


Chapter 10. 

Mphiri’s faith has been rewarded. Over a year and a half has passed and Ian McKenzie is going to be released. The Chronicle says that the verdict has been quashed because of a successful appeal. New evidence was presented to the court concerning the validity of the confession. 

Maphosa and Rosanna argue about this, too. Rosanna says that definitely he will not be released because he is a murderer and he has killed a white woman; Maphosa says once again Rosanna reveals her unending ignorance: that boy will definitely be released because he is a murderer of a white woman. It will make white people feel very confused about the government and its intentions; they will not know which way the wind is blowing. “Let them start murdering each other,” says Maphosa. “Maybe then we can have our land at last.” 

Daddy says that prison can reform some people; it can make them realize the error of their ways so that they make amends. 

Mummy looks at him and says all she knows is that now we will have to live with a murderer in our midst and then she starts humming. This is Mummy’s way of telling Daddy “I told you so.” She has been urging him for a long time now to start looking for a new house in one of the better suburbs. A better suburb to Mummy is one where there are higher quality white people and no apostolics. She wants to move further north. But Daddy says that we can’t afford to move; the rates alone will kill us. Mummy doesn’t believe him and thinks that this is yet another example of Daddy’s tightness with money when it concerns her. 

After dinner I go to my room and slowly move the dressing table. I remove the lighter that I have taped to the back of the mirror. I sit down on my bed and look at it in my palm. I am breathing deeply, in and out, like when Dr. Esat asks me to as he moves the stethoscope around on my chest. I close my eyes, which makes me feel dizzy. 

Roxy found the lighter somewhere in the vegetable patch. It had clinked on the driveway, and I was surprised by that because Roxy usually had a poor lizard dangling from his teeth, which would only make a dull slapping sound when Roxy flung it on the stone slabs. I stooped down, picked up the object. It was wet with saliva and dirt. And then I ran water over it and I saw what it was. 

It had been months since the sentencing. He was in jail now. I chanted the old playground claim, finders, keepers; losers, weepers, over and over again, but the more I held the lighter in my hands the more it became what it was, evidence. And I had it. 

He came today. 

We all saw him. 

He stood outside the gate and looked up at the house. 

He stood there just looking. 

Mphiri came out and opened the gate. 

Maphosa said that there will never be peace now. 

Rosanna, who is pregnant, was quiet. 

Mummy said he looked like a criminal. I didn’t think that she was right about that. 





He helped us push start the car. The Cortina stalled again at the gate. I got out of the car and saw him standing by his gate, looking. I felt shy to have my back turned from him, my head bent down, my bottom up, straining my weight against the car. 

“I’ll give you a hand,” he said. 

I hadn’t even heard him walking up. 

Our hands were side by side. 

The car finally started and I got inside. Daddy leaned his head out of the window and thanked him. 

“It’s nothing, Mr. Bishop. Glad to help.” 

In the car, Daddy looked at his windscreen mirror and sighed. I was thinking of his hands. I was thinking of the lighter in them. The lighter that said Rhodesian Army on it. Hot and burning. 

When I came home, I took out my diary, which was wedged in between the mattress and the headboard. I had bought it in March in Kingstons at half price with my pocket money. It had a picture of a ballerina on the cover and a lock and key. I found the date and put a big X in the space for writing. I counted; it was twenty-one days since he had been released. Then I locked it up again and put the key back in my pencil case. I wasn’t supposed to have any secrets from my parents. 

And then I took the lighter out from behind the mirror. I stood in the room trying to think of another place. I thought that maybe I would put it in my pink handbag, which was too childish for me now and which I kept hanging in the cupboard. I was opening the cupboard door when I heard Mummy’s foot­steps, and I shoved it under my pillow. 

“Lindiwe,” Mummy says. “Our interaction with that boy must be kept to the strictest minimum. If he comes here when there are no adults around, you must not let him in. I have al­ready informed Rosanna and Maphosa. Is that understood?” 

“Yes, Mummy, I understand.” 

Mummy is now treasurer of the Women’s Group. Monday and Wednesday afternoons she is away at meetings. 

Mphiri says that the young master is sleeping in the boy’s kaya with him. Mphiri scratches his head and says that this is not right. The young master sleeps right on the floor without even a mat­tress. He sleeps on the grass mat. Maphosa says that maybe now Mphiri will see reason and go back home. Even white people are afraid of Amadhlozi, the spirits who want to avenge a grave wrongdoing. Rosanna does not believe Mphiri. A white person would never do that. She cannot even imagine them using the same toilet as Mphiri. Mphiri is just getting too old. White people need electricity. She cannot even think of a white man sitting down to light a paraffin stove. 

As the days and weeks went by, things remained normal; every­one seemed to just accept his presence. Nobody made any com­ments about him, and nothing bad seemed to be happening to anyone. Maybe Mrs. McKenzie’s spirit wasn’t interested in doing anyone any harm. Maybe the heat had dried it up, sapped away all its energy (and anger), like it was doing to everything else. 

Every evening, Daddy was glued to the TV rain forecast report and the graphs on the level of the dams. Hillside dam, which we had visited at school, was not even half-full. The drought wasn’t showing any signs of ending. The city council tightened its water rationing measures. The use of hosepipes was completely banned, even if you were using borehole water. Maphosa had to water the vegetables with a bucket. 

Sometimes he would drive out of his gate at the same time in the morning as us. Maybe he had found a job. It was funny to me that he would never overtake Daddy even though Daddy drove so slowly. It was like a mark of respect. Sometimes sitting in the back, I was tempted to turn my head but I never did. 

