat, said Gomwe.

Let me tell you a story about eating birds. The voice came from a heavily tanned man with a straggly gray beard and hair to match. He wore an old khaki shirt, patched in several places. His shorts, made from canvas, sagged down to his knees. Brown knee-length socks disappeared into worn leather boots. Everyone knew him as Dupie. Few people even knew his real name was Morn du Pisanie. He was solid and strong and had a stomach that protruded dramatically. It was a sight to beholdthe result of thousands of liters of beer. The best view was from the side, which allowed for the proportions of his belly to be properly appreciated.

He walked from the kitchen tent, glass of mango juice in hand, and sat heavily on a chair at Gomwes table. One leg of the chair sank several inches into the ground, causing the onlookers to wonder hopefully if it might tip over as had happened the previous evening after dinner.

When I was in the Scouts, Dupie began, wriggling to find a comfortable position in his chair. When I was in the Scouts, he repeated, looking around at Amanda and William. Thats the Selous Scouts, not the bunch of cute boys who wear uniforms, collect badges, and sleep together. He winked at Gomwe. Well, anyway

But Dupie was never to finish his story. He was interrupted by a piercing scream that catapulted dozens of birds skyward. The scream came from behind the kitchen. The three guests leaped up, looking around anxiously. A second scream. Dupie lumbered into the kitchen, returning with a heavy stick. Before he could head toward the sleeping area, Beauty appeared, running, stumbling, hands to her mouth.

He dead, she whimpered. Someone kill him. Blood all over his throat. Ears gone! He dead! She threw herself into Dupies arms and burst into tears.

Whos dead, Beauty? Dupie asked, patting her on the back. What did you see?

In Kingfisher tent. Dead man. Murdered! Her body shook.

Get her some water, Dupie said, passing Beauty to Moremi, who had emerged from the kitchen. No, hot tea would be better. Ill be right back. He ran surprisingly quickly into the reception tent, emerging seconds later with a rifle in hand, an old bolt-action Lee-Enfield .303, probably World War I surplus. He headed toward the last in the line of well-separated tents, perhaps three hundred yards from the reception area, rifle at the ready. When he reached Kingfisher tent, panting, he brushed one flap aside with the rifle barrel and glanced in. Immediately he shouted, Enoch! Quickly! Come here! As he closed the tent flaps, zipping them from top to bottom, the Munro sisters ran up from their tent.

What on earths going on, Dupie? asked Trish.

We heard somebody screaming, said Judith, clutching her sisters arm.

Dupie ushered them down the path to the silent group in the dining area.

Hes dead. Looks as though someone slit his throat, Dupie told them.

Whos dead? William demanded.

Its Goodluck. Goodluck Tinubu.

Maybe hes not dead. Ive had first-aid training, William said. Let me take a look.

Hes dead all right, Dupie responded. No one goes into that tent but the police. Ill call them now. Enoch, you stay outside and guard the body. He handed the rifle to Enoch, who nodded and set off toward Goodlucks tent.

Are you sure its Goodluck? Gomwe asked.

Dupie nodded. Seems his name wasnt very appropriate.

Gomwe shook his head. Seems not. I think Ill go to my tent.


William stopped him. Wed better stick together till the police come. We dont know if the killer is still around. Gomwe began to protest, but then shrugged, collapsed back into his chair, and retreated behind his sunglasses.

Oh God, was he murdered? Amanda asked, then blushed as everyone looked at her incredulously. Difficult to cut your own throat, said William. Beauty started to cry again, clinging to her husband, Solomon. She calmed down when she got her tea, dutifully delivered by Moremi. Now he stood, Kweh on his shoulder, clutching a carving knife in his right hand and muttering to himself.

Wheres Langa? And Zondo? asked William.

Dupie took Rra Zondo to airstrip early this morning, Solomon said. He said Rra Zondo had emergency at home.

William looked surprised. But he began, but Gomwe interrupted. What about Langa? Has anyone seen him this morning? Was he at breakfast?

He didnt come to breakfast, Solomon said.

He didnt come to breakfast! Moremi stabbed with his knife toward the neatly set table. Amanda gave a small scream, and Solomon remonstrated with the cook in Setswana, banishing him to his kitchen domain. Moremi left muttering under his breath. Kweh, however, objected and flapped noisily around Moremis head.

Langa, Gomwe reminded. We should check his tent.

We wont. I will! Dupie said, returning from the reception tent.

At that moment, a woman, anxious and flustered, ran up to the group. Oh God, whats happened? She was tall, with hair sun-yellowed rather than blond, done up in a bun; her arms bare and brown. She wore a khaki top and slacks to below the knee. Tanned and scratched legs ended in worn, flat sandals. Her face, safe from the Botswana sun thanks to a straw hat, looked younger than her forty-three years. Worry now lined it. Whats happened? she repeated. For a moment no one said anything, then Dupie told her.

