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1

05:36: a girl runs up the steep slope of Lion’s Head. The sound of her running shoes urgent on the broad footpath’s gravel.

At this moment, as the sun’s rays pick her out like a searchlight against the mountain, she is the image of carefree grace. Seen from behind, her dark plait bounces against the little rucksack. Her neck is deeply tanned against the powder blue of her T-shirt. There is energy in the rhythmic stride of her long legs in denim shorts. She personifies athletic youth – vigorous, healthy, focused.

Until she stops and looks back over her left shoulder. Then the illusion disintegrates. There is anxiety in her face. And utter exhaustion.

She does not see the impressive beauty of the city in the rising sun’s soft light. Her frightened eyes search wildly for movement in the tall fynbos shrubbery behind her. She knows they are there, but not how near. Her breath races – from exertion, shock and fear. It is adrenaline, the fearsome urge to live, that drives her to run again, to keep going, despite her aching legs, the burning in her chest, the fatigue of a night without sleep and the disorientation of a strange city, a foreign country and an impenetrable continent.

Ahead of her the path forks. Instinct spurs her to the right, higher, closer to the Lion’s rocky dome. She doesn’t think, there is no plan. She runs blindly, her arms the pistons of a machine, driving her on.



Detective Inspector Benny Griessel was asleep.

He dreamed he was driving a huge tanker on a downhill stretch of the N1 between Parow and Plattekloof. Too fast and not quite in control. When his cell phone rang, the first shrill note was enough to draw him back to reality with a fleeting feeling of relief. He opened his eyes and checked the radio clock. It was 05:37.

He swung his feet off the single bed, dream forgotten. For an instant he perched motionless on the edge, like a man hovering on a cliff. Then he stood up and stumbled to the door, down the wooden stairs to the living room below, to where he had left his phone last night. His hair was unkempt, too long between trims. He wore only a pair of faded rugby shorts. His single thought was that a call at this time of the morning could only be bad news.

He didn’t recognise the number on the phone’s small screen.

‘Griessel,’ his voice betrayed him, hoarse with the first word of the day.

‘Hey, Benny, it’s Vusi. Sorry to wake you.’

He struggled to focus, his mind fuzzy. ‘That’s OK.’

‘We’ve got a . . . body.’

‘Where?’

‘St Martini, the Lutheran church up in Long Street.’

‘In the church?’

‘No, she’s lying outside.’

‘I’ll be there now.’

He ended the call and ran a hand through his hair.

She, Inspector Vusumuzi Ndabeni had said.

Probably just a bergie. Another tramp who had drunk too much of something or other. He put the phone down beside his brand-new second-hand laptop.

He turned, still half asleep, and bashed his shin against the front wheel of the bicycle leaning against his pawnshop sofa. He grabbed it before it toppled. Then he went back upstairs. The bicycle was a vague reminder of his financial difficulties, but he didn’t want to dwell on that now.

In the bedroom he took off his shorts and the musky scent of sex drifted up from his midriff.

Fuck.

The knowledge of good and evil suddenly weighed heavily on him. Along with the events of the previous night, it squeezed the last remaining drowsiness from his brain. Whatever had possessed him?

He tossed the shorts in an accusatory arc onto the bed and walked through to the bathroom.

Griessel lifted the toilet lid angrily, aimed and peed.



Suddenly she was on the tar of Signal Hill Road and spotted the woman and dog a hundred metres to the left. Her mouth shaped a cry, two words, but her voice was lost in the rasping of her breath.

She ran towards the woman and her dog. It was big, a Ridgeback. The woman looked about sixty, white, with a large pink sun hat, a walking stick and a small bag on her back.

The dog was unsettled now. Maybe it smelled her fear, sensed the panic inside her. Her soles slapped on the tar as she slowed. She stopped three metres from them.

‘Help me,’ said the girl. Her accent was strong.

‘What’s wrong?’ There was concern in the woman’s eyes. She stepped back. The dog growled and strained on the lead, to get closer to the girl.

‘They’re going to kill me.’

The woman looked around in fear. ‘But there’s nobody.’

The girl looked over her shoulder. ‘They’re coming.’

Then she took the measure of the woman and dog and knew they wouldn’t make any difference. Not here on the open slope of the mountain. Not against them. She would put them all in danger.

‘Call the police. Please. Just call the police,’ she said and ran again, slowly at first, her body reluctant. The dog lunged forward and barked once. The woman pulled back on the lead.

‘But why?’

‘Please,’ she said and jogged, feet dragging, down the tar road towards Table Mountain. ‘Just call the police.’

She looked back once, about seventy paces on. The woman was still standing there bewildered, frozen to the spot.



Benny Griessel flushed the toilet and wondered why he hadn’t seen last night coming. He hadn’t gone looking for it, it had just happened. Jissis, he shouldn’t feel so guilty, he was only human after all.

But he was married.

If you could call it a marriage. Separate beds, separate tables and separate homes. Damn it all, Anna couldn’t have everything. She couldn’t throw him out of his own house and expect him to support two households, expect him to be sober for six fucking months, and celibate on top of that.

At least he was sober. One hundred and fifty-six days now. More than five months of struggling against the bottle, day after day, hour after hour, till now.

God, Anna must never hear about last night. Not now. Less than a month before his term of exile was served, the punishment for his drinking. If Anna found out, he was fucked, all the struggle and suffering for nothing.

He sighed and stood in front of the mirrored cabinet to brush his teeth. Had a good look at himself. Greying at the temples, wrinkles at the corner of his eyes, the Slavic features. He had never been much of an oil painting.

He opened the cabinet and took out toothbrush and toothpaste.

Whatever had she seen in him, that Bella? There had been a moment last night when he wondered if she was sleeping with him because she felt sorry for him, but he had been too aroused, too bloody grateful for her soft voice and big breasts and her mouth, jissis, that mouth, he had a thing about mouths, that’s where the trouble had started. No. It had begun with Lize Beekman, but like Anna would believe that?

Jissis.

Benny Griessel brushed his teeth hurriedly and urgently. Then he jumped under the shower and opened the taps on full, so he could wash all the accusing scents from his body.



It wasn’t a bergie. Griessel’s heart skipped a beat as he climbed over the spiked railings of the church wall and saw the girl lying there. The running shoes, khaki shorts, orange camisole and the shape of her arms and legs told him she was young. She reminded him of his daughter.

He walked down the narrow tarmac path, past tall palms and pine trees and a yellow noticeboard: STRICTLY AUTHORISED. CARS ONLY. AT OWNER’S OWN RISK, to the spot just left of the pretty grey church where, on the same tar, she lay stretched out.

He looked up at the perfect morning. Bright, with hardly any wind, just a faint breeze bearing fresh sea scents up the mountain. It was not a time to die.

Vusi stood beside her with Thick and Thin from Forensics, a police photographer and three men in SAPS uniform. Behind Griessel’s back on the Long Street pavement there were more uniforms, at least four in the white shirts and black epaulettes of the Metro Police, all very self-important. Together with a group of bystanders they leaned their arms on the railings and stared at the motionless figure.

