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ONE

FOR A MAN of his age, fifty-two, divorced, he hds, his mind, solved the problem of sex rather well.
On Thursday afternoons he drives to Green Poinicteally at two p.m. he presses the buzzer at the
entrance to Windsor Mansions, speaks his namegeatats. Waiting for him at the door of No. 113 is
Soraya. He goes straight through to the bedroonthik pleasant-smelling and softly lit, and unde=s
Soraya emerges from the bathroom, drops her réidlessnto bed beside him. 'Have you missed me®' sh
asks. 'l miss you all the time," he replies. Helsds her honey-brown body, unmarked by the sun; he
stretches her out, kisses her breasts; they make lo

Soraya is tall and slim, with long black hair aratld liquid eyes. Technically he is old enough ¢oher
father; but then, technically, one can be a fattidwelve. He has been on her books for over a; year
finds her entirely satisfactory. In the deserthef week Thursday has become an oasis of luxe @ptéol

In bed Soraya is not effusive. Her temperamennhifact rather quiet, quiet and docile. In her geher
opinions she is surprisingly moralistic. She iseoffed by tourists who bare their breasts (‘uddeng’,
calls them) on public beaches; she thinks vagabsehdsld be rounded up and put to work sweeping the
streets. How she reconciles her opinions with iner éf business he does not ask.

Because he takes pleasure in her, because hisigdasunfailing, an affection has grown up in Hin

her. To some degree, he believes, this affectioaciprocated. Affection may not be love, but iatdeast

its cousin. Given their unpromising beginningsythave been lucky, the two of them: he to have doun
her, she to have found him.

His sentiments are, he is aware, complacent, exeriaus. Nevertheless he does not cease to hold to
them.

For a ninety-minute session he pays her R400, aftwialf goes to Discreet Escorts. It seems athiy
Discreet Escorts should get so much. But they own N3 and other flats in Windsor Mansions; in a
sense they own Soraya too, this part of her, tmstfon.

He has toyed with the idea of asking her to seeihiimer own time. He would like to spend an evening
with her, perhaps even a whole night. But not tlwnimg after. He knows too much about himself to
subject her to a morning after, when he will bed¢slrly, impatient to be alone.

That is his temperament. His temperament is noiggtw change, he is too old for that. His temperame
is fixed, set. The skull, followed by the temperamé¢he two hardest parts of the body.

Follow your temperament. It is not a philosophy wauld not dignify it with that name. It is a ruliéke

the Rule of St Benedict.

He is in good health, his mind is clear. By proi@sde is, or has been, a scholar, and scholassitip
engages, intermittently, the core of him. He livdthin his income, within his temperament, withiis h
emotional means. Is he happy? By most measuremgeds,he believes he is. However, he has not
forgotten the last chorus of Oedipus: Call no mapgdy until he is dead.

In the field of sex his temperament, though intehss never been passionate. Were he to choosena to

it would be the snake. Intercourse between Sorayhhamself must be, he imagines,rather like the
copulation of snakes: lengthy, absorbed, but rabstract, rather dry, even at its hottest.

Is Soraya's totem the snake too? No doubt withrothen she becomes another woman: la donna e
mobile. Yet at the level of temperament her affimiith him can surely not be feigned.

Though by occupation she is a loose woman he thestswvithin limits. During their sessions he spetk

her with a certain freedom, even on occasion urdngdimself. She knows the facts of his life. Sage h
heard the stories of his two marriages, knows ah@utlaughter and his daughter's ups and downs. She
knows many of his opinions.

Of her life outside Windsor Mansions Soraya reveaiting. Soraya is not her real name, that herne s
of. There are signs she has borne a child, orrénldt may be that she is not a professional latShle
may work for the agency only one or two afternoangeek, and for the rest live a respectable lifthan
suburbs, in Rylands or Athlone. That would be ualidar a Muslim, but all things are possible these
days.



About his own job he says little, not wanting tordder. He earns his living at the Cape Technical
University, formerly Cape Town University Colleg@nce a professor of modern languages, he has been,
since Classics and Modern Languages were closech d@wpart of the great rationalization, adjunct
professor of communications. Like all rationalizpersonnel, he is allowed to offer one special-field
course a year, irrespective of enrolment, becéewetes good for morale. This year he is offeringparse

in the Romantic poets. For the rest he teaches Qomeations 101, "Communication Skills', and
Communications 201, 'Advanced Communication Skills'

Although he devotes hours of each day to his neaigline, he finds its first premise, as enunciatethe
Communications 101 handbook, preposterous: 'Huroeiety has created language in order that we may
communicate our thoughts, feelings and intentionsaich other.' His own opinion, which he does mot a
is that the origins of speech lie in song, anddligins of song in the need to fill out with soutid
overlarge and rather empty human soul.

In the course of a career stretching back a quaiter century he has published three books, none of
which has caused a stir or even a ripple: the déirsbpera (Boito and the Faust Legend: The Gemdsis
Mefistofele), the second on vision as eros (Thaovii®f Richard of St Victor), the third on Wordswlor
and history (Wordsworth and the Burden of the Past)

In the past few years he has been playing withidea of a work on Byron. At first he had thought it
would be another book, another critical opus. Blubia sallies at writing it have bogged down ilitem.

The truth is, he is tired of criticism, tired ofgse measured by the yard. What he wants to writeuisc:
Byron in Italy, a meditation on love between thresein the form of a chamber opera.

Through his mind, while he faces his Communicatidasses, flit phrases, tunes, fragments of sang fr
the unwritten work. He has never been much of @hiea in this transformed and, to his mind,
emasculated institution of learning he is more outplace than ever. But then, so are other of his
colleagues from the old days, burdened with uplmgginappropriate to the tasks they are set tiopar
clerks in a post-religious age.

Because he has no respect for the material hedsaloh makes no impression on his students. Thoky lo
through him when he speaks, forget his name. Tihdifference galls him more than he will admit.
Nevertheless he fulfils to the letter his obligasadoward them, their parents, and the state. Mafidr
month he sets, collects, reads, and annotatesabsignments, correcting lapses in punctuatiorlirsgpe
and usage, interrogating weakarguments, appendiegdh paper a brief considered critique.

He continues to teach because it provides him witlvelihood; also because it teaches him humility,
brings it home to him who he is in the world. Thenly does not escape him: that the one who comes to
teach learns the keenest of lessons, while thoge asime to learn learn nothing. It is a feature igf h
profession on which he does not remark to Soragaddiibts there is an irony to match it in hers.

In the kitchen of the flat in Green Point there arkettle, plastic cups, a jar of instant coffeboavl with
sachets of sugar. The refrigerator holds a supiphotiled water. In the bathroom there is soap ampile

of towels, in the cupboard clean bedlinen. Soragepk her makeup in an overnight bag. A place of
assignation, nothing more, functional, clean, wegjulated.

The first time Soraya received him she wore veonillipstick and heavy eyeshadow. Not liking the
stickiness of the makeup, he asked her to wipé.itShhe obeyed, and has never worn it since. Ayead
learner, compliant, pliant.

He likes giving her presents. At New Year he gage dn enamelled bracelet, at Eid a little malachite
heron that caught his eye in a curio shop. He arlj@y pleasure, which is quite unaffected.

It surprises him that ninety minutes a week of anan's company are enough to make him happy, who
used to think he needed a wife, a home, a marrldigeneeds turn out to be quite light, after afjht and
fleeting, like those of a butterfly. No emotion, mone but the deepest, the most unguessed-atuadyro
bass of contentedness, like the hum of traffic bhiég the city-dweller to sleep, or like the sitenof the
night to countryfolk.