And then, it was a Saturday morning and I was standing at the bus stop, getting nervous because the bus was already thirty minutes late. I was going to be late for the netball match if I didn’t leave straightaway. It was an interschools quarter final, and we were taking on the Convent Girls who had beaten us badly last year. Everybody on the team wanted revenge. 

He took the corner, passing me, and then he reversed. 

He rolled down his window and called out, “Do you want a lift?” 

I got into the yellow Datsun Sunny. 

I put my bag on the floor on top of my feet. 

I put my hands under my mauve skirt, and then I placed them on my lap. I wished that I wasn’t wearing my tracksuit bottoms under my skirt. I looked like a country girl. 

He drove all the way down Jacaranda Road, up the bridge onto Acacia Drive, where all the acacia trees along the road were in bloom, their yellow flowers making me think of how when Daddy got called to fix a fault in Hwange National Park, he saw giraffes feeding on the flowers and said that they looked like very tall, elegant ladies ruminating about life. And then he annoyed Mummy by saying, “Not like you big Manyano ladies.” 

I looked straight through the front windscreen, and then my neck began to hurt so I turned and looked out my window. 

There wasn’t much to see because most of the houses were behind durawalls, except for the white double story, which was at the corner of Athlone Avenue and Moss Street. When I had first seen it, I thought that it must be full of children running up and down stairs, laughing and screaming, some­thing like in The Sound of Music. But only an old white man lived there who was rumored to have shaken hands with Hitler. 

I had the strange feeling that my head was shaking, vibrating. 

“Don’t be nervous. Lindiwe, isn’t it?” 

I was shocked that he knew my name, that he had said it out aloud to me. I liked the way it sounded coming from him. 

“Yes, Mr. McKenzie,” I said. 

“Mr. McKenzie,” he almost shouted. “Now, you’re trying to be funny, heh. Ian. Just Ian. I’m not an old bally.” 

“Ian,” I said in my head. 

I didn’t know why I had blurted out “Mr. McKenzie” and why I kept thinking of him as that. Was it because he had been in jail and had experienced things that adults do? Or was it because he was so big and made me feel like a child who didn’t know much about life? 

I didn’t think it was because he was white, that I was a little frightened of him. Mummy was always telling anyone who would listen that when I was a baby I would wail if cotton wool or a white person happened to touch me. 

We drove in silence all along Main Street, all down Fourth Avenue, and then at the corner of Fourth Avenue and Borrow Street, I said, “You can drop me here. I’ll walk the rest of the way.” 

He didn’t say anything. 

I opened the door and said thank you. 

He said, “Here, your bag, and good luck.” 





The second time we passed each other along the escalators at Haddon and Sly. He was going up. I was going down. We looked at each other. That was all. 

The third time was at the Grasshut. It was dark inside, and I didn’t see him until he was out front at the till paying his bill. He was taking money out of his wallet, looking right at me. I was with Bridgette and she said, “Isn’t that . . . ?” 

The fourth time was when it really began. 

I was at the National Museum in the Minerals Hall collecting information for my science project. He was sitting on one of the benches lining the glass wall. I saw him first because his face was turned away, looking down. 

Just as I was about to walk away, he turned and said, “You again.” 

I stood there in my school uniform not knowing what to do or say. 

He got up. “Would you like something to drink?” he asked. “I’m thinking of going down to the kiosk to get a Coke.” 

Without thinking, I said, “Yes, thank you.” 

This time I noticed things about him: how his hair was cut so short it looked as if he had meant to shave it and then changed his mind at the very last minute, how his hands were bruised. 

He saw me looking at his hands and said, “So did you win?” 

The netball match had been weeks ago, so I didn’t understand at first. 

“Your netball,” he said. 

“Oh, yes. Fifteen to three.” 

I had a Coke, too, and we sat there just sipping, drinking. 

After that we walked back down. We stopped a bit at the mammals’ exhibit where all the stuffed animals are. He made a funny noise, as if he was trying to let out a laugh but was choking on it. 

“My word, this brings back memories.” 

We were looking at two lions tearing apart a baby antelope. Its stomach was spilling out and blood was everywhere. 

“Bawled my eyes out when I saw that. My old man gave me a good clip around the ear, a kick in the backside plus. What an embarrassment I was, a damn prissy boy. And the old man, a fricking Selous Scout. What a git.” 

The words Selous Scout echoed in the chamber so full of blood and entrails. I was glad that there was no one else to hear them. 

“The Selousie,” Daddy says on one of the days when he re­members the war and something takes him back there, maybe a newspaper article or a TV program. “Those guys were some­thing else, I tell you.” 

I can hear fear and wonder in his voice and also the way he stops a bit, his mouth moving silently as if he is arguing with him­self: Should he go on? Should he just stop right there? He has said quite enough already, but then his mouth opens and the words come spilling out. He doesn’t look at anyone when he is talking like this. He looks at the war. He is talking with the war. 

“You don’t want to get on the wrong side of them. They are sharp. Sharp! And they know the bush. You put a Selous Scout in the bush with nothing. Nothing, no water, food, weapons, nothing, and I’m telling you that is how they are trained, dropped in the bush by helicopter and not city, town bush. Bush, bush with nothing. Seven days they must survive, just like that. Anyone who survives that, you can become a recruit. 

Just to be a recruit. We ordinary soldiers, you meet a Scout with his FN submachine gun, you don’t even look. Forget it. Those guys disciplined, sure, but anything can trigger them. Anything. And mind you, they don’t hesitate. Trained machines. Afraid of nothing. Nothing! Even the boys respect them. One Selousie can take out thirty, forty, I’m telling you, in no time at all. And the African ones, the worst or should I say, best. Masters in dis­guise, infiltration. How many went right into guerrilla camps and took those boys out like that. And when . . .” 

