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            PRAISE FOR MICHAEL STANLEY

          

        

      

    

    
      “Detective David ‘Kubu’ Bengu is a wonderful creation, complex and beguiling. The exotic smells and sounds of Botswana fill the pages as well as the changes and struggles of a country brimming with modern technology yet fiercely clinging to old traditions. Compelling and deceptively written…”

      —New York Journal of Books

      

      “A wonderful, original voice—McCall Smith with a dark edge and even darker underbelly.”

      —Peter James, #1 UK bestseller

      

      “My favourite writing duo since Ellery Queen.”

      —Ragnar Jónasson, bestselling author of the Dark Iceland series.

      

      “Great African crime fiction.”

      —Deon Meyer, author of the Benny Griessel novels

      

      Praise for Facets of Death

      

      “The local colour is as delightful as the intriguing investigation.”

      —The Times and Sunday Times Crime Club Pick of the Week

      

      “A fabulous test of Kubu’s legendary deductive talents, Facets of Death is easily one of the best heist novels I’ve read since Gerald Browne’s classic 11 Harrowhouse.”

      —Bookpage starred review

      

      “Every fan of mystery novels should be reading and enjoying this series, and not just because of the ending, which has quickly and quietly become my favourite in recent memory.”

      —Bookreporter

      

      “I’d no more miss a Detective Kubu mystery than I would forget to brush my teeth in the morning. If you haven’t had the pleasure of meeting David “Kubu” Bengu, get your hands on a copy of Facets of Death. You can thank me later.”

      —Kittling Books

      

      “…a compelling, original narrative that will have (you) coming back for more.”

      —Mystery Scene

      

      “Parallels to Alexander McCall Smith … are clear, but Kubu’s distinctive personality, juxtaposed against scenes of his country’s darker sides, help his adventures stand out.”

      —The Seattle Times

      

      Praise for other Michael Stanley books

      

      “The intricate plotting, a grisly sense of realism and numerous topical motifs (the plight of the Kalahari Bushmen, diamond smuggling, poaching, the homogenization of African culture, etc.) make this a compulsively readable novel. Despite a shared setting with Alexander McCall Smith’s No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency series, this fast- paced forensic thriller will resonate more with fans of Patricia Cornwell’s Kay Scarpetta.”

      —Publishers Weekly starred review for A Carrion Death

      

      “Kubu is also hugely appealing— big and solid and smart enough to grasp all angles of this mystery. Readers may be lured to Africa by the landscape, but it takes a great character like Kubu to win our loyalty.”

      —New York Times Book Review for A Carrion Death

      

      “The African Columbo … a smart, satisfying complex mystery.”

      —Entertainment Weekly, A rating review for The Second Death of Goodluck Tinubu

      

      “Bringing a love of Africa similar to Alexander McCall Smith’s popular No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency series, the author has created an excellent new venue for those who love to read about other cultures while enjoying a good mystery. Highly recommended.”

      —School Library Journal, starred review for The Second Death of Goodluck Tinubu

      

      “Death of the Mantis is the best book I’ve read in a very long time. A fantastic read. Brilliant!”

      —Louise Penny, #1 New York Times bestselling author

      

      “Kubu’s third recorded case is again alive with local color and detail and, refreshingly, offers his fullest mystery plot yet.”

      —Kirkus Reviews for Death of the Mantis

      

      “Death of the Mantis is the best book yet in one of the best series going: a serious novel with a mystery at its core that takes us places we’ve never been, thrills and informs us, and leaves us changed by the experience. I loved this book.”

      —Timothy Hallinan, author of the Junior Bender series

      

      “Impossible to put down, this immensely readable third entry … delivers the goods. Kubu’s painstaking detecting skills make him a sort of Hercule Poirot of the desert. This series can be recommended to a wide gamut of readers.”

      —Library Journal, starred review for Death of the Mantis

      

      “Tight plotting is seasoned with African culture and the uglier presence of African corruption ... believable and utterly menacing.

      —Ellery Queen Mystery Magazine for Deadly Harvest

      

      “…one of the finest crime thrillers of 2013...”

      —The Strand Mystery Magazine for Deadly Harvest

      

      “Kubu returns with a vengeance— but what is prowling in the darkness of Botswana is more dangerous than the four- legged predators. Then there are the Chinese who just may be the most dangerous of all— I love it!”

      —Charles Todd, award- winning author of the Ian Rutledge and Bess Crawford mysteries for A Death in the Family

      

      “Stanley and Kubu deserve much more critical and commercial attention than they have been receiving; hopefully this latest instalment will rectify that shortcoming.”

      —Bookreporter for A Death in the Family

      

      “The best yet, with both an ingenious mystery and a deeper and more textured depiction of modern Botswana and Kubu’s piece of it.”