‘Morning, Benny,’ said Vusi Ndabeni in his quiet manner. He was of the same average height as Griessel, but seemed smaller. Lean and neat, the seams of his trousers sharply pressed, snow-white shirt with tie, shoes shined. His peppercorn hair was cut short and shaved in sharp angles, goatee impeccably clipped. He wore surgical rubber gloves. Griessel had been introduced to him for the first time last Thursday, along with the other five detectives he had been asked to ‘mentor’ throughout the coming year. That was the word that John Africa, Regional Commissioner: Detective Services and Criminal Intelligence, had used. But when Griessel was alone in Africa’s office it was ‘We’re in the shit, Benny. We fucked up the Van der Vyver case, and now the brass say it’s because we’ve just been having too much of a good time in the Cape and it’s time to pull finger, but what can I do? I’m losing my best people and the new ones are clueless, totally green. Benny, can I count on you?’

An hour later he was in the Commissioner’s large conference room, along with six of the best ‘new’ people looking singularly unimpressed, all seated in a row on grey government-issue chairs. This time John Africa toned down his message: ‘Benny will be your mentor. He’s been on the Force for twenty-five years; he was part of the old Murder and Robbery when most of you were still in primary school. What he’s forgotten, you still have to learn. But understand this: he’s not here to do your work for you. He’s your advisor, your sounding board. And your mentor. According to the dictionary that is,’ the Commissioner glanced at his notes, ‘. . . a wise and trusted counsellor or teacher. That’s why I transferred him to the Provincial Task Force. Because Benny is wise and you can trust him, because I trust him. Too much knowledge is being lost, there are too many new people and we don’t have to reinvent the wheel every time. Learn from him. You have been hand-picked – not many will get this opportunity.’ Griessel watched their faces. Four lean black men, one fat black woman, and one broad-shouldered coloured detective, all in their early thirties. There was not much ungrudging gratitude, with the exception of Vusumuzi (‘but everyone calls me Vusi’) Ndabeni. The coloured detective, Fransman Dekker, was openly antagonistic. But Griessel was already accustomed to the undercurrents in the new SAPS. He stood beside John Africa and told himself he ought to be grateful he still had a job after the dissolution of the Serious and Violent Crimes Unit. Grateful that he and his former commanding officer, Mat Joubert, hadn’t been posted to a station like most of their colleagues. The new structures that were not new, it was like it was thirty years back, detectives at stations, because that was the way it was now done overseas, and the SAPS must copy them. At least he still had work and Joubert had put him up for promotion. If his luck held, if they could look past his history of drinking, and affirmative action and all the politics and shit, he would hear today whether he had made Captain.

Captain Benny Griessel. It sounded right to him. He needed the raise too.

Badly.

‘Morning, Vusi,’ he said.

‘Hey, Benny,’ Jimmy, the tall, skinny white coat from Forensics, greeted him. ‘I hear they call you “The Oracle” now.’

‘Like that aunty in Lord of the Rings,’ said Arnold, the short, fat one. Collectively they were known in Cape police circles as Thick and Thin, usually in the tired crack ‘Forensics will stand by you through Thick and Thin.’

‘The Matrix, you ape,’ said Jimmy.

‘Whatever,’ said Arnold.

‘Morning,’ said Griessel. He turned to the uniforms under the tree and took a deep breath, ready to tell them, ‘This is a crime scene, get your butts to the other side of the wall,’ and then he remembered that this was Vusi’s case, he should shut up and mentor. He gave the uniforms a dirty look, with zero effect, and hunkered down to look at the body.

The girl lay on her belly with her head turned away from the street. Her blonde hair was very short. Across her back were two short horizontal cuts, matching left and right on her shoulder blades. But these were not the cause of death. That was the huge gash across her throat, deep enough to expose the oesophagus. Her face, chest and shoulders lay in the wide pool of blood. The smell of death was already there, as bitter as copper.

‘Jissis,’ said Griessel, all his fear and revulsion welling up in him and he had to breathe, slow and easy, as Doc Barkhuizen had taught him. He had to distance himself, he must not internalise this.

He shut his eyes for a second. Then he looked up at the trees. He was searching for objectivity, but this was a dreadful way to die. And his mind wanted to spool through the event as it had happened, the knife flashing and slicing, sliding deep through her tissues.

He got up quickly, pretending to look around. Thick and Thin were bickering over something, as usual. He tried to listen.

Lord, she looked so young. Eighteen, nineteen?

What kind of madness did it take to cut the throat of a child like this? What kind of perversion?

He forced the images out of his mind, thought of the facts, the implications. She was white. That spelled trouble. That meant media attention and the whole cycle of crime-getting-out-of-control criticism starting all over again. It meant huge pressure and long hours, too many people with a finger in the pie and everyone trying to cover their ass and he didn’t have the heart for all that any more.

‘Trouble,’ he said quietly to Vusi.

‘I know.’

‘It would be better if the uniforms stayed behind the wall.’

Ndabeni nodded and went over to the uniformed policemen. He asked them to go out another way, around the back of the church. They were reluctant, wanting to be part of the action. But they went.

Vusi came to stand beside him, notebook and pen in hand. ‘All the gates are locked. There’s a gate for cars over there near the church office, and the main gate in front of the building here. She must have jumped over the railings – it’s the only way in here.’ Vusi spoke too fast. He pointed at a coloured man standing on the pavement on the other side of the wall. ‘That ou there . . . James Dylan Fredericks, he found her. He’s the day manager of Kauai Health Foods in Kloof Street. He says he comes in on the Golden Arrow bus from Mitchell’s Plain and then he walks from the terminal. He went past here and something caught his eye. So he climbed over the wall, but when he saw the blood he went back and phoned the Caledon Square station because that’s the number he has on speed dial for the shop.’

Griessel nodded. He suspected Ndabeni was nervous about his presence, as though he were here to evaluate the black man. He would have to put that right.

‘I’m going to tell Fredericks he can go, we know where to find him.’

‘That’s fine, Vusi. You don’t have to . . . I appreciate you giving me the details, but I don’t want you to . . . you know. . .’

Ndabeni touched Griessel’s arm as though to reassure him. ‘It’s OK, Benny. I want to learn. . .’

Vusi was silent for a while. Then he added: ‘I don’t want to blow this, Benny. I was in Khayelitsha for four years and I don’t want to go back. But this is my first . . . white,’ he said that carefully as if it might be a racist statement. ‘This is another world . . .’

‘It is.’ Griessel was no good at this sort of thing, never knowing what the proper, politically correct words were.

Vusi came to his rescue. ‘I tried to check if there was anything in her shorts pockets. For ID. There isn’t anything. We’re just waiting for the pathologist now.’

A bird twittered shrilly in the trees. Two pigeons landed near them and began peck-pecking. Griessel looked around him. There was one vehicle in the church grounds, a white Toyota Microbus standing on the south side against a two-metre brick wall. ‘Adventure’ was spelled in big red letters along the side of the vehicle.