Daddy had stopped talking when he saw Maphosa opening the gate. 

Outside, we walked through the park, all the way up to the main entrance. 

“I’ll give you a ride,” he said. 

He dropped me in South Grove by the cemetery; as he was pulling away he stopped the car and shouted through the window—“Hey, Lindiwe, meet you here tomorrow round about this time”— and then he drove away before waiting for my answer. 

I took the bus the rest of the way home. 

It was only later, lying on my bed, that it came to me — not once sitting there with him did I think of him as the boy who might have done that terrible thing. Not once. 





Chapter 11. 

Thirteen missionaries have been killed in Esigodini by dissidents. The dissidents went into the farmhouse with pangas and hoes. One boy and two other people, who pretended to be dead after they had been hacked by pangas, escaped. The boy hid in the bathroom and crawled out of the window and ran all the way in the dark. The dissidents even killed the babies. The mothers said the Our Father as their babies were held high and dropped onto the floor. Just like the terrorists used to do. 

Maphosa says that it is all lies. He says that this is a setup. Mugabe is trying to create trouble in Matabeleland so that he can launch a full-out attack. He is impatient to have his one-party state. He wants to crush all opposition. Look how Tongogara was eliminated; if he was still alive, he would be in charge, not that little man. Maphosa says these killings are the work of Shonas posing as dissidents. True ZIPRA fighters would only attack military targets. When I ask him how he knows this, he looks at me as though I have accused him of lying. “You can believe what you want,” he says. “The truth is the truth.” 

Geraldine Ainsley is immigrating to England. Her father says that there is no future for whites here. “They will hunt us all down,” he says. “This is only the beginning. All this so-called reconciliation and working yourself to the bone adds up to a baby smashed by munts onto a concrete floor. No ways, man, are we staying here.” 

“We’re reclaiming our British citizenship,” says Geraldine, tossing her hair. “We have brand-new passports. Thank good­ness for that.” 

During break time she hands out the invitations to her farewell party. Everyone is invited, even me. And Bridgette, of course. On the cover there is a picture of her family: Mum, Dad, Geraldine all waving and smiling brightly and the two poodles leaping up trying to catch the speech bubble that exclaims “Cheers.” 

“Just wait,” says Bridgette. “They’ll come back running when they get a dose of reality. No servants, no gardens, just some horrible poky little flat in east London, where they will have to rub shoulders with so many Indians they will think they are in India, and the cold brrrrr! They think that the royal family will be waiting at the airport to receive them with open arms, they’ve got a big shock coming. I give them two months, mmmm, not even that. Look at her, do you think she has the slightest idea of how to make her own bed?” 

At assembly, Mrs. Jameson asks us to please say special prayers for all those who have died out in Esigodini; those poor people were only trying to do good in the world. 

In The Chronicle, spread out across the two middle pages, are six coffins lying side by side in front of the altar inside the cathedral. Two of them, one at each end, are very small. 

In the evening news we hear the priest say that only love will heal the deep wounds in Zimbabwe. 





Chapter 12. 

“What a right cock-up,” he says. 

If no one will take him on here, give him a job or an apprenticeship, something in mechanics, he’ll go back down south, try his luck; there are opportunities there even for someone like him; he can pick up from where he left off. 

We are at the park by the aviary. 

“That’s a Cardinal Woodpecker,” he says pointing. “That one over there, and over there—yes, that frisky one—that’s a Hoopoe, now take a look at that Hadeda. You know the best place to watch birds? Down by the sewage works, over at Aiselby Farm by the Umguza Dam. When I was a lightie, my old man was the manager, and man, there were manigi birds: Cape Shoveler, Pink-backed Pelican, Pochards, Teals, you name it. It was like you were in blimming paradise or something.” 

He bursts out laughing. “Jeez, I’m full of bullshit. Big-time bullshit.” 

“Look at these poor buggers,” he says. “Just like Khami.” 

It’s the first time he’s mentioned the prison. 

He goes to the fence, grabs it. “Yah, just like that blimming hellhole.” 

He turns back to look at me. “Although, to tell the truth, I didn’t spend that much time in there. Three months, tops. Most of it I was over at Esigodini doing fricking farming. Eeesh, I even got promoted for good behavior. By the time I got to Khami, I had put on some major muscle what with all that hoeing and shit. Check.” 

He pushes the sleeves of his shirt up, bulges his arms. Then he cracks into a smile. “Jeez, man, my This Is Your Life, heh. So how about you, what’s happening?” 

“I’m going to a party,” I say. “This Saturday.” 

“A party, heh, birthday?” 

“No, a girl is leaving. They’re going to England.” 

“And another one bites the dust. So tell me about it on Monday, heh?” 





Chapter 10. 

“Thanks for doing this, Lindiwe.” 

It’s such a formal thing for him to say. 

We’re driving down to Bulawayo. It’s the Christmas holidays. Everything is so dry and barren it seems it could never once have been saturated with any other color but this woeful grayness. 

I haven’t told my mother we’re coming. 

“They dumped her there,” he told me when he got the notification of her impending evaluation. “They didn’t know what to do with her.” 

She is going to undergo some tests, and if these go well she might be released. She’s now living in a more open wing of the hospital, for patients who are considered low risk. 

I look up at Ian and brush the crook of my finger on his chin, feel the stubble here. He takes the finger, squeezes tight, nibbles at it. 

The thought of our visit fills me with unease; I haven’t slept for two days. On Christmas Eve we’ll go to Ingutsheni, the three of us, and we will meet her. Ian will introduce her to me, me to her. 