      —Kirkus Reviews for Dying to Live

      

      “David ‘Kubu’ Bengu, an assistant superintendent in the Botswana CID, investigates a particularly baffling murder in his sixth, and best, outing. Stanley keeps the intriguing plot twists coming.”

      —Publishers Weekly, starred and boxed review for Dying to Live

      

      “Stanley once again mixes strongly developed characters, puzzling plot twists and a textured African setting in an international police procedural with heart and soul that will appeal to fans of Kwei Quartey and Alexander McCall Smith.”

      —Library Journal, starred review for Dying to Live

      

      “A Deadly Covenant provides the reader with an exciting insight into crime in Botswana. A thoroughly enjoyable read.”

      —Alexander McCall Smith, worldwide best seller

      

      “Stanley gets everything  —the dialogue, the terrain descriptions, the plot beats—right.”

      —Publishers Weekly, starred review for A Deadly Covenant

      

      “From Minnesota to South Africa to Mozambique to Vietnam, Michael Stanley’s Dead of Night is an extraordinary tale of the extreme measures taken to combat international poaching and smuggling.”

      — C.J. Box, #1 New York Times bestselling author

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Michael Stanley is the writing team of Michael Sears and Stanley Trollip. Both were born in South Africa and have worked in academia and business. Stanley was an educational psychologist, specialising in the application of computers to teaching and learning, and is a pilot. Michael specialised in image processing and remote sensing and taught at the University of the Witwatersrand.

      On a flying trip to Botswana, they watched a pack of hyenas hunt, kill, and devour a wildebeest, eating both flesh and bones. That gave them the premise for their first mystery, A Carrion Death, which introduced Detective David ‘Kubu’ Bengu of the Botswana Criminal Investigation Department. It was a finalist for five awards, including the Crime Writers’ Association Debut Dagger. The series has been critically acclaimed, and their third book, Death of the Mantis, won the Barry Award for Best Paperback Original mystery and was shortlisted for an Edgar award. Deadly Harvest was shortlisted for an International Thriller Writers award.

      They have also written a thriller, Dead of Night, in which investigative journalist, Crystal Nguyen, heads to South Africa for National Geographic and gets caught up in the war against rhino poaching and rhino-horn smuggling.

      For information about Botswana, the book and its protagonist, please visit www.michaelstanleybooks.com. You can sign up there for an occasional newsletter.
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      The peoples of Southern Africa have integrated many words of their own languages into colloquial English. For authenticity and colour, we have used these occasionally when appropriate. Most of the time, the meanings are clear from the context, but for interest, we have included a glossary at the end of the book.
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      Words in square brackets are approximate phonetic pronunciations.

      

      Bengu, Amantle: Kubu’s mother [Ah-MUN-tleh BEN-goo]

      Bengu, David ‘Kubu’: Detective sergeant in the Botswana Criminal Investigation Department [David ‘KOO-boo’ BEN-goo]

      Bengu, Wilmon: Kubu’s father [WILL-mon BEN-goo]

      Boko, Joseph: Baggage handler at Sir Seretse Khama airport [Joseph BO-ko]

      Chamberlain, Major David: Head of Jwaneng diamond mine

      Dow, Luke: Inspector in the Botswana Criminal Investigation Department [Luke DOW with the OW as in HOW]

      Elias: Constable at reception in the Criminal Investigation Department

      Gobey, Tebogo: Director of the Botswana Criminal Investigation Department [Teh-BO-go GO-bee]

      Goodman, Elijah: Head of administration at Jwaneng mine

      Henkel, Pieter: Manager of Gaborone Cash-In-Transit company

      Kamwi, Joe: Tour bus driver [Joe KUM-wi]

      Katlego: Witch doctor [Cut-LEH-go]

      Kenosi, Salekany: Armoured car guard [[Sul-é-CAH-nee Ken-OH-si]

      Letsi, Lucas: Debswana employee

      Mabaku, Jacob: Assistant superintendent in the Botswana Criminal Investigation Department [Jacob Muh-BAH-koo]

      MacGregor, Ian: Pathologist for the Botswana police

      Murewa: Constable in Otse [Moo-REH-wuh]

      Naledi, Sheila: Armoured car guard [Sheila Nuh-LEH-di]

      Neo, Mathew: Detective sergeant in the Botswana Criminal Investigation Department [Mathew NEE-o]

      Nari, Phineas: Manager of the Jwaneng airport [Phineas NUH-ree]

      Oteng, Jake: Armoured car guard [Jake OH-teng]

      Pono, Happy: Inspector at the police station in Sejelo [Happy POH-noh]