Ndabeni followed his gaze. ‘They probably park here for security,’ and he indicated the high wall and locked gates. ‘I think they have an office down in Long Street.’

‘Could be.’ Long Street was the hub of backpacker tourism in the Cape – young people, students from Europe, Australia and America looking for cheap lodgings and adventure.

Griessel squatted down beside the body again, but this time so that her face was turned away from him. He did not want to look at the dreadful wound, or her delicate features.

Please, don’t let her be a foreign kid, he thought.

Things would really get out of hand then.


10

In the breakfast room of the Cat & Moose Youth Hostel and Backpackers Inn, nineteen-year-old Oliver ‘Ollie’ Sands sat with his head in his hands. A bit overweight, he had red hair and pale skin that had seen too much sun. His angular black-rimmed glasses lay on the table in front of him. Opposite him, close to the door, sat Inspectors Vusumuzi Ndabeni and Benny Griessel.

‘Mr Sands has identified the victim as Miss Erin Russel,’ said Vusi, with the photo of the victim and his notebook in front of him.

‘Jeez,’ said Sands, shaking his head behind his hands.

‘He’s been travelling through Africa with Miss Russel and her friend, Rachel Anderson. He does not know where Miss Anderson is. The last time he saw them was last night in Van Hunks, the nightclub. In Castle Street.’ Vusi looked to Sands for confirmation.

‘Jeez,’ the young man repeated, lowering his hands and pulling his glasses closer. Griessel could see his eyes were red.

‘Mr Sands, you arrived in Cape Town yesterday?’

‘Yes, sir. From Namibia.’ The accent was unmistakably American, the voice quavering, emotional. Sands placed the glasses on his nose and blinked, as if seeing Vusi for the first time.

‘Just the three of you?’ Griessel asked.

‘No, sir. There were twenty-one of us. Twenty-three actually, when we left Nairobi on the tour. But a guy and a girl from the Netherlands pulled out in Dar. They . . . didn’t like it.’

‘A tour?’ Griessel asked.

‘The African Adventure Tour. Overland, by truck.’

‘And you and the two girls were together?’

‘No, sir, I met them in Nairobi. They’re from Indiana; I’m from Phoenix, Arizona.’

‘But you were with the girls last night?’ Vusi asked.

‘A whole bunch of us went to the club.’

‘How many?’

‘I don’t . . . Maybe ten, I’m not sure.’

‘But the two girls were part of the group?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘What happened at the club?’

‘We had a good time. You know . . .’ Sands took off his glasses again, and rubbed a hand over his eyes ‘. . . we had a few drinks, we danced a little . . .’ He replaced his glasses.

The gesture made Griessel suspicious.

‘At what time did you leave?’ Vusi asked.

‘I . . . I was a little tired. I came back at about eleven.’

‘And the girls?’

‘I don’t know, sir.’

‘They were still at the club when you left?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘So, the last time you saw Miss Russel alive was at the club.’

Sands’s face twisted. He just nodded, as though not trusting his voice.

‘And they were drinking and dancing?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘They were still with the group?’

‘Yes.’

‘Could you give us the names of the people they were with?’

‘I guess . . . Jason was there. And Steven, Sven, Kathy. . .’

‘Do you know their surnames?’ Vusi pulled his notebook closer.

‘Not all of them. It’s Jason Dicklurk, and Steven Cheatsinger. . .’

‘Could you spell that for us?’

‘Well Jason, you know. J.A.S.O.N. And . . . I’m not sure about spelling his surname . . . Can I. . .’

‘Is it Steven with a P.H. Or a V?’ Vusi’s pen hovered over his notes.

‘I don’t know.’

‘Steven’s surname?’

‘Wait . . . Is it OK if I get the list? All the names are there, the guides and everybody.’

‘Please do.’

Sands stood up and walked towards the door. He stopped. ‘I have pics. Of Rachel and Erin.’

‘Photographs?’

‘Yes.’

‘Could you get them?’

‘They’re on my camera, but I can show you. . .’

‘That would be good.’

Ollie Sands walked out through the door.

‘If we can get a photo of the missing girl . . .’ said Vusi.

‘He’s hiding something,’ said Griessel. ‘Something to do with last night.’

‘Do you think so, Benny?’

‘Just now, when he took off his glasses . . . he started lying.’

‘He was crying before you came. Maybe it was. . .’

‘He’s hiding something, Vusi. People who wear specs . . . they have a way . . . There is . . .’ Griessel hesitated. He had learned with Dekker to put his mentoring boots down carefully. ‘Vusi, you learn things over the years, with interrogation. . .’

‘You know I want to learn, Benny.’

Griessel got up. ‘Come and sit here, Vusi. The person you are interviewing must always have his back to the door.’ He shifted the chairs around and sat on one. Vusi sat down next to him. ‘You’ll notice if they have something to hide . . . Let’s say he was sitting here, at an angle, then he’d have his legs pointing towards the door. Then the signs won’t be so obvious. But with the door behind him, he feels trapped. The signs become clearer, he will sweat, keep pulling at his collar, a leg or foot will jump, he will put a hand over his eyes or, if he wears glasses, he will take them off. This one did that when he started talking about coming back early last night.’

Ndabeni had hung on every word. ‘Thanks, Benny. I’ll ask him about that.’

‘Is he the only one here, from the group?’

‘Yes. Some of them flew home last night. The rest are somewhere else, a wine tour. Or up the mountain.’

‘And this one was here?’

‘He was still in bed.’

‘Now why would that be?’

‘Good question.’

‘Do you know how to watch his eyes, Vusi?’

The black detective shook his head.

‘First you must get him to write something down, so you know whether he is left- or right-handed. Then you look for eye movement when he answers. . .’

Griessel’s cell phone rang and he saw the name on the screen. AFRIKA. ‘It’s the Commissioner,’ he said before answering. Vusi raised his eyebrows.

He took the call, ‘Griessel.’

‘Benny, what the hell is going on?’ the District Commissioner: Detective Services and Criminal Intelligence asked, so loudly that even Vusi could hear it.

‘Sir?’

‘Some lawyer is phoning me, Groenewoud or Groenewald or something, lecturing me like a missionary saying you all made a big cock-up with Adrian Barnard’s wife. . .’

‘Adam Bar—’

‘I don’t give a damn,’ said John Afrika. ‘Now the woman has committed suicide because you intimidated her and she has nothing to do with the whole bloody thing. . .’

A hand clenched his heart. ‘She’s dead?’

‘No, she’s not bloody dead, but you are there to mentor, Benny, that’s why I brought you in. Just imagine what the press are going to make of this, I hear Barnard is a bloody celebrity. . .’

‘Sir, nobody—’

‘Meet me at the hospital, you and Fransman Dekker. He can’t curb his bloody ambition and if I try to cover for him they say it’s because he’s a fucking hotnot just like me, and I only look after my own people, where the fuck are you, anyway?’