I look out the window, at the hacked trees and where the ground has been scorched. I have tried to imagine the kind of trauma being in that fire might have caused; the type of breakdown it might have precipitated. Words and ideas from my studies have leaked out, attaching themselves to the unknown: personality disorder, schizophrenia, psychotic episodes. 

Nineteen-year-old Ian, coming out of jail, his first visit to his mother, what, who did he see behind those walls? His mother’s reality must have shifted so that where she was, where she found herself, became the norm: what kind of adaptations had her mind made to survive? 

That was an essay topic last year: does madness really exist or is it just a reasonable response to a set of events? 

I look back at David. He’s grown. I look down at his feet, at the new Bata tackies we got on Saturday (when I said “tackies,” the young shop assistant looked at me with her Big City Girl attitude. “Oh, you mean sneakers,” she said). I see his bare feet on that morning months and months ago when we lifted his sleeping body out from his grandmother’s grasp. 

“They need to see that she has some kind of support system,” Ian told me. 

A support system, I thought. We can barely support ourselves. 

We haven’t talked about how we’ll manage. 

We are staying at, ironies of ironies, the Grey’s Inn, former all-exclusive Rhodie Hangout. It is two blocks from The Selborne and caters for the budget traveler. We are refugees in our own town. Looking up at its colonial facade, I think of my schoolgirl self sitting in the car while Ian stood behind a fence trying to connect with an old school friend in Khumalo, arranging to meet here to check out the new contingent of expat chicks. 

While Ian sleeps, I go with David into town, his hand in mine, still a surprise. 

We go into Woolworths. 

“You can have a sweet, David. Any one you like.” 

I watch him take in the assortment of delights, hazards. The fudge and licorice sticks, the cool cigarettes with their white peppermint stalks and red tips, snug in their packet; Rita would “smoke” them during lunchtimes even though they were forbidden at school, blowing elaborate circles in the air with her exhaled “smoke.” I look at the jelly babies, red, white, yellow, orange, and feel the sticky mess of them in my fist. 

I look over the counters at the gift packages of men’s aftershave and ladies’ perfumes: Impulse spray, Shield deodorant for men. I would save months and months ahead for my parents’ gifts. I think of the day after Christmas when I saw Mummy giving my present away to Rosanna. She wanted the perfumes that came from Europe, that were sold only in Edgars. 

“Maybe some chocolate?” I ask him. “Those peanut clusters are delicious.” 

We stand there together until finally we take the escalator and go upstairs to the supermarket to see if there are any toys there. 

I stand upstairs and memory gushes at me: Daddy maneuvering the trolley, the wad of dollars in his shirt pocket, Mummy holding the list, slowly crossing out the found items. I walk up and down the aisles, lifting the familiar objects as if they were artifacts. The same things as in Harare, but here in this place, they seem to resonate with meaning. 

There’s a selection of balls in one corner, and I notice David eyeing them. 

I’ve bought him a football for Christmas, and it’s in the suitcase with the other gifts. Back in Harare there’s the bicycle waiting for him; Ian got it on account from Manica Cycles. But I want him to have something now. I want him to have a memory of this moment, me and him together. 

“You can choose a ball, David, since you didn’t have any sweets.” 

I almost add “please.” 

He picks up a red plastic ball, throws it carefully up in the air. And then he puts it down again. He takes hold of my hand. And we take the stairs downstairs. 

When we get back to the hotel, Ian’s not in the room. I wonder if he has gone to the pub or if he’s driven off somewhere. We wait until it gets dark, and then we eat the chicken sandwiches I brought with us and we both fall asleep watching TV. 

We drive through the gates bearing gifts: a sweater in baby blue four-ply wool, a pair of yellow socks, a toothbrush and toothpaste, a bar of soap. This time I do not stay in the car waiting for Ian to get back. I step out of the car. David and I find a bench to sit on while Ian goes up the stairs. 

“She’s sleeping,” he says, when he comes back alone. 

We sit on the bench, the three of us. I close my eyes and imagine music playing through the air here, something with strings and maybe a flute, something so soft and fragile if you breathed too hard it would shatter. 

“I’ll go and check again,” Ian says, and I notice that this time he takes the gifts with him. 

I look down at David and find the giraffe in his hand; he’s gnawing at the giraffe’s head. 

I push the giraffe’s head away from his mouth. 

Where are all the inmates? Do days like this, days of celebration, make them edgy? Are they given more medication than normal to blot out memory, desire, longing? 

As if in answer, a shriek pierces through the silence and David stiffens next to me. At this moment it seems such a foolhardy thing to have brought him here. 

Ian returns alone. The gifts are gone. 

We spend Christmas in the hotel. We eat the buffet lunch. I don’t say anything about Ian’s drinking, the Castles cluttering up our table. 

Later I go to see my father. Like Ian, bearing gifts. 

Mummy is sitting outside by the veranda with Aunty Gertrude. 

It is a shock to see Aunty Gertrude there. They watch me in silence as I go inside the house. I go into the bedroom. All the curtains are drawn, and in the darkness I can hear Daddy’s raspy breathing. 

The room smells, and for a moment I think of Ian’s mother, if she might not be in a room such as this, not in size or shape perhaps, but in how it feels. 

I go to the windows and gently draw back a curtain, enough for a shaft of light to fall over the left side of the bed, Daddy’s side. 

I go around the bed, and standing there, I remember that day when one moment Daddy was sitting on his favorite chair in the lounge having his tea, and the next, the cup falling from his hand, the tea spilling onto his lap, onto his slippers, and Daddy’s head slumped forwards. And I remember that, while I called the ambulance, Mummy went to the bedroom and I could hear her prayers. Later while we waited for the ambulance, she made phone calls to her Manyano friends, and I thought then how girlish she sounded as she related the calamity that had befallen her. 