      Roberts, Tony: Pilot for Debswana

      Samkoa, Nelson: Detective sergeant in the Botswana Criminal Investigation Department [Nelson Sum-KOH-uh]

      Serome, Joy: Clerk in the Botswana Police Service Records department [Joy Sé-ROE-meh]

      Tau, Eddie: Head of security at Jwaneng mine [Eddie TOW with the OW as in HOW]

      Tshane, Peter: Guard at Jwaneng mine [Peter TSHUH-neh]

      Tuelo, Vusi: South African criminal [VOO-si TWEH-loh]]

      Venter, Piet: Colonel in the South African Police Service [Piet FEN-ter]

      Zuma, Alfred: Baggage handler at Sir Seretse Khama airport [Alfred ZOO-muh]
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          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      The early morning sun promised a scorcher of a day, and David ‘Kubu’ Bengu’s clothes were already damp with sweat – not unusual for a man of his size in a hot climate. He was standing in front of the Criminal Investigation Department on Queens Road, excited and nervous about walking through the front door – excited because it was his first day as a detective in the Botswana Police; nervous because he’d been hired to the position without having had any time as a constable on the beat. In fact, he’d never even been in uniform. He was expecting to take some heat for that.

      Kubu pulled a handkerchief from his pocket. He leant over and cleaned his shoes, which were covered in dust from his long walk to work. When he was satisfied, he took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. ‘Here goes,’ he said out loud, and strode towards the door. ‘I’ll always remember the thirtieth of November 1998 – my first day at work.’

      ‘Detective Sergeant Bengu reporting for work,’ he told the man at reception, who looked him up and down with a frown.

      ‘Bengu?’ The man shuffled through a stack of papers. ‘Bengu?’

      A few moments later, he found what he was looking for. ‘David Bengu?’

      ‘Yes, but everyone calls me Kubu.’

      The man snorted, taking in Kubu’s bulk. ‘I can see why.’

      Kubu didn’t react. He was used to that sort of response. After all, he’d had the nickname for over five years, ever since he first met Angus Hofmeyr, a rich white boy, at Maru a Pula school.

      ‘You’re David?’ Angus had exclaimed in disbelief when they first met. ‘David Bengu? That’s not right. You aren’t a David. Not even a Goliath! You’re a kubu. That’s what you are – a big, friendly hippopotamus.’

      Kubu remembered being upset at first, but he’d come to like the special familiarity of the name. The other kids had laughed, of course, but soon Kubu was his name. Now he was sure that some of his friends didn’t even know his real name.

      Miffed that his snide comment had failed to raise even one of Kubu’s eyebrows, the receptionist ordered Kubu to go immediately to Assistant Superintendent Mabaku’s office. ‘He’s going to be your boss. I don’t envy you, because he eats nails…’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      ‘Sit down. I’ll be with you in a minute.’

      Mabaku waved at one of the chairs in front of his desk. Kubu lowered himself, carefully supporting some of his weight with his legs until he was sure the chair wouldn’t collapse. He waited patiently while Mabaku growled at a letter he was reading.

      Mabaku’s office was small and very hot. The window air-conditioner was on, judging by the strained noises, but very little cool air was being pushed into the room. There were stacks of files on every horizontal surface, and on top of one filing cabinet was a colour photo of a woman whom Kubu took to be Mabaku’s wife.

      Eventually Mabaku looked up and glared at Kubu. He shook the letter in the air. ‘It’s your fault. The director wants me to file all the paperwork so that you get paid, that you have health insurance, and that you start contributing towards your pension. I thought that’s why we have secretaries – to do all the tough work.’

      Kubu didn’t respond.

      ‘Do you have a driver’s licence?’

      ‘Yes, sir.’

      ‘And a car?’

      Kubu nodded and smiled. ‘An old Land Rover, sir.’

      He was still amazed that he’d been able to buy it. It was mainly due to the generosity of one of his lecturers at the university, who had wanted to sell it and had told him to pay it off when he could afford to. At his police salary, it wasn’t going to be paid off anytime soon.

      Mabaku glanced up, surprised. ‘How old?’

      The smile vanished. ‘Um … quite old, sir.

      Mabaku picked up a sheet of paper and handed it to Kubu. ‘Fill this out and take it to Miriam, the director’s assistant. It authorises you to take a car from the pool if you need one. Use one of them for business rather than your Land Rover. There are usually two or three pool cars at the back of the building. Check they haven’t been reserved before you take one.’ He scratched his head. ‘I’m sure I’ve missed something, but it’ll come to me, probably at an inconvenient moment.’

      There was a long silence, something that Kubu was good at maintaining.

      ‘Do you fit into your office?’ Mabaku asked at last. ‘I’m sorry it’s so small, but it’s the only one we’ve got. Have they stocked it with pens, notebooks, the usual forms and so on?’