‘With Vusi, Commissioner. The church murder. . .’

‘And now I hear that’s an American tourist, jissis, Benny, only on a Tuesday. At the hospital, I’ll meet you there, five minutes.’ The line went dead. Benny considered the fact that he had given Alexa Barnard the alcohol and that the Commissioner had not said which hospital and then Oliver ‘Ollie’ Sands walked in with the camera, crying as he stared at the screen on the back. He held it up so that the detectives could see. As Benny Griessel looked he felt that ghostly hand squeeze his heart, that familiar oppression. Rachel Anderson and Erin Russel stood laughing, lovely and carefree, with Kilimanjaro in the background. Young and effervescent, just like his daughter Carla, part of the Great Adventure.



Rachel Anderson lay on her belly behind the heap of pine logs in the cool of the garage and tried to control her breathing.

She thought they must have seen her, because she heard footsteps and voices approaching.

‘. . .more people,’ said one of them.

‘Maybe. But if the Big Guy comes through, we’ll have more than enough.’

She knew their voices.

They stopped right in front of the garage.

‘I just hope to God she’s still out there.’

‘Fucking mountain. It’s huge. But if she moves, Barry will spot her. And our cops will have the streets covered, we’ll get the bitch. I’m telling you, sooner or later we’ll get her and this whole fuck-up will go away.’

She lay listening to the voices and footsteps that faded away uphill. And our cops will have the streets covered. These were the words that echoed in her mind, that killed the last vestige of hope.



Benny Griessel said in Afrikaans: ‘He will talk, Vusi. Just give him a fright. Tell him you’ll lock him up. Take him down to the cells, even. I have to go.’

‘OK, Benny.’ So Griessel left and, outside, on the way to his car, he phoned Dekker.

‘Is she still alive, Fransman?’

‘Yes, she’s alive. Tinkie was with her all the time, but she fucked off into the bathroom and locked the door and cut her wrists with a broken gin bottle. . .’

The one he had poured her drinks from? How did she get it into the bathroom?

‘Is she going to make it?’

‘I think so. We were quick. She lost a lot of blood, but she should be all right.’

‘Where are you?’

‘City Park. Did the Commissioner call you?’

‘He’s the moer in.’

‘Benny, it’s nobody’s fault. It’s that fucking Mouton who made a huge scene. When he saw the blood, he just lost it. . .’

‘We can handle it, Fransman. I’ll be there now.’ He climbed into his car and wondered if he had missed something in his conversation with Alexa Barnard. Had there been a sign?



Inspector Vusi Ndabeni said: ‘I’m your friend. You can tell me anything,’ and he saw Oliver Sands reach for his glasses and take them off.

‘I know.’ Sands began cleaning the glasses on his T-shirt, now with his back to the door.

‘So what really happened last night?’ Vusi watched for the signs Benny had talked about.

‘I told you,’ the voice was too controlled.

Vusi allowed the silence to stretch out. He stared unblinking at Sands, but the eyes evaded him. He waited until Sands put the glasses back on, then he leaned forward. ‘I don’t think you’ve told me everything.’

‘I did, honest to God.’ Again the hands went to the glasses and adjusted them. Benny had told him to give Sands a fright. He didn’t know if he could be convincing. He took a set of handcuffs out of his jacket pocket and put them on the table.

‘Police cells are not nice places.’

Sands stared at the handcuffs. ‘Please,’ he said.

‘I want to help you.’

‘You can’t.’

‘Why?’

‘Jeez. . .’

‘Mr Sands, please stand up and put your hands behind your back.’

‘Oh, God,’ said Oliver Sands and stood up slowly.

‘Are you going to talk to me?’

Sands looked at Vusi and his whole body shivered once and he slowly sat down again.

‘Yes.’


11

Griessel drove down Loop Street towards the harbour. He should have taken Bree Street as there was heavy traffic, slow vehicles, and pedestrians just wandering across the road, all the local chancers. And the Gauteng tourists. They were unmistakable. This was the second wave: the first were the December school holiday brigade, smug motherfuckers who thought they were God’s gift to Cape Town. They were usually families with moody, cell-phone-obsessed teenagers, Moms fiercely shopping, Dads unfamiliar with the streets, getting in everyone’s way. The second wave would arrive in January, the arrogant fat cats who had stayed behind to make their Christmas killing in Sandton and then come here for their annual spending frenzy.

He saw small groups of foreign tourists, Europeans, so painfully law-abiding, only crossing the road at the traffic lights, noses stuck in guidebooks, wanting to photograph everything. He stopped with the lights showing red as far ahead as he could see. Why couldn’t the fucking Metro Police get off their backsides and synchronise them?

That reminded him he ought to call the Field Marshal. Oerson. Perhaps they had found something. No, better to remind Vusi. This was Vusi’s case. He drummed his fingers impatiently on the steering wheel, realised it was the rhythm of ‘Soetwater’ and could no longer ignore his conscience. Alexa Barnard. He should have seen it coming.

She had told him she had a suicide fantasy. ‘I wanted Adam to come home at half past six and climb the stairs and find me dead. Then he would kneel down beside me and say, “You’re the only one I ever loved.” But being dead, of course, I would never see Adam plead with me; those dreams could never be reconciled.’

He shook his head. How the hell could he have missed that? That’s what happened when you got up too early, an hour earlier than usual. He still wasn’t quite with it today. And he had given her alcohol as well. Benny the great mentor who ‘had forgotten more than others had to learn.’

He sought some excuse in the way she had said it, the story she went on to tell. It had distracted him, created a false impression of a woman who was somehow still under control. She had manipulated him. When he whispered ‘Soetwater?’, and she held her glass out for more, a fee for her story.

He had fixated on her thirst; that was the real problem. He had poured her two tots and she had pushed the hair back from her face and said, ‘I was such a terribly insecure little thing.’ And then her history had led his thoughts away from suicide; it had fascinated him. He had heard only her words, the heavy irony, the self-mockery, as though the story was some kind of parody, as if it didn’t really belong to her.

She was an only child. Her father worked for a bank and her mother was a housewife. Every four or five years the family relocated as her father was transferred or promoted – Parys, Potchefstoom, Port Elizabeth, and eventually Bellville, which had finally broken the P-sequence. She left half-formed friendships behind with every move, had to start over as an outsider at every school, knowing that it would only be temporary. More and more she began to live in her own world, mostly behind the closed door of her bedroom. She kept a painfully personal diary, she read and fantasised – and in her final years at high school she dreamed of becoming a singer, of packed halls and standing ovations, of magazine covers and intimate sundowners with other celebrities, and being courted by princes.

The source of this dream, and the only constant throughout her youth was her paternal grandmother. She spent every Christmas holiday with her in the summer heat of Kirkwood and the Sunday’s River Valley. Ouma Hettie was a music teacher all her life, an energetic, disciplined woman with a beautiful garden, a spotless house and a baby grand in the sitting room. It was a house of scent and sound: marmalade and apricot jam simmering on the stove, rusks or leg of mutton in the oven, her grandma’s voice singing or talking, and at night the sweet notes of the piano issuing from the open windows of the small blue house, across the wide verandas, the dense garden and the neighbouring orange orchards, to the rugged ridges of Addo and the changing hue of the horizon.

