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    Christian


    As I step out of the aeroplane tropical heat sweeps around me – in the distance I can see Kilimanjaro’s snow-capped crown in the twilight. A group of black men are lounging about outside the single-storey airport terminal, smoking cigarettes next to a couple of scarred luggage vans.


    “Welcome to Africa,” Dad says, putting a hand on my shoulder as I step onto the tarmac. The aircraft engines have stopped. The only sound is that of cicadas. The airport has a single landing strip, and there is no plane there but ours.


    I look at the black men. A fat black woman is telling them off in Swahili. They grin and slowly lug the clattering luggage vans towards the plane’s belly. Their faces are blank now.


    When I got up this morning it was the day after Boxing Day, and I was a Danish boy who lived with my mother on the outskirts of Køge. Now I’m going to be living in Tanzania and attending an international school. Our family will be together again soon. Dad’s days of being a Mærsk man stationed in the Far East are over. My baby sister was born in October and Mum will be bringing her down in a few months. Everything has been turned upside down.


    “It’ll be a while before the luggage arrives,” Dad says. We pass some shoulder-high plants with leathery leaves and enter the concrete building, which is blacked out.


    “Why is there no light?” I ask.


    “I expect there’s a power cut,” Dad says. “They probably just need to start the back-up generator.” I stay close to him while the other white people, a few blacks and quite a few Indians enter the dark arrivals hall. We changed planes in Amsterdam and there were stopovers in Rome and Oman. Somewhere in the building an engine sputters into action, and a few seconds later some of the light bulbs in the ceiling start glowing faintly.


    “Niels, Niels,” a woman calls. Dad turns.


    “Hi,” he calls back and waves. “That’s Katriina,” he tells me, walking towards the glass partition. He’d told me that a Swedish family had taken him to the airport, and that they would be there to pick us up in his car. I look at the police officers, standing idly by with their machine guns strapped across their chests. I follow Dad.


    “So this is Christian,” the woman says and nods, smiling. “Hello, I’m Katriina.” She is wearing a flimsy summer dress and sandals.


    “Hello,” I say and try to smile. Dad tells her something about our trip here, and it seems odd that he should be standing chatting to a woman I don’t know and that Mum should be in Denmark.


    “Was it good to see your new daughter?” Katriina asks.


    “Yes, it was lovely,” Dad says. “And my wife is looking forward to coming down.” A sound makes me turn. The baggage carousel isn’t moving and suitcases are flying through the hole in the wall. A skinny black man in a grubby pale blue uniform crawls through the hole and scrambles over the suitcases, which he starts hurling onto the floor.


    We get our bags together and walk over to passport control. The officer stares for a long time at the photograph and then at me. I try to smile at him. Suddenly he grabs a stamp and hammers it onto an inkpad and then into my passport – three different stamps before he takes a pen and adds a few scribbled words. He hands me back my passport.


    “Welcome to Tanzania,” he says in strange English, smiling broadly. At customs control we come across a fat man who is sweating profusely. He signals for me to open my bag. He kneads my luggage with his meaty hands, grabbing my football and saying a lot of things I don’t understand. He smiles, slamming the ball into the ground and catching it again.


    “He thinks it’s a good ball,” Dad says.


    “It is,” I say, smiling at the man. I’m nervous. I don’t know what his smile means. Is there a problem? He puts the ball back, makes a quick mark on my bag with chalk and pushes it towards me, nodding:


    “Football, very good,” he says. Dad has gone on ahead. The Swedish woman is hugging him. Luckily she only shakes my hand. She has large breasts.


    “How old are you?” she asks in Swedish.


    “Thirteen,” I say.


    “I have a daughter who is eight. And my fifteen-year-old nephew is staying with us. Solja and Mika,” she says, grabbing one of my bags. “We’re going back to our place now for a bite to eat – we’re having a small welcome party for you. We’ve moved to a new house.”


    “One without rats?” Dad asks.


    “Yes,” Katriina says. “And we have a nanny called Marcus.”


    “A man?” Dad asks.


    “A boy,” Katriina says. “He’s an orphan and used to live with some Germans but they went home. Solja and Mika found him. He was living with a local parson in Moshi who had put him to work in his fields.”


    We go out to the car – a white Peugeot 504 with the steering wheel on the wrong side. The darkness is solid and as soft as velvet. We pass a guard at a barrier – leave the airport and drive through the night. The road is straight, the landscape flat. No street lamps, no buildings. The headlights sweep over greyish-green shrubs at the side of the road.


    Three months ago Dad started working as Head of Accounts at a sugar plantation called T.P.C. – Tanzania Planting Corporation. It used to be owned by Mærsk but has now been nationalized by the Tanzanian state, and Mærsk have been contracted for the next few years to teach the locals how to run it. It’s just outside Moshi, which is where my school is. Dad turns around in the front seat.


    “Are you alright, Christian?” he asks.


    “When will we be going out to the house then?” I ask.


    “We’ll go later,” Dad says. “It’s only seven.” He has told me it gets dark early and that it happens very quickly because we’re so close to the Equator. I feel lightheaded. What I wouldn’t do for a cigarette.


    “Alright,” I say and look out of the window and up to the sky, studded with bright stars stretching all the way to the horizon.


    We reach a T-junction. Wooden shacks and little brick houses cast faint light into the darkness. There are shops on the bare ground. Dark shapes move around between them. We turn right, towards Moshi.


    “This is one of the best roads in the country,” Dad tells me. “Almost no potholes.” The darkness envelops us completely. There is almost no traffic, and Katriina is going fast. There’s a bend in the road, then it dips into a ravine – our headlights illuminate the steep rock walls on both sides.


    “What?” Katriina shouts and steps on the brakes, turning the wheel to avoid slamming into a large leafy branch lying across our side of the road. The brakes lock, and the car skids into the branch, pushing it ahead of us until we come to a complete standstill.


    “There’s someone there,” Dad says. I can just make out a dark shape a bit further ahead, but with the leaves of the branch in the way, our headlights don’t provide much light.


    “Is it highway robbers?” Katriina asks.


    “I don’t think so,” Dad says, opening his door. “The branch is a Tanzanian warning triangle.” I get out with Dad and help him pull the branch away from the front of the car while Katriina reverses. Now I can see that the shape is in fact a lorry that has slammed into one of the rock walls and is blocking the road – a large fresh branch is poking from under the rear bumper. We lug the branch back to its position on the road. There is no-one to be seen.


    “What do you think happened?” I ask.


    “Dodgy brakes,” Dad says. “The driver probably drove into the rock wall to stop.” We get back into the car.