      ‘Nobody’s shown me my office, sir.’

      ‘Goddamn it.’ Mabaku pounded the top of his desk. ‘That Elias at reception is already trying to cause trouble for you.’

      ‘I don’t understand.’

      ‘It’s my fault. I just hope it doesn’t become too much of a problem for you.’

      Kubu frowned.

      ‘You impressed the right people at the university. They persuaded me you’d be wasted spending several years in uniform on the beat, so we took a chance and hired you as soon as you graduated. We’ve never done that before. Just ignore Elias and others like him. That’s my advice. They’re just jealous.’

      ‘I was expecting something like that.’ Kubu shrugged.

      Mabaku looked through the papers on his desk. ‘I think that’s all for now. Any questions?’

      ‘Yes, sir. What’s my first job? I’m keen to get to work.’

      ‘We meet every Monday in the room at the end of the passage. We’re meeting in fifteen minutes in fact. We’ll find out then what’s happened over the weekend. That’s all. Go and tell Elias that he’s to show you to your office and to make sure you have the supplies you need.’

      With that, Mabaku lifted a file from one of his stacks, opened it, and started reading.

      ‘Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.’

      Kubu heaved himself out of his chair. He closed the door quietly as he left the room and walked back to reception.

      ‘What do you want now?’ Elias asked.

      ‘Assistant Superintendent Mabaku would like you to show me to my office and to make sure I have all the supplies I need.’

      ‘I’m busy right now.’

      ‘The assistant superintendent wants me to be settled in my office before the staff meeting in fifteen minutes,’ Kubu responded, stretching the truth a little. ‘But if you are too busy, I’ll go and ask him who can help me.’

      Elias glared at Kubu, knowing he’d lost the round. ‘Follow me,’ he barked.

      As they walked down the corridor, Kubu made a mental note to double-check anything Elias did for him. He was sure Elias would try to even the score.

      ‘That’s your office.’ Elias pointed to a door. ‘I’ll bring the stuff you need in a few minutes.’

      ‘Thank you for your help.’ Kubu wasn’t quite able to keep the sarcasm from his tone.

      Sure enough, Elias walked into Kubu’s office a few minutes later with a box full of supplies.

      Again, Kubu thanked him, but Elias just glowered.

      With only a few minutes left, Kubu grabbed a notebook and pencil from the box and headed to the meeting room, where Director Tebogo Gobey would preside.

      At last, Kubu thought. He was about to start doing what he’d wanted to do for such a long time – be a detective.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 2

        

      

    

    
      A hundred miles to the west, Phineas Nari, the manager of Jwaneng’s small airport, spotted the pilot driving up to the gate. He knew Tony Roberts well, and once he’d pulled open the gate, he waved him through with only a cursory glance at his Debswana identification. Then he locked the gate and followed the car up to the parking lot. The pilot was grabbing his bag from the boot.

      ‘How are you, Phineas? Nice morning for flying.’

      Nari nodded. The weather was clear, and the early-morning air was still.

      ‘Where are you headed today, Tony?’

      ‘Off to Orapa to pick up some De Beers engineers and fly them back to Joburg. I’d best be off.’

      He headed for the apron. The plane had been refuelled the day before and was ready to go. Nari stood watching him as he went through his checks and climbed into the plane. Jwaneng had no tower, so Roberts would call Gaborone once he was airborne and activate a flight plan he’d already filed by phone.

      At last the engines started up, and the plane moved onto the runway. It would taxi to the far end, turn, and then take off towards the east. Nari lit a cigarette. His job was hardly demanding. There would be nothing else to do until the diamond-transport plane arrived a few hours later.

      When the plane was about halfway to the end of the runway, he saw flames and smoke coming from the right engine. The plane stopped, the propellers stopped turning, and Roberts jumped out and walked around to where the fire was. Suddenly a fireball burst from the right wing. Roberts staggered back, clutching his face.

      ‘Shit!’ Nari exclaimed and ran across the apron to where the emergency fire vehicle was parked. He jumped in and raced towards the burning plane and immediately realised that there was little he could do to save it. He drove as close as he thought was safe, jumped out, and ran to Roberts.

      ‘Tony! Oh, God, I’ve got to get you to hospital.’ The pilot’s hair was gone, and his skin was black. He took Roberts’ arm and led him to the vehicle. He opened the passenger door and helped the pilot in. ‘We’ll be at the hospital in five minutes.’
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      When Kubu walked through the door of the meeting room, the hubbub of idle conversation quietened, and heads turned to look at him. But no one greeted him.

      ‘Good morning,’ he said as he looked around for a seat. There were only four left – three at one end of the table and one at the other. He headed to the single one, thinking he had probably been channelled there so he would be facing the director.