I lay down my gifts at my father’s feet. A scarf and a hat. 

I go to the back of the house to the workshop. I find a dog, barely a puppy. I think of Roxy who the vet put to sleep because of the pain he was suffering from a tumor in his neck, and I remember my father’s grief at the loss of him; when I came back from school, he told me that he had no choice but to agree with the doctor. 

The dog is lying on the mat in front of the door, and when she sees me, she whimpers. I lift her off the mat; she is little more than bones. I go to where the vegetable garden used to be and run the tap. I watch her lap at the running water. I look out at the house next door. 

There is no sign of Tess, the cocker spaniel who Daddy got (just before his stroke) and who I’m sure is the mother of the puppy in my arms. She must finally have got herself pregnant, because when she was in heat, she would always manage one escape from the yard, biting right through her leash when she was tied to the gum tree. 

Carrying the puppy, I go and see if Rosanna is around. I knock gently at her door. When I push it open, there is a faint smell of perfume but that must be my wishful thinking. 

I stand by the veranda trying to find words. Mummy and Aunty Gertrude don’t even look at me. 

On the drive back to Harare, David sings just under his breath Bob Marley’s “Three Little Birds,” the track that Ian’s been playing at home. He knows the words, I think. He knows them. I look at Ian who smiles at me. We were right not to bring him to my mother. It’s a gift to have him singing this; The Lord Is My Shepherd spirited away. 

The dog sits quietly on his lap. 





Chapter 11. 

“Bridgette!” 

“Oh, my God!” 

“Bridgette!” 

“Lins!” 

It’s Saturday morning, and I’m sitting in the hairdresser’s chair when she walks in. I don’t see her straightaway because I’m reading Femina magazine and my head is bent low because Bea is putting the straightening lotion right at the back. Then I hear, “Hello, I’d like to have my braids undone.” I look up, almost knocking the brush from Bea’s hand. 

“My God, Bridgette, what are you doing here?” I ask her as she drags a chair and sits next to me. 

“I’ve just come back from London. And you, Little Miss Thing?” 

“University.” 

“Of course.” 

Her “of course” takes me right back to my fifteen-year-old self. How irritating I must have been then and how generous of her to be my friend. 

Bridgette reschedules her appointment so that as soon as I’m finished we go upstairs to the Book Café. We order coffees and pancakes. 

“So,” I say, “fill me in, all the juicy details, please.” 

“I’m dabbling in import, export. Hair products to start with. I’m thinking of setting up some salons.” 

“You look great, Bridgette.” 

And she does with her tight T-shirt and jeans, her sky-high stilettos. 

“Thanks. Not too bad yourself. What you’re studying and more to the point, any nice Shona specimens over there?” 

“I see some things never change.” 

I tell her what I’m studying. I go on and on about that. How great it is. How interesting it is. How enlightening it is . . . 

“Lindiwe, please, move on.” 

“Okay, I’m also doing part-time work. I’m a production assistant at an advertising agency, which basically means that I—” 

“Come on, Lindiwe, I know you’re hiding something.” 

I don’t even try to carry on with my routine. 

“Well, I’m living with someone.” 

“I knew it! Well, well, well, so Little Miss Innocence herself has been deflowered, wonders never cease. Details, details.” 

“And I have a son.” 

I say that last bit very quickly. She makes an O of surprise. 

“A son,” she says. “Now this is unexpected. When, how? I mean, obviously it’s a university guy. I hope he’s good-looking and gifted in the lower departments.” 

“Bridgette!” 

She waits for me to go on. 

How can I? Where do I begin? 

“Come on,” she says. “I’m dying here.” 

“He’s not a university guy. Bridgette, it’s a long story and I’ll tell you another day. I just want to enjoy your company today. This is such a surprise. So tell me about these plans of yours.” 

There were so many rumors when she didn’t return for the second term: she was at a boarding school in London, she was being sequestered in a Convent in Ireland, she had been forced to marry a sekuru somewhere deep in the communal lands, and simply, she was dead. How I had missed her! When my own scandal broke, I finally understood how lonely and desperate she must have felt. 

She looks at me and decides to leave me alone, for now. 

She talks about how her parents took her back to London and left her in the care of an aunty. She talks about importing and exporting and her hair salons. She tells me about her diplomas and her life in London. 

“Why don’t you come over to my place for lunch tomorrow?” I ask her as we get ready to leave. 

“Yes, yes, I’d like that. Lins, my girl, can you believe it, we’re women now.” 

I give her the address; tell her to come to the small gate, not the black electric gate, which is the entrance to the main house where an Egyptian diplomat lives. 

“You’ll be introduced to my little family.” 

“I’m looking forward to it.” 

“Nice hair,” says Ian, when I meet up with him and David at Greenwood Park. “Can I touch?” 

“As long as you don’t mess the curls.” 

He lifts his finger, snakes it through some curls. And then he rubs his finger on his jeans. 

“It’s conditioning cream, Ian.” 

“Asch Lindiwe, I just prefer you with your hair natural, that’s all.”

I march off to the ticket counter and buy a whole wad of tickets. 

David has a train ride with Ian and then with me. 

Then it’s off on the trampoline, David jumping up and down on the tarp that is stretched over a hole about three meters deep. I can’t stand to look while Ian is busy calling out instructions on how to do a somersault. And then he is in the canoes with Ian, the two of them almost capsizing as they try to take a bend. 

We sit down on the grassy patch under the bridge eating ice creams, watching the train make its route around the park. 

“They don’t sell beers at the canteen,” Ian says. “Man, I’m thirsty.” 

“Water is always an option, Ian. There’s a tap, down there.” 

He stands up and starts fiddling with his watch. 