    “Fa’n!” Katriina says – damn, hitting the wheel before getting the car in gear and driving on more slowly. We can just about edge past the lorry. As the road straightens out again at the bottom of the ravine, Dad turns to me:


    “When you drive through here during the day, you’ll see a load of wrecked cars,” he says.


    After twenty minutes we reach the outskirts of the city and drive down some smaller roads.


    “Why does it smell of cow dung?” I ask.


    “The Maasai drive their cattle through here when they’re going to the abattoir at the other end of the city,” Dad says.


    “Almost there,” Katriina says as we turn into a bumpy dirt road that runs between two rows of white villas behind tall fences and gates.


    Marcus


    MARABU


    “Hey, are you there?” bwana Jonas shouts from the veranda.


    “Yes, bwana,” I call back from the kitchen where I am sitting, waiting for Katriina to return from the airport.


    “Bring out some beer,” bwana Jonas shouts.


    “Right away,” I answer and dash to the fridge. Solja comes out into the kitchen.


    “I am hungry,” she says – already she is good with the English language, even though this Swedish family has only been here four months.


    “I will fry some meat for you in a minute,” I tell her and run out with the beer to the veranda, where bwana Jonas is sitting with his colleague Asko and his wife from Finland. I put the beer down on the table. Asko is very big and fat. His wife, Tita, titters like a bird:


    “Thank you so much.”


    “Do you want me to make some food for Solja?” I ask.


    “If she’s hungry,” bwana Jonas mutters with his Swedish tobacco-dirt in his mouth, shrugging without even looking at me. I hurry back to the kitchen and take the chicken outside and put it on the barbecue. Looking after this eight-year-old girl is my ticket to the good life. I have been with this family for only two weeks, and it’s hard to understand what my role is. Am I a nanny, or am I being adopted? Life is hard when you have abandoned your own parents. I turn the chicken on the barbecue.


    “Do you like chicken?” Solja asks.


    “Yes, very much.” I love meat. When I was born – in 1965 – my family lived like marabous, scavenging for meat in Serengeti National Park. My father worked there because even though we are of the Chagga tribe from the slopes of Kilimanjaro we have no land. As a child I was almost a wild animal – running about in the dust while the tourists came in little planes to be driven around in Serengeti for one day only. They brought lunchboxes from the hotel in Nairobi – big white cardboard boxes. They want to sit down and eat, and us blacks, we keep an eye on them. We live on corn porridge and spinach – and these boxes contain white meat from the chicken, dark meat from the cow, they have lovely strong breads, a golden apple – loads of flavour. But meat is the most important thing – we are starving for meat in a place where meat is walking around on all fours. We’re not allowed to kill the meat, because the tourists want to see living animals. We keep an eye out for when these wazungu are done eating, and as soon as they leave the table we make a run for the boxes. The tourists laugh at us, call out to us. Sometimes they throw the chicken on the ground, so it becomes dusty and we must fight for it. We can wash the chicken, but we can also eat it with dust on. At other times the tourists throw the good food into a bin for rubbish, where the winged marabous come to feast. We throw stones at the birds. We fight for the food. The white people take photos of us as if we were strange monkeys. We’re not strange. We’re just hungry.


    The smell of grilled chicken rises to my nose. I dash over to the Swedish sauna hut next to the house and make sure there is a good fire in the oven so the white people can sweat a little more in the warm country. Then I set out a plate for Solja with chicken and bread and butter – and salad, which she never eats.


    “And a Coke,” she says. I take a Coke from the fridge and open it for her. She takes her food to the veranda to listen to the adults talking. But what should I do now? Should I get started on the rest of the food, so it’s ready when Katriina gets back from the airport with bwana Knudsen and his son?


    DANISH BOY


    “Thanks for dinner,” Solja says. Like the good girl she is, she brings her plate back to the kitchen. I take the chicken scraps and gnaw off the last bit of meat – lovely and fatty. Until two weeks ago I was living with the Lutheran parson in Moshi, who made me work in his fields. I have told these Swedes that I don’t have parents – they are dead from disease and a traffic accident. It’s safer to lie – maybe the whites can’t understand that my parents were so bad it would be better if they really were dead.


    A car honks its horn at the gate; the guard dashes out. Katriina is bringing bwana Knudsen and his son, who is my size and very quiet; not wild in the eyes like Mika, who has run into town saying he was going to the cinema. This Danish boy looks like Gerhard, my German childhood friend from Serengeti.


    I call on the house girl from the servants’ quarters, our shared ghetto. She is to help me in the kitchen, so the white people can eat. I put more meat on the barbecue and carry drinks to the veranda.


    “Coke?” I ask bwana Knudsen’s son, handing him the bottle.


    Christian


    Katriina’s husband is called Jonas. He is sitting on the veranda with a fat Finnish man – Asko – and Asko’s tiny wife, who is called Tita. They’re speaking a strange language I don’t understand at all.


    “Do you understand what we’re saying?” Katriina asks slowly in Swedish. I shake my head.


    “Swedish with a Finnish accent,” Dad says, laughing. A young black guy appears on the veranda and hands me a Coke before leaving again.


    “Is that the new nanny?” Dad asks.


    “I’m damned if I know what he is,” Jonas says.


    “Don’t say that,” Katriina says. “Marcus is very helpful, and we only give him food and lodgings.”


    “And his school fees,” Jonas mutters.


    “It’s nothing,” Katriina says.


    “Marcus is my friend,” says a little girl who has just appeared on the veranda – she must be Solja.


    Not long after, Marcus and a black girl bring the food. The black girl is young and silent, wrapped in a brightly coloured piece of thin fabric. We eat on the veranda with our plates in our laps. The adults drink beer, smoke cigarettes. The cicadas sing, the bats scurry through the air.


    “The sauna is ready,” Katriina says. They’re all talking and smiling as they get up – Dad too. People go into the sitting room.


    “The sauna?” I ask Dad.


    “The Swedes and the Finns are very keen on their saunas. Come along,” he says.


    “I’m not going in there,” I say and stay in my seat. He looks at me for a moment. I can’t read his look when it’s so dark on the veranda.


    “Alright,” he says and follows the others. Solja has gone – maybe she’s been put to bed. I look into the sitting room. They’re all undressing. I see Asko’s cock under his big paunch and look away. So weird. I look again. Dad has wrapped a towel around his waist and is going into the sauna, which has been added to the back of the house. I wonder what Dad has been up to for the five years he was stationed in the Far East without Mum? Going to bed early?