      He pulled the chair back from the table, sat down – cautiously – and smiled.

      A few moments later, the director walked in, followed by Mabaku.

      ‘Morning, everyone.’ Director Gobey put a stack of folders on the table. He looked down the table at Kubu. ‘I take it you are Detective Sergeant Bengu?’

      ‘Yes, sir. But everyone calls me Kubu.’

      A snicker ran around the table.

      ‘I couldn’t care what people call you. In the CID, you are Detective Sergeant Bengu. Understood?’

      ‘Yes, sir.’

      Gobey looked around the table. ‘Anyway, I’d like you all to welcome our newest detective sergeant, David Bengu. He has a lot to learn, so please help him out wherever you can.’ He glared at the group of men.

      ‘Right. First, old business. Samkoa, what’s the status of your investigation into the theft at the garage on Molepolole Road?’

      ‘We arrested a suspect last Friday, sir. We had a good CCTV image, and it didn’t take long to identify him when we showed his picture to some of our informers. Of course, he says he’s innocent, but the video is conclusive.’

      ‘Excellent. Tiro, how are you doing with the pickpockets on The Mall?’

      ‘Not as well as Detective Sergeant Samkoa, sir. We had some of our male and female employees shop along The Mall in their everyday clothes, hopefully looking like tourists. All we achieved was to waste department money on tourist trinkets that are now on the shelves by the coffee pot. Our next move is to put up some CCTV cameras around the areas where we’ve had the most problems. We’re trying to get the city to pay for them but haven’t succeeded yet.’

      And so Gobey went around the room, with each detective reporting how things were going with their individual investigations. Some had been successful; some were stalled. Kubu listened carefully, trying to imagine how he would approach each case.

      ‘Now, new business,’ Gobey said, getting ready to take notes. ‘Mabaku, what did the weekend bring?’

      Mabaku cleared his throat and read from notes he’d prepared.

      ‘Two things, sir. There were several more incidents of rustling at Ramatlabama over the weekend. Almost certainly cross-border from South Africa. The border is so damned porous. I’ve spoken to the South African Police Service at Mahikeng. They’re looking into it. I’ve no idea when or if we’ll hear back from them.

      ‘Then, for the second item, an unusual number of suitcases belonging to tourists leaving the country seem to have gone missing. Of course, they were only missed at their destinations, some in London and some in Paris. British Airways and Air France are blaming Air Botswana. All of the suitcases should have been offloaded from Air Botswana flights arriving in Joburg and loaded on the relevant outgoing flights to Europe.’

      ‘How many cases in all?’ Gobey asked.

      ‘Fifteen.’

      ‘Fifteen? We’d better get to the bottom of that quickly. Otherwise we’ll start to see tourism drying up.’

      ‘Yes, sir. We’ve already contacted the airlines in question.’

      Kubu put up his hand.

      ‘Yes, Detective Sergeant?’

      ‘Did I hear the assistant superintendent say that all the lost suitcases left Sir Seretse Khama on Air Botswana flights rather than on South African Airways flights?’

      ‘That’s correct,’ Mabaku answered. He turned to one of the detectives sitting next to Kubu. ‘Neo, what’ve you found out?’

      ‘Not much so far, sir. We were only told about these suitcases on Saturday afternoon. We do know that they were all properly tagged before they left, but we haven’t heard back from Joburg about what happened there.’

      ‘Okay. Bengu, you work with Neo on this. A good one to get your feet wet on.’

      ‘Yes, sir,’ Kubu responded.

      Gobey looked around the room. ‘Anything else?’

      Nobody raised their hands, and the meeting adjourned.

      Kubu turned to Neo and held out his hand. ‘I’m Kubu. Pleased to meet you.’ The man looked a little taken aback but stammered a response. ‘Neo. Mathew Neo.’

      Kubu stood up. ‘Let’s go to your office and get started.’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 4

        

      

    

    
      Two hours after the plane had caught fire, Elijah Goodman, head of administration at the Jwaneng diamond mine, ended his phone call to civil aviation with a muttered curse. The major wasn’t going to be happy.

      Well, there’s no time to waste, he thought. I’d better get on with it.

      He left his office, told his secretary he was going to see Major Chamberlain, and crossed the corridor to Eddie Tau’s office. Tau was head of security and was always available for urgent matters.

      ‘Is he in?’ he asked Tau’s secretary.

      ‘Yes, Rra Goodman. But he has a meeting coming up and—’

      Goodman didn’t wait to hear the end of her sentence. He opened Tau’s door and walked in.

      Tau gave his usual easy smile. ‘Dumela, Elijah. What’s up?’

      Goodman’s news wiped the smile off his face.

      ‘Shit! Will the pilot be okay? We need to inform the major right away.’