One of our guests is dead, Salome. Goodluck Tinubu. Someone cut his throat. And were not sure where Sipho Langa is.


Salome shook her head. Murdered? What are we going to do?

Ive already contacted the police. They should be here in a couple of hours if they can get a plane. Otherwise itll take all day. Dupie put his hand on Salomes arm. Take the guests to the bar. Drinks are on the house. Ill be there in a few minutes. Im going to check Langas tent.

William watched Dupie walk off, thoughtful. Then he put his arm around Amandas shoulders. Are you all right, darling? I guess I could handle a stiff brandy at that.








Chapter 2



There isnt enough blood, said Detective Sergeant Mooka, known as Tatwa to his friends. His slender body, just shy of six feet six inches, was too tall for the bush tent, forcing him to stoop to look down at the corpse. He held a handkerchief over his mouth; the smell of body waste pervaded the tent.

Dupie, not short himself, looked sharply up at him. There seems more than enough to me.

I suppose so, the detective replied, regretting his involuntary remark. He squatted to get a closer look at the body and to relieve the pressure on his neck and shoulders. The victim was a black man, probably in his fifties. He was dressed in a T-shirt and under-pants and lay on the floor on his back. There was a bruise on the side of his head with the skin broken. An awful purple slash of congealed blood disfigured his throat, and on his forehead were carved two slashes in the form of a cross. Both ears had been hacked from his head, then rammed into his mouth to stick out like nasty fungi growing from rotten wood.

Its that stinking mob in Zimbabwe, Dupie said suddenly. Ive seen this done before. In the bush war.

To a black man?

Black, white, the terrorists werent particular. Theyd kill and mutilate anyone who stood up to them. Still do. And they run the place now, he concluded with disgust.

You think this could be politically motivated?

Hell knows what motivates those people. Tell you what, when youve finished measuring the amount of blood, come up to the bar, and Ill tell you who did this. Then you can find out why. He pushed his way through the tent flaps, leaving the detective with the dead.

Tatwa had seen a man with his throat cut before. Then it had seemed as though every drop of blood had been pumped out through the wound. Now, there just wasnt enough blood for that. He sighed. He had better wait for the pathologist before he disturbed the body. He should be here soon, flying by light plane from Gaborone.

Tatwa looked around the tent. Army-style, it was comfortable in a bushy way. Two single beds with cane pedestals on which stood a storm lantern, a candle, two glasses with drops of liquid still in them (why two?) and a half-empty bottle of mineral water. To one side, there was a hanging area for clothes and a folding stool holding a brown suitcase, on top of which was a black briefcase. Theyd need to go through those in due course. There was an adjoining toilet and a shower with a floor mosaic of a kingfisher.

He decided he had better take Du Pisanie up on his offer. He seemed to be in charge of the camp, and probably knew most of what happened in and around it. Perhaps he did have an idea who had murdered this man. He got to his feetinstinctively ducking, as he did even in friends housesand backed out of the tent. The zipper must have been left open when the cleaning woman found the corpse. The fat bush flies had already found their way in.

As he walked toward the bar, he motioned to his two colleagues from Forensics. They would scour the tent and surroundings for clues.



Tatwa found the entire complement of the camp gathered in the bar. Obviously lunch had been delayed until after his meeting. Dupie introduced him to Salome McGlashan, the owner of the camp concession. Then the guests: Amanda and William Boardman from South Africa, Boy Gomwe also from South Africa, and Trish and Judith Munro, sisters from England. Finally, Dupie got to the staff: Enoch Kokorwe, the camp manager, Suthani Moremi, the cook, Beauty, who did the cleaning, and her husband Solomon, the waiter. Tatwa greeted them all with respect and thanked them for their patience.

Regrettably I have to confirm what Mr. Du Pisanie has already told you. One of the guests, Mr. Goodluck Tinubu, has been murdered. We have a pathologist on the way from Gaborone, but my guess is that Mr. Tinubu was murdered sometime late last night. He paused, looking around the group.

I know you must be shocked by what has happened. But theres no need to worry. Ive two armed men with me who are searching the area. If the killer is nearby well find him. If hes left, which Im sure he did many hours ago, theres no danger. Ill need to interview all of you later, so Im afraid I have to ask you not to leave the camp until I give permission. Also, well need to take fingerprints from all of you.

Are we being treated as suspects then? Gomwe asked. Why do you need fingerprints?

None of you are suspects at this point, Mr. Gomwe. We need your prints so we can distinguish them from any others we may find.

