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It was Heroes Day in Piemburg and as usual the little capital of Zululand was quite unwarrantably gay. Along the streets the jacarandas bloomed unconscionably beside gardens flamboyant with azaleas while from a hundred flagpoles Britons and Boers proclaimed their mutual enmity by flying the Union Jack or the Vierkleur, those emblems of the Boer War which neither side could ever forget. In separate ceremonies across the city the two white communities commemorated ancient victories. At the Anglican Cathedral the Bishop of Piemburg reminded his unusually large congregation that their ancestors had preserved freedom from such assorted enemies as Napoleon, President Kruger, the Kaiser and Adolf Hitler. At the Verwoerd Street Dutch Reformed Church the Reverend Schlachbals urged his flock never to forget that the British had invented concentration camps and that twenty-five thousand Boer women and children had been murdered in them. In short Heroes Day provided everyone with an opportunity to forget the present and revive old hatreds. Only the Zulus were forbidden to commemorate the occasion, partly on the grounds that they had no reputable heroes to honour but for the most part because it was felt that their participation would only lead to an increase in racial tension.

To Kommandant van Heerden, Piemburg’s chief of police, the whole affair was most regrettable. As one of the few Afrikaners in Piemburg to be even slightly related to a hero (his grandfather had been shot by the British after the Battle of Paardeberg for ignoring the order to cease fire) he was expected to speak on the subject of heroism at the Nationalist rally at the Voortrekker Stadium and, besides, as one of the town’s leading officials, he was obliged to attend the ceremony at Settlers Park where the Sons of England were inaugurating yet another wooden bench in honour of those who had fallen in the Zulu wars some hundred years before.

In the past the Kommandant had been able to avoid all these engagements by pleading the impossibility of being in two places at the same time but since the police had recently been allocated a helicopter, this year he was denied that excuse. At intervals throughout the day the helicopter could be seen chattering across the city while the Kommandant, who disliked heights almost as much as he did public speaking, sorted through his notes in an effort to find something to say whenever he landed. Since his notes were ones he had used annually since the Congo Crisis years before, their illegibility and general lack of relevance caused some confusion. At the Voortrekker Stadium Kommandant van Heerden’s speech on heroism included the assurance that the citizens of Piemburg need have no doubt that the South African Police would leave no stone unturned to see that nothing disturbed the even terror of their lives, while at Settlers Park his eloquence on behalf of the nuns who had been raped in the Congo, coming as it did after a passionate plea for racial harmony by a Methodist missionary, was considered not to be in the best of taste.

Finally, to round the day’s business off, there was a parade of his men at the Mounted Police Barracks at which the Mayor had agreed to award a trophy for conspicuous bravery and devotion to duty.

‘Interesting what you had to say about those nuns,’ said the Mayor as the helicopter lifted off the ground at Settlers Park, ‘I’d almost forgotten about them. Must be twelve years ago that happened.’

‘I think it’s just as well to remind ourselves that it could happen here,’ said the Kommandant.

‘I suppose so. Funny thing the way kaffirs always seem to go for nuns. You’d think they’d like something a bit more jolly.’

‘It’s probably because they’re virgins,’ said the Kommandant.

‘How very clever of you to think of that,’ said the Mayor, ‘my wife will be relieved to hear it.’

Below them the roofs glowed in the afternoon sun. Built in the heyday of the British Empire, the tiny metropolis still possessed an air of seedy grandeur. The City Hall, redbrick Gothic, loomed above the market square while, opposite, the Supreme Court maintained a classic formal air. Behind the railway station, Fort Rapier, once the headquarters of the British Army and now a mental hospital, stood outwardly unaltered. Patients shuffled across the great parade ground where once ten thousand men had marched and wheeled before departing for the front. The Governor’s Palace had been turned into a teacher training college and students sunbathed on lawns which had once been the scene of garden parties and receptions. To Kommandant van Heerden it was all very puzzling and sad and he was just wondering why the British had abandoned their Empire so easily when the helicopter steadied itself over the Police Barracks and began to descend.

‘A very fine turn-out,’ said the Mayor indicating the ranks of police konstabels on the parade ground below.

‘I suppose so,’ said the Kommandant, recalled from past splendours to the drab present. He looked down at the five hundred men drawn up in front of a saluting base. There was certainly nothing splendid about them, nor about the six Saracen armoured cars parked in a line behind them. As the helicopter bumped to the ground and its blades finally stopped turning, he helped the Mayor down and escorted him to the platform. The police band broke into a rousing march while sixty-nine guard dogs snarled and slobbered in several iron cages vacated for the occasion by the black prisoners who were normally confined in them while awaiting trial.

‘After you,’ said the Kommandant at the foot of the steps that led to the platform. At the top a tall thin luitenant was standing, holding the leash of a particularly large Dobermann Pinscher, whose teeth, the Mayor noted with alarm, were bared in what appeared to be an immutable snarl.