      He jumped up, and they made their way to the boss’s more imposing office at the end of the corridor.

      David Chamberlain’s personal assistant looked up with surprise. She wasn’t expecting the heads of administration and security, and the major liked to operate by appointment.

      ‘We need to see him right away,’ Tau said. ‘It’s urgent.’

      The PA saw their expressions and immediately went into her boss’s office. A moment later, she returned and signalled them in.

      Major Chamberlain’s desk was positioned in front of a large corner window overlooking the sprawling Jwaneng diamond-mine complex. The size of the open pit always astonished Goodman – a thousand metres across and much deeper than the country’s tallest skyscraper. And the ore trucks – even the tyres dwarfed a man. Goodman was convinced the office was deliberately positioned there to remind a visitor of how big the operation was and who was in charge of it. He thought the large photograph of the major’s wife on his desk was there for the same reason. She was a cousin of the chairman of De Beers, one of the mine’s owners.

      ‘Yes, what is it, Elijah, Eddie?’ He didn’t invite them to sit. ‘What’s so urgent?’

      ‘Major,’ Goodman began, ‘we’ve got a big problem. They’ve closed the airport. There’s been a fire. It could be out of service for a couple of days.’

      ‘What! When did that happen?’ He waved them to seats in front of his desk.

      ‘Earlier this morning. A plane going up to Orapa caught fire in the middle of the runway. It’s a write-off. The pilot’s in hospital. He managed to get out, but the airport manager says he got burnt when the petrol exploded. He has no idea what could have happened. The civil aviation people are sending a team to investigate, but in the meantime, they’ve closed the airport completely.’

      ‘But it’s our airport!’ The major’s voice rose. ‘What right do they have to tell us that it’s closed?’

      ‘It still comes under their authority, Major,’ Tau explained.

      ‘And that will be several days? Why can’t they just tow the plane out of the way? Did you explain to them how urgent it is?’

      Goodman nodded. ‘I just spoke to them in Gaborone. Nothing can be disturbed till they’ve done their investigation. They said we could bring in a chopper and land it at the end of the runway if we wanted to.’

      Tau shook his head. ‘We don’t have any of our own, and we can’t bring in an outside team at short notice for this sort of job. It’s much too risky.’

      The major nodded in agreement.

      Goodman had an idea. ‘Shall we try the military? The president owes us a favour or two. Maybe they can help us out?’ It seemed a sensible option to him, and because of Chamberlain’s army background, he thought the major would like it. But Tau didn’t look happy, and the major was already shaking his head.

      ‘I’m not going crawling for help,’ he said angrily. ‘It won’t look good.’

      Goodman knew he meant that the directors in Gaborone wouldn’t like it. But the reality was that the voracious processing plant in Gaborone would be expecting a delivery today – a larger delivery than usual because the plane they used to take the diamonds to Gaborone had spent the past two days being serviced at Lanseria in South Africa. The plant would probably need to start processing the stones as soon as they arrived if it was to keep on schedule. He checked his watch. About one hundred thousand carats of mainly gem-quality, raw diamonds needed to be on their way within the next few hours. Failing that, Debswana’s total diamond exports for the week would be well below target, and the directors wouldn’t like that at all.

      ‘We have a backup plan.’ Chamberlain waved at them. ‘You two had better get off your backsides and implement it, hadn’t you? Sort out this mess we’re in.’

      Goodman chewed his lip. He wasn’t really keen on the backup plan. They’d never used it before, and he felt it was too complicated. Complicated things could go wrong. But the major had designed it, so there was no point in even raising his doubts.

      ‘Sir, this shipment is much bigger than usual. Perhaps we should consider waiting a day. Maybe the runway—’

      ‘It’s all set up, isn’t it?’ Chamberlain interrupted. ‘Is the security company on standby?’

      Goodman frowned. ‘Yes sir, but—’

      ‘Well, then, get on with it.’
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        * * *

      

      They went back to Goodman’s office, and he found the contract with Gaborone Cash in Transit and tossed it to Tau.

      ‘It’s all in there. You remember when we negotiated it with them? It stipulates immediate response.’

      Tau nodded and flipped through the document.

      Goodman hesitated. ‘Eddie, I think we should delay this. At least until tomorrow. Check with Gaborone first. I’m nervous about doing this on zero notice.’ As head of security, Tau was much more likely to persuade the major than Goodman was. And Tau was usually the cautious one.

      Tau didn’t look up from the contract. ‘The major wasn’t interested in a delay. We’ll just have to make this work.’

      Goodman sighed, grabbed the phone, and called Gaborone Cash in Transit. He insisted on speaking to the managing director and then put him on speakerphone.