    Asko has left his cigarettes on the table. I started smoking last year with the other outsiders in my class. I can tell myself that I want to wake up at three a.m. Then I sneak out and go the corner shop, put coins in the machine and draw a ten-pack of Princes. When the drawer is open, my hands are just small enough that I can push my fingers in and grab onto the next pack and pull it out; I can empty an entire column for the price of just one pack. Or I could. Down here I have no idea how to get cigarettes. Asko’s cigarettes are called Sportsman. It’s quiet here – everyone’s in the sauna. Do I take one? But I’m afraid to. I wish Mum was here.


    My parents almost got divorced a year ago. Late one night my mum came into my room – I was already in bed. There had been a lot of rows on the phone with Dad in Singapore when she thought I was asleep. Mum sat down on the edge of the bed.


    “Christian, I need to talk to you about something serious,” she says.


    “Are you guys splitting up?” I asked.


    “No, of course not,” Mum said. She looked at me then turned away, holding a hand up to her mouth and swallowing. “No,” she said again. I knew they were getting a divorce.


    “Then where will I live?” I asked.


    “We’re not getting a divorce – I’m pregnant,” Mum said, smiling in a strange way. Once, when he was drunk, my dad had told me there was something wrong with Mum’s plumbing. She couldn’t have any more children.


    “Pregnant?” I asked.


    “Yes – you’re going to have a little brother or sister,” Mum said.


    “Is Dad coming home then? To stay?” I asked.


    “You bet he is,” Mum said.


    “O.K.,” I said.


    “Aren’t you pleased?” Mum asked.


    “Yes,” I said. The plan was for Dad to come back to Køge and work for Mærsk on Esplanaden in Copenhagen. I would believe that when I saw it.


    Mum arranged a party for the day he was to arrive. The day before, I heard her screaming into the phone:


    “We are divorced. We have been for ages. If you don’t want to be with us, I’ll sell the house and send you your half. I can’t do this anymore.” There’s a break – Dad is saying something from Singapore – and I hurriedly open my door just enough to listen in. Mum is speaking quite calmly again:


    “Either you get here, or I’m through with you.” She puts down the phone and comes to my room to say goodnight. I don’t ask her until she is almost out of the door again:


    “Isn’t Dad coming to the party tomorrow night?”


    She stops without turning.


    “I don’t know,” she says and leaves. Not long after I hear the car starting. When I turned twelve, she started working nights – it’s fine to leave me home alone. I get up and go outside, smoke a cigarette. I go inside and flick through all the pages in the notebook by the phone. Tap in the numbers.


    “Knudsen speaking.” The connection to Singapore crackles.


    “Dad?” I say.


    “Christian! Do you know what time it is here?”


    “Are you coming home?” I ask.


    “Where is your mum?” he asks.


    “At work,” I say. He sighs.


    “Something’s come up. I can’t leave for another few days. I’m sorry, Christian,” he says.


    “No,” I say.


    “Christian,” he says, “your mum is …” He doesn’t go on.


    “You said you’d be here,” I say.


    “There’s nothing I can do about it,” he says.


    “But …” I say.


    “I’ll be there as soon as I can,” he says.


    “Goodbye,” I say and hang up. My hand is shaking.


    The next day Mum had her party. She was dancing tight with a tall doctor – I hated her for it. Dad came through the door. I looked at him, he looked at her. He had made it. He raised his hand and smiled. She looked at him and went on dancing. She was pregnant, but it didn’t show yet. Why was she still dancing with that doctor when Dad was here? The doctor looked at my dad and stopped – let go of her. She smiled at the doctor and looked vacantly at Dad without moving. He was standing just inside the sitting-room door, still had his coat on and everything. I hurried over to him.


    “Dad,” I said.


    “Christian,” he said and held me up high in the air even though I’m too big to be lifted. Mum came over to us.


    Now I’m going to be living with him for a few months until Mum comes down. It’s a bit odd. I don’t really know the man. And when Mum comes down with my little sister, we’ll all be together, like a proper family.


    I hear a squeal from the other side of the house. Get up and take a couple of steps into the sitting room, look through the windowpane in the back door. Katriina is skipping about on the lawn. Her full breasts bob up and down – her nipples are very dark. Dad appears from the sauna with a garden hose in his hand. Its jet of water sprays onto Katriina, who stops, breathes heavily, shakes a bit. She’s standing still, letting the water wash over her – I can see the large dark bush between her legs. The jet of water hits her upper body, and she twirls into it. I look at Dad, who is smiling and holding the garden hose over his own head so the water flows over his naked body.


    I quickly go back to the veranda before they see me. Sit down for a bit.


    “Come out here, Christian,” Dad calls from the other side of the house.


    “Why?” I shout.


    “Don’t worry, no-one’s naked now,” he shouts. I go out. They’re sitting on benches around a table in a small fenced-off area just outside the sauna. The men with towels around their waists, the women wrapped in brightly coloured cloths like the one the black house girl was wearing. Katriina is sitting next to Dad. She takes his hand in hers.


    “I can’t wait till your wife brings your little daughter down,” she says.


    “Why is that?” Dad asks.


    “Because I’m pregnant as well,” Katriina says. Tita sighs and looks sad. She looks down. I look over at her husband, Asko. He looks ticked off. Maybe she would like to be pregnant as well.


    “Congratulations,” Dad says. “When are you flying back to Sweden then?”


    “I’ll be having the baby at K.C.M.C.,” Katriina says. “There are so many white doctors there.”


    Asko and Jonas are talking in Swedish. Tita doesn’t say anything. I look at Jonas. He is tucking chewing tobacco behind his upper lip, moving it around with his tongue and fixing his eyes on something in the darkness. I turn my head and follow his gaze. It’s the house girl. She’s standing at the corner of the house, bent over, scrubbing the barbecue grill – her arse is sticking out, bobbing up and down as she works.


    “What are you looking at?” Dad asks, laughing. “Do you like the look of her?”


    “I don’t know,” I say. I don’t tell him that I’m looking at what Jonas is looking at, just get up and step out into the garden.


    “Where are you going?” Dad asks.


    “I’m just going to have a look around,” I say.


    “Don’t get lost,” Dad says.


    Marcus


    MY MZUNGU


    All the wazungu have gone naked into the sauna – a big production in pink flesh. Katriina comes into the house:


    “Marcus, will you be sure to brush Solja’s teeth?”


    “I will do it,” I say, and Katriina goes back to the sauna party.


    “But I want Mummy to do it,” Solja says – she is eight, old enough to do it herself. Afterwards she goes to her room. But right away she calls:


    “I can’t find my nightie.” I go to her. Her nightie is in her wardrobe, right in front of her, but the girl wants the attention, so the negro must do his bit. Solja starts putting on her nightie.