He thinks of Emma Bovary, coming home sated, glagaad, from an afternoon of reckless fucking. So
this is bliss!, says Emma, marvelling at hersethi@ mirror. So this is the bliss the poets spdakvell, if



poor ghostly Emma were ever to find her way to Capwn, he would bring her along one Thursday
afternoon to show her what bliss can be: a modétete a moderated bliss.

Then one Saturday morning everything changes. He the city on business; he is walking down St
George's Street when his eyes fall on a slim figdmead of him in the crowd. It is Soraya, unmisidka
flanked by two children, two boys. They are cargyparcels; they have been shopping.

He hesitates, then follows at a distance. Theypgisar into Captain Dorego's Fish Inn. The boys have
Soraya's lustrous hair and dark eyes. They cantmnher sons.

He walks on, turns back, passes Captain Doregsérand time. The three are seated at a table in the
window. For an instant, through the glass, Soragyes meet his.

He has always been a man of the city, at home anfligik of bodies where eros stalks and glances flas
like arrows. But this glance between himself anth$a he regrets at once.

At their rendezvous the next Thursday neither nomstithe incident. Nonetheless, the memory hangs
uneasily over them. He has no wish to upset whait ine, for Soraya, a precarious double life. Hallis

for double lives, triple lives, lives lived in compments. Indeed, he feels, if anything, greatede¢eness

for her. Your secret is safe with me, he would likesay.

But neither he nor she can put aside what has hagdpd& he two little boys become presences between
them, playing quiet as shadows in a corner of tloenrwhere their mother and the strange man colple.
Soraya's arms he becomes, fleetingly, their fatfoster-father, step-father, shadow-father. Leavieg

bed afterwards, he feels their eyes flicker ovar bovertly, curiously.

His thoughts turn, despite himself, to the othédg, the real one. Does he have any inkling oftviia
wife is up to, or has he elected the bliss of ignoe?

He himself has no son. His childhood was spentfanaly of women. As mother, aunts, sisters felbsgyw
they were replaced in due course by mistressegswasdaughter. The company of women made of him a
lover of women and, to an extent, a womanizer. Wiith height, his good bones, his olive skin, his
flowing hair, he could always count on a degreenafjnetism. If he looked at a woman in a certain,way
with a certain intent, she would return his loo&,dould rely on that. That was how he lived; foange for
decades, that was the backbone of his life.

Then one day it all ended. Without warning his pmaed. Glances that would once have responded to
his slid over, past, through him. Overnight he Ineea ghost. If he wanted a woman he had to learn to
pursue her; often, in one way or another, to buy he

He existed in an anxious flurry of promiscuity. Had affairs with the wives of colleagues; he picked
tourists in bars on the waterfront or at the Chaltid; he slept with whores.

His introduction to Soraya took place in a dimlditsitting-room off the front office of Discreet &sts,

with Venetian blinds over the windows, pot plamtghe corners, stale smoke hanging in the air.vigse

on their books under 'Exotic'. The photograph shibiver with a red passion-flower in her hair and the
faintest oflines at the corners of her eyes. Theyesaid 'Afternoons only'. That was what decidéd:h

the promise of shuttered rooms, cool sheets, stalers.

From the beginning it was satisfactory, just whattanted. A bull's eye. In a year he has not netalgd
back to the agency.

Then the accident in St George's Street, and thage#ness that has followed. Though Soraya s&lp&e
her appointments, he feels a growing coolness e¢rahsforms herself into just another woman and hi
into just another client.

He has a shrewd idea of how prostitutes speak arttwrgselves about the men who frequent them, the
older men in particular. They tell stories, theydh, but they shudder too, as one shudders atkaozmh

in a washbasin in the middle of the night. Soonntilg, maliciously, he will be shuddered over.idta

fate he cannot escape.

On the fourth Thursday after the incident, as Heasing the apartment, Soraya makes the annoumteme
he has been steeling himself against. 'My mothdk i¥m going to take a break to look after hewon't

be here next week.'

"Will | see you the week after?'



“I'm not sure. It depends on how she gets on. Yalldetter phone first.'

‘I don't have a number.’

"Phone the agency. They'll know.'

He waits a few days, then telephones the agencgy&® Soraya has left us, says the man. No, weotann
put you in touch with her, that would be againatgerules. Would you like an introduction to anotbie
our hostesses? Lots of exotics to choose from Yd&la, Thai, Chinese, you name it.

He spends an evening with another Soraya - Soraydécome, it seems, a popular nom de commerce -
in a hotel room in Long Street. This one is no mii@n eighteen, unpractised, to his mind coarse. 'S
what do you do?' she says as she slips off heradotExport-import,' he says. "You don't say, shes.
There is a new secretary in his department. Hesthke to lunch at a restaurant a discreet distanoe

the campus and listens while, over shrimp salagl ceimplains about her sons' school. Drug-pedlarg ha
around the playing-fields, she says, and the palicaothing. For the past three years she andusiyamd
have had their name on a list at the New Zealandudate, to emigrate. 'You people had it easieredn,
whatever the rights and wrongs of the situatioteast you knew where you were.

“You people?' he says.

'‘What people?'

I mean your generation. Now people just pick ahdose which laws they want to obey. It's anarchy.
How can you bring up children when there's anaathground?'

Her name is Dawn. The second time he takes hetheytstop at his house and have sex. It is a ilur
Bucking and clawing, she works herself into a frothexcitement that in the end only repels him. He
lends her a comb, drives her back to the campus.

After that he avoids her, taking care to skirt tiice where she works. In return she gives hinug h
look, then snubs him.

He ought to give up, retire from the game. At whge, he wonders, did Origen castrate himself? ot t
most graceful of solutions, but then ageing isangraceful business. A clearing of the decks, adt|eso
that one can turn one's mind to the proper busiokte old: preparing to die.

Might one approach a doctor and ask for it? A sexg@lough operation, surely: they do it to animaése
day, and animals survive well enough, if one ige@eertain residue of sadness. Severing, tyinguitf
local anaesthetic and a steady hand and a modiéyshlegm one might even do it oneself, out of a
textbook. A man on a chair snipping away at himaalugly sight, but no more ugly, from a certaimpo
of view, than the same man exercising himself enibdy of a woman.

There is still Soraya. He ought to close that ahiaphstead, he pays a detective agency to trackidwen.
Within days he has her real name, her addressiefegphone number. He telephones at nine in the
morning, when the husband and children will be o8braya?' he says. 'This is David. How are you?
When can | see you again?'

A long silence before she speaks. 'l don't know wiw are,' she says. 'You are harassing me in nmy ow
house. | demand you will never phone me here agawer.’

Demand. She means command. Her shrillness surgiseshere has been no intimation of it beforet Bu
then, what should a predator expect when he insrirde the vixen's nest, into the home of her cubs?

He puts down the telephone. A shadow of envy pasgashim for the husband he has never seen.

TWO

WITHOUT THE Thursday interludes the week is asdesless as a desert. There are days when he does
not know what to do with himself.

He spends more time in the university library, regdll he can find on the wider Byron circle, auglito
notes that already fill two fat files. He enjoye tlate-afternoon quiet of the reading room, enjbgswalk
home afterwards: the brisk winter air, the dampagling streets.



He is returning home one Friday evening, takingldmg route through the old college gardens, when h
notices one of his students on the path aheadnof Her name is Melanie Isaacs, from his Romantics
course. Not the best student but not the worseeittlever enough, but unengaged.

She is dawdling; he soon catches up with her. d&;1dle says.