At first Alexa would sit beside her grandmother and just listen. Later she learned the words and melodies by heart and often sang along.

Ouma Hettie loved Schubert and the Beethoven sonatas, but her true joy was the brothers Gershwin. Between songs she would nostalgically relate the stories of Ira and George. ‘Rialto Ripples’ and ‘Swanee’ were magically coaxed from the keys, ‘Lady Be Good’ and ‘Oh, Kay!’ were sung. She told Alexa how that song was inspired by George Gershwin’s great love, the composer Kay Swift, but that hadn’t prevented him from also having an affair with the beautiful actress Paulette Goddard.

On a sweltering evening in her fifteenth year, Ouma Hettie suddenly stopped playing and told Alexa, ‘Stand there.’ Meekly, she took her place beside the piano.

‘Now sing!’

She did, in full voice for the first time. ‘Of Thee I Sing’, and the old lady closed her eyes, only a little smile betraying her rapture. As the last note faded in the sultry evening air, Hettie Brink looked at her granddaughter and, after a long silence, she said, ‘My dear, you have perfect pitch, and you have an extraordinary voice. You are going to be a star.’ She fetched Ella Fitzgerald’s Gershwin Songbook from her stack of LPs.

That was how the dream began. And Ouma Hettie’s offical tuition.

Her parents were not impressed. A career in singing was not what they had had in mind for their only child. They wanted her to train as a teacher, get a qualification, something practical ‘to fall back on’. ‘What kind of man wants to marry a singer?’ Her mother’s words echoed ironically.

In her Matric year there was conflict, long and bitter arguments in the sitting room of the bank manager’s house in Bellville. With the verbal ammunition provided by her grandma, Alexa fell back to her last line of defence: ‘It’s my life. Mine.’ A week before her finals she went for an audition with the Dave Burmeister Band.

Stage fright nearly got the better of her that day. It was nothing new. She had already experienced it at eisteddfods and the occasional performance at a wedding or with obscure bands in small clubs. It became a sort of ritual, a demon that began systematically to attack her four days before an appearance, so that, with a wildly beating heart, perspiring palms and an overwhelming conviction that she was about to make a total fool of herself, she could only complete the trip from dressing room to microphone with a supreme effort of will.

But as soon as she began to sing, with the first note uttered from her constricted throat, the demon melted away as though it had never existed.

At her first performance with Burmeister in a Johannesburg club, her grandma had been there to hold her hand and give her courage. ‘This is what you were born for, my dear. Go out there and knock them dead.’

And she had. The reviews in The Star were still beside Ouma Hettie’s bed when she passed away quietly in her sleep two months later. ‘Alexandra Brink, in shimmering black, is so easy on the eye – young, blonde and beautiful. But once she starts to sing, her smoky, sensual voice, complete mastery of classical material, and innovative interpretations indicate a rare maturity and an acute musical intelligence. Her range encompasses Gershwin, Nat King Cole, Ma Rainey, Bessie Smith and Bobby Darin, with Dave Burmeister’s arrangements fitting her style and personality perfectly.’



Oliver Sands of Phoenix, Arizona, told Inspector Vusi Ndabeni he had fallen in love with Rachel Anderson on Day Eight of the African Overland Adventure. In Zanzibar. Over a plate of seafood that he had been eating with great concentration.

‘You are obviously enjoying that,’ said Rachel.

He looked up. She stood on the opposite side of the restaurant table with the emerald-green sea as a backdrop, long, dark-brown hair in a plait over her shoulder, a baseball cap on her head and lovely long legs in shorts. Ollie was a bit self-conscious, embarrassed by the way he had been devouring his meal. But when she smiled and pulled out the chair opposite him with a ‘May I join you? I’ll have to try some too,’ he could scarcely believe his luck.

He told Vusi they had had to introduce themselves to each other on the first night of the tour – in a ring of camp stools beneath the African stars. He hadn’t even tried to remember Erin and Rachel’s names. Pretty, athletic, educated girls like that never noticed him. When she sat at his table in Zanzibar and ate her own plate of seafood with gusto, he struggled to remember her name, with a sense of panic. Because she had talked to him. She asked him where he was from and what his future plans were. She listened to his answers with interest, told him of her dream to become a medical doctor, and that one day she would like to make a difference, here, in Africa.

And so he lost his heart to a nameless woman.



Alexa Brink’s stage fright grew worse. The loss of her grandma was a blow, as though a foundation had collapsed, so she learned to smoke to control the fear.

Despite the glowing reviews and the enthusiastic response of the small but loyal audiences in Johannesburg, Durban and Cape Town, the demon of self-doubt clung to her shoulders every night. With a mean voice it whispered that one day she would be unmasked, someone in the audience would see her for what she really was and cry out that she was an impostor, an outsider and a fake. Alone in the dressing room she could not cope. One night she burst in on Dave Burmeister in tears and confessed her fear. That was the beginning of a vicious circle. With fatherly patience, Burmeister explained that all the great names struggled with stage fright. At first his gentle, quiet voice calmed her and got her behind the microphone. But every night it took a little longer, a little more convincing and more praise before she could make the terrifying walk across the stage.

One day, at his wits’ end, Burmeister placed a glass of brandy and Coke in front of her and said: ‘For God’s sake, just drink it.’



Oliver Sands controlled his attraction to Rachel Anderson with an iron hand. Instinctively he knew he must not reveal his burning desire, he must keep his distance. He didn’t look for a seat close to her on the truck, he didn’t pitch his tent in her vicinity in the evening. He waited for those magical moments when – usually with Erin – she talked to him spontaneously, or asked him to film them with her video camera at some tourist spot. She sometimes saw him with a book in his hand and asked him what he was reading. They began a conversation about literature. In the evening she would come and sit beside him at the campfire and with her dazzling zest for life would say: ‘So, Ollie, did we have a good day today or what?’

Day and night he was completely aware of her, he knew where she was every moment, what she was doing, whom she spoke to. He saw that she was friendly with everyone in the group, he kept count of the time she spent with others and realised he was especially privileged – he received more of her attention and conversation than anyone else. The two lean and self-assured chief guides were very popular with the other girls, but she treated them just the same as the men in the tour group, friendly and courteous, while choosing to take her meals with Ollie, talk to him and share many more personal secrets.

It was like that until Lake Kariba. On their second day there, when they boarded the houseboats, she was different, sombre and quiet, the joy and spontaneity gone.



Alexa Barnard learned to have three drinks before a performance. The dose required to keep the demon sufficiently quiet. It was her limit. Four made her slur, the lyrics swimming in her memory, Burmeister’s proud paternal smile wiped from his face by a worried frown. But two was not enough.