    “Goodnight,” I say, leaving.


    “I can’t sleep, Marcus,” she says. “They’re being noisy.” It’s true, they’ve left the sauna and are sitting on the small wooden veranda, talking, drinking, shouting. “Can I sleep at your place?”


    “No, that won’t do,” I say. How will this bwana Jonas react if Solja sleeps in my ghetto? – I think he wants white and black to be kept well apart. I go to her bed and hold up the duvet up for her. She gets in and I smooth down her hair.


    “Tell me a bedtime story,” Solja says.


    “O.K.” I lie down next to her on the bed, and she puts her head on my shoulder. What should I tell her? About the marabou in Serengeti? About slaving for the Reverend? About the teacher’s rod at school? No. I must think of another story.


    “Go on,” Solja says next to me in bed. So I tell her about Bob Marley; how his father was a white man who soon went away and his mother was black, and Bob grew up in poverty and came to Kingston in Jamaica and sang about freedom. I sing quietly:


    “Won’t you help to sing, these songs of freedom, ’cause all I ever had, redemption songs.”


    “That’s a good song,” Solja mutters. I tell her about the descendants of the African slaves on Jamaica who created the Rastafarian religion. They call God “Jah”, which is short for Jehovah from the Bible. The religion took its name from the Emperor of Ethiopia, Haile Selassie I, who was christened Ras Tafari. They see the emperor as God’s incarnation on earth, because Haile Selassie was head of the only African state that was completely independent of white people. Rastafarians don’t accept that Haile Selassie is dead.


    Solja breathes quietly; but it’s too soon for me to move – she might wake up. This girl child is very important – I have to look after her.


    My first mzungu was Gerherd from Germany – his parents came to study wild animals. We lived in Seronera, and all the children used to play together, black and white. Gerherd is like me, except for the colour of his skin. His skin is always covered by sneakers, blue jeans, jeans jacket. My skin is on show. I only have old school shorts and a worn-out T-shirt with the word BAYER printed on it, a hand-me-down from Gerhard. We kids are bored because Seronera is just a small cluster of buildings surrounded by Serengeti National Park.


    “What should we do?” Gerhard asks.


    “We could play football,” I say.


    “But we’re not enough to make up two teams,” he says.


    “We’ll just go over to the village – there are plenty of children there,” an English boy suggests. It’s the village where the guards live with their families. You have to cross the grasslands to get there.


    “We’re not allowed; it’s dangerous,” Gerhard says.


    “I am not afraid of those animals,” the English boy says. “It’s the animals that are worried when they see so many two-legged beasts.”


    “What do you think, Marcus?” Gerhard says.


    “I’m used to the animals,” I say. We’re seven children who set off; waafrika, German mzungu, English mzungu – we don’t ask the adults, we go quickly. Then the earth shakes – it’s the heavy thunder of hoofs. Gerhard is next to me.


    “Rhino,” he shouts. The beast is coming at us at full speed. We’re running to all sides; Gerhard one way, me another. With a rhino you have to stand still – we know that. The animal doesn’t see at all well – it can only see movement. If we’re standing still, we could be trees. If it comes at me, I must jump out of the way at the very last moment, right before the burning spear rams into me. If I jump too soon, it has time to change direction. But can you stand still when the earth is trembling and you’re staring Death in face? We scatter, the rhino swings its lowered head; there’s Gerhard – on top of the horn now. The beast throws him into the air – he is simply flying, landing like a sack of rice on the ground. The rhino jogs off. We run over to Gerhard – a big hole in his stomach, bloody with white things hanging out – maybe from the chicken he had in the box today when he pretended to be hungry.


    “Start carrying him back, then I’ll run for help,” the English boy shouts and scrambles off through the grass. Along with the other waafrika I start to carry Gerhard back – he is even whiter now.


    “Marcus,” he says. “Don’t let me die here.”


    “Don’t worry – it’s only a small hole,” I say. But the hole is a big one.


    The adults bring a Land Rover, but the car only makes things worse on the bumpy road. Gerhard has passed out by now. Luckily there is a tourist plane – a small one. They carry him into it, take off. But he dies in the air above Arusha. Who will get Gerhard’s special shoes with bumps under them for playing football? I will. Gerhard’s father and mother want to be visited; they have two little girls, but I can play the part of the boy, even though he is dead in the ground.


    Soon I am wearing Gerhard’s clothes, and it makes my father angry. He thinks I am letting my own family down in order to be with the white people. My father beats me so hard I run to the safety of Gerhard’s mother and am adopted into a white life with my dead friend’s family.


    Gerhard’s parents are strange. All fruits must be scrubbed with washing-up liquid, and all vegetables must be rinsed in chlorinated water which stinks badly; otherwise they are dangerous for the white stomach. The woman sits all day, drinking coffee and reading books. She has waafrika for every job: washing, cleaning, cooking. But she pays them far too much and doesn’t see that they steal sugar and flour. At night the white woman sits on her sofa, drinking alcohol and smoking cigarettes like the man, and sometimes she speaks to him in a nasty way, but he never hits her while I’m there – at worst he sneers at her like a grumpy monkey. Sometimes the man kisses her, right in front of me – whatever will they do next?


    Then the Germans leave for another national park to study the hyena. They like to count the animals. I go with them, like a piece of luggage in their trunk. They take good care of me. Being fed well, having fun, riding bicycles – it overpowers my brain; I am being carried forward in life. If I just play with their children, they are happy. They even teach me to drive a car, so I sit behind the wheel in the national park while the German man uses the binoculars. But after a year their research is done, and they must go home to the white country. I am shocked. What will happen now? I thought they would take me with them to Europe. But the man sends me by car to Seronera like a tourist. They have given me money; I am wearing sneakers and jeans and a jeans jacket; my packed lunch has the white meat.


    My parents left Seronera – the work was over; they went back to Moshi. They couldn’t take me – how would they find me? I am fourteen. I take a bus to Moshi – several hundred kilometres, all alone in the world. I find the house my parents have rented in Soweto. The walls are sticks and mud, the floor is dirt, and the roof is a large tin can for cooking oil which has been cut open and tapped out flat – eaten by rust. My younger siblings are running around outside, dirty and half naked – grown like weeds in the year that has passed. Inside it is dark and it smells dirty. My mother looks almost like a stranger.


    “The Germans went to Europe,” I explain.


    “You can’t stay here,” she says. “You have to leave before your father returns – he’ll kill you.”


    “Why? He is my father,” I say.