She smiles back, bobbing her head, her smile #terahan shy. She is small and thin, with closseped
black hair, wide, almost Chinese cheekbones, latgek eyes. Her outfits are always striking. Todhg
wears a maroon miniskirt with a mustard-coloure@ater and black tights; the gold baubles on her bel
match the gold balls of her earrings.

He is mildly smitten with her. It is no great mattearely a term

passes when he does not fall for one or other ©ftharges. Cape Town: a city prodigal of beauty, of
beauties.

Does she know he has an eye on her? Probably. Wamesensitive to it, to the weight of the desiring
gaze.

It has been raining; from the pathside runnels «othe soft rush of water.

"My favourite season, my favourite time of day,remarks. "Do you live around here?'

"Across the line. | share a flat.'

“Is Cape Town your home?'

"No, | grew up in George.'

“I live just nearby. Can | invite you in for a dkiPi

A pause, cautious. 'OK. But | have to be back lweréhirty.'

From the gardens they pass into the quiet resalgmbicket where he has lived for the past tweherge
first with Rosalind, then, after the divorce, alone

He unlocks the security gate, unlocks the doorersskthe girl in. He switches on lights, takes hag.b
There are raindrops on her hair. He stares, frarklyshed. She lowers her eyes, offering the same
evasive and perhaps even coquettish little smileefare.

In the kitchen he opens a bottle of Meerlust ard set biscuits and cheese. When he returns she is
standing at the bookshelves, head on one sideingedidles. He puts on music: the Mozart clarinet
quintet.

Wine, music: a ritual that men and women play onh wach other. Nothing wrong with rituals, theyrave
invented to ease the awkward passages. But thegglths brought home is not just thirty years inisqr:
she is a student, his student, under his tuteldgematter what passes between them now, they ailéh
to meet again as teacher and pupil. Is he pregaredat?

"Are you enjoying the course?' he asks.

"I liked Blake. | liked the Wonderhorn stuff.

‘Wunderhorn.'

'I'm not so crazy about Wordsworth.'

“You shouldn't be saying that to me. Wordsworththeen one of my masters.'

It is true. For as long as he can remember, thedwies of The Prelude have echoed within him.
"Maybe by the end of the course I'll appreciate fiore. Maybe he'll grow on me.'

"Maybe. But in my experience poetry speaks to jitheeat first sight or not at all. A flash of rdagon
and a flash of response. Like lightning. Like fadjiin love.'

Like falling in love. Do the young still fall in ke, or is that mechanism obsolete by now, unnepgssa
quaint, like steam locomotion? He is out of touch{ of date. Falling in love could have fallen it
fashion and come back again half a dozen timeslfére knows.

"Do you write poetry yourself?' he asks.

‘I did when | was at school. | wasn't very gootaven't got the time now.'

"And passions? Do you have any literary passions?'

She frowns at the strange word. 'We did AdrienrghRind Toni Morrison in my second year. And Alice
Walker. | got pretty involved. But | wouldn't catlla passion exactly.'

So: not a creature of passion. In the most rounatatfovays, is she warning him off?



I am going to throw together some supper,' he.38§isyou join me? It will be very simple.'

She looks dubious.

"Come on!" he says. 'Say yes!'

"OK. But I have to make a phone call first.'

The call takes longer than he expected. From tichdm he hears murmurings, silences.

"What are your career plans?' he asks afterwards.

"Stagecraft and design. I'm doing a diploma in titeea

"And what is your reason for taking a course in Rotit poetry?'

She ponders, wrinkling her nose. 'lt's mainly fog aitmosphere that | chose it,' she says. 'l dicarit to
take Shakespeare again. | took Shakespeare last yea

What he throws together for supper is indeed simgriehovies on tagliatelle with a mushroom sauee. H
lets her chop the mushrooms. Otherwise she sita stool, watching while he cooks. They eat in the
dining-room, opening a second bottle of wine. Shés evithout inhibition. A healthy appetite, for
someone so slight.

‘Do you always cook for yourself?' she asks.

‘I live alone. If | don't cook, no one will.'

“I hate cooking. | guess | should learn.’

"Why? If you really hate it, marry a man who cooks.

Together they contemplate the picture: the younfe wiith the daring clothes and gaudy jewellery
striding through the front door, impatiently smiifj the air; the husband, colourless Mr Right, apeat)
stirring a pot in the steaming kitchen. Reversis:stuff of bourgeois comedy.

“That's all,' he says at the end, when the bowlnipty. 'No dessert, unless you want an apple oesom
yoghurt. Sorry - | didn't know | would be havingaest.'

‘It was nice,’ she says, draining her glass, risifftanks.’

‘Don't go yet.' He takes her by the hand and lbaddo the sofa. 'l have something to show youybw
like dance? Not dancing: dance.' He slips a casg#th the video machine. 'lt's a film by a man adm
Norman McLaren. It's quite old. | found it in thrary. See what you think.'

Sitting side by side they watch. Two dancers orage lstage move through their steps. Recorded by a
stroboscopic camera, their images, ghosts of theirements, fan out behind them like wingbeatss H i
film he first saw a quarter of a century ago butti captivated by: the instant of the preserd #re past
of that instant, evanescent, caught in the sameespa

He wills the girl to be captivated too. But he snshe is not.

When the film is over she gets up and wanders ardl@ room. She raises the lid of the piano, sirike
middle C. 'Do you play?' she says.

“A bit.!

"Classics or jazz?'

"No jazz, I'm afraid.’

"Will you play something for me?'

"Not now. I'm out of practice. Another time, whee ®now each other better.'

She peers into his study. 'Can | look?' she says.

“Switch on the light.'

He puts on more music: Scarlatti sonatas, cat-music

“You've got a lot of Byron books,' she says whemn@mes out. “Is he your favourite?'

“I'm working on Byron. On his time in Italy.'

"Didn't he die young?"

“Thirty-six. They all died young. Or dried up. Oemt mad and were locked away. But Italy wasn't eher
Byron died. He died in Greece. He went to Italyeszape a scandal, and settled there. Settled ddaeh.
the last big love-affair of his life. Italy was apular destination for the English in those dayseyl
believed the lItalians were still in touch with theiatures. Less hemmed in by convention, more
passionate.'



She makes another circuit of the room. 'Is thisrywaife?' she asks, stopping before the framed
photograph on the coffee-table. "My mother. Tak&emnvshe was young.'

“Are you married?'

‘I was. Twice. But now I'm not.' He does not sapvN make do with what comes my way. He does not
say: Now | make do with whores. Van | offer youqueéur?'

She does not want a liqueur, but does accept ao$hdtisky in her coffee. As she sips, he leans evel
touches her cheek. “You're very lovely," he sdys. doing to invite you to do something reckleste'
touches her again. 'Stay. Spend the night with me."

Across the rim of the cup she regards him stealfihy?'

"Because you ought to.'

"Why ought | to?"

"Why? Because a woman's beauty does not belongrtaldne. It is part of the bounty she brings i
world. She has a duty to share it.’

His hand still rests against her cheek. She doewittmdraw, but does not yield either.

"And what if | already share it?' In her voice #hés a hint of breathlessness. Exciting, alwaysheo
courted: exciting, pleasurable.

“Then you should share it more widely.'

Smooth words, as old as seduction itself. Yet & thoment he believes in them. She does not own
herself. Beauty does not own itself.

"From fairest creatures we desire increase,' he &hgt thereby beauty's rose might never die.'

Not a good move. Her smile loses its playful, melguality. The pentameter, whose cadence oncedserve
so well to oil the serpent's words, how only egieem He has become a teacher again, man of the book
guardian of the culture-hoard. She puts down hpr ‘tunust leave, I'm expected.’