I may be able to help, William exclaimed. I always have a small digital camera with me for pictures of artwork and friends. Happy snaps. I took pictures of everyone at the camp last night. We were all having such a good time after Dupies chair He let the sentence drift off after seeing the look Dupie gave him. Tatwa thanked him and said the pictures might be very helpful.

As there were no further contributions, Tatwa added with un-intended irony: I suggest all of you enjoy a good lunch while I get some background information from Mr. Du Pisanie.



Dupie took Tatwa to the tent off the side of the main reception area, which he described as his office. It contained a table, three plastic chairs, and a metal filing cabinet whose top drawer had slipped off its rollers and was jammed half open. The table was host to a selection of fish hooks and reels, a coffee-stained map of the Linyanti, and a cup, half full of cold coffee, which might have participated in the staining. Piles of documents, old newspapers from both Botswana and Zimbabwe, batches of handwritten envelopes held together with elastic bands, calendars several years old, and stacks of receipts and canceled checks covered the table. Pens and pencils lay scattered among paper clips and crumpled Post-it Notes. On top of the filing cabinet were two old black-and-white photographs, apparently family scenes from a time long past.

Dupie seated himself behind the desk, well back to allow room for his stomach, and waited for the detective to help himself to a chair.

Taking off his ever-present charcoal cap that honored St. Louis (more likely the American city than the Botswana beer), Tatwa pulled a notebook from his shirt pocket. You said you had some useful information, Mr. Du Pisanie?

Well, its the dog that didnt bark is the answer, said Dupie. You know your Sherlock Holmes? Tatwa shook his head. Well, its who isnt there, you see. The men who arent with the group outside. One called himself Langa and the other Zondo.

Where are they?

Ah, that is the question! Thats Hamlet, by the way. Langa has disappeared. Perhaps he took one of the mokoros. I dont see how else he could have escaped.

Are you missing a mokoro? Tatwa asked.

Dupie shrugged. Who knows? Most of them belong to the village on the mainland. Anyone who wants one borrows it and brings it back later.

What about Zondo?

He left this morning. He was supposed to be here three nights, not two, but told me last night after dinner that he had to leave first thing this morning. Some sort of family emergency.

How did he hear about it?

We actually have mobile phone reception hereas unlikely as it may seem. Theres a tower in Linyanti town across the river in Namibia. If you have roaming, youll pick it up.

When did he leave?

I took him to the airstrip earlybefore breakfast.

When did you last see Langa?

At dinner last night. He went to bed shortly after Zondo and Tinubu. Tired, they all said, although they hadnt done much during the day.

Do you have an address for Mr. Zondo?

Oh yes. In Zimbabwe. One of the fat cats. No doubt about that. I know the type. Fat from the gravy train while everyone else starves.

Please give me the details. Well get the Zimbabwe police to help us trace him.

Best of luck to you. Dupie sneered and tossed him Zondos registration form. Tatwa glanced at it and was disappointed not to see a telephone contact number.

Does Mr. Langa also come from Zimbabwe?

No, Dupie replied. He has a South African passport. Lives in Johannesburg, I think.

And Mr. Tinubu?

Well, hes more interesting. He showed me a local identity document so I thought he was a Motswana. But when I checked it, it said he was born in Zimbabwe. Bulawayo, I think. So there could be a connection. In fact, Id bet on it.

Id like the forms for all the other guests too, please.

Sure. Ill get them. Then Id say its time for lunch.

Tatwa nodded. After lunch hed have to interview the others, but first he had to trace Zondo and start the search for Langa. He needed to report back in any case, and he wondered what had happened to the pathologist.

Please make sure no one leaves the camp until I say so. Ill need to get more information from all of you later.


Dupie nodded. Then he followed his impressive stomach out through the flap of the tent, nearly colliding with a policeman. The constable, ignoring Dupie, addressed Tatwa in Setswana.

Sergeant, you must come at once. Weve found another man.

Tatwa could tell from the uniformed policemans demeanor that he had another corpse on his hands. Youd better come with us, Mr. Du Pisanie, he said. Im sorry to further delay your lunch.



They had found the body at the western end of the camp. One of the policemen had walked to the top of a small cliff at the edge of the water and had looked down. A man lay crumpled at the bottom of the slope.

It took Dupie and Tatwa several minutes to clamber down to the body and join the other uniformed policeman. There was no mystery about this death, no arcane cross on the forehead, no slit throat, no severed ears. The man had been hit hard enough to dent his skull. He must have been on the path above, because the bodys progress down the scree had marked rocks with blood. The body was that of a large, well-built black man, wearing shorts, T-shirt, and a light jacket, all in khaki. He wore dirty white sneakers without socks, and a pair of binoculars hung around his neck. The face stared sightlessly at the sky.

My God, said Dupie. Thats Sipho Langa! Hes been murdered too.