    “You never do as you’re told, Marcus. You’re the oldest, so it’s important to the entire family that you be good. Otherwise the other children will be bad as well.”


    “I can behave.”


    “No,” she says. “You’re like the wazungu children; no respect for your parents. You can’t live here.”


    “But where will I go?” I ask.


    “Go to my sister in Majengo,” my mother says. “You can live with her – there’s no man in the house.”


    From that day I am alone in life and seek my fortune – preferably with white people.


    “Wh-wh-wh-wh-what is your n-n-n-name?” Mika asks outside – he is back from the cinema and is talking to bwana Knudsen’s boy.


    “Christian,” the boy says. I get up carefully from Solja’s bed and go out to them.


    Christian


    “A-a-a-a-are you a man or a mouse?” a young guy who must be Katriina’s nephew Mika asks, holding out a roll-up. He has appeared from the darkness in the garden and smells of beer, even though he is only a few years older than me. I don’t want to be a baby. I take a quick look into the sitting room to see if there are any adults. No. I take the cigarette – Mika holds a match towards me and smiles. The tobacco tastes strange.


    The black kid, Marcus, appears from the sitting room.


    “Tsk, Mika,” he says, taking the hand-rolled cigarette from my hand. He smells it and hands it to Mika, shaking his head.


    “It’s bhangi,” he tells me. “It’ll make you crazy.” He digs out a pack of filter cigarettes from his pocket. Sportsmans. Holds the pack towards me. I take one. I’ve just had my first drag of weed; how cool is that?


    “Thanks,” I say.


    “Let’s go down to my ghetto, so your father doesn’t see you,” Marcus says. It’s difficult to understand what he’s saying, because his English is heavily accented. I was taught English in school for two and a half years. And I’ve practised with Mum by repeating things from a cassette we borrowed from the library, and she’s played me records with Bob Dylan and the Rolling Stones and the Beatles and tried to teach me the words. Mika has disappeared into the house.


    “Alright,” I tell Marcus and follow him down towards a smaller brick building at the back of the garden. “Is this where you live?” I ask. I’m feeling a bit faint, and my feet don’t seem to touch the ground.


    “Yes,” he says. “It’s the servants’ quarters, for me and the house girl. The black ghetto.” He smiles at me in the dark, opens his door and goes inside. The room is pitch black. He lights a bat light – apparently they haven’t got electricity.


    “Do you like music?” he asks.


    “Yes,” I say. “Bob.”


    “Do you know Bob Marley?” he asks, surprised. I don’t really.


    “Bob Dylan,” I say.


    “I don’t know him. You should listen to Bob Marley,” Marcus says and puts on a small tape recorder that runs on batteries. The music has a slow pumping sound that enters my body. I light my cigarette and have to lean against the table.


    “Wow,” I say.


    “Are you feeling the bhangi?” Marcus asks.


    “I can’t feel the ground,” I say. Marcus grins. I hear a sound and turn nervously, trying to hide the cigarette.


    “It’s Mika,” Marcus says. The Finnish kid enters the room with a can of Carlsberg in his hand.


    “Ch-ch-ch-cheers,” he says.


    “You’re not allowed to take those beers,” Marcus says. Mika hands me the can, watching me coolly. What can I do? I take a gulp. Smoke my cigarette. Mika takes the beer from me and leaves. I get up unsteadily. Put out the cigarette in an ashtray.


    “I’m going out,” I say.


    “Are you not well?” Marcus asks


    “I’m going out,” I say again and stumble through the door, onto the ground, across it. My legs feel rubbery, and my head is reeling. I lean against the fence around the property and weave my fingers into the wire. Take deep breaths, letting them roll through my guts, and sit down on the grass. Marcus comes out.


    “Are you alright?” he asks.


    “Yes,” I say.


    “Wait here,” he says.


    “Don’t fetch anyone, alright?” I say.


    “I’m fetching you a Coke,” he says. I feel alright, I’m just very tired. What should I do? He brings the Coke. I nod and drink. I don’t want to have to explain anything to anyone. I raise my hand in a wave for Marcus and aim for Dad’s car, which is shining white in the darkness. The adults are still at the sauna at the back of the house. Luckily the car is open. I climb in on the back seat and shut the door.


    Dad coming back from Singapore didn’t change much. He was still working for Mærsk, only now it was at their head office on Esplanaden in Copenhagen. He got up before I woke up and came home just as I was going to bed. I could hear Mum at night:


    “But he needs you here. I can’t be his dad. I have no idea what he’s getting up to.”


    “Does he do things he’s not allowed to?” Dad asks.


    “I don’t know. I think so. I am sure he has started smoking, and sometimes his clothes smell of petrol. And I don’t know if he is alright, because he never tells me how he’s doing at school. I’m afraid he’s a bit of an outsider,” Mum says.


    “He’ll be alright,” Dad says. I don’t know. We are outsiders. We don’t wear polo shirts; we wear wooden-soled boots with steel fastenings. We fiddle about with an old Puch Maxi. And even though John Travolta has a cool walk in “Saturday Night Fever”, we don’t like the castrato singing of the Bee Gees – we prefer Pink Floyd.


    “What’s the use of you being here, if you’re always at work?” Mum shouts in the kitchen. I get out of bed and go in. They go silent – act like nothing’s happening.


    “Aren’t you asleep?” Mum asks.


    “You were being loud,” I say and go to the loo.


    “I’m sorry,” Dad says.


    “You do speak very loudly, Niels,” Mum says.


    “I’m not happy at Esplanaden either,” Dad says. “You have to be very aggressive all the time to fit in.”


    “Then get yourself something in a smaller company,” Mum says. “We’re having a baby, Niels. Finally. They don’t understand that at Mærsk. To them wives are just people who do what they’re told, look nice and iron their husband’s shirts to perfection.”


    “I’ll see what I can do,” Dad says. I go back to my room.


    “Goodnight,” Mum says.


    It went on like that. One night Mum was working the night shift and Dad was away on business in Los Angeles. I was standing at a Texaco petrol station at one in the morning with a friend. He was holding the nozzle of the hose to an empty Coke bottle, and I was jumping up and down on the petrol hose – the small vacuum created by my bodyweight pulled petrol from the hose so we could fill the bottle. At the crossing we poured petrol onto the road and waited a moment. Headlights approached, we lit the petrol; brakes jamming, tyres screeching, a sideways collision with a lamppost. We made a run for it. The next day the T.V. news reports a serious prank in Køge that might have gone very wrong. Mum gives me a weird look.


    “Your shoes smell of petrol,” she says.


    “Moped fuel,” I tell her.