      ‘Rra Henkel? This is Elijah Goodman at Jwaneng. I’m here with Eddie Tau. You’ll remember that he’s our head of security here at the mine. We have a problem.’ He explained the situation at the airport and that they needed to implement their backup plan. Tau chipped in with details of what would be required.

      There was silence on the line for a few seconds before the man responded. ‘I understand. When do you want all this to happen?’

      ‘Right now,’ Tau replied. ‘We were expecting to load the plane in a couple of hours.’

      ‘Today? You can’t be serious! You want three armoured vehicles – each with an experienced three-man team – and backup vehicles, at half an hour’s notice? We have a schedule, you know. We can’t just drop all our other customers.’

      Goodman had sympathy with the man’s point of view, but it wasn’t his problem.

      ‘I have the contract in front of me.’ His voice left no room for disagreement. ‘It says “immediate response”. That means now, not tomorrow or next week.’

      ‘It can’t be done! You’ll have to give me until tomorrow at least.’

      Goodman sighed. He could imagine what the major would say if he was having this conversation.

      ‘You simply have to make this happen, Rra Henkel. Today. You’ve had good money from us on this contract for nearly two years, and you’ve never had to lift a finger or spend a pula to earn it. You didn’t have to sign it, but you jumped at it. Now it’s payback time. I really don’t think you want to make an enemy of Debswana.’

      ‘Let me take a look at the contract,’ Henkel replied. ‘Please hold on.’ He was quiet for almost a minute. ‘It does say immediately,’ he conceded eventually. ‘But I assumed some notice.’ When neither Debswana official commented, he continued. ‘I’ll look at the options and see what can be done. I’ll call you back.’

      ‘I expect to hear from you within fifteen minutes.’

      Goodman hung up and gave a sigh of relief. He hoped it wasn’t premature.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 5

        

      

    

    
      ‘You shouldn’t have volunteered to help me,’ Detective Sergeant Mathew Neo said as they walked into his office after the meeting.

      ‘I didn’t,’ Kubu responded. ‘All I asked was whether I’d heard the assistant superintendent correctly. The director volunteered me.’

      ‘Are you totally stupid, Bengu? Asking a question is the same as volunteering. Nobody does that if they can help it.’

      ‘Please call me Kubu. I really prefer it to David or to Bengu. Can I call you Mathew?’

      Neo squirmed in his chair. This newcomer, whom everyone despised, had put him on the spot by being friendly and suggesting they address each other informally.

      ‘I suppose so,’ he replied reluctantly. ‘But only in private.’

      ‘Why’s that? I don’t understand.’

      Neo didn’t have the courage to tell Kubu that he didn’t want to be mocked by his colleagues for becoming Kubu’s first friend.

      ‘The director is a stickler for the rules,’ he stammered. ‘Let me fill you in on what I know about the suitcases.’

      Kubu pulled out his notebook. ‘Go ahead.’

      ‘All the suitcases were properly tagged here in Gabs and then scanned as they were loaded on the planes. I’ve just received a fax from Joburg. They’ve confirmed that the bags were scanned when they were put on their next flight, either to London or Paris.’

      ‘So they must have disappeared at the destination cities, right?’

      ‘That’s what I think,’ Neo mumbled. ‘But…’

      ‘But what?’

      ‘The English and French baggage handlers insist that the bags were not on the planes when they landed.’

      Kubu shrugged. ‘Well, I’m sure they didn’t fall out somewhere over the Sahara. Somebody’s not telling the truth. Let’s go to the airport and talk to the Air Botswana people to make sure we understand how their tracking works. Can you drive?’

      Neo wasn’t used to things happening quite so quickly, but he couldn’t think of a reason not to head out to the airport. On the way, he and Kubu discussed various possibilities for how the suitcases had disappeared.

      ‘From what I’ve read,’ Kubu said, ‘most criminals are pretty stupid, which means they often leave clues or haven’t thought their plans through carefully. I’d be surprised if this was any different.’

      ‘Well, I don’t know how the bags disappeared,’ Neo responded. ‘I stick by my first conclusion that they were stolen at the destination airports.’

      When they arrived at the Air Botswana counter, they asked to speak to the manager and were escorted to her office. After the introductions were made, Kubu asked her to explain exactly how the tracking system worked. Neo was put out that Kubu had jumped in and taken the lead.

      ‘It’s a very good system,’ she explained. ‘When a passenger checks in, we generate a paper tag that is attached to the handle. It’s designed to hold together if left outside in any sort of weather. It has a bar code for easy scanning, as well as flight and connection information and the name of the passenger. There’s a small version of the bar code on the tag that we remove and stick on the bag. That’s an extra precaution in case the tag is torn off. And, of course, we give the passengers a receipt for their bags, which is also taken from the baggage tag. It’s a very efficient process, and very few bags disappear. Usually, the worst that happens is that a bag is late or sent to the wrong destination. But almost always, a missing bag finds its way back to its owner.’