Once Ian’s offloaded us at home, he goes straight back out the door. He’s meeting up with some guys, watching a rugby match. That’s the story. 

I look about me for a moment and a wave of despair leaves me immobilized there. 

I have an essay to write, due in on Monday, and a dissertation proposal to draw up; I shouldn’t have asked Bridgette over. I switch on the TV and I’m in luck. There’s Tom and Jerry, David’s favorite cartoon now that he watches TV and Satan hasn’t made an appearance. He sits on the couch, the giraffe lying on his lap, his hand on it. I sit down at the dining-room table, arrange my books, and try to write my essay: “Discuss: The Role of Positive and Negative Reinforcement in Interpersonal Human Development.” I look at the title for a long time and know that I’m going to have to ask for an extension from Mr. Davidson. There’s not any chance I’m going to get even half of it done. I close the books, leave the table. I go on the couch next to David, and we watch Jerry teasing Tom together. 

It’s ten o’clock and Ian still isn’t back. I think of all the places he could be. 

All the Rhodie hangouts, the places I won’t go to, the places where he won’t take me. 

Sarah’s Nightclub in town or that place over in Avondale, where a black guy was beaten up, or the Keg and Sable in Borrowdale . . . the little entourage that he’s become part of: Heather; Duncan (her lout of a husband); Clive, he of Great Zimbabwe fame; people who drift in and out of the house, making me feel as though I’m a guest or worse still . . . 

“Not exactly multiracial, Ian,” I try, hearing the edge in my voice, which doesn’t escape him. 

“Get off your high horse, Lindiwe. They’re here, aren’t they? You should see how you look at them, I’ll get you a picture. What about you and your expats? Here today, gone tomorrow, creating more shit with their solutions. Who’s fooling who?” 

“They’re not racists, Ian.” 

“Lindiwe, enough. One incident and you’re still smarting about it. He was just talking.” 

Duncan, last week. 

“Shit,” I had heard. “We’ll show these munts real tricks, give old Bobs a real right show. You should see how those munts poop themselves when they come to the skydiving club for tryouts. To this day not one has made a jump, speaks for itself, I say.” 

They were out on the patio, the lounge doors wide open; he didn’t see me come in, not that me being there or not would have made much difference to him. 

Hearing me, he twisted his neck over the sofa and said, all smiles and ruddy cheeriness, “Howzit Lee, just jolling about Gooks and Spooks Weekend. Oops, I mean heroes. Yes man, all the dead terrs, now we’re supposed to be honoring. What about the Rhodesian soldiers? They sacrificed a heck of a lot more. Reconciliation my foot, and what’s the other bit of that holiday? Oh yes, Ancestors Weekend, that’s a hang of a mouthful if you ask me.” 

I didn’t bother with any kind of answer, and I was moving into the bedroom when he called out. 

“Hey Lees, have you heard the latest on Banana, your former chancellor, the guy’s an out-and-out moff; he’s got his you know what stuck up some football chappies over at your varsity. Hell, that’s what you get for making a banana a president.” 

Hee hee ha. Hee hee ha. 

Beer was spurting out from his mouth. He looked as though he had been dropped in a vat of oil and left out in the sun to dry. His easy familiarity with me made me sick. He was the son of the owner of a building company, but most of the time, he seemed bored and mad as hell that he had been cheated out of the war; he fancied he would have made one helluva Selous Scout. Enter the skydiving at weekends and the overgrown thatch on his chin. 

Heather was always wearing dark glasses, and her face had far too much foundation plastered on it, even for a Rhodie. 

Later, when he was gone, I told Ian that if his friends were going to come over, they should stop with the racist comments. 

“He didn’t mean anything by it. Don’t be so sensitive all the time; sometimes it’s just talk.” 

“Right,” I said. “Of course, it’s nothing. To him, to you. Kaffir, gondie, munt, boy, etcetera, etcetera; but it means a lot to ninety-nine percent of the population, to me.” 

“For fuck’s sake,” he shouted. “Give it a rest, just once.” 

“You never want to talk about it.” 

“I know the tune, Lindiwe.” 

And then he was gone, slamming the door behind him. 

Sometimes, I thought, people change; sometimes not enough. 





Days, weeks pass like this. 

“You think so,” he goes on, goading me about my expat friends. “Trust me, they’re the worst kind. The Right On brigade. Wait till they ever have to make a choice, a real flat-out choice; wait till their head is put on the wire . . . What do you think they talk about when you’re not around, huh? The bloody Africans, the natives, you, me.” 

Every time when I ask him why he disappears, takes off, he says I should relax; he’s just getting a breath of fresh air, as if I’m . . . we’re stifling him here. 

“You wanted this,” I shout at him. “We’re here because of you, Ian.” 

“I’m working, aren’t I? I’m supporting you. Get off my back. Or you’re so used to the expat lifestyle, you’re having trouble coping with local rates. How come you’re so into foreigners?” 

That’s always his last card. The thing he flings casually at me. The arrow he thinks finds its target. 

“Chill,” he says, as if he’s still fifteen, sixteen, as if I’m the nagging housewife. 

And when he thinks maybe he has pushed it a bit too far and is regretting some of it: “I’m trying, Lindiwe. I’m trying.” 

As if he’s carrying the heaviest load, the responsibility of it. 

He’ll reach out to me, try to draw me close. 

And then I’ll wonder if it’s me who is being judgmental, rigid. 

If I shouldn’t be more honest. “Yes, Ian,” I could tell him, “I miss going out to restaurants and talking about books and movies. Sometimes I can’t stand to be in this cottage. I can’t. I get a sudden rush of claustrophobia. Is this it? I keep asking myself. Is this it?” 