    “You’re not allowed to ride a moped,” she says.


    “I was on the back of it,” I say.


    “You’re not allowed to do that either,” she says and confiscates my allowance.


    Dad returns. They row at night. Mum cries.


    “Sit down,” Dad says when he comes home from work one night. We sit down. He is standing, leaning forward with both palms on the dining table.


    “Africa,” he says.


    “What?” Mum says.


    “Mærsk runs a sugar plantation in Tanzania,” he says. “And the Head of Accounts has come down with a bad case of malaria. They need a replacement right away. Two years.” He looks at Mum. Mum looks at me. I shrug.


    “Is there a school?” Mum asks.


    “Yes,” Dad says. “A big international school. Lots of Scandinavians. Excellent place.”


    “Where would we live?” Mum asks.


    “You know, the sugar plantation has a number of houses – like detached houses with gardens,” Dad says.


    “I want to have the baby in Denmark,” Mum says. “Christian can go as soon as you’ve got yourself sorted down there.”


    “What do you say, Christian?” What could I say? I didn’t know.


    “Alright,” I said.


    I’m lying on my back in a Peugeot. Above me is the starry African sky. The Coke feels good in my stomach. I close my eyes.


    Marcus


    KNEADING


    “Hello?” bwana Knudsen says, knocking on my ghetto door. “Have you seen my boy – Christian?” he asks, standing at the door.


    “He’s on the backseat of your car, he’s tired,” I say.


    “Well, that’s practical at least,” bwana Knudsen says and adds: “Goodnight, then.”


    “Goodnight,” I say. Bwana Knudsen leaves. I can hear the Swedish ABBA music coming from the house. I go into the garden so I can spy through the windows. I have seen it once before. Bwana Jonas is never nice, but when he’s had something to drink, he pushes the furniture aside and takes Katriina in his arms, and then they fly about the floor in a very European style, and Katriina’s eyes swim with honey as she dances with this strange man.


    Soon the music stops. The party is over. I must get to bed, because the slave is the last one to go to bed and the first one up when the masters are hungover. Yes, my situation is unsure – I must hop to it so I can be key to a flowering of the joy that will carry me with it to a better life.


    I wake up with the thought of God’s white foot kicking my black arse. Leap into the kitchen to make toast for Solja, boil an egg, make orange juice for my white daughter.


    “Mum and Dad are hungover,” she says. Yes, it’s wonderful. They need a helper, and Solja likes me. She eats her breakfast, and bwana Jonas gets up, with a hangover that feels like a saw in his head. Should I stay or should I go?


    “Go down to your own house,” he says without looking at me, so I get out as quick as I can, until Katriina comes to my ghetto:


    “We’re taking Solja to see one of her friends, and then I’ll come back for you. We’re going shopping with Tita,” she says.


    “Yes,” I say. The car leaves. The house girl has gone up to clean after the night’s festivities. Finally Marcus the Marabou has a moment to attend to his own nutrition. I hurry to the kitchen in the main house and through the door I hear a squeal from the house girl. What’s going on in that kitchen? I look through the grille in the door. Bwana Jonas is standing at her side – kneading her bottom like dough with his hands. Very scared, I turn to leave without a sound, but I’m nervous so I stumble over the basket of clothes pegs on the back stairs. Eeehhh, it makes a terrible noise.


    “Marcus!” bwana Jonas shouts from the kitchen. I stop, turn around, a completely innocent look on my face.


    “Yes?” I say. Bwana Jonas opens the door and holds up his finger.


    “Don’t you breathe a word of this,” he says.


    “No, I won’t say a word,” I say and nod energetically.


    “If you do, you’re out of here,” bwana Jonas says.


    “I never say anything to anyone about anything.” I keep nodding with great energy. What do I have to offer? I’m not exciting like the house girl. On my way to my ghetto I see Jonas’ big Yamaha 350cc in the garage. Eeehhh, but it’s me who’s being stupid. Before I go into the house, it’s important I make absolutely sure who might be inside.


    I sit down outside my ghetto, so I won’t disturb the kneading of the black dough. When the house girl returns, she’s got a very proud and dismissive face on. She wants to go straight to her room without talking to me.


    “He is already a married man. Why do you let him knead your bottom?” I ask.


    “Tsk,” she says. “The man likes me – soon he will make me a present.”


    Christian


    I open my eyes and see a white mosquito net. Am in a bed. It’s daylight. A bright room with terrazzo flooring. A desk and a chair. In front of the wardrobe is my Diadora bag and suitcase. It’s clean, freshly painted. Dad must have carried me in last night. I must be in the house in the sugar plantation. I get up. The floor is cool under my feet. I peer into the garden – the lawn is well tended, very green, surrounded by flowerbeds. My head feels odd. I put on my jeans. Dad must have pulled them off me. Open the door quietly, hear sounds in the kitchen, go down the hall into a sitting room. There’s a note on the coffee table. “Hi, Christian. I’m at the office. Will be back at two. The cook will make you breakfast. Love, Dad.” The cook? I hear footsteps. Turn around. A black man with an apron and bare feet. He smiles and says something. I raise my hand in a sort of greeting. He invites me to come closer with a gesture – he wants me to follow him. Into the kitchen. He pulls out a chair at the dining table – I sit down. He opens the fridge and holds up an egg, looks questioning at me while speaking in something that could be Swahili. I nod. He holds up one finger, then two, then one again – looks as if he is posing a question. I hold up two fingers. Two eggs. He holds up a saucepan and a frying pan. I choose the frying pan. He smiles and nods. He serves toast, juice, coffee in a cup. Mum says I’m too young to have coffee. I drink it while the cook watches me. It’s strong. I sip the juice. The eggs are nice. I nod and smile at him. He smiles back.


    Marcus


    LITTLE BLACK HELPER


    Katriina returns in their red Peugeot estate, and we go to the Y.M.C.A., where Asko and Tita are staying while they wait for a house. We drive to the market on the edge of Swahilitown. If there are things in the car, I stay with it so it won’t be emptied, because the tailors sewing under the sunscreen across from the main entrance never see anything, even if you return to find the car has been stripped of its wheels.


    First the white ladies want to look at the brilliantly coloured fabrics at the tailors’, so I run over to the Rasta guy Phantom, who has a small kiosk at the entrance to the market, selling cigarettes, moisturizer, soap, pens, toilet paper, batteries, hair slides, chewing gum, razor blades, bits and bobs. The other day a little bit of money went missing in the Swedes’ house – it might have been Mika or the house girl who took it. I buy a cassette of Bob Marley music and five pieces of Big G gum for Solja and cigarettes I can give to Mika.