The clouds have cleared, the stars are shininigvély night,’

he says, unlocking the garden gate. She does aoulo. 'Shall | walk you home?"'

"No.'

“Very well. Good night.' He reaches out, enfolds. f®r a moment he can feel her little breastsresgai
him. Then she slips his embrace and is gone.

THREE

THAT IS WHERE he ought to end it. But he does am.Sunday morning he drives to the empty campus
and lets himself into the department office. Frém@ filing cabinet he extracts Melanie Isaacs's lement
card and copies down her personal details: homeeasldCape Town address, telephone number.

He dials the number. A woman's voice answers.

"Melanie?'

“I'll call her. Who is speaking?'

“Tell her, David Lurie.'

Melanie - melody: a meretricious rhyme. Not a gaache for her. Shift the accent. Melani: the dar&.on
"Hello?'

In the one word he hears all her uncertainty. Toong. She will not know how to deal with him; he
ought to let her go. But he is in the grip of samay. Beauty's rose: the poem drives straight araow.
She does not own herself; perhaps he does not ageli either.

“I thought you might like to go out to lunch, reys. 'I'll pick you up at, shall we say, twelve.'

There is still time for her to tell a lie, wriggtaut. But she is too confused, and the moment passes
When he arrives, she is waiting on the sidewallsidather apartment block. She is wearing blackdigh
and a black sweater. Her hips are as slim as adéwelar-old's.



He takes her to Hout Bay, to the harbourside. utire drive he tries to put her at ease. He as&atab
her other courses. She is acting in a play, she. $ais one of her diploma requirements. Rehearad
taking up a lot of her time.

At the restaurant she has no appetite, staredumtygover the sea.

“Is something the matter? Do you want to tell me?'

She shakes her head.

"Are you worried about the two of us?'

"Maybe,' she says.

"No need. I'll take care. | won't let it go too.far

Too far. What is far, what is too far, in a mattke this? Is her too far the same as his too far?

It has begun to rain: sheets of water waver adlesempty bay. "Shall we leave?' he says.

He takes her back to his house. On the living-rdtoar, to the sound of rain pattering against the
windows, he makes love to her. Her body is cleanpke, in its way perfect; though she is passive
throughout, he finds the act pleasurable, so ptaa$ that from its climax he tumbles into blank
oblivion.

When he comes back the rain has stopped. Thesdiiing beneath him, her eyes closed, her handk sla
above her head, a slight frown on her face. His ¢txands are under her coarse-knit sweater, on her
breasts. Her tights and panties lie in a tangleéhenfloor; his trousers are around his ankles. rAtte
storm, he thinks: straight out of George Grosz.

Averting her face, she frees herself, gathers hiegs, leaves the room. In a few minutes she i&,bac
dressed. 'l must go,' she whispers. He makes od &ffdetain her.

He wakes the next morning in a state of profoundbeig, which does not go away. Melanie is not in
class. From his office he telephones a florist. @@sPerhaps not roses. He orders carnations. iRed o
white?' asks the woman. Red? White? 'Send twehle'fie says. 'l haven't got twelve pink. Shaénd a
mix?"

"Send a mix,' he says.

Rain falls all of Tuesday, from heavy clouds bloinrover the city from the west. Crossing the lolaby
the Communications Building at the end of the dayspies her at the doorway amid a knot of students
waiting for a break in the downpour. He comes ulpitgk her, puts a hand on her shoulder. 'Wait for me
here," he says. 'I'll give you a ride home."'

He returns with an umbrella. Crossing the squarimeoparking lot he draws her closer to shelter Aer
sudden gust blows the umbrella inside out; awkwatttdy run together to the car.

She is wearing a slick yellow raincoat; in the she lowers the hood. Her face is flushed; he isawh
the rise and fall of her chest. She licks awayapdif rain from her upper lip. A child! he thinkdo more
than a child! What am | doing? Yet his heart luchdéth desire.

They drive through dense late-afternoon traffimi$sed you yesterday,' he says. 'Are you all #ight

She does not reply, staring at the wiper blades.

At a red light he takes her cold hand in his. 'Me&d4 he says, trying to keep his tone light. Bathas
forgotten how to woo. The voice he hears belongsdajoling parent, not a lover.

He draws up before her apartment block. 'Thanke,ssys, opening the car door.

"Aren't you going to invite me in?'

*I think my flatmate is home.'

"What about this evening?'

“I've got a rehearsal this evening.” Then when skeel you again?'

She does not answer. 'Thanks,' she repeats, ded slit.

On Wednesday she is in class, in her usual seat/ ate still on Wordsworth, on Book 6 of The Prelud
the poet in the Alps. "From a bare ridge,' he redoisd,



we also first beheld
Unveiled the summit of Mont Blanc, and grieved
To have a soulless image on the eye
That had usurped upon a living thought
That never more could be.

"So. The majestic white mountain, Mont Blanc, tuons to be a disappointment. Why? Let us start with
the unusual verb form usurp upon. Did anyone loaipiin a dictionary?'

Silence.

“If you had, you would have found that usurp upaans to intrude or encroach upon. Usurp, to take ov
entirely, is the perfective of usurp upon; usurpiogpletes the act of usurping upon.

"The clouds cleared, says Wordsworth, the peak wvasiled, and we grieved to see it. A strange
response, for a traveller to the Alps. Why grieBe®ause, he says, a soulless image, a mere imate on
retina, has encroached upon what has hitherto &&eimg thought. What was that living thought?'
Silence again. The very air into which he speakghkdistless as a sheet. A man looking at a moantai
why does it have to be so complicated, they warbtaplain? What answer can he give them? What did
he say to Melanie that first evening? That withadliash of revelation there is nothing. Where esflash

of revelation in this room?

He casts a quick glance at her. Her head is bostexlis absorbed in the text, or seems to be.

"The same word usurp recurs a few lines later. piion is one of the deeper themes of the Alps
sequence. The great archetypes of the mind, passjdind themselves usurped by mere sense-images.
"Yet we cannot live our daily lives in a realm afirp ideas, cocooned from sense-experience. The
guestion is not, How can we keep the imaginatiore pprotected from the onslaughts of reality? The
guestion has to be, Can we find a way for the tvooexist?

look at line 599. Wordsworth is writing about tih@its of sense-perception. It is a theme we hauetted

on before. As the sense-organs reach the limiheir tpowers, their light begins to go out. Yet lag t
moment of expiry that light leaps up one last tiike a candle-flame, giving us a glimpse of theisitve.
The passage is difficult; perhaps it even conttadite Mont Blanc moment. Nevertheless, Wordsworth
seems to be feeling his way toward a balance:h®ptre idea, wreathed in clouds, nor the visuaben
burned on the retina, overwhelming and disappantie with its matter-of-fact clarity, but the sense
image, kept as fleeting as possible, as a mearerdostirring or activating the idea that lies bdrreore
deeply in the soil of memory.'

He pauses. Blank incomprehension. He has gonetdod fast. How to bring them to him? How to bring
her?

“Like being in love,' he says. 'If you were blinolywould hardly have fallen in love in the firsapé. But
now, do you truly wish to see the beloved in thil adarity of the visual apparatus? It may be inyo
better interest to throw a veil over the gaze,stokeep her alive in her archetypal, goddess$tika.'

It is hardly in Wordsworth, but at least it wakbsr up.

Archetypes? they are saying to themselves. Godsie$&bat is he talking about? What does this old man
know about love?