‘No, after you,’ said the Mayor.

‘I insist. After you,’ said the Kommandant.

‘Listen,’ said the Mayor, ‘if you think I’m going to dispute these steps with that Dobermann …’

Kommandant van Heerden smiled.

‘Nothing to worry about,’ he said. ‘It’s stuffed. That’s the trophy.’ He lurched onto the platform and pushed the Dobermann aside with his knee. The Mayor followed him up and was introduced to the thin luitenant.

‘Luitenant Verkramp, head of the Security Branch,’ said the Kommandant.

Luitenant Verkramp smiled bleakly and the Mayor sat down in the knowledge that he had just met a representative of BOSS, the Bureau of State Security whose reputation for torturing suspects was second to none.

‘I’ll just make a short speech,’ said the Kommandant, ‘and then you can award the trophy.’ The Mayor nodded and the Kommandant went to the microphone.

‘Mr Mayor, ladies and gentlemen, officers of the South African Police,’ he shouted, ‘we are gathered here today to pay tribute to the heroes of South African history and in particular to honour the memory of the late Konstabel Els whose recent tragic death has deprived Piemburg of one of its most outstanding policemen.’

The Kommandant’s voice amplified by the loudspeaker system boomed across the parade ground and lost in the process all trace of the hesitancy he felt in mentioning the name Els. It had been Luitenant Verkramp’s idea to award the stuffed Dobermann as a trophy and, glad to see the thing moved from his office, the Kommandant had agreed. Now faced with the prospect of eulogizing the dead Els, he wasn’t so sure it had been a wise decision. In life Els had shot more blacks dead in the course of duty than any other policeman in South Africa and had been a constant offender against the Immorality Laws. The Kommandant looked down at his notes and ploughed on.

‘A loyal comrade, a fine citizen, a devout Christian …’ To the Mayor, looking down at the faces of the konstabels before him, it was clear that Konstabel Els’ death had indeed been a great loss to the Piemburg constabulary. Certainly none of the faces he could see suggested those admirable characteristics which had evidently been so manifest in Konstabel Els. He was just coming to the conclusion that the average IQ must be in the region of 65 when the Kommandant finished his speech and announced that the Els Memorial Trophy had been won by Konstabel van Rooyen. The Mayor stood up and took the leash of the stuffed Dobermann from Luitenant Verkramp.

‘Congratulations on winning this award,’ he said when the prizewinner presented himself. ‘And what did you do to be so highly honoured?’

Konstabel van Rooyen blushed and mumbled something about shooting a kaffir.

‘He prevented a prisoner from escaping,’ the Kommandant explained hurriedly.

‘Very commendable, I’m sure,’ said the Mayor and handed the leash to the konstabel. To the cheers of his fellow policemen and the applause of the public the winner of the Els Memorial Trophy staggered down the steps carrying the stuffed Dobermann as the band struck up.

‘Splendid idea giving a trophy like that,’ the Mayor said as they sipped tea in the refreshment tent afterwards, ‘though I must say I would never have thought of a stuffed dog. Highly original.’

‘It was killed by the late Konstabel Els himself,’ the Kommandant said.

‘He must have been a remarkable man.’

‘With his bare hands,’ said the Kommandant.

‘Dear God,’ said the Mayor.

Presently, leaving the Mayor discussing the advisability of allowing visiting Japanese businessmen to use Whites Only swimming pools with the Rev. Schlachbals, the Kommandant moved away. At the entrance of the tent Luitenant Verkramp was deep in conversation with a large blonde whose turquoise dress fitted her astonishingly well. Under the pink picture hat the Kommandant recognized the features of Dr von Blimenstein, the eminent psychiatrist at Fort Rapier Mental Hospital.

‘Getting free treatment?’ the Kommandant asked jocularly as he edged past.

‘Dr von Blimenstein has been telling me how she deals with cases of manic-depression,’ said the Luitenant.

Dr von Blimenstein smiled. ‘Luitenant Verkramp seems most interested in the use of electro-convulsive therapy.’

‘I know,’ said the Kommandant and wandered out into the open air, idly speculating on the possibility that Verkramp was attracted to the blonde psychiatrist. It seemed unlikely somehow but with Luitenant Verkramp one never knew. Kommandant van Heerden had long ago ceased trying to understand his second-in-command.