She understood the risks. That was why she never had a drink during the day or after the show. Just those three glasses – the first one tossed back an hour and a half before the curtain, the other two taken more slowly. The cellist suggested gin since it didn’t leave the odour on the breath that brandy did. She tried gin and tonic, but didn’t like it. Dry lemon was her ultimate choice of mixer.

In this way, she kept the demon under control for four years, hundreds of appearances and two CD recordings with Burmeister and his band.

Then she met Adam Barnard.

She noticed him one evening in the little Cape theatre – the tall, virile, attractive man with a thick head of black hair who had listened to her spellbound. The following evening he was back again. After the show he came knocking on her dressing-room door with a bunch of flowers in his hand. He was fluent and charming, and his compliments were measured, and therefore seemed more genuine. He invited her out: a business lunch, he made it clear.

She was ready for what he suggested, aware of the limits of her chosen genre. She was known and popular in a small circle, she had a few glowing interviews in the entertainment sections of a few dailies and modest CD sales. She was aware of the limited scope of her career, audience and income. She had reached the highest rung of a short ladder and her prospects were predictable and uninspiring.

Three days later she signed a contract with Adam Barnard. It bound her to his record company and to him, as manager.

He made good on his professional promises. He sought out Afrikaans compositions from Anton Goosen, Koos du Plessis, and Clarabelle van Niekerk, songs to suit her voice and what would become her new style. He hired the best musicians, developed a specific and unique sound for her and introduced her to the media. He courted her with the same quiet professionalism, and married her. He even weaned her off the three pre-appearance gins with his total support, belief in her talent and his silver, silver tongue. For two years her life and career were everything she had dreamed of. One day an open-air photo shoot for Sarie magazine was cancelled due to bad weather and she came home unexpectedly. There, in the same sitting room where she and Griessel had sat, she found Adam with his trousers around his ankles and Paula Phillips on her knees in front of him, performing skilful fellatio with her long fingers and her red-painted mouth. Yes, that Paula Phillips, the dark-haired singer with long legs and big boobs, who was still dishing up pointless commercial junk to middle-class ears. That was the day Alexa Barnard began to drink in earnest.



Even though Rachel Anderson had changed in her behaviour towards everyone, Oliver Sands knew it must have been something he had said or done. He replayed every interaction, every word he had said to her, but he could not pinpoint the source of her aversion. Had he said something to someone else, or done something to someone else that had upset her so much? He lay awake at nights, on the trips to Victoria Falls, the Chobe Game Reserve, the Okavango, Etosha, and finally, to the Cape, he would stare out of the window in the faint hope of gaining some insight, some idea of how he could make things right.

The previous night in Van Hunks in Cape Town he had cracked under the strain. What he ought to have said was: ‘I can see something is bothering you, Rachel. Do you want to talk about it?’ But he had already downed too many beers for Dutch courage. He sat down beside her and like a complete idiot said: ‘I don’t know why you suddenly hate me, but I love you, Rachel.’ He had gazed at her with big hungry puppy eyes in the crazy hope that she would say, ‘I love you too, Ollie. I’ve loved you since that magical day in Zanzibar.’

But she hadn’t.

He thought she hadn’t heard him over the loud music, because she just sat there staring into the middle distance. Then she stood up, turned to him and kissed him on the forehead.

‘Dear Ollie,’ she said and walked away between the crush of people.

‘That’s why I came back here,’ Sands said to Vusi.

‘I’m not following you.’

‘Because I knew the dorm would be empty. Because I didn’t want anybody to see me cry.’ He did not remove his glasses. The tears trickled under the edge of the frame and down his round, red cheeks.
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Rachel Anderson lay on her stomach behind the stacked pine logs, powerless and gutted.

Something pressed uncomfortably against her belly, but she did not move. She couldn’t hold back the self-pity any longer; it overwhelmed and paralysed her. She did not cry; it was as though her tear ducts had dried up. Her breathing fast and shallow, mouth gasping, she stared at the grain of the sawn wood, but saw nothing.

Her thoughts had stalled, trapped by a lack of alternatives, the door to all escape routes slammed shut, except this single option, to lie in this shade, a gasping, helpless fish on dry land.

She couldn’t hear the voices any more. They had walked uphill. Maybe they would see her footprints and follow them here. They would look at the unfinished garage and realise it offered a hiding place and then they would look behind the pine logs and one would grab her hair with an iron grip and slash open her throat. She didn’t even think she would bleed, there was nothing left. Nothing. Not even the terror of that chunky blade; it did not release the flood of adrenaline in her guts any more.

Oh, to be home.

It was a vague longing that slowly overcame her – a ghostly vision emerging from the haze, the safe haven, her father’s voice, far off and faint. ‘Don’t you worry, honey, just don’t you worry.’

Oh, to be held by him, to curl up on his lap with her head under his chin and close her eyes. The safest place in the world.

Her breathing steadied and the image in her mind was clearer. The idea took shape, instinctive and irrational, to get up and phone her father.

He would save her.



If there was a murder or armed robbery in his area at night, the SAPS members of Caledon Square had instructions to call the station commander at home. But the more mundane affairs of the previous night had to wait until he was at his desk in the morning and could scan the notes in the register from the charge office. The SC was a black Superintendent with twenty-five years’ service to his name. He knew there was only one way to tackle this job, slowly and objectively. Otherwise the nature and extent of that list could undo you. So he ran his pen down the list with professional distance, over the domestic violence, public drunkenness, the theft of cell phones and cars, drug sales, disturbance of the peace, burglaries, assault, indecent exposure and various false alarms.

At first his pen slid over the Lion’s Head incident on page seven of the register, but it hovered back. He read through it again more carefully. The reluctant woman who had seen a young girl on the mountain. Then he reached for the bulletin that lay to his left on the corner of the scarred wooden surface. A Constable had brought it in only minutes before. He had scanned it quickly. Now he gave it his full attention.

He saw the connection. At the bottom was Inspector Vusumuzi Ndabeni’s name and phone number.

He picked up the phone.



Vusi was walking down Long Street towards the harbour, on his way to the Van Hunks nightclub, when his phone rang. He answered without stopping.

‘Inspector Ndabeni.’

‘Vusi, it’s Goodwill,’ said the Caledon Square SC in Xhosa. ‘I think I have something for you.’



Benny Griessel stood with his colleagues in one of the examination rooms of the City Park Hospital Casualty Department. He had a strong sense of déjà vu.

Space was limited, so they were quite an intimate little group behind the closed door. While Fransman Dekker talked with his habitual frown, Griessel observed the people around him: John Afrika, District Commissioner: Detective Services and Criminal Intelligence, in full impressive uniform, his epaulettes weighed down with symbols of rank. Afrika was shorter than Dekker, but he had presence, an energy that made him the dominant force in the room. Beside Afrika was the fragile Tinkie Kellerman, her delicate features overshadowed by her huge eyes revealing how intimidated she was by this gathering. Then there was the broad-shouldered Dekker with his crew cut and angular face; serious, focused, voice deep and intense as he talked. They said he made women weak at the knees but Griessel couldn’t see how. They said Dekker had a beautiful coloured wife in a senior position at Sanlam, and that’s how he could afford to live in an expensive house somewhere on the Tygerberg. They also said that he sometimes played away from home.