A memory floods back: the moment on the floor wienforced the sweater up and exposed her neat,
perfect little breasts. For the first time she I®alp; her eyes meet his and in a flash see alfuSed, she
drops her glance.

"Wordsworth is writing about the Alps,' he sayse'\don't have Alps in this country, but we have the
Drakensberg, or on a smaller scale Table Mountaliich we climb in the wake of the poets, hoping for
one of those revelatory, Wordsworthian moments aeehall heard about.' Now he is just talking,
covering up. 'But moments like that will not com@ass the eye is half turned toward the great &yphe

of the imagination we carry within us.'

Enough! He is sick of the sound of his own voiaag aorry for her too, having to listen to thesearbv
intimacies. He dismisses the class, then lingewpjny for a word with her. But she slips away ie th
throng.



A week ago she was just another pretty face inctags. Now she is a presence in his life, a bregthi
presence.

The auditorium of the student union is in darknébmoticed, he takes a seat in the back row. Saxve f
balding man in a janitor's uniform a few rows iarft of him, he is the only spectator.

Sunset at the Globe Salon is the name of the play &re rehearsing: a comedy of the new South &\fric
set in a hairdressing salon in Hillorow, JohannegbOn stage a hairdresser, flamboyantly gay, ds¢n
two clients, one black, one white. Patter passamarthe three of them: jokes, insults. Catharsesnseto
be the presiding principle: all the coarse old yd&jes brought into the light of day and washedyaina
gales of laughter.

A fourth figure comes onstage, a girl in high pdath shoes with her hair done in a cascade of riggle
‘Take a seat, dearie, I'll attend to you in a ways the hairdresser. 'I've come for the job,rspkes - 'the
one you advertised.' Her accent is glaringly Kaags; Melanie. Ag, pick up a broom and make yolirse
useful,’ says the hairdresser.

She picks up a broom, totters around the set pgshimefore her. The broom gets tangled in an gtect
cord. There is supposed to be a flash, followed bgreaming and a scurrying around, but somethieg g
wrong with the synchronization. The director conséisding onstage, and behind her a young man in
black leather who begins to fiddle with the waltket. 'It's got to be snappier,' says the dire¢tomore
Marx Brothers atmosphere.' She turns to Melani€?'®elanie nods.

Ahead of him the janitor stands up and with a hesigh leaves the auditorium. He ought to be gooe to
An unseemly business, sitting in the dark spyin@ai! (unbidden the word letching comes to hikfgt
the old men whose company he seems to be on tim @ljoining, the tramps and drifters with their
stained raincoats and cracked false teeth and barholes - all of them were once upon a time obilaf
God, with straight limbs and clear eyes. Can theylamed for clinging to the last to their placeted
sweet banquet of the senses?

Onstage the action resumes. Melanie pushes hembrdang, a flash, screams of alarm. 'It's not my
fault,’ squawks Melanie. "My gats, why must eveiryghalways be my fault?' Quietly he gets up, fobkow
the janitor into the darkness outside.

At four o'clock the next afternoon he is at het.fishe opens the door wearing a crumpled T-shidjrgy
shorts, slippers in the shape of comic-book gopivaish he finds silly, tasteless.

He has given her no warning; she is too surprisecesist the intruder who thrusts himself upon her.
When he takes her in his arms, her limbs crumgke di marionette's. Words heavy as clubs thud heo t
delicate whorl of her ear. 'No, not now!" she saysiggling. 'My cousin will be back!

But nothing will stop him. He carries her to thedlmom, brushes off the absurd slippers, kisseddwty
astonished by the feeling she evokes. Somethindotavith the apparition on the stage: the wig, the
wiggling bottom, the crude talk. Strange love! Ym the quiver of Aphrodite, goddess of the foagnin
waves, no doubt about that.

She does not resist. All she does is avert heaselft her lips, avert her eyes. She lets him layolé on
the bed and undress her: she even helps him,gdisinarms and then her hips. Little shivers oflcah
through her; as soon as she is bare, she slipg timelejuilted counterpane like a mole burrowingg an
turns her back on him.

Not rape, not quite that, but undesired nevertselesdesired to the core. As though she had detaded
go slack, die within herself for the duration, lizerabbit when the jaws of the fox close on itskn&o
that everything done to her might be done, as iewlar away.

“Pauline will be back any minute,' she says whénadtver. "Please. You must go.'

He obeys, but then, when he reaches his car, iatem with such dejection, such dullness, thasite
slumped at the wheel unable to move.

A mistake, a huge mistake. At this moment, he lmdaubt, she, Melanie, is trying to cleanse hersklf
it, of him. He sees her running a bath, stepping the water, eyes closed like a sleepwalker'swblgld
like to slide into a bath of his own.



A woman with chunky legs and a no-nonsense busigispasses by and enters the apartment block. Is
this cousin Pauline the flatmate, the one whosepgival Melanie is so afraid of? He rouses himself
drives off.

The next day she is not in class. An unfortunatenbe, since it is the day of the mid-term testeiwhe
fills in the register afterwards, he ticks her af present and enters a mark of seventy. At theofoiine
page he pencils a note to himself 'Provisionalesty: a vacillator's mark, neither good nor bad.

She stays away the whole of the next week. Timer &fine he telephones, without reply. Then at
midnight on Sunday the doorbell rings. It is Megniressed from top to toe in black, with a littlack
woollen cap. Her face is strained; he steels hihfiseangry words, for a scene.

The scene does not come. In fact, she is the omeisvembarrassed. 'Can | sleep here tonight?' she
whispers, avoiding his eye.

"Of course, of course.' His heart is flooded withef. He reaches out, embraces her, pressingdadnst
him stiff and cold. "Come, I'll make you some tea.'

"No, no tea, nothing, I'm exhausted, | just neecr&sh.'

He makes up a bed for her in his daughter's oldhrddsses her good night, leaves her to herselfetWh
he returns half an hour later she is in a deagsfedly clothed. He eases off her shoes, covers he

At seven in the morning, as the first birds areila@gg to chirrup, he knocks at her door. She islkay
lying with the sheet drawn up to her chin, lookiveggard.

"How are you feeling?' he asks.

She shrugs.

Is something the matter? Do you want to talk?'

She shakes her head mutely.

He sits down on the bed, draws her to him. In hissashe begins to sob miserably. Despite all, aks f&
tingling of desire. "There, there,' he whisperginty to comfort her. 'Tell me what is wrong.' Almdwe
says, 'Tell Daddy what is wrong.'

She gathers herself and tries to speak, but her isoslogged. He finds her a tissue. 'Can | stag lae
while?' she says.

“Stay here?' he repeats carefully. She has stopéd, but long shudders of misery still pass tigio
her. 'Would that be a good idea?'

Whether it would be a good idea she does not smyedd she presses herself tighter to him, her face
warm against his belly. The sheet slips asidejshearing only a singlet and panties.

Does she know what she is up to, at this moment?

When he made the first move, in the college gardem$iad thought of it as a quick little affairuickly

in, quickly out. Now here she is in his house,litngi complications behind her. What game is she
playing? He should be wary, no doubt about that.H@ushould have been wary from the start.

He stretches out on the bed beside her. The liagt ith the world he needs is for Melanie Isaacake up
residence with him. Yet at this moment the thoughntoxicating. Every night she will be here; ever
night he can slip into her bed like this, slip ifter. People will find out, they always do; ther#l e
whispering, there might even be scandal. But whiitthat matter? A last leap of the flame of sense
before it goes out. He folds the bedclothes agig@ches down, strokes her breasts, her buttocks. 'O
course you can stay,' he murmurs. 'Of course.'