He found a seat in the shade and looked out over the city. It was there that his heart belonged, he thought, idly scratching the long scar on his chest. Since the day of his transplant operation Kommandant van Heerden had felt himself in more ways than one a new man. His appetite had improved, he was seldom tired and above all the erroneous belief that at least a portion of his anatomy could trace its ancestry back to the Norman Conquest did much to alleviate the lack of esteem he felt for the rest of himself. Having acquired the heart of an English gentleman, all that remained for him to do was acquire those outward characteristics of Englishness he found so admirable. To this end he had bought a Harris Tweed suit, a Norfolk jacket and a pair of brown brogues. At weekends he could be seen in his Norfolk jacket and brogues walking in the woods outside Piemburg, a solitary figure deep in thought or at least in those perambulations of the mind that the Kommandant imagined to be thought and which in his case revolved around ways and means of becoming an accepted member of Piemburg’s English community.

He had made a start in this direction by applying for membership of the Alexandria Club, Zululand’s most exclusive club, but without success. It had taken the combined efforts of the President, the Treasurer and the Secretary to convince him that being blackballed had nothing to do with the colour of his reproductive organs or the racial origins of his grandmother. In the end he had joined the Golf Club where conditions of membership were less rigorous and where he could sit in the clubhouse and listen with awe to accents whose arrogance was, he felt, authentically English. After such visits he would return home and spend the evening practising ‘Jolly good show’ and ‘Chin up’. Now as he sat dozing in his chair he was well content with the progress he was making.

To Luitenant Verkramp the change that had come over the Kommandant since his operation suggested some sinister and secret knowledge. The advantage Verkramp had previously enjoyed by virtue of a better education and a quicker wit had quite disappeared. The Kommandant treated him with a lordly tolerance that infuriated the Luitenant, and greeted his sarcastic remarks with a benign smile. Worse still, Verkramp found the Kommandant continually interfering with his attempts to stamp out Communism, liberalism and humanism, not to mention Anglicanism and Roman Catholicism and other enemies of the South African way of life in Piemburg. When Verkramp’s men raided the Masonic Hall Kommandant van Heerden raised the strongest objections, and when the Security Branch arrested an archaeologist at the University of Zululand whose research suggested that there was evidence of iron workings in the Transvaal before the arrival of Van Riebeck in 1652 the Kommandant had insisted on his release. Verkramp had protested vigorously.

‘There were no black bastards in South Africa before the white man came and it’s treason to say there were,’ he told the Kommandant.

‘I know all that,’ the Kommandant replied, ‘but this fellow never said there were.’

‘He did. He said there were iron workings.’

‘Iron workings aren’t people,’ the Kommandant pointed out and the archaeologist, who by this time was suffering acute symptoms of anxiety, was transferred to Fort Rapier Mental Hospital. It was there that Verkramp first met Dr von Blimenstein. As she pinned the patient’s arm behind his back and frogmarched him into the hospital Luitenant Verkramp gazed at her broad shoulders and heavy buttocks and knew himself to be in love. He would visit the hospital almost daily to enquire about the archaeologist’s progress and would sit in the doctor’s office studying the details of her face and figure before returning to the police station like a traveller from some sexual El Dorado. There he would sit for hours constructing in his mind’s eye a picture of the lovely psychiatrist out of the jigsaw fragments of his numerous visits. Each trip he would bring back another tiny hoard of intimate details to add to the outline he knew so well. Once it was her left arm. Another time the gentle swell of her stomach ridged by the constriction of a girdle or one large breast hard in the confines of her bra. Best of all, one summer day, the briefest glimpse of inner thigh dimpled and white beneath a tight skirt. Ankles, knees, hands, the occasional armpit, Verkramp knew them all with an intimacy of detail that would have surprised the doctor and then again might not have.

Now as they stood in the refreshment tent Luitenant Verkramp mentioned the change that had come over the Kommandant.

‘I can’t understand it,’ he said offering the doctor another cream scone. ‘He’s taken to dressing up in fancy clothes.’ Dr von Blimenstein looked at him sharply.

‘What sort of fancy clothes?’ she asked.

‘He’s got a tweed jacket with pleated pockets and a sort of belt at the back. And he’s taken to wearing strange shoes.’

‘Sounds fairly normal,’ Dr von Blimenstein said. ‘No question of perfume or an interest in women’s underwear?’

Luitenant Verkramp shook his head sadly.

‘But his language has changed too. He insists on talking English and he’s got a picture of the Queen of England on his desk.’

‘That does sound peculiar,’ said the doctor.

Verkramp was encouraged.

‘It doesn’t seem natural for a good Afrikaner to go around saying “Absolutely spiffing, what?” does it?’

‘I’d have grave doubts about the sanity of a good Englishman who went round saying that,’ said the psychiatrist. ‘Does he have sudden changes of mood?’

‘Yes,’ said Verkramp with feeling.

‘Delusions of grandeur?’

‘Definitely,’ said Verkramp.

‘Well,’ said Dr von Blimenstein, ‘it does look as though your Kommandant is suffering from some sort of psychic disturbance. I should keep a close watch on him.’