And Cloete, beside him, the liaison officer with tobacco stains on his fingers and permanent shadows under his eyes. Cloete, with his endless patience and calm, the man in the middle, between the devil of the media and the deep blue of the police. How many times had he been through this, Griessel wondered, in this kind of emergency meeting, the one who had to make sure all the bases were covered, so that explanations higher up in the SAPS food chain would be consistent. The difference now was that he, too, like Cloete, was caught in a no-man’s-land, his created by the mentorship that he didn’t think was going to work.

Dekker concluded his explanation and Griessel drew an unobtrusive breath, preparing for the predictable conclusion.

‘Are you sure?’ Afrika asked and looked at Griessel.

‘Absolutely, Commissioner,’ he said. Everyone but Cloete nodded.

‘So why is the doos carrying on like this?’ The Commissioner glared guiltily at Tinkie Kellerman after the expletive and said: ‘Sorry, but that is what he is.’

Tinkie merely nodded. She had heard everything by now.

‘He was trouble from the start,’ said Fransman Dekker. ‘He gave the Constable trouble at the gate, insisted on coming in. It was a crime scene, sir, and I do things by the book.’

‘Fair enough,’ said John Afrika and dipped his head thoughtfully with a hand over his mouth. Then he looked up. ‘The press . . .’ he looked at Cloete enquiringly.

‘It’s a major story,’ said Cloete, on the defensive as usual, as if he was implicated in the blood lust of the media. ‘Barnard is a celebrity of sorts. . .’

‘That’s the problem,’ said John Afrika, and thought some more.

When he looked up and focused on Dekker with an apologetic slant to his mouth, Griessel knew what was coming.

‘Fransman, you’re not going to like this. . .’

‘Commissioner, maybe . . .’ Griessel said, because he had been the one who had control taken away from him before, and he knew how it felt.

Afrika held up a hand. ‘They will tear us apart, Benny, if Mouton puts the blame on us. You see, we were there, in her room . . . You know what the papers are like. Tomorrow they will say it’s because we put inexperienced people on the case. . .’

Dekker got it now. ‘No, Commissioner . . .’ he said.

‘Fransman, don’t let us misunderstand each other; it happened on your watch,’ Afrika said sternly. Then more gently: ‘I’m not saying it’s your fault; I want to protect you.’

‘Protect?’

‘You have to understand. These are difficult times. . .’

They knew he was referring to the recent investigational failures that the newspapers and politicians had pounced on like predators.

Dekker tried one last time, ‘But, sir, if I crack this, tomorrow they will write. . .’

‘Djy wiet dissie sóé maklikie!’ You know it’s not that simple.

Griessel wondered why Cape Coloureds only spoke Cape Flats Afrikaans with each other. It always made him feel excluded.

Dekker wanted to say more, his mouth opened, but John Afrika lifted a warning finger. Dekker’s mouth closed, his jaw clenched, eyes fierce.

‘Benny, you take charge of this one,’ the Commissioner said. ‘As of now, Fransman, you work closely with Benny. Lat hy die pressure vat. Lat hy die Moutons van die lewe handle.’ Let him take the pressure, let him handle the Moutons of this world. And then, almost as an afterthought: ‘You’re a team, if you crack this. . .’

Griessel’s phone rang.

‘. . .then you can share the honours.’

Benny took the phone out of his pocket and checked the screen.

‘It’s Vusi,’ he said meaningfully.

‘Jissis,’ said Afrika shaking his head. ‘It never rains. . .’

Griessel answered with a ‘Vusi?’

‘Is the Commissioner still there with you, Benny?’

‘He’s here.’

‘Keep him there, please, just keep him there.’



Tafelberg Road is tarred, and follows the contour of the mountain, starting at 360 metres above sea level. It runs past the cable car station with its long queues of tourists, but just beyond Platteklipstroom ravine a concrete barrier keeps cars out, so only cyclists and pedestrians can continue. From there on it rises and falls between 380 and 460 metres for four kilometres or more around Devil’s Peak before it becomes an increasingly rough dirt track, eventually connecting with the Kings Battery hiking trail.

The observation point with the best view of the city bowl is a hundred metres below Mount Prospect on the northern flank of Devil’s Peak, just before the path turns sharply east.

The young man was sitting just above the path, on a rock in the shade of a now flowerless protea bush. He was in his late twenties, white, lean and tanned. He wore a wide-brimmed hat, a bleached blue shirt with a green collar, long khaki shorts and old worn Rocky sandals with deep tread soles. He held a pair of binoculars to his face and scanned the ground slowly from left to right, west to east. Below him the Cape was breathtaking – from the cable car sliding, seemingly weightless, past Table Mountain’s rugged cliffs to the top, past the sensuous curves of Lion’s Head and Signal Hill, over the blue bay, a glittering jewel that stretched to the horizon, to below him where the city nestled comfortably, like a contented child in the mountain’s embrace. He saw none of this, because his attention was focused only on the city’s edge.

Beside him on the flat rock was a map book of Cape Town. It was open at Oranjezicht, the suburb directly below him. The mountain breeze gently flipped the pages so that every now and then he had to put out an absent-minded hand to flatten them.



Rachel Anderson stood up slowly, like a sleepwalker. She walked around the long stack of logs and looked towards the mountain. She could not see anyone. She walked out of the shadow of the garage and turned right in the direction of the city, across the cement slab and stone paving, then across the tar of Bosch Avenue to where it turned into Rugby Road ten metres further on. She was drained, she could no longer run, she would go and phone her father, just walk slowly and go and phone her father.



The young man with the binoculars spotted her instantly, his lenses sliding over her, a tiny, lonely figure. The denim shorts, the powder-blue T-shirt and the small rucksack – it was her.

‘Jesus Christ,’ he said out loud.

He pulled the binoculars back, focused on her to make absolutely sure, then took out a cell phone from his shirt pocket and searched for a number. He called and brought the binoculars back to his eyes with one hand.

‘Yeah?’ he heard over the cell phone.

‘I see her. She just fuckin’ walked out of nowhere.’

‘Where is she?’

‘Right there, in the road, she’s turning right. . .’

‘Which road, Barry?’

‘For fuck’s sake,’ said Barry, putting the binoculars down on the rock and picking up the map. The wind had turned the page again. Hurriedly, he turned the page back and ran his finger over the map, looking for the right place.

‘It’s right there, first road below. . .’

‘Barry, what fuckin’ street?’

‘I’m working on it,’ said Barry hoarsely.

‘Just relax. Give us a street name.’

‘OK, OK . . . It’s Rugby Road . . . Hang on . . .’ He grabbed the binoculars again.

‘Rugby Road runs all along the mountain, you fucking idiot.’