I hear the lock in the door, and I can tell by his fumbling, the dropped keys, that he has had too much to drink, that if I stay awake there will be an argument. 

I go quickly into the bedroom, undress, and go to bed. 

I hear him open the door, mumble shit, run the tap, and then he’s here, on the bed, taking off his shoes. 

The room fills up with Castle. 

I get up, walk past him, shake off his hand, and go out, away from him, to sleep on the couch. 

“Hi!” I virtually yell out, and Bridgette steps back from my crazed welcome. 

I take the bottle of wine from her and usher her in to the lounge where David stands against the couch, Jade between his legs. 

“David, this is my friend. We went to school together, Aunty Bridgette.” 

Jade wriggles her way out and starts running, as is her way, around the room in loops around the furniture, taking nips at the straw chairs, circling David, me, and Bridgette. I have my thoughts about the mental stability of this dog. Then, when she’s all tired out, she flops dead at David’s feet. 

“Hi, David,” says Bridgette, going towards him. 

“Hello,” says David. 

He bends down and starts playing the rolling game with Jade. David rolls and Jade, who’s risen from the dead, rolls over David. 

“Cute,” Bridgette mouths to me, and I know that she won’t be leaving until all the juicy details have been extracted from me. 

We’re seated in the lounge when Ian strolls in dressed in yesterday’s clothes, his hair all over the place, the smell of stale alcohol about. He glances over at Bridgette who is staring at him. 

“Ian, this is Bridgette.” 

I make my voice as normal as I can; I try to sound as though it’s the most natural thing in the world to be here in this cottage with Ian and David and now my long lost school friend, found. As if it’s my destiny. 

Ian says, “Howzit.” 

Bridgette has an amused look on her face. 

“Howzit,” she says. 

If he senses that she is poking fun at him, it flies right past him. He goes into the kitchen and for a moment we are all still, David, Bridgette, and me, as we hear him rummaging about. 

“I’m off,” he says. 

Showered, dressed, and ready to roll, the keys dangling in his hand. 

“Cheers.” 

I don’t tell him, “But you’re supposed to have lunch with us. You’re meant to be part of this production.” No. I let him go. No worries. 

Bridgette doesn’t say anything about him, not until after the pasta, and David’s fallen asleep on the couch, her hand brushing against his fiery hair. 

“Okay Lindiwe,” she says, putting down her glass. “Can I humbly ask what in the Lord’s name is going on?” 

And I’m glad she asks. 

“I don’t know,” I say. “I thought I knew but I don’t.” 

And it’s good to say this out loud, to admit that I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. I don’t know what the hell I’ve let myself in for. 

“Okay miss, shall we at least start from the beginning. 

Child . . . how, when, where? Who—I’ve already got the picture, if that’s who I think it is. What is up with you?” 

I start smiling and then I laugh. 

She looks down at David. 

“How old is he Lindiwe? Five, six?” 

“Six. Six and a half.” 

“Lindiwe, that was when I had the—” 

“After. I found out after you left. It was a one-night thing. It just happened.” 

“But you were such a good girl.” 

“I know, I know, and maybe that’s why it happened. I was kind of infatuated with him. Don’t look at me like that, Bridgette. I don’t know, I found him really romantic and maybe I felt sorry for him . . .” 

“Lindiwe, a romantic killer—” 

I jump up. 

“That’s not true, Bridgette! He was cleared.” 

My heart is thudding, painful. 

David stirs. 

“I’m sorry, Lindiwe. Come on, sit, or do you want to beat me up?” 

I sit down keeping my eyes on David. 

“And the setup here?” 

I watch her eyes traveling around the room, and I’m embarrassed by the cheapness, the makeshift quality of the furniture: the straw couch she is sitting on, care of the vendors along Avondale road, the table made of crates, the bookshelf balanced on bricks. Suddenly with Bridgette here, it doesn’t seem to amount to much, the life I have with Ian and David. 

“Lindiwe, khuluma! Speak!” 

“I see Mrs. Moyo’s classes at school had some effect.” 

She rolls her eyes. 

“Lindiwe, he’s a Rhodie!” 

“A Zimbabwean, Bridgette.” 

Another roll of the eyes. 

“Maybe he’s a new breed of enlightened Rhodie, but Lindiwe he’s still a Rhodie.” 

“Bridgette, he’s the father of my child, and he’s a good person. Don’t look at me as though I need a stay in Ingutsheni, Bridgette.” 

“Okay, then, so what are you going to do after university? You do have a plan for your future?” 

“Bridgette, I . . . I just don’t know. This has all just happened, I . . .” 

“Don’t get pregnant.” 

“At the moment I don’t think there’s any chance of that.” 

“So why are you . . . ?” 

David lifts his head, looks sleepily around, and slumps down again. 

“You should go away, take off. I mean it. Do something for yourself. Leave him with the kid. Come on, Lindiwe. Knowing you, you must be getting top marks. Why don’t you do another degree? Go to London. I can get details about scholarships.” 

“Stop, you’re making me dizzy, Bridgette.” 

“Good, you. Think of it this way . . . the more qualified you get, the more you can take care of him. I mean, your son. No offense, but your Mr. Right doesn’t look like he’s exactly rolling in cash.” 

I don’t tell her that he doesn’t have O levels. 

“Anyway, what does he do?” 

“He’s a journalist, a photojournalist. He’s done lots of work in South Africa.” 

I don’t mention the other work at TV Sales and Hire, the installing of fridges and stoves. 

“Lins . . . no, nothing.” 

“Just say it, Bridgette, you’re on a roll. I’m listening.” 

“Okay. How can you seriously live with a man who . . . who might be . . . Lindiwe, you don’t know, not really, how can you ever feel safe?” 