By the time Police Open Day was over and Dr von Blimenstein had left, Luitenant Verkramp was in a state of mild euphoria. The notion that Kommandant van Heerden was on the verge of a breakdown opened promotion prospects. Luitenant Verkramp had begun to think that shortly he would be chief of police in Piemburg.
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Two days later Luitenant Verkramp was sitting in his office dreaming of Dr von Blimenstein when a directive arrived from the Bureau of State Security. It was marked ‘For Your Eyes Only’ and had accordingly been read by several konstabels before it reached him. Verkramp read the directive through avidly. It concerned breaches of the Immorality Act by members of the South African Police and was a routine memorandum sent to all police stations throughout South Africa.

‘You are hereby instructed to investigate cases of suspected liaison between police officers and Bantu women.’ Verkramp looked ‘liaison’ up in the dictionary and found that it meant what he had hoped. He read on and as he read vistas of opportunity opened before him. ‘In the light of the propaganda value afforded to enemies of South Africa by press reports of court cases involving S.A.P. officers and Bantu women, it is of national importance that ways and means be found to combat the tendency of white policemen to consort with black women. It is also in the interests of racial harmony that transracial sexual intercourse should be prevented. Where proof of such illegal sexual activity involving members of the S.A.P. is forthcoming, no criminal proceedings should be instituted without prior notification of the Bureau of State Security.’

By the time he had finished reading the document Luitenant Verkramp was not sure whether he was supposed to prosecute offending policemen or not. What he did know was that he had been instructed to investigate ‘cases of suspected liaison’ and that it was ‘of national importance that ways and means be found’. The notion of doing something of national importance particularly appealed to him. Luitenant Verkramp picked up the telephone and dialled Fort Rapier Mental Hospital. He had something to ask Dr von Blimenstein.

*

Later the same morning the two met on what had once been the parade ground for the British garrison and which now served as an exercise area for the inmates of the hospital.

‘It’s the ideal spot for what I have to say,’ Verkramp told the doctor as they strolled among the patients. ‘No one can possibly overhear us,’ a remark which gave rise in the psychiatrist’s bosom to the hope that he was about to propose to her. His next remark was even more promising. ‘What I have to ask you concerns … er … sex.’

Dr von Blimenstein smiled coyly and looked down at her size nine shoes. ‘Go on,’ she murmured as the Luitenant’s Adam’s apple bobbed with embarrassment.

‘Of course, it’s not a subject I would normally discuss with a woman,’ he muttered finally. The doctor’s hopes fell. ‘But since you’re a psychiatrist, I thought you might be able to help.’

Dr von Blimenstein looked at him coldly. This wasn’t what she wanted to hear. ‘Go on,’ she said reverting to her professional tone of voice. ‘Out with it.’

Verkramp took the plunge.

‘It’s like this. A lot of policemen have anti-social tendencies. They keep doing what they shouldn’t do.’ He stopped hurriedly. He had begun to regret ever starting the conversation.

‘And what shouldn’t policemen do?’ There was no mistaking the note of disapproval in her voice.

‘Black women,’ Verkramp blurted out. ‘They shouldn’t do black women, should they?’

There was really no need to wait for the answer. Dr von Blimenstein’s face had gone a strange mauve colour and the veins were standing out on her neck.

‘Shouldn’t?’ she shouted furiously. Several patients scampered away towards the main block. ‘Shouldn’t? Do you mean to say you’ve brought me out here just to tell me you’ve been screwing coon girls?’

Luitenant Verkramp knew now that he had made a terrible mistake. The doctor’s voice could be heard half a mile away.

‘Not me,’ yelled Verkramp desperately. ‘I’m not talking about me.’

Dr von Blimenstein stared at him doubtfully. ‘Not you?’ she asked after a pause.

‘On my honour,’ Verkramp assured her. ‘What I meant was that other police officers do and I thought you might have some ideas about how they can be stopped.’

‘Why can’t they be arrested and charged under the Immorality Act like everyone else?’

Verkramp shook his head. ‘Well for one thing they are police officers which makes them rather difficult to catch and in any case it’s important to avoid the scandal.’ Dr von Blimenstein stared at him in disgust.

‘Do you mean to tell me that this sort of thing goes on all the time?’

Verkramp nodded.

‘In that case the punishment should be more severe,’ said the doctor. ‘Seven years and ten strokes isn’t a sufficient deterrent. In my opinion any white man having sexual intercourse with a black woman should be castrated.’

‘I quite agree,’ said Verkramp enthusiastically. ‘It would do them a lot of good.’

Dr von Blimenstein looked at him suspiciously but there was nothing to suggest irony in Verkramp’s expression. He was staring at her with undisguised admiration. Encouraged by his frank agreement the doctor continued.

‘I feel so strongly about miscegenation that I would be quite prepared to carry out the operation myself. Is anything wrong?’