Tatwa clenched his teeth. Suddenly he had two victims and one suspect instead of one victim and two suspects. The forensics people would have their work cut out to cover two murder sites before dark. Just then a light plane flew low overhead, probably the pathologist. He was glad of that. He needed help. This was his first big case, and he was beginning to feel out of his depth. If Zondo were the culprit, hed be out of the country already. And, if he had the right connections as Dupie suspected, he would be impossible to shift from Zimbabwe. Since his boss in Kasane was ill, Tatwa decided to call the director of the Criminal Investigation Department in Gaborone directly. He and Dupie walked back to the main camp in silence.


May I use your office? I need to contact the CID in Gaborone.

Why in Gaborone?

Its procedure.

Go ahead. Call me if you need anything.

As they walked through the dining area, everyone became silent. Glancing at the river, Tatwa noticed the large crocodiles sunning themselves on convenient sand banks. One was hugea fifteen-foot monster. Tatwa shuddered. He hated crocodiles; one had cost him a younger brother. Pulling himself together, he walked to the office and made his call to Director Mabaku.








Chapter 3



Assistant Superintendent Kubu Bengu had just returned from a daylong investigation of a robbery at a gas station in Lethlakeng, when he was summoned to see the director. A meeting with Mabaku was an unwelcome intrusion because he hoped to finish his report before going home to his wife and dinner. With a sigh he heaved himself out of his chair and headed for the directors office.

Mabaku growled, Why are you always away when I need you?

Kubu opened his mouth to respond but was cut short.

Its too late now! Sit down. Mabaku pointed toward a chair. I have an urgent matter to discuss. It concerns a double murder reported this morning. Kubu had heard nothing of a new murder case. His eyebrows rose.

This morning a Motswana male was found with his throat cut at a lodge in the Linyanti. Probably happened last night. Then his face was mutilated. Later, another guesta South Africanwas found bludgeoned to death and dumped in a gulley. There are a number of, shall we say, sensitive aspects to the case, and we have a camp full of tourists stuck there. Detective Sergeant Mooka is investigating. But hes new, and he needs help.

Oh, Tatwa! Kubu chuckled. Good chap even if he is a bit tall! Kubu had met Mooka as a trainee in Gaborone. They could hardly avoid hitting it off. Mooka had acquired the nickname of Tatwa, a play on the word thutlwa, Setswana for giraffe, from his very tall, slim build and occasional slightly surprised look. Because Tatwa was gentle and quiet unless threatened, the name suited him remarkably well and had stuck. And David Bengu was nicknamed Kubu, Setswana for hippopotamus, for his impressive girth, appetite, and, until roused, his deceptively ponderous approach. Even the usually humorless Mabaku had commented that the CID was becoming a menagerie instead of a police department. Then Tatwa had been posted to Kasane, and they had lost contact.

Why doesnt Assistant Superintendent Dingalo take charge? Hes based in Kasane, Kubu asked.

Hes got another bout of malaria. Kasane is becoming as bad as Victoria Falls. Several CID people are down with some nasty, drug-resistant strain. Youll have to go up and take over.

Isnt it time Tatwa went solo on a case? Wont he be demoralized if I take over?

Kubu, youre not listening. I said there were sensitive aspects. You know how much the country relies on tourism. The first victims name is Tinubu. He lived in Botswana. But hes ex-Zimbabwe according to his identity document, and he gets himself killed not far from Zimbabwe. The obvious suspect registered under the name of Ishmael Zondo, but the Zimbabwe police tell me that the Zimbabwean passport he used is a fake. I think we can take it that his name is also false. At the moment, theres no trace of him. A second man, Sipho Langa, whos South African and apparently unrelated to the first victim, is also dead. All this happens in front of a group of international tourists who want to get on with their holidays. MacGregor is already up there taking care of the bodies. We need this tidied up quickly. And theres the African Union meeting coming up in Gaborone in about four weeks, remember? We dont want to be embarrassed. The manager up at the camp is a chap called Du Pisanie, another Zimbabwean turned Motswana, believe it or not. He grimaced. Catch the Air Botswana flight to Maun in the morning, and have Miriam contact the Defense Force about getting from Maun to the camp. Thatll be the third flight weve asked the BDF for today. I hope they dont refuse, otherwise youll have to hitchhike. He turned back to his paperwork. Give my regards to Joy.

Kubu sighed as he left. He wondered if the food at the camp was any good.








Chapter 4



Kubu looked down at the patchwork landscape of the Linyanti. As they flew over the web of waterways, the pilot pointed out various geographic features and several groups of elephant. It was hard to tell where the water stopped and the land began. Fingers of water moved into channels and then overflowed, silently with no waves; the flood came like a thief in the night, gently stealing the land.