    I say goodbye to Phantom and go to the tailors’ to find my white ladies. But who is that? My mother, sitting on the ground with the two youngest children, who have runny noses and clothes in tatters. Mother is selling things right on the street outside the market, where you don’t have to pay to have a stall, and where the police can kick you off the kerb and confiscate everything you have. A piece of burlap on the ground with a few tomatoes and onions and bananas from the field my parents have in North Pare Mountains, because even though we are of the Chagga tribe from the slopes of Mount Kilimanjaro, our family has lost all its land.


    “Marcus, you have to help me,” she says. “Your father has lost his good job as a driver. There is no money for food now.”


    “Only because your husband is wasting all his money on drink,” I say.


    “It’s his worries with so many children to feed,” she says. “You’re doing well in life now – you have to help us, like we helped you.”


    “Is it a help if I hit you with a rod until you bleed all over like you beat me?” I say.


    BEATING


    During my childhood in Serengeti my father managed the youth hostel in Seronera. Wazungu and waafrika alike stayed there. My father was their guide as well; he knew where the elephant was, the lion, the hyena. Afterwards he showed the films made by people like Michael Grzimek and the other wazungu who created the park – European researchers of wildlife. I went to the school for the children of the staff – black and white mixed together. And the white wives taught us in English.


    “Now we decide everything for ourselves,” Father told me, “because our president, Teacher Nyerere, took our country back from the English before you were born and gave us uhuru.” Freedom. But it’s not true. The boss of Seronera was mwafrika, but who decides the quality of life?


    In school I mixed with the white children, and I was drawn to the foreign way of life. Their parents said: “It’s good that you play together.” I thought that I was happy, and I didn’t know anything about what would come later. I learned new things. Riding a bicycle. Eating special food from tins. Drinking cocoa, eating biscuits. The white children had money for fizzy drinks from the shop, owned by a cranky mhindi – if I came to the shop on my own, he would have his rod speak directly to my skin.


    My father changed jobs and went on expeditions to catch poachers. We children were alone with Mother. I was the firstborn but was busy at school and with my German friends, and I thought it was wrong that Mother was always sending me to the shop and to fetch wood and water and that she wanted me to mind the little ones who were screaming and shitting – I’m not a girl.


    When Father came home, he brought lovely joints of meat confiscated from the poachers, but I never got a single scrap. Mother told him plainly how I had refused to do my chores, and he invited me into the bedroom to talk to the rod.


    Mother was at home with the children. In the evening my father’s pipe filled the whole house with its stink, and his gaze became weird.


    “What is that you’re smoking?” I asked.


    “Dried elephant turds,” he said and laughed loudly, swinging for me, PAH – a blow over the back of my head.


    At the white people’s it was different. No stinking elephant turds, but posh white cigarettes. No blows, but fizzy drinks and biscuits.


    “Go and tidy your room,” the white lady told her son, Gerhard.


    “NO – I won’t do it,” Gerhard screamed. And then the house girl did it, while me and Gerhard had fizzy drinks.


    Now I start to ignore my parents totally, because I think they do the wrong things; they don’t have any fizzy drinks.


    “Marcus – you must sweep in front of the house and mind your little sister while I go to the shop,” Mother says.


    “NO,” I say.


    “You’re as hopeless as a mzungu brat,” Mother says. But I won’t give in. Until Father comes home and has had his dinner so his strength is up again. Then he invites me into the bedroom where we all sleep – the other children stay in the sitting room. A beating to make the skin come off the flesh like on a slaughtered animal. I run away. Sleep in a storage room on the grounds. I am hungry and shaking with fever when I go back to my parents.


    “Where have you been?” Mother asks.


    “At my friends’,” I answer.


    “Out!” Father kicks me. “You go and stay with your wazungu friends.” I go to the German family. The T-shirt is stuck to my bloodied back. They wash me. The woman puts the white ointment on my back and gives me pills against the fever for many days. I explain to them what happened to me. They say:


    “Ah, but that’s very wrong. You stay with us.” Then I just sleep somewhere in their house like a sort of pet.


    Primary school ended after Year Seven – I was thirteen. There was no secondary school in Seronera, and my family didn’t have any money and didn’t care about me. My white friends went to an international boarding school in Nairobi. My future was different. I went with Gerhard’s parents to a new national park to amuse their little children. But this German family disappeared and left me on a stony road in life. Until now – now I am struggling to become a member of the Larsson family from Sweden.


    PROTEIN


    After our shopping trip we drive to Kibo Coffee House by the Clock Tower roundabout – the place you go to meet people in this town. It’s wonderful to be with white people. I drink lovely coffee, eat lovely snacks; doughnuts – this is the life. Catch a wave, ride it. There’s good ice cream, there’s coffee, and coffee ice cream, and iced coffee with milk and cane sugar from T.P.C. and a spoonful of ice cream on top. And the car is right outside, so I can keep an eye on it, and the shopping baskets are full of protein, which I have been told is the best sort of nutrition.


    Back when Gerhard’s parents had gone away, I found my parents’ shack in Moshi’s slum, Soweto, but my mother sent me to Auntie so Father wouldn’t destroy me with his rod. Auntie had no money, but she is Christian and knows people. She sent me to K.C.M.C. – Kilimanjaro Christian Medical Centre – to apply for a job. I walked all the way on my thin legs. A great white building, the best hospital in Tanzania, constructed by the Israelis with money from God.


    I get a job at N.U.R.U., the Nutrition Rehabilitation Unit. Nuru means light in Swahili. The bosses are from England and train mothers to feed their children proper food. For weeks they live in barracks and are told that shit from animals and humans mustn’t fall close to the porridge pot. We have nurses showing how to be ready to give birth to a baby and about diseases like worms and bilharziasis. And the fathers must come to be taught how to build safe fires for cooking so it isn’t the children that end up being cooked.


    I work for George in the vegetable garden growing food for the children. The nurse shows the mothers how to combine things so the belly doesn’t stick out while the hair goes red and arms and legs go thin like matchsticks. I tell her about the time I was hungry for meat.


    “You were lacking proteins – they don’t have to come from meat,” she says. “You need eggs or beans or meat to build your muscle. And you need greens, rabbit food, which make the brain work well, milk for your bones and corn porridge for energy to make you run like a gazelle.”


    Every day I walk. That too is an education in the way life is meted out. In Majengo we have dirt roads and poor housing with no water or electricity, and lots of bars where men drink mbege and women can be bought. But beyond the roundabout by the Y.M.C.A., there’s Shanty Town, with big houses, good tarmac, posh cars. Auntie says that Shanty Town was a real shanty town when her father was young, but then the Germans brought the railway and Moshi grew. The important people had the shanty town removed so they could live there themselves.