Luitenant Verkramp had suddenly turned very white. The idea of being castrated by the beautiful doctor corresponded so closely with his own masochistic fantasies that he felt quite overcome.

‘No. Nothing,’ he gasped, trying to rid himself of the vision of the doctor, masked and robed, approaching him on the operating table. ‘It’s just a bit hot out here.’ Dr von Blimenstein took him by the arm.

‘Why don’t we continue our discussion at my cottage? It’s cool down there and we can have some tea.’ Luitenant Verkramp allowed himself to be led off the parade ground and down the hospital drive to the doctor’s cottage. Like the rest of the hospital buildings it dated from the turn of the century when it had been officers’ quarters. Its stoep faced south and looked over the hills towards the coast and inside it was cool and dark. While Dr von Blimenstein made tea, Luitenant Verkramp sat in the sitting-room and wondered if he had been wise to broach the subject of sex with a woman as forceful as Dr von Blimenstein.

‘Why don’t you take off your jacket and make yourself comfortable?’ the doctor asked when she returned with the tray. Verkramp shook his head nervously. He wasn’t used to having tea with ladies who asked him to take his jacket off and besides he rather doubted if his braces would go very well with the tasteful decorations in the room.

‘Oh come now,’ said the doctor, ‘there’s no need to be formal with me. I’m not going to eat you.’ Coming so shortly after the news that the doctor was an advocate of castration, the idea of being eaten by her as well was too much for Verkramp. He sat down hurriedly in a chair.

‘I’m perfectly all right like this,’ he said, but Dr von Blimenstein wasn’t convinced.

‘Do you want me to take it off for you?’ she asked, getting up from her own chair with a movement that disclosed more of her legs than Luitenant Verkramp had ever seen before. ‘I’ve had lots of practice,’ she smiled at him. Verkramp could well believe it. ‘In the hospital.’ Feeling like a weasel fascinated by a giant rabbit, Verkramp sat hypnotized in his chair as she approached.

‘Stand up,’ said the doctor.

Verkramp stood up. Doctor von Blimenstein’s fingers unbuttoned his jacket as he stood facing her and a moment later she was pushing his jacket back over his shoulders so that he could hardly move his arms. ‘There we are,’ she said softly, her face smiling gently close to his, ‘that feels a lot more comfortable, doesn’t it?’

Comfortable was hardly the word Luitenant Verkramp would have chosen to describe the sensation he was now experiencing. As her cool fingers began to undo his tie, Verkramp found himself swept from the safe remote world of sexual fantasy into an immediacy of satisfaction he had no means of controlling. With a volley of diminishing whimpers and an ecstatic release Luitenant Verkramp slumped against the doctor and was only prevented from falling by her strong arms. In the twilight of her hair he heard her murmur, ‘There, there, my darling.’ Luitenant Verkramp passed out.

*

Twenty minutes later he was sitting rigid with remorse and embarrassment wondering what to do if she asked if he wanted another cup of tea. To say ‘No’ would be to invite her to take the cup away for good while to say ‘Yes’ would still deprive him of the only means he had of hiding his lack of self-control. Dr von Blimenstein was telling him that a sense of guilt was always the cause of sexual problems. In Verkramp’s opinion the argument didn’t hold water but he was too preoccupied with the question of more tea or not to enter into the conversation with anything approaching fervour. Finally he decided that the best thing to do was to say ‘Yes, please’ and cross his legs at the same time and he had just come to this conclusion when Dr von Blimenstein noticed his empty cup. ‘Would you care for some more tea?’ she asked and reached out for his cup. Luitenant Verkramp’s careful plan was wrecked before he realized it. He had expected her to come over and fetch his cup not wait for it to be brought to her. Responding to the contradictory impulses towards modesty and good manners at the same time, he crossed his legs and stood up, in the process spilling the little bit of tea he had kept in his cup in case he should decide to say ‘No’ into his lap where it mingled with the previous evidence of his lack of savoir-faire. Luitenant Verkramp untangled his legs and looked down at himself with shame and embarrassment. The doctor was more practical. Picking the cup off the floor and prising the saucer from Verkramp’s fingers, she hurried from the room and returned a moment later with a damp cloth. ‘We mustn’t let your uniform get stained, must we?’ she cooed with a motherliness which reduced most of Verkramp to a delicious limpness and quite prevented him from realizing the admission of complicity in his mishap implied by the ‘We’ and before he knew what was happening the beautiful doctor was rubbing his fly with the damp cloth.

Luitenant Verkramp’s reaction was instantaneous. Once was wicked enough but twice was more than he could bear. With a contraction that bent him almost double, he jerked himself away from the doctor’s tempting hands. ‘No,’ he squeaked, ‘not again,’ and leapt for cover behind the armchair.

His reaction took Dr von Blimenstein quite by surprise.