‘I know, but she’s turning left into . . .’ He put the binoculars down again, searched the map feverishly. ‘Braemar. That’s it . . .’ Barry lifted up the binoculars again. ‘Braemar . . .’ He searched for her, spotted her in the lenses for a moment. She was walking calmly, in no hurry. Then she began to disappear, as though the suburb was swallowing her feet first. ‘Shit, she’s . . . she’s gone, she just fucking disappeared.’

‘Not possible.’

‘I think she went down an embankment or something.’

‘You’ll have to do better than that.’

Barry trembled as he searched the map again. ‘Stairs. She’s taking the stairway to Strathcona Road.’ He pointed the binoculars again. ‘Ja. That’s it. That’s exactly where she is.’



Griessel stood outside on the pavement with Dekker and Cloete. Through the glass doors they watched John Afrika pacify Willie Mouton and his soberly dressed lawyer. ‘Sorry, Fransman,’ said Griessel.

Dekker didn’t reply; he just stared at the three men inside.

‘It happens,’ said Cloete philosophically. He drew deeply on a cigarette and looked at his cell phone, which was receiving complaining texts from the press, one after another. He sighed. ‘It’s not Benny’s fault.’

‘I know,’ said Dekker. ‘But we’re wasting time. Josh Geyser could be in fucking Timbuktu by now.’

‘The Josh Geyser?’ asked Cloete.

‘Who?’ asked Griessel.

‘The gospel guy. Barnard pumped his wife yesterday in his office and she went and confessed the whole thing.’

‘Barnard’s wife?’ asked Griessel.

‘No. Geyser’s.’

‘Melinda?’ asked Cloete urgently.

‘That’s right.’

‘No!’ Cloete was shocked.

‘Hang on . . .’ said Griessel.

‘I’ve got all their CDs,’ said Cloete. ‘I can’t fucking believe it. Is that what Mouton is going around saying?’

‘Are you a gospel fan?’ Dekker asked.

Cloete nodded only fleetingly and flicked his cigarette butt in an arc down the street. ‘He’s lying, I’m telling you. Melinda is a sweet thing. And besides, she and Josh are born-again – she would never do a thing like that.’

‘Born-again or not, that’s what Mouton says.’

‘Fransman, wait. Explain this to me,’ said Griessel.

‘Apparently, yesterday Barnard fucked Melinda Geyser in his office. So her husband, Josh, pitches up yesterday afternoon saying he knows all about it and he’s going to beat Barnard to death, but Barnard wasn’t there.’

‘Can’t be,’ said Cloete, but as a policeman he knew people were capable of anything and he was already considering whether it might be true. Then his face fell. ‘Oh man, the press. . .’

‘Ja,’ said Griessel.

‘Benny!’ All three turned when they heard Vusi Ndabeni’s voice. The black detective came jogging down the pavement and reached them, out of breath. ‘Where is the Commissioner?’

As one, all three pointed accusing fingers through the glass doors where a doctor had now joined the Mouton conference.

‘The other girl – she’s still alive, Benny. But they’re hunting her down, somewhere in this city. The Commissioner will have to organise more people.’



Without haste, she walked down Marmion Road in the direction of the city. There was an absence in her, an acceptance of her fate. Ahead she saw a car reversing out of a driveway, a small black Peugeot. The driver was a woman. Rachel did not increase her pace, continued to walk towards her, unthreatening. The woman drove to the edge of the street and stopped. She looked left for traffic, then right. She saw Rachel and for an instant made eye contact, then looked away.

‘Hi,’ said Rachel calmly, but the woman didn’t hear her. She stepped forward and softly knocked on the window with the knuckle of her middle finger. The woman turned her head, irritably. Her mouth had a peculiar shape, the corners pulled down strongly. She turned the window down a few centimetres.

‘May I use your telephone, please,’ said Rachel, without emotion, as though she knew what the answer would be.

The woman looked her up and down, saw the dirty clothes, the grazed chin, hands and knees. ‘There’s a public telephone at Carlucci’s. On Montrose.’

‘I’m in real trouble.’

‘It’s just around the corner,’ and the woman looked again for traffic in Marmion Road. ‘Just turn right at the next street, and walk two blocks.’

She wound up the window and reversed. As she turned left to drive away she looked once more at Rachel, suspicion and aversion in her face.



Barry studied the map on the hood of the vehicle and said over his phone: ‘Look, she could have gone left into Chesterfield, or she could have taken Marmion, but I can’t see her. The angle’s not good from here.’

‘Which one goes down into the city?’ The voice was out of breath.

‘Marmion.’

‘Then keep your focus on Marmion. We’re two minutes from the Landy, but you will have to tell us where she is. It’s going to take ten minutes to get the cops there. And by then she could be anywhere. . .’

Barry took the binoculars and held them to his eyes again. ‘Hang on. . .’

He followed Strathcona to where it led into Marmion, which was thickly lined with trees. The binoculars stripped the image of perspective, there were too many double storeys and it was too overgrown; only here and there could he see the western pavement and parts of the street surface. He followed the trajectory north towards the city, glanced swiftly at the map. Marmion ended in . . . Montrose. She ought to turn left there, if she wanted to reach the city.

Binoculars again. He found Montrose, broad and more visible from here. He followed it west. Nothing. Would she have turned right? East?

‘Barry?’

‘Yeah?’

‘We’re at the Landy. We’re going to Marmion.’

‘OK,’ he said, still looking through the binoculars.

He saw her, far and tiny in the lenses, but unmistakable. She crossed the intersection.

‘I have her. She’s in Montrose . . .’ He looked down at the map. ‘She just crossed Forest, heading east.’

‘OK. We’re in Glencoe. Now just don’t lose her.’
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John Afrika walked out of the glass doors of casualty alone. Apparently, Willie Mouton and the sombre lawyer, Regardt Groenewald, had gone into the hospital. ‘Good news, kêrels,’ said John Afrika as he took his place in the circle. ‘Alexa Barnard is out of danger. The damage is not so bad, she’s just lost a lot of blood, they’re keeping her . . . Oh, Vusi, morning, what are you doing here?’

‘I’m sorry, sir, I know you’re busy, but I thought I should come and ask for help. . .’

‘Don’t apologise, Vusi. What can I do?’

‘The American girl at the church . . . there were two of them, we know that now . . .’ Vusi Ndabeni took out his notebook from the pocket of his neat jacket, stood up straight and said, ‘The victim is Miss Erin Russel. Her friend is Miss Rachel Anderson. They came in with a tour group yesterday. Miss Anderson was seen on Signal Hill at approximately six o’clock this morning, pursued by assailants. Sir, she’s an eyewitness, and she’s in great danger. We need to find her.’

‘Damn,’ said John Afrika, but the English expletive seemed ineffective in his mouth.

‘Pursued by assailants? What assailants?’

‘Apparently five or six young men, some white, some black, the witness says.’

‘And who is this witness?’

‘A lady by the name of . . . Sybil Gravett. She was walking her dog along Signal Hill when Miss Anderson came up to her and asked her for help. She
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