What snake has slithered into this Eden? Kubu wondered.

In an unusual change of perspective, they looked down on two huge lappet-faced vultures gliding in an updraft a thousand feet above the ground. The pilot pointed out a pod of hippo basking on the bank of one of the channels. Kubu nodded, enjoying the aerial views of his namesakes, and was struck by the dramatic contrast of this water world to the arid dryness of the countrys heart. Then the Islander banked, following one of the larger channels to the airstrip near Jackalberry Camp.

The pilot did a low pass over the airstrip. A family of warthogs rushed off with flagpole tails. Satisfied that the runway was free of game, the pilot turned, aligned the Islander with the dirt strip, and brought it down in a cloud of dust and a succession of bumps.

Kubu unloaded his luggage and, after a brief check, the pilot was ready to return to Maun. Kubu moved his bags off the runway and turned his back as the plane taxied for its departure. For a minute it was a dot heading south, then it was gone.

The camp had been informed that Kubu was coming, but he expected a wait. Very little happened quickly in this part of the world. Fortunately, someone had erected a shelter for a small planewooden poles topped by a corrugated iron roof. He found a log, dragged it into the shade, and sat, a pole supporting his back. Sandwiches and a cold drink would have helped pass the time, he thought, while inhaling deeply through his nose. This part of Botswana smelled different from Gaborone with its large population and developing pollution. He could smell vegetationthe lush forests along the Linyanti River. A dust devil swirled close, forcing Kubu to shut his eyes and hold his nose. A few seconds later it had passed, and he was covered in sand. Suddenly he heard a distant trumpet. Elephant! He looked around anxiously, knowing that the six-ton animals could move silently and quickly through the bush. As luck would have it, not one was to be seen.

To Kubus relief and surprise, it was a short wait. A Toyota Double Cab pickup truck arrived in a cloud of dust, showing signs of multiple altercations with trees and bushes. The driver was solidly built, wearing the khaki uniform affected by guides at the tourist camps. Sweat darkened his back and armpits. He introduced himself as Enoch Kokorwe, the camp manager. Kubu said he thought the manager was Morn du Pisanie. Enoch shrugged, tossing Kubus bag onto the vehicle. He was polite but not friendly, and Kubu gave up hope of getting a preview of what to expect at the camp.

Twenty minutes later they came to the channel. Several mokoros lay on the bank. For a horrible moment, Kubu feared hed have to fit his bulk into one of them. If it tipped, the crocodiles would have afield day! But a little farther upstream bobbed a rowing boat with an outboard motor. He breathed a sigh of relief.

A short way downstream clustered a small group of rudimentary dwellings, a fishing village typical of the area. An older Land Rover and a newish-model Nissan Pathfinder 4x4 with a Venter trailer were parked under a shady mangosteen tree. Another trailer stood by itself under a nearby wild fig tree. These certainly werent vehicles the villagers would own. Kubu supposed they belonged to the camp. To the right was a shed, not big enough to garage a vehicle, but perhaps used for storage.

Enoch took the luggage to the boat, which he had pulled up to a rough jetty made from three tree trunks lashed together. He held the boat while Kubu boarded and settled himself, but it was early in the flood season, and the boat grounded with the weight. As hard as he tried, Enoch couldnt shift it, so Kubu had to clamber out, take off his shoes and socks, roll up his khaki pants, and repeat the process with the boat farther off the sand.

Sit right at the front, Enoch said. That may get the prop out of the sand.

Kubu moved cautiously to the front, causing it to dip precariously close to the water. Again Enoch tried to push the boat into the river, to no avail. He sighed, took off his shoes and socks, and waded into the water. After several moments of Enochs lifting and pushing, the boat slid off the sand. Enoch climbed in, maintaining balance, and started the motor. A few minutes later, Kubu made his way back to the middle of the boat, and soon they were noisily heading across the channel, scattering cormorants and darter birds.

The camp boasted a better jetty, and Kubu climbed onto dry land with relative aplomb. He was met by a hefty white man and a white woman, tanned despite her fair coloring. Kubu noted that the mans belly rivaled his own. On the other hand, I have the better overall cover, he thought smugly.

The woman held out her hand. Inspector Bengu? Im Salome McGlashan. I have the concession for this camp. This is my associate, Morn du Pisanie. I hope you can clear this up quickly. Everyone is very upset, and weve other guests waiting to come to the camp. Its all very disturbing. Kubu shook her hand and commented that murder often had that effect. Then his large hand disappeared into Du Pisanies.

Call me Dupie. Checking his watch, he continued, We can talk after lunch. Kubu liked Dupies down-to-earth approach.