‘Not what again?’ she asked, still kneeling on the floor where his flight had left her.

‘Not … What? Nothing,’ said Verkramp desperately struggling to distinguish some moral landmark in the confusion of his mind.

‘Not? What? Nothing?’ said the doctor clambering to her feet. ‘What on earth do you mean?’

Verkramp turned melodramatically away and stared out of the window.

‘You shouldn’t have done that,’ he said.

‘Done what?’

‘You know,’ said Verkramp.

‘What did I do?’ the doctor insisted. Luitenant Verkramp shook his head miserably at the hills and said nothing. ‘How silly you are,’ the doctor went on. ‘There’s nothing to be ashamed of. We get quite a few involuntary emissions every day in the hospital.’

Verkramp turned on her furiously.

‘That’s with lunatics,’ he said, disgusted by her clinical detachment. ‘Sane people don’t have them.’ He stopped abruptly vaguely aware of the self-accusation.

‘Of course they do,’ said the doctor soothingly. ‘It’s only natural … between … passionate men and women.’

Luitenant Verkramp resisted the siren tone.

‘It’s not natural. It’s wicked.’

Dr von Blimenstein laughed softly.

‘You mustn’t laugh at me,’ shouted Verkramp.

‘And you mustn’t shout at me,’ said the doctor. Verkramp wilted before the tone of authority in her voice. ‘Come here,’ she continued. Verkramp crossed the room nervously. Doctor von Blimenstein put her hands on his shoulders. ‘Look at me,’ she told him. Verkramp did as he was told. ‘Do you find me attractive?’ Verkramp nodded dumbly. ‘I’m glad,’ said the doctor and taking the astonished Luitenant’s head in her hands she kissed him passionately on the mouth. ‘And now I’ll go and rustle up something for lunch,’ she said breaking away from him and before Verkramp could say anything more she was in the kitchen clattering away quite surprisingly for a woman of her size. Behind her in the kitchen doorway Luitenant Verkramp struggled with his emotions. Furious at himself, at her, and at the situation in which he found himself, he looked round for someone to blame. Sensing his dilemma Dr von Blimenstein came to his assistance.

‘About the problem you mentioned,’ she said, bending over seductively to get a saucepan from the cupboard under the sink, ‘I think I might be able to help you after all.’

‘What problem?’ Verkramp asked brusquely. He’d had enough help with his problems already.

‘About your men and the kaffir girls,’ said the doctor.

‘Oh them.’ Verkramp had forgotten his original reason for coming.

‘I’ve been thinking about it. I can see one way it might be tackled.’

‘Oh really,’ said Verkramp, who could think about a great many more but didn’t feel up to it.

‘It’s really a question of psychic engineering,’ the doctor continued. ‘That’s my term for the experiments I have been conducting here with a number of patients.’

Luitenant Verkramp perked up. He was always interested in experiments.

‘I’ve had a number of successful cures already,’ she explained chopping a carrot up with a number of swift strokes. ‘It’s worked with alcoholics, transvestites and homosexuals. I can’t really see any reason why it shouldn’t work just as well in the case of a perversion like miscegenation.’ There was no doubting Verkramp’s interest now. He moved away from the kitchen doorway all attention.

‘How would you go about it?’ he asked eagerly.

‘Well the first thing to do would be to isolate the personality factors in men with a tendency towards this sort of sexual deviation. That shouldn’t be too difficult. I could work out a number of likely attributes. In fact it might be a good thing if your men were to fill in a questionnaire.’

‘What? About their sex life?’ Verkramp asked. He could see the sort of reception a questionnaire like that would get in the Piemburg Police Station.

‘About sex and other things.’

‘What other things?’ Verkramp asked suspiciously.

‘Oh the usual. Relations with mother. Whether the mother was the dominant figure in the home. If they were fond of their black nanny. Earliest sexual experience. Normal things like that.’

Verkramp gulped. What he had just heard sounded positively abnormal to him.

‘A careful analysis of the answers should give us some lead to the sort of men who would benefit from the treatment.’ Dr von Blimenstein explained.

‘Do you mean to say you can tell just by answers to a questionnaire if a man wants to sleep with a kaffir?’ Verkramp asked.

Dr von Blimenstein shook her head. ‘Not exactly but we’d have something to go on. After we had weeded out the likely suspects, I would interview them, in the strictest confidence of course, and see if any were suitable for treatment.’

Verkramp was doubtful. ‘I can’t see anyone admitting he wanted a kaffir,’ he said.

The doctor smiled. ‘You would be amazed at some of the things people confess to me,’ she said.

‘What would you do when you’d found out?’ Verkramp asked.

‘First things first,’ said Dr von Blimenstein who knew the value of keeping a man in suspense. ‘Let’s have lunch on the stoep.’ She picked up the tray and Verkramp followed her out.