      Kubu scratched his head. ‘Okay. So, what happens next?’

      ‘When the bag is loaded onto the plane, the baggage handler scans the tag. That way, we know it’s on board and headed to its first destination. The same process is followed each time the bag is loaded onto a plane.’

      ‘And the missing bags were scanned all the way to their destinations?’ Neo jumped in. ‘But didn’t arrive on the carousels?’

      ‘Yes. We confirmed that this morning.’

      ‘And you’re sure they were scanned here and when they were loaded in Joburg?’ Kubu asked the manager.

      ‘I’m certain of that. It showed up on our system each time. It’s a complete mystery to us how it could have happened.’

      ‘Just a few last questions: first, which flights did the bags leave on?’

      ‘The 203 and 227 to Joburg. Eight of the bags were on 203 and seven on 227.’

      ‘And do you have any CCTV footage of the area where the bags are put on the carts to be taken to the plane?’

      ‘Yes. I’ve loaded it on a bunch of CDs for you, from the time the plane landed until it took off.’

      ‘Any footage of the bags being loaded on the plane?’

      ‘No. Only of the baggage area.’

      ‘And finally, I’m sure the passengers have given you descriptions of the missing bags. We’d like a copy of that too.’

      ‘We thought you’d want those, so we’ve already made a list for each flight.’ She handed an envelope to Kubu.

      ‘Thank you. Very efficient,’ Kubu smiled. ‘We won’t take much more of your time, but could we walk through the baggage area? It’s always good to see things for yourself.’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      ‘Well, that was very helpful, don’t you think?’ Kubu said as Neo drove them back to CID headquarters.

      Neo frowned. ‘What do you mean? There wasn’t any new information different from what I knew already.’

      ‘That may be true, but at least with the CCTV footage, we should be able to confirm that the bags left Botswana. Or not…’

      ‘But we know that already.’

      ‘No, Neo, we only have the manager’s word that they left, but we haven’t checked whether that’s actually the case. We’ll do that when we get back.’

      What an interesting first day, Kubu thought as Neo pulled into the police parking lot. And it’s not even lunchtime.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 6

        

      

    

    
      Jake Oteng was already tired. He and his partner had done a morning shift in Gaborone and then had driven their cash-in-transit vehicle for nearly three hours to Jwaneng. With the journey back to Gaborone with the cargo still ahead of them, he was going to be exhausted when he got home. Debswana had demanded only reliable, experienced teams, so there was no one who could substitute for them. And his stomach was complaining about the fast-food lunch he’d swallowed before they left.

      Salekany Kenosi was driving and was even more dour than usual, hardly saying a word. Oteng had never felt really comfortable with him. He wasn’t sure if he could rely on his partner to have his back if the chips were down.

      Just as well we seldom run into trouble with armoured vehicles in Botswana, he thought. Lucky we aren’t in South Africa.

      He wondered how Sheila Naledi was doing in the cargo section. Even when it was empty, they followed procedure. Only she could open the back door when they were in transit. Oteng had become used to having a woman on the team, even if she was the only one in the whole security industry. She was impossible to fault, but most of his workmates felt riding shotgun wasn’t a suitable job for a woman. She agreed with them. Her ambition was to own a security company, but she was willing to learn the ropes by starting at the bottom.

      They reached Jwaneng, turned right to the mine, and checked through the security gate. The guard directed them, and they parked on the apron outside the packing plant. Two more Gaborone Cash in Transit vehicles joined them after a few minutes, and finally the backup vehicle pulled in behind them.

      Three identical metal cases were waiting on the apron, with two armed guards standing next to them.

      A man met them, introduced himself as Eddie Tau, head of security at the mine, and explained what they had to do. Each vehicle would take just one of the boxes, and then they would leave at fifteen-minute intervals, with the backup vehicle bringing up the rear.

      ‘Which one do we take?’ Oteng asked. ‘They all look the same.’

      Tau shrugged. ‘Doesn’t matter. They are all the same. Just choose one.’ He handed Oteng a clipboard and a ballpoint pen. ‘You need to fill out these forms first.’

      Without waiting for Oteng to work his way through the paperwork, Kenosi went over to inspect the boxes. They were black metal cases, about fifty centimetres long and fifteen by fifteen in cross section. The lids had three heavy hinges on one side and two top-security padlocks on the other, impossible to open with a bolt cutter. There were solid, padded handles on each end.

      The security guard told them to wait for the paperwork, and Kenosi nodded. But then he walked around the boxes, tugging at each lock. Immediately the guard rushed over.

      ‘I
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