Dupie tactfully seated Kubu and Tatwa at the edge of the dining area where they could talk in private if they spoke softly. Still, they felt like the floor show with all the other diners watching them for any hint of developments. Speaking Setswana, they greeted each other warmly and spent a few minutes reminiscing about Tatwas spell in Gaborone. Kubu said that he thought Tatwa had grown even taller. Tatwa denied this, but claimed that Kubu had increased his girth. Kubu laughed.

Kubu asked for a steelworks, but was disappointed to have to explain how to make his favorite drink. It came with ginger ale instead of ginger beer, too much bitters, and too little ice. So he was not optimistic about the food, but was pleasantly surprised. The cook produced a dish of lightly deviled eggs garnished with anchovies and capers. Kubu ordered a second helping. He promised himself that he would cut back on the main course of cold meats to compensate. There was always dessert if he was still hungry.

The conversation turned to the case. What do you make of this, Tatwa? Tell me what youve found.

Well, now that an assistant superintendent is running the show, we should have it all sorted out in no time. Tatwa sounded slightly peeved. Kubu leaned forward and gave him a friendly shove that nearly knocked him out of his chair. Team effort, Tatwa. No ones trying to steal your thunder. First big case. Well make it your first big success.

Of course, Kubu. Sorry. Du Pisanie thinks its cut and dried. Tinubu was here for a few days. Zondo was a hit man from Zimbabwe. Came in with a fake passport, bumped Tinubu off neatly, and then disappeared. Zondos our culprit. End of story.

Motive?


Tatwa shrugged. Perhaps some grudge from the past. Tinubu was from Zimbabwe too.

And Langa? Why kill him?

Perhaps he came across Zondo after the murder.

But you dont believe it, Kubu observed shrewdly.

Tatwa shook his head. For one thing Langa was found at the opposite end of the camp from Tinubu. According to Salome McGlashan, Zondo made his reservation before Tinubu. And Langa didnt have a reservation at all. He just pitched up. And then when I spoke to Enoch, he said But Kubu held up his hand. Lets interview them all again from scratch. Then you can watch for any discrepancies. In the meanwhile dont tell me what they said so I wont be biased. Kubu was eyeing the cold meat platter.

Wont going over it all again upset them?

Exactly! Would you pass that meat? I think theres some cold tongue. Are you sure you wont have some? Tatwa shook his head firmly. The eggs were fine but he ate little meat, and certainly not something that had once been in a cows mouth. Assured that he was not depriving his colleague, Kubu took all the tongue and asked the waiter for mustard. Tatwa could see that the case was on hold until Kubu had satisfied the inner man.








Chapter 5



Giving thanks for gas fridges, Kubu had a double helping of ice cream, flavored with the fruit of a local tree. He was intrigued by the combination of the marula with frozen goat-milk cream and found it rather good. Even the unadventurous Tatwa liked it. But their enjoyment was interrupted by a tinny version of the Grand March from Ada emanating from Kubus trouser pocket. With obvious reluctance, Kubu hoisted himself out of his chair.

Whats going on, Kubu? Whatve you discovered so far? The directors lunch did not seem to be sitting well.

Ive only been here about an hour, Director. Ive been catching up with Tatwa.

Over lunch, I expect! Kubu, I told you this is urgent. Not at all the moment to be sampling bush cuisine. Phone me back as soon as you have something. Ill be here late. Ill be waiting. You should also phone MacGregor. He told me hed have a preliminary report on the autopsies this afternoon. Then he hung up.


Kubu noted with approval that Tatwa had ordered coffee. But the mood was spoiled. Kubu sighed. What have we done about finding Zondo?

Well, the Zimbabwe police confirmed that all the details he gave here were false, including his name and passport.

The director told me, Kubu said.

But we have a good description, Tatwa continued, and, even better, some photographs taken by one of the guestsIve got them here. Had them printed in Kasane last night. He brandished an envelope. Weve circulated Zondos photo to all the police stations, border posts, and the surrounding countries, as well as what we think are his fingerprints. Then, weve tried to track the plane he left in.

And?

Weve drawn a blank on all counts. No one has seen him. He hasnt crossed the borderat least not using the name Zondoand theres no recorded flight plan with a stopover here. Probably the pilot flew under the radar and went wherever he wanted to go.

Lets take a look at the pictures.

Tatwa spread them on the table. Kubu glanced at a close-up of the two Munro sisters, looking at each other, laughing, glasses of wine in hand. Then he looked at the ones of the black guests. The first was a striking picture of a handsome middle-aged man with his arms folded against the world. Broad cheeks, closely shaven, pensive. The man seemed to be looking beyond the camp fire into the darkness.

Thats Goodluck Tinubu, said Tatwa quietly.