    These days the area has many white people who are only here to help the negro, but wealthy black people live there as well, with their good clothes and stomachs that are never hungry.


    I like playing with the children in N.U.R.U. And I help George – the local man who manages the hospital’s farm. He teaches me. I look after the rabbits, the chickens, the vegetables. I give the money to Auntie, who almost doesn’t have room for me in her house, because it only has one room, and she already has two daughters and no husband. So I start to look for a new place to live where I can make myself useful all the time in return for a lift in life.


    Now I am sitting with two white ladies at Kibo Coffee House. Tita keeps looking at me. Her husband Asko is fat and pink like a pig with sunburn. Maybe Tita is doing a study of the black skin?


    Christian


    I go out into the garden. The sun is beating down on my head. There’s a faint smell of burnt sugar. At the end of the drive I stop. There’s a gravel road with detached houses behind well-tended hedges as tall as a man. I don’t know where I am. In the distance I see a tall, silvery chimney with the letters T.P.C. vertically down its front. That must be the sugar factory. I go back inside. My suitcase is empty. I open my wardrobe – all my clothes have been freshly ironed and are neatly stacked on the shelves; the cook has seen to that. So what am I going to do? A door opens.


    “Welcome to T.P.C.,” Dad says.


    “Hi,” I say, smiling.


    “Have you had breakfast?”


    “Yes,” I say.


    “Then come along.” We go down the street with detached houses on either side towards the chimney. “This is where the white-collar staff live,” Dad says. “You know, I took over the Head of Account’s house, and since he didn’t bring his family, we’re the ones without a swimming pool. But two houses down that way,” Dad say, pointing, “there’s the Rasmussens and their daughter, Nanna, who is about your age. They’re still on holiday, but you can go there and have a swim if you like.” We leave the detached houses behind.


    “These are the workers’ cottages,” Dad says and points at rows of little yellow houses with tin roofs. “There’s a family at either end of each of those small buildings.” The little houses have numbers, like cells. The bricks are sooty above the doors from the wood smoke that seeps out. Dirty children run around among the free-range goats and chickens. “It’s a good place to live if you’re an unskilled worker,” Dad says.


    We reach the factory area, and Dad greets the guard at the gate, saying in English: “This is my son.”


    “Ohhh,” the guard says, smiling. “Welcome to T.P.C.”


    “Thanks,” I say. The smell of burnt sugar is quite strong here. The factory seems very run-down. Inside we meet the factory manager, Mr Makundi, who has been here since T.P.C. was started in 1954. “You must call him mzee Makundi, because he is an old man,” Dad explains.


    “Yes, the old Mr Møller was clever,” Makundi says. “He came here to hunt, and then he had the idea of irrigating the dry soil with water from the rivers and growing sugar canes. T.P.C. was just a small garden where Mr Møller would holiday.” Makundi also tells us that he has a son of my age called Rogarth. He is at the school in Moshi as well.


    “I am going to have to work a little more. Can you find your own way back?” Dad asks. “Yes,” I say. “I can.” He hands me some money. “What do I need that for?” I ask.


    “There are some kiosks near the workers’ houses where you can get fizzy drinks. You can get them at the workers’ canteen right across from the factory as well. I’ll be back in two hours.”


    “Alright,” I say and leave, passing the workers’ canteen without going inside. Back to the house. What should I do? I need a cigarette. I find an open pack and some matches in the sitting room. The cook is in the kitchen. I go out and round to the back of the house, but you could see me from next door. There’s a hole in the hedge – I go over to it and push through. The golf course. Dad has mentioned it. Mum would like to play. No-one in sight. The grass is ankle-high – I wonder if there could be snakes here. I squat down and smoke.


    Later I go exploring. A few black men are walking around on foot. Most of them don’t pay me any particular attention. The ones that do nod and smile. I smile back. Their teeth are white as freshly fallen snow. I go to the workers’ canteen and walk over to the counter.


    “Hi,” I say in English to the large black lady standing behind it. She smiles. “Could I have a Fanta, please?” I ask, handing her my money. She takes some of it and nods, handing me the bottle and the change. I can see a small dirt field where there are some boys playing with a ball of sorts. I finish my drink and go over to them. The ball is made of strips of plastic and fabric that have been tied together into a ball with string and elastic bands. The boys are my age and slightly younger. They have bare feet. When they see me, one of them kicks the ball over to me. I flip it up with my foot and juggle it; foot, thigh, foot, head, thigh, foot, before kicking it back to them. They laugh, speak in Swahili, point at me. I grin. One of them divides us into two teams by pushing us together in groups. My team doesn’t wear T-shirts – we use them for goalposts. We play – they seem not to notice that they’re not wearing shoes; I can see that the soles of their feet are thick with callused skin. A boy my size points at himself:


    “Emmanuel,” he says and then points at me.


    “Christian,” I say.


    “Huyo jina lake ni Christian,” he tells the others, who all tell me their names.


    “I speak English, almost,” Emmanuel says.


    “Me too,” I say, and we laugh and go on playing. A guy in a shirt and gabardine trousers and freshly polished shoes approaches the playing field.


    “Hello,” he says. “My name is Rogarth. My father is the manager here.”


    “Hi,” I say and hold out my hand, saying my name. The other boys keep their distance and don’t speak to him.


    “Maybe you’ll be in my class at the international school,” Rogarth says.


    “Alright,” I say, nodding.


    “You’d better be careful with those guys,” he says with a gesture towards the footballers.


    “Why?”


    “They’re thieves,” he says. I don’t say anything. “I could teach you to play golf,” he says.


    “I’d like that,” I say.


    “Christian.” That’s my dad’s voice – he is standing by the road.


    “Yes,” I say and go to him.


    “So, you’ve met the lads,” Dad says.


    “Be back tomorrow,” Emmanuel shouts.


    “Yes,” I shout. We go to the house to have lunch.


    “Dad, that Rogarth told me to be careful with the guys I was playing football with – that they were thieves.” Dad laughs:


    “Perhaps they are,” he says. “But Rogarth’s dad is an even bigger thief, or Rogarth wouldn’t be able to go to the international school.”


    For lunch the cook’s made a sort of curry, served with rice – it’s nice.


    “I thought we might go into town and have a look at your school,” Dad says. “And tonight we’ve been asked for dinner with some English people here at T.P.C.”


    “Alright,” I say. We drive past the factory. Dad points out different things. The administration building where he has his office. The workers
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