In his bedroom, two doors away, the alarm clocksgoi. She turns away from him, pulls the covers up
over her shoulders.

“I'm going to leave now,' he says. 'l have classaseet. Try to sleep again. I'll be back at naban we
can talk.' He strokes her hair, kisses her forehiligtress? Daughter? What, in her heart, is sfiegrto
be? What is she offering him?

When he returns at noon, she is up, sitting akitoden table, eating toast and honey and drinkazgy
She seems thoroughly at home.

'So," he says, 'you are looking much better.'

'| slept after you left.’



"Will you tell me now what this is all about?'

She avoids his eye. Not now,' she says. 'l hagetdm late. I'll explain next time.'

"And when will next time be?'

“This evening, after rehearsal. Is that OK?'

"Yes.'

She gets up, carries her cup and plate to the(surtkdoes not wash them), turns to face him. 'Are sure
it's OK?' she says. "Yes, it's OK.'

‘| wanted to say, | know I've missed a lot of cesdut the production is taking up all my time.'

‘I understand. You are telling me your drama waak fpriority. It would have helped if you had expkd
earlier. Will you be in class tomorrow?'

“Yes. | promise.’

She promises, but with a promise that is not esfmte. He is vexed, irritated. She is behavingybadl
getting away with too much; she is learning to ekphim and will probably exploit him further. Biuit
she has got away with much, he has got away wittenibshe is behaving badly, he has behaved worse.
To the extent that they are together, if they agether, he is the one who leads, she the one eltoové.
Let him not forget that.

FOUR

HE MAKES LOVE to her one more time, on the bedigdraughter's room. It is good, as good as the firs
time; he is beginning to learn the way her body esoShe is quick, and greedy for experience. Hdes
not sense in her a fully sexual appetite, thaniy because she is still young. One moment stantiéno
recollection, when she hooks a leg behind his blgtdo draw him in closer: as the tendon of heeinn
thigh tightens against him, he feels a surge ofgog desire. Who knows, he thinks: there mightpiies
all, be a future.

"Do you do this kind of thing often?' she asksraftgds. ‘Do what?'

“Sleep with your students. Have you slept with Ada

He does not answer. Amanda is another studentdancldéiss, a wispy blonde. He has no interest in
Amanda.

"Why did you get divorced?' she asks.

*I've been divorced twice. Married twice, divordedce.'

"What happened to your first wife?'

“It's a long story. I'll tell you some other time.'

"Do you have pictures?'

‘I don't collect pictures. | don't collect women.'

"Aren't you collecting me?"

“No, of course not.'

She gets up, strolls around the room picking updhethes, as little bashful as if she were alone.i$d
used to women more self-conscious in their dressimjundressing. But the women he is used to are no
as young, as perfectly formed.

The same afternoon there is a knock at his offimer dind a young man enters whom he has not seen
before. Without invitation he sits down, casts aklcaround the room, nods appreciatively at the
bookcases.

He is tall and wiry; he has a thin goatee and anieg; he wears a black leather jacket and blackher
trousers. He looks older than most students; hesloke trouble.

"So you are the professor,’ he says. 'ProfessadDielanie has told me about you.'

“Indeed. And what has she told you?'



“That you fuck her.'

There is a long silence. So, he thinks: the chiskeame home to roost. | should have guessed itl a g
like that would not come unencumbered.

"Who are you?' he says.

The visitor ignores his question. 'You think yowsreart,' he continues. 'A real ladies' man. Youoklyiou
will still look so smart when your wife hears wlyaiu are up to?'

“That's enough. What do you want?'

‘Don't you tell me what's enough.' The words coaster now, in a patter of menace. 'And don't tlyimk
can just walk into people's lives and walk out agahen it suits you.' Light dances on his blackioajis.
He leans forward, sweeps right and left with hisdsa The papers on the desk go flying.

He rises. 'That's enough! It's time for you to kav

“It's time for you to leave!' the boy repeats, nakitig him.

"OK." He gets up, saunters to the door. '‘GoodbseafeBsor Chips! But just wait and see!" Then hgoise.

A bravo, he thinks. She is mixed up with a bravd aow | am mixed up with her bravo too! His stomach
churns.

Though he stays up late into the night, waitingHer, Melanie does not come. Instead, his car,guhitk
the street, is vandalized. The tyres are deflaglek is injected into the doorlocks, newspaperasted
over the windscreen, the paintwork is scratchede Tdtks have to be replaced; the bill comes to six
hundred rand.

"Any idea who did it?' asks the locksmith.

"None at all,' he replies curtly.

After this coup de main Melanie keeps her distaht®is not surprised: if he has been shamed, she is
shamed too. But on Monday she reappears in classpaside her, leaning back in his seat, hands in
pockets, with an air of cocky ease, is the boylatk the boyfriend.

Usually there is a buzz of talk from the studemisday there is a hush. Though he cannot beliewe the
know what is afoot, they are clearly waiting to gd®t he will do about the intruder.

What will he do indeed? What happened to his cas adently not enough. Evidently there are more
instalments to come. What can he do? He mustigrieleth and pay, what else?

"We continue with Byron," he says, plunging inte hbtes. 'As we saw last week, notoriety and sdéanda
affected not only Byron's life but the way in whikis poems were received by the public. Byron tla@ m
found himself conflated with his own poetic creatic with Harold, Manfred, even Don Juan.'

Scandal. A pity that must be his theme, but ha isd state to improvise.

He steals a glance at Melanie. Usually she is g vuser.

Today, looking thin and exhausted, she sits huddiest her book. Despite himself, his heart goestout
her. Poor little bird, he thinks, whom | have hafghinst my breast!

He has told them to read 'Lara’. His notes dedh Viara'. There is no way in which he can evade the
poem. He reads aloud:

He stood a stranger in this breathing world,
An erring spirit from another hurled,;

A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped

By choice the perils he by chance escaped.

"Who will gloss these lines for me? Who is thigritey spirit"? Why does he call himself "a thing"fok
what world does he come?'

He has long ceased to be surprised at the raniggafance of his students. Post-Christian, posihcsl,
postliterate, they might as well have been hatdhet eggs yesterday. So he does not expect them to
know about fallen angels or where Byron might hes&d of them. What he does expect is a round of
goodnatured guesses which, with luck, he can gudard the mark. But today he is met with silerece,



dogged silence that organizes itself palpably aiddhe stranger in their midst. They will not spetiley
will not play his game, as long as a strangeréseho listen and judge and mock.

“Lucifer," he says. 'The angel hurled out of hea@how angels live we know little, but we canwasge
they do not require oxygen. At home Lucifer, thekdangel, does not need to breathe. All of a sudden
finds himself cast out into this strange "breathivigyld" of ours. "Erring": a being who chooses bign
path, who lives dangerously, even creating dargenimself. Let us read further.'

The boy has not looked down once at the text. &astevith a little smile on his lips, a smile in whithere
is, just possibly, a touch of bemusement, he takbags words.

He could
At times resign his own for others' good,
But not in pity, not because he ought,
But in some strange perversity of thought,
That swayed him onward with a secret pride
To do what few or none would do beside;
And this same impulse would in tempting time
Mislead his spirit equally to crime.

"So, what kind of creature is this Lucifer?'

By now the students must surely feel the currenbing between them, between himself and the bay. It
to the boy alone that the question has addressef; iand, like a sleeper summoned to life, the boy
responds. 'He does what he feels like. He doesrgtitit's good or bad. He just does it.'