Kubu put it down, sorry he would never meet this man. He picked up the next print. The mans face seemed a bit blurred; perhaps he had moved as the picture was taken. He was older, harder looking. Kubu could imagine him as a soldier. The man was clutching a tumbler in his right hand as though he might have to fight to keep it. He wore glasses that had reflected the flash, rather spoiling the picture. And he was wearing a felt hat with a spray of feathers. Unusual and incongruous.

Thats our prime suspect, Ishmael Zondo, said Tatwa. However, that isnt his real name, according to the Zimbabwe police. Looks tough. Except for the hat with the guineafowl feathers. Odd.

The next picture was of Boy Gomwe. A falsely happy face, thought Kubu. He glanced across the dining area. Gomwe was chatting to the Munros, animated, using his hands in the conversation. Good with people, but Kubu found something he disliked about the man. The last picture was of a man concentrating on something not in the picture. He was also holding a tumbler. This must be the second victim, Sipho Langa, Kubu thought. He pushed the pictures back toward Tatwa.

Okay. Fill me in on Jackalberry Island.

Well, in the first place it isnt really an island. Its a peninsula jutting into the river, but its marshy and has small waterways between here and the solid land.

Is it possible that someone came across from the mainland that way? Without using a boat?

No, impossible in the dark. It would be a miserable trip, and youd be wading among crocs and hippos. Its about a fifteen-minute trip by mokoro. That would be the way to do it. Silent and low on the water. But even that would be dangerous at night because of the hippos.

And the layout of the camp?

Were about in the middle of it. The kitchen and staff quarters are behind us. There are three tents behind those two trees. He pointed to two massive wild figs whose trunks broke into fingers probing the water. Suckers hung from the branches, and clusters of fruit were providing a banquet for a troop of vervet monkeys.

The two larger ones are where Du Pisanie and McGlashan live; the small one is for their visitors. Since the camp was full when Sipho Langa came, they put him up there. The odd thing is that Tinubu and Langa arrived together. Tatwa paused, obviously feeling this was significant. Dupie told me that Tinubus car had broken down on the road to Kasane. Langa apparently stopped to help and waited until Tinubus car had been towed to a garage. Langa was looking for a place to stay, so he decided to join Tinubu here. They drove together to Ngoma, where they were met by Enoch. It takes over three hours from Ngoma to get here. The roads are terrible.

They met by chance on a road in the middle of nowhere, and now they are both dead? Hard to believe! Whats happened to Langas car?

We drove it to Kasane, Tatwa replied. Forensics will be going over it today.

Good. And Tinubus?

Were trying to get its registration. Should have that today, too. Then well search for it in Kasane.

Satisfied about the vehicles, Kubu changed his focus. Where are the guest tents?

There are three on the east side of this area and two on the west. Theyre far enough apart to be private and have their own view of a quiet waterway. Nice, if you like water full of crocodiles. On the east side, Tinubu had the farthest tent. Two sisters, Trish and Judith Munro from England, were next to him, then Amanda and William Boardman from Cape Town. On the west side, Boy Gomwe is closest to us, and Zondo was at the end. Im in Zondos tent. You can use Langas tent. Tinubus is still closed off.

Have the forensics people been through everything in Zondos tent and Langas?

Tatwa nodded.

Ill use Langas tent then. How do guests access the tents?

Theres a path that runs at the back of this communal area, and each tent is approached from behind.

So it would be possible to get to a tent without being seen by the occupant, or indeed by the occupants of any of the tents?

Tatwa nodded again.

Kubu pushed away his cup and rose. Lets meet the inhabitants. I have to have something to tell Mabaku before close of business tonight.








Chapter 6



Kubu decided to get the lie of the land first. He asked Salome and Dupie to show him around, and Tatwa accompanied them.

Well, this is the reception tent, Dupie started, unsure of what the detective wanted. We keep all our business records herein those files at the back. When guests arrive we bring them here to fill out the registration forms, and we take an impression of their credit cards. We do all of that manually because we dont have phone lines. He stopped and looked inquiringly at Kubu.

Do you close the tent at night? Kubu asked.

Well, we zip it up to keep the dust out, but its not secure.

Have you noticed anything missing since the murder? Any credit card receipts? Registration forms?

Both Dupie and Salome shook their heads. We checked, Salome said. As far as we can see, everything is here. Dupie gave everyones registrations to Detective Mooka. Weve got the slips they signed at the bar. Dupie doesnt think any are missing. I dont know.


Anything signed by Zondo?

Salome shook her head. He paid cash in U.S. dollars. We dont take Zimbabwe dollars.

Okay, Kubu said. Lets move on. The group walked the few meters to the tent left of reception.

This is my office, Dupie said. Kubu and Tatwa nodded.

Well come back to it. Ill use it for my interviews, if you dont mind, Kubu remarked, not caring if Dupie minded or not.