By the time Luitenant Verkramp left the cottage that afternoon he had in his pocket the draft questionnaire he was to put to the men in the Piemburg Police Station but he still had no idea what form the doctor’s treatment would take. All she would tell him was that she would guarantee that after a week with her no man would ever look at a black woman again. Luitenant Verkramp could well believe it.

On the other hand he had a far clearer picture of the sort of man who had transracial sexual tendencies. According to Dr von Blimenstein the signs to look for were solitariness, sudden changes of mood, pronounced feelings of sexual guilt, an unstable family background and of course an unsatisfactory sex life. As the Luitenant went through in his mind the officers and men in Piemburg one figure emerged more clearly than all the others. Luitenant Verkramp had begun to think he was about to discover the secret of the change that had come over Kommandant van Heerden.

Back in his office he read through the directive from BOSS just to make sure that he was empowered to take the action he contemplated. It was there in black and white. ‘You are hereby instructed to investigate suspected cases of liaison between police officers and Bantu women.’ Verkramp locked the memo away and sent for Sergeant Breitenbach.

Within the hour he had issued his instructions. ‘I want him watched night and day,’ he told the Security men assembled in his office. ‘I want a record of everything he does, where he goes, who he meets and anything that suggests a break in his usual routine. Photograph everyone visiting his house. Put microphones in every room and tape all conversations. Tap his phone and record all his calls. Is that clear? I want the full treatment.’

Verkramp looked round the room and the men all nodded. Only Sergeant Breitenbach had any reservations.

‘Isn’t this a bit irregular, sir?’ he asked. ‘After all, the Kommandant is the commanding officer here.’

Luitenant Verkramp flushed angrily. He disliked having his orders questioned.

‘I have here,’ he said, brandishing the directive from BOSS, ‘orders from Pretoria to carry out this investigation. Naturally,’ his voice changed from authority to unction, ‘I hope as I’m sure we all do that we’ll be able to give Kommandant van Heerden full security clearance when we’re finished but in the meantime we must carry out our orders. I need, of course, hardly remind you that the utmost secrecy must be maintained throughout this operation. All right, you may go.’

When the Security men had left, Luitenant Verkramp gave orders for the questionnaire to be xeroxed and left on his desk ready for distribution the following morning.

Next day Mrs Roussouw, whose job it was to superintend the black convicts who came from Piemburg Prison every day to do the Kommandant’s housework, had her work cut out answering the front-door bell to admit a succession of Municipal Officials who seemed to think there was a damaged gas pipe under the kitchen, a mains short circuit in the living-room and a leak in the water tank in the attic.

Since the house wasn’t connected to the gas and the electric stove in the kitchen functioned perfectly while there were no signs of damp on the bedroom ceiling, Mrs Roussouw did her best to deter the officials who seemed determined to carry out their duties with a degree of conscientiousness and a lack of specialized knowledge she found quite astonishing.

‘Shouldn’t you switch off the main supply first?’ she asked the man from the Electricity Board who was laying wires in the Kommandant’s bedroom.

‘Suppose so,’ the man said and went downstairs. When ten minutes later she found the light still on in the kitchen, Mrs Roussouw took matters into her own hands and went into the cupboard under the stairs and switched the mains off herself. There was a muffled yell from the attic where the Water Board men had been relying on a handlamp connected to a plug on the landing to help them find the non-existent leak in the cistern.

‘Must be the bulb,’ said one of the men and clambered down the ladder to fetch another bulb from the Kommandant’s bedside light. By the time he was back in the darkness of the attic the Electricity man had assured Mrs Roussouw that there was no need to cut the mains off.

‘You know your own job, I suppose,’ Mrs Roussouw told him rather doubtfully.

‘I can assure you it’s quite safe now,’ the man said. Mrs Roussouw went back under the stairs and turned the supply on again. The scream that issued from the attic where the Water Board man had his fingers in the socket of the lamp was followed by an appalling rending noise from the bedroom and the sound of falling plaster. Mrs Roussouw switched the electricity off again and went upstairs.

‘Whatever will the Kommandant say when he finds what a mess you’ve made?’ she asked the leg that hung through the hole in the ceiling. An answering groan came from the attic. ‘Are you all right?’ Mrs Roussouw asked anxiously. The leg wriggled vigorously.

‘I told you you should have cut it off,’ Mrs Roussouw told the Electricity man reprovingly. In the attic the remark provoked a string of protests and the leg jerked convulsively. The Electricity man went out onto the landing.

‘What’s he say?’ he asked peering up the ladder into the darkness.

‘He says he doesn’t want it cut off,’ said a voice from above.

‘Just as you say,’ said Mrs Roussouw and went downstairs to turn the mains on again. ‘Is that better?’ she asked pulling the switch down. Upstairs in the Kommandant’s bedroom the leg twitched violently and was still.