"Exactly. Good or bad, he just does it. He doeset'ton principle but on impulse, and the sourcéisf
impulses is dark to him. Read a few lines furtlielis madness was not of the head, but heart." A mad
heart. What is a mad heart?'

He is asking too much. The boy would like to preissintuition further, he can see that. He wantshow
that he knows about more than just motorcyclesfiastly clothes. And perhaps he does. Perhaps e doe
indeed have intimations of what it is to have a rhadrt. But, here, in this classroom, before these
strangers, the words will not come. He shakes édglh

"Never mind. Note that we are not asked to condgrisnbeing with the mad heart, this being with whom
there is something constitutionally wrong. On tloatcary, we are invited to understand and sympathiz
But there is a limit to sympathy. For though heefivamong us, he is not one of us. He is exactly iwha
calls himself: a thing, that is, a monster. FinaByron will suggest, it will not be possible tove him,

not in the deeper, more human sense of the woraviHbe condemned to solitude.’

Heads bent, they scribble down his words. Byrorgifien, Cain, it is all the same to them.

They finish the poem. He assigns the first canfd3am Juan and ends the class early. Across tlegids

he calls to her: ‘Melanie, can | have a word w3/

Pinch-faced, exhausted, she stands before him.nAgai heart goes out to her. If they were alone he
would embrace her, try to cheer her up. My littbvel, he would call her.

“Shall we go to my office?' he says instead.

With the boyfriend trailing behind, he leads herthe stairway to his office. 'Wait here,' he telie boy,
and closes the door on him.

Melanie sits before him, her head sunken. 'My déar says, 'you are going through a difficult tirhe,
know that, and | don't want to make it more difficlBut | must speak to you as a teacher. | have
obligations to my students, all of them. What yfriend does off campus is his own business. Buanltc
have him disrupting my classes. Tell him that, from.

“As for yourself, you are going to have to give mmtime to your work. You are going to have to alten
class more regularly. And you are going to havenéie up the test you missed.'

She stares back at him in puzzlement, even shamk.hdve cut me off from everyone, she seems to want
to say. You have made me bear your secret. | atonger just a student. How can you speak to me like
this?



Her voice, when it comes, is so subdued that hebeagly hear: 'I can't take the test, | haven'tedthre
reading.’

What he wants to say cannot be said, not decefitijie can do is signal, and hope that she undedsta
‘Just take the test, Melanie, like everyone etsdoés not matter if you are not prepared, thetpsito get
it behind you. Let us set a date. How about nexhdéy, during the lunch break? That will give yoe th
weekend to do the reading.'

She raises her chin, meets his eye defiantly. Eghe has not understood or she is refusing theioge
"Monday, here in my office," he repeats.

She rises, slings her bag over her shoulder.

"Melanie, | have responsibilities. At least go thgh the motions. Don't make the situation more
complicated than it need be.'

Responsibilities: she does not dignify the wordchveitreply.

Driving home from a concert that evening, he stapa traffic light. A motorcycle throbs past, aveil
Ducati bearing two figures in black. They wear hetisn but he recognizes them nevertheless. Melanie,
the pillion, sits with knees wide apart, pelvistad. A quick shudder of lust tugs him. | have btware!
he thinks. Then the motorcycle surges forward,ibgdrer away.

FIVE

SHE DOES NOT appear for her examination on Mondiastead, in his mailbox he finds an official
withdrawal card: Student 7710 101SAM Ms M lIsaacs wéhdrawn from COM 312 with immediate
effect.

Barely an hour later a telephone call is switcheugh to his office. ‘Professor Lurie? Have you a
moment to talk? My name is Isaacs, I'm calling frG®orge. My daughter is in your class, you know,
Melanie.'

“Yes.'

“Professor, | wonder if you can help us. Melanis haen such a good student, and now she says she is
going to give it all up. It has come as a terriieck to us.'

“I'm not sure | understand.’

"She wants to give up her studies and get a jodedins such a waste, to spend three years at sityiver
and do so well, and then drop out before the emanider if | can ask, Professor, can you have awtia
her, talk some sense into her?'

"Have you spoken to Melanie yourself? Do you kndwatns behind this decision?'

"We spent all weekend on the phone to her, her en@thd |, but we just can't get sense out of hee.iS
very involved in a play she is acting in, so maghe is, you know, overworked,overstressed. Sheyslwa
takes things so to heart, Professor, that's hereyashe gets very involved. But if you talk to,hmaybe
you can persuade her to think again. She has ssgect for you. We don't want her to throw away all
these years for nothing.'

So Melanie-Melani, with her baubles from the OrarRlaza and her blind spot for Wordsworth, takes
things to heart. He would not have guessed it. \@ls&t has he not guessed about her?

‘I wonder, Mr Isaacs, whether | am the right persospeak to Melanie.'

“You are, Professor, you are! As | say, Melaniedwh respect for you.'

Respect? You are out of date, Mr Isaacs. Your dandbst respect for me weeks ago, and with good
reason. That is what he ought to say. 'l'll seetwhan do,' he says instead.

You will not get away with it, he tells himself aftvards. Nor will father Isaacs in faraway Georgeét
this conversation, with its lies and evasionssBé what | can do. Why not come clean? | am thenio
the apple, he should have said. How can | helpwloen | am the very source of your woe?



He telephones the flat and gets cousin Paulineaielis not available, says Pauline in a chillyceoi
‘What do you mean, not available?'

°I mean she doesn't want to speak to you.'

“Tell her', he says, 'it is about her decision tihngraw. Tell her she is being very rash.’

Wednesday's class goes badly, Friday's even wAtsandance is poor; the only students who come are
the tame ones, the passive, the docile. There eamlly one explanation. The story must be out.

He is in the department office when he hears aevbehind him: 'Where can | find Professor Lurie?'
"Here | am," he says without thinking.

The man who has spoken is small, thin, stoop-steoett

He wears a blue suit too large for him, he smdlldgarette smoke.

"Professor Lurie? We spoke on the telephone. Isaacs

“Yes. How do you do. Shall we go to my office?'

“That won't be necessary.' The man pauses, gatimeelf, takes a deep breath. 'Professor,’ he begin
laying heavy stress on the word, 'you may be vecated and all that, but what you have done is not
right." He pauses, shakes his head. 'lt is not.tigh

The two secretaries do not pretend to hide theiiosity. There are students in the office too; las t
stranger's voice rises they fall silent.

"We put our children in the hands of you peoplealise we think we can trust you. If we can't trhst t
university, who can we trust? We never thought veeensending our daughter into a nest of vipers. No,
Professor Lurie, you may be high and mighty andehal kinds of degrees, but if | was you I'd beyver
ashamed of myself, so help me God. If I've got haslthe wrong end of the stick, now is your chatwe
say, but | don't think so, | can see it from yoacd:.'

Now is his chance indeed: let him who would spesplkak. But he stands tongue-tied, the blood thgddin
in his ears. A viper: how can he deny it?

"Excuse me," he whispers, 'l have business todhttehLike a thing of wood, he turns and leaves.

Into the crowded corridor Isaacs follows him. 'lessfor! Professor Lurie!" he calls. 'You can't just
away like that! You have not heard the last of tell you now!"

That is how it begins. Next morning, with surprgsidispatch, a memorandum arrives from the office of
the Vice-Rector (Student Affairs) notifying him treacomplaint has been lodged against him undetfeart
3.1 of the university's Code of Conduct. He is e=sted to contact the Vice-Rector's office at hidie=t
convenience.

The notification - which arrives in an envelope ket Confidential - is accompanied by a copy of the
code. Article 3 deals with victimization or haragsmon grounds of race, ethnic group, religion,dgen
sexual preference, or physical disability. ArtiBld addresses victimization or harassment of stadan
teachers.