Next was the entertainment area comprising the bar and lounge, opening onto an outdoor area where meals were served. The bar area held a bookcase with light reading, reference books on birds and trees, and various games. The walls displayed a variety of bushman artifacts: a full hunting set with a well-worn leather bag, a spear, a bow, arrows and poison containers, a variety of necklaces made from ostrich-egg shell yellowing with age, bangles of seed pods, and several carefully hollowed out gourds for carrying water in the desert. An impressive collection, Kubu thought. It must be nearly impossible to find sets these days that were actually used for hunting. He glanced at the gas and storm lanterns.

No electricity?

No, Dupie replied. Weve got a diesel generator to recharge the batteries for the radio and cell phones whenever necessary, but its noisy and expensive to run. We use gas for cooking and mainly storm lanterns for lighting. We think it gives the camp a more authentic feel. More like the way Africa used to be.

Kubu grunted. How do you get to the sleeping tents from here?

Follow me, Dupie replied.

The group headed to the line of tents to the right. As they walked the hundred yards or so, Kubu asked Salome, How did you get to be the owner of Jackalberry Camp, Ms. McGlashan?

Im not really the owner, Salome replied. I inherited the remainder of a twenty-year concession. There is only about a year left. I worked for the previous ownerAndre Cloete was his nameand he left it to me. I was completely surprised. I thought he would leave it to someone in his family. Perhaps they didnt want it.


I didnt think concessions could be inherited, Kubu commented.

The concession is in the name of a company, Salome said. Andre left me the company. Also its not a government lease, but a sub-lease from the hunters who own the concessions in this area.

And before that? Kubu inquired. Were you born in Botswana?

I was born in what was called Southern Rhodesia. Now Zimbabwe. On a farm near Bulawayo. I loved it there, but when the war came it was bad. Horrible, actually. Anyway, after the war I didnt want to live there anymore and went to South Africa. I worked at hotels in Johannesburg for a number of years. But I hated the noise and the traffic and the crowding. When I met Andre and he offered me a job here, I couldnt wait. Ive been here ever since.

When was that?

March 94.

Kubu wondered whether it was coincidence that this was just before South Africa was to have its first black majority government.

Have you ever been married?

No. Whats that got to do with anything? she asked sharply.

Dupie interrupted, This is the tent that Tinubu stayed in. And was murdered in.

The tent had a police tape tied around the lower section, making it look weirdly gift-wrapped. Kubu pushed the tape aside, unzipped the flap, and went in. There was still a bad smell and a few flies, although Forensics had cleaned the place up. This is a typical tourist bush setup, Kubu thought. Comfortable, but nothing fancy. He looked around at the unpretentious interior, noting its layout and walked out, closing the fly screen and flaps. He didnt bother with the tape. He doubted if anyone would want to go inside that tent at the moment.

He looked back the way they had come. A sandy path ran from the tent back toward the others. He retraced his steps, checking if someone could be seen. By the time he reached the second tent, he was sure that someone could walk unnoticed along this path from one end of the line of the tents to the other. Especially at night.


This is where the Munro sisters are staying. Theyre writers from England, here by themselves. Dupie once again provided the information. The next tent is the Boardmans. Theyre from Cape Town. Theyre curio dealers. African art, they call it. And crazy about birds. And the two tents on the other side of the communal area are the same as these. The first is Boy Gomwes. The other is where Zondo stayed.

Kubu pointed to a path that forked off the one they were on.

Where does that path go?

To a lookout over the lagoon.

Lets take a look, Kubu said, striding off. After a few steps he slowed to Dupies pace. Where are you from, Mr. Du Pisanie? Whats your role here at Jackalberry Camp?

Ive already told Detective Mooka all that stuff, Dupie said impatiently.

I know, Mr. Du Pisanie, Kubu said quietly. But I need to get the full story for myself. I realize this whole affair is an imposition, but I ask you to be patient.

But actually Dupie seemed happy to talk about himself. Ive known Salome for years, he said. We grew up on neighboring farms near Bulawayo in Southern Rhodesia. After independence, she went to South Africa. I stayed on for a few years, but didnt like the way things were going. So I left and came to Botswana. I know the bush well, and Im an experienced hunter, so I hooked up with an outfitter in Maun. They hired me to lead trips, mainly into the Central Kalahari. Most of our clients were Germans or Americans wanting to bag some big game. They thought they were in the wilds of Africa, but it was pretty tame, really. We set it up so they couldnt miss. Made them feel good, and they paid a lot of money for the privilege. They tipped well, too. Good thing, because the outfitter certainly didnt pay well. He paused for a moment, then continued.

Salome and I had kept in touch after she left Rhodesia. When she inherited this place, she contacted me and asked if I wanted to help run it. I was sick and tired of what I was doing, and came
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