I pick up the cork of the wine bottle and roll it in my hand. And then I say, “Come on, let’s have some coffee.” 

When Bridgette leaves, I go for a walk with David and Jade. David is holding onto the leash, which Jade keeps biting at and doing elaborate dances around. I don’t know I’m walking so fast until I turn around and see boy and dog, two tiny blobs in the distance; I can’t tell if they’re moving or still, and for one magical instant, I could just run away, leave, disappear, be free, and then the thought breaks up and I run back to where David stands and Jade sits. 

“Mum,” David says to me. “Look, I taught her.” 

And I look at the dog and say, “Good girl, Jade.” 

I look at the boy and say, “Well done, David.” 

We walk back home, the three of us. 





Chapter 12. 

Mr. Chambers, my psychometrics lecturer, gives me a lift home. We sit in his car at the gate for ten, fifteen minutes, going over some detail about my research project. When I get inside the cottage, Ian is standing by the window, hands crossed over his chest. 

“God, I’m hot, Ian. Water.” 

There are four bottles of Castle in the sink. 

I stand there against the sink, looking at his back. I found him this morning face down on the couch. I tried to wake him up so that David wouldn’t see him like that. I drove to the school, spying David in the rearview mirror, so small and quiet, his hands pushing against the vinyl seat, his head heavy with all the fighting and tears and silences. I remembered David, the barefoot boy in the pyjamas, whom we stole from his grandmother. We had promised him so much. We owed him so much. We kept letting him down. 

When I came back to leave the car, he was still comatose on the couch. 

I look at Ian, and everything I’ve been holding back, I feel pressing against my tongue, lashing at my heart. 

“So now we’ve started in the morning, Ian? Did you even go to work?” 

“What the fuck was that?” 

“You know what I’m talking about, Ian.” 

“Don’t fuck with me, Lindiwe. What the fuck were you doing in the car?” 

I can’t believe what I’m hearing. I put the glass of water slowly down in the sink. 

“No, what are you doing, Ian? You just sit around moping. Look at you. Look at you. You forgot to pick up David twice last week. Twice, Ian!” 

“Come on girl, has your Jean come back or are you into some other expert these days?” 

“You’re drunk.” 

“So are they good fucks?” 

The ugliness of his words. 

“At least have the guts to actually look at me, Ian. Who do you think you are? What the hell makes you think that you’ve been making so many sacrifices? Who asked you . . . ?” 

I stand there breathless, feeling how empty and stupid it all is. 

“I’m going to have a bath.” 

He spins around, knocks into the couch as he lunges towards me. 

I look up at him, splotches of red on his face. 

He grabs hold of my arms. 

“How much Forex are they dishing out to black chicks these days?” 

There is something so tight and sharp in my chest. 

“You’re hurting me, Ian.” 

“Do you have any idea what it’s like to be doing fricking fuck all while you’re off with your boyfriends? Do you want to know how many fricking fridges I fixed today? How many fricking deliveries I made? I am so sick of this shit.” 

“So you’re bored Ian. Grow up.” 

I snatch my hands from him. 

“Fuck you, Lindiwe” 

And I feel his words hitting my back, piercing through. 







Afterword

Here we are. 

In this city with its pristine storybook lake and snow-covered mountains, its international bureaucrats and bankers. 

We will call this place home, until the time comes for Return. 

The three of us, displaced, like so many others here. And like others, a family: A Work in Continual Progress. 

No worries. 

I look up at Ian who can’t believe he’s ended up living with Frenchies. But he’s making a go of it. 

You wouldn’t believe, he’s always telling me, some new thing he’s found out about these Frenchies and their easy life. 

I wouldn’t believe how much he knows. 

Who’d have thought he would be fluent in French in months.

That he would cut such a dashing, incongruent figure, heads turning in his wake.

That he would become quite the skier, David and him whizzing effortlessly down the Jura. 





I think of Danielle, my sister, whom we’ll pick up at the airport tomorrow, what she’ll make of it all, this strange land with its large white birds that glide in the water and the jet of water that rises day and night from the lake; her hands lifting the personal CD player David picked out for her, which lies wrapped in festive red on the dining-room table, Marilyn Manson the first CD in David’s selection. 

“Tell her to bring a packet of biltong,” Ian mouthed to me while I was on the phone making the final arrangements with Rosanna. “Jeez, I could kill for that stuff.” 

We have our mementos. 

The cover of Time with one of David’s pictures on it. The picture that has won him two major awards. 

An enlarged Zim dollar with Bob sporting horns, and Ian finally confessing to me that yes, he did have some hand in it, together with some mysterious others who are in Bob’s inner circle. 

The book of photographs that Ian’s putting together in between all the freelance work he does, a tribute to Ilo Peretti. 

I have found work here too, with UNICEF, and in a week’s time, I will be going to Kosovo to help collect information on the state of the children there. 

I raise my hand and look at the ring on my finger, 

A single Zimbabwean emerald full of promise and light. 

Dug out from the soil by black hands like mine. 

He slipped it on my finger this morning, and before he could ask, I said yes. 





 I turn the dial of the stereo louder, let Johnny Clegg, the White Zulu, and Savuka flood this room so far away. “. . . And we are scatterlings of Africa. Both you and I . . .” 

David looks up from his Game Boy and slaps his forehead in mock despair at the gaucheness, the utter rural sentimentality of his parents, and I think how tall, how tall he’s grown, how handsome. . . . 

And Ian leaps up, starts doing his African township jive, “tshaya ndoda, tshisa mama,” heels clicking, in this room, and he sweeps me in his strong African arms, this boy, the boy next door, mine. 
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