‘You just hang on and I’ll give you a shove from below,’ the Electricity man said and clambered onto the bed.

Mrs Roussouw emerged from the cupboard and went upstairs again. She was getting rather puffed with all this up and down. She had just reached the landing when there was another terrible yell from the bedroom. She hurried in and found the Electricity man lying prostrate amid the plaster on the Kommandant’s bed.

‘What’s the matter now?’ she asked. The man wiped his face and looked up at the leg reproachfully.

‘It’s alive,’ he said finally.

‘That’s what you think,’ said a voice from the attic.

‘I’m sure I don’t know what to think,’ Mrs Roussouw said.

‘Well I do,’ the Electricity man told her sitting up on the bed. ‘I think you ought to go and cut the main supply off again. I’m not touching that leg till you do.’

Mrs Roussouw turned wearily back to the stairs.

‘This is the last time,’ she told the man, ‘I’m not running up and downstairs any more.’

In the end with the help of the black convicts they managed to get the unconscious Water Board official down from the attic and Mrs Roussouw was persuaded to give him the kiss of life on the couch in the Kommandant’s sitting-room.

‘You can get those kaffirs out of here before I do,’ she told the Electricity man. ‘I’m not doing any kissing with them looking on. It might give them ideas.’ The Electricity man shooed the convicts out and presently the Water Board official recovered enough to be taken back to the police station.

‘Bungling idiots,’ Verkramp snarled when they reported back to him. ‘I said bug the house not knock it to bits.’

*

When Kommandant van Heerden arrived home that evening it was to find his house in considerable disorder and with most of the services cut off. He tried to make himself some tea but there was no water in the tap. It took him twenty minutes to find the stopcock and another twenty to discover a spanner that fitted it. He filled his Five Minute kettle and waited half an hour for it to boil only to learn at the end of that time that the water in it was still stone cold.

‘What the hell’s wrong with everything?’ he wondered as he filled a saucepan and put it on the stove. Twenty minutes later he was rummaging about under the stairs trying to find the fusebox with the help of a box of matches. He had taken all the fuses out and put them back again before he realized that the main switch was off. With a sigh of relief he pulled it down to ‘ON’. There was a loud bang in the fusebox and the light in the hall which had come on momentarily went out again. It took the Kommandant another half an hour to find the fuse wire and by that time he was out of matches. He gave up in disgust and went out and had dinner in a Greek café down the road.

By the time he got home again Kommandant van Heerden’s temper was violent. With the help of a torch which he had bought at a garage he made his way upstairs and was appalled by the mess in his bedroom. There was a large hole in the ceiling and the bed was covered with plaster. The Kommandant sat down on the edge of the bed and shone his torch through the hole in his ceiling. Finally he turned to the phone on his bedside table and dialled the police station. He was sitting there staring out of the window wondering why it took so long for the Duty Sergeant to answer when he became aware that what looked like a shadow under the jacaranda tree across the road was smoking a cigarette. The Kommandant put the phone down and crossed to the window to take a better look. Staring into the darkness he was startled to notice another shadow under another tree. He was just wondering what two shadows were doing watching his house when the phone behind him on the bed began to squeak irately. The Kommandant picked the receiver up just in time to hear the Duty Sergeant put his down. With a curse he dialled again, changed his mind and went through to the bathroom which overlooked his back garden and opened the window. A light breeze drifted in, ruffling the curtains. The Kommandant peered out and had just decided that his back garden was free of interlopers when an azalea bush lit a cigarette. In a state of considerable alarm the Kommandant scurried back to his bedroom and dialled the police station.

‘I’m being watched,’ he told the Duty Sergeant when the man finally picked up the phone.

‘Oh really,’ said the Sergeant who was used to nutters ringing him up in the middle of the night with stories of being spied on. ‘And who is watching you?’

‘I don’t know,’ whispered the Kommandant. ‘There are two men out front and another in my back garden.’

‘What are you whispering for?’ the Sergeant asked.

‘Because I’m being watched, of course. Why else should I whisper?’ the Kommandant snarled sotto voce.

‘I’ve no idea,’ said the Sergeant. ‘I’ll just get this down. You say you’re being watched by two men in the front garden and one in the back. Is that correct?’

‘No,’ said the Kommandant who was rapidly losing patience with the Duty Sergeant.

‘But you just said—’

‘I said there were two men at the front of my house and one in the back garden,’ the Kommandant said, trying to control his temper.

‘Two … men … in … front … of … my … house,’ said the Sergeant writing it down slowly. ‘Just getting it down,’ he told the Kommandant when the latter asked what the hell he thought he was doing.

‘Well, you’d better hurry up,’ the Kommandant shouted, losing control of himself. ‘I’ve got a dirty great hole in the ceiling above my bed and my house has been
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