A second document describes the constitution angpetences of committees of inquiry. He reads €, hi
heart hammering unpleasantly. Halfway through,cliscentration fails. He gets up, locks the doohisf
office, and sits with the paper in his hand, tryiagmagine what has happened.

Melanie would not have taken such a step by herkelfis convinced. She is too innocent for thad, to
ignorant of her power. He, the little man in tHditting suit, must be behind it, he and cousinltee, the
plain one, the duenna. They must have talked heriinworn her down, then in the end marched ber t
the administration offices.

"We want to lodge a complaint,’ they must have.saiodge a complaint? What kind of complaint?'

“It's private.'

"Harassment,' cousin Pauline would have interjecteldile Melanie stood by abashed - 'against a
professor.’

"Go to room such-and-such.’

In room such-and-such he, Isaacs, would grow bolidée want to lay a complaint against one of your
professors.’



"Have you thought it through? Is this really whatuywant to do?' they would respond, following
procedure.

“Yes, we know what we want to do,' he would sagnging at his daughter, daring her to object.

There is a form to fill in. The form is placed befdhem, and a pen. A hand takes up the pen, alwand
has kissed, a hand he knows intimately. First timenof the plaintiff.: MELANIE ISAACS, in careful
block letters. Down the column of boxes wavershaed, searching for the one to tick. There, pdimés
nicotine-stained finger of her father. The handwslosettles, makes its X, its cross of righteousnes
J'accuse. Then a space for the name of the acchgadD LURIE, writes the hand: PROFESSOR.
Finally, at the foot of the page, the date andsigmature: the arabesque of the M, the | with dsl lupper
loop, the downward gash of the I, the flourishtd final s.

The deed is done. Two names on the page, his asddide by side. Two in a bed, lovers no longer bu
foes.

He calls the Vice-Rector's office and is givenve fo'clock appointment, outside regular hours.

At five o'clock he is waiting in the corridor. Arakiakim, sleek and youthful, emerges and ushersitim
There are already two persons in the room: Elaimetét/ chair of his department, and Farodia Rassool
from Social Sciences, who chairs the universityexgdmmittee on discrimination.

“It's late, David, we know why we are here,' sagkihh, 'so let's get to the point. How can we baskle

this business?'

“You can fill me in about the complaint.’

“Very well. We are talking about a complaint laglMs Melanie Isaacs. Also about' - he glances aingl
Winter - 'some pre-existing irregularities thatrege involve Ms Isaacs. Elaine?'

Elaine Winter takes her cue. She has never liked bBhe regards him as a hangover from the past, the
sooner cleared away the better. 'There is a qumnytaVis Isaacs's attendance, David. According to he
spoke to her on the phone - she has attended wolglasses in the past month. If that is truehdud
have been reported. She also says she misseddktenmmi test. Yet' -she glances at the file in frahber

- ‘according to your records,her attendance isamished and she has a mark of seventy for the mid-
term.' She regards him quizzically. 'So unlessatlage two Melanie Isaacs . .

“There is only one,' he says. 'l have no defence.’

Smoothly Hakim intervenes. 'Friends, this is n@t time or place to go into substantial issues. et
should do' - he glances at the other two - ‘isfglarocedure. | need barely say, David, the maitidrbe
handled in the strictest confidence, | can assore of that. Your name will be protected, Ms Isaacs'
name will be protected too. A committee will be gpt Its function will be to determine whether gheare
grounds for disciplinary measures. You or your legpresentative will have an opportunity to chadje

its composition. Its hearings will be held in camein the meantime, until the committee has masle it
recommendation to the Rector and the Rector has aetwverything goes on as before. Ms Isaacs has
officially withdrawn from the course she takes wijtbu, and you will be expected to refrain from all
contact with her. Is there anything | am omittikgrodia, Elaine?'

Tight-lipped, Dr Rassool shakes her head.

“It's always complicated, this harassment businBssjd, complicated as well as unfortunate, but we
believe our procedures are good and fair, so yustl take it step by step, play it by the book. bhe
suggestion is, acquaint yourself with the proceslared perhaps get legal advice.'

He is about to reply, but Hakim raises a warningdhéSleep on it, David,' he says.

He has had enough. 'Don't tell me what to do, binanchild.'

He leaves in a fury. But the building is locked d@hd doorkeeper has gone home. The back exit ketbc
too. Hakim has to let him out.

It is raining. 'Share my umbrella,’ says Hakim;that his car,

"Speaking personally, David, | want to tell you yleave all my sympathy. Really. These things can be
hell.'

He has known Hakim for years, they used to plapitetogether in his tennis-playing days, but he iso
mood now for male chumminess. He shrugs irritagdys into his car.



The case is supposed to be confidential, but ofseoit is not, of course people talk. Why else, awhe
enters the commonroom, does a hush fall on theéechathy does a younger colleague, with whom he has
hitherto had perfectly cordial relations, put doler teacup and depart, looking straight through &gm
she passes? Why do only two students turn up &ofirtst Baudelaire class?

The gossip-mill, he thinks, turning day and nigirinding reputations. The community of the rightgou
holding their sessions in corners, over the telaphobehind closed doors. Gleeful whispers.
Schadenfreude. First the sentence, then the trial.

In the corridors of the Communications Buildingrhakes a point of walking with head held high.

He speaks to the lawyer who handled his divora:slget it clear first,' says the lawyer, 'howetaue the
allegations?'

“True enough. | was having an affair with the girl.

“Serious?'

"Does seriousness make it better or worse? Aftertain age, all affairs are serious. Like hed#cks.'
"Well, my advice would be, as a matter of strategsgt a woman to represent you.' He mentions two
names. 'Aim for a private settlement. You give @ertundertakings, perhaps take a spell of leave, in
return for which the university persuades the girlher family, to drop the charges. Your best hdjake

a yellow card. Minimize the damage, wait for tharstal to blow over.'

"What kind of undertakings?"'

“Sensitivity training. Community service. Coungaidli Whatever you can negotiate.'

"Counselling? | need counselling?'

"Don't misunderstand me. I'm simply saying that ofihe options offered to you might be counselling
“To fix me? To cure me? To cure me of inappropritsires?' The lawyer shrugs. 'Whatever.'

On campus it is Rape Awareness Week. Women Aggiage, WAR, announces a twenty-four-hour vigil
in solidarity with ‘recent victims'. A pamphlet ®&ipped under his door: 'WOMEN SPEAK OUT.
Scrawled in pencil at the bottom is a message: 'RMAYS ARE OVER, CASANOVA'

He has dinner with his ex-wife Rosalind. They haeen apart for eight years; slowly, warily, theg ar
growing to be friends again, of a sort. War veterdh reassures him that Rosalind still lives ngarb
perhaps she feels the same way about him. Someormunt on when the worst arrives: the fall in the
bathroom, the blood in the stool.

They speak of Lucy, sole issue of his first maridg/ing now on a farm in the Eastern Cape. 'l reeg
her soon," he says - 'I'm thinking of taking a.trip

“In term time?"

“Term is nearly over. Another two weeks to get tigto, that's all.’

“Has this anything to do with the problems youlzaeing? | hear you are having problems.’

"Where did you hear that?'

"People talk, David. Everyone knows about thisstagdfair of yours, in the juiciest detail. It's o one's
interest to hush it up, no one's but your own. Aatidwed to tell you how stupid it looks?'

"No, you are not.'

“I will anyway. Stupid, and ugly too. | don't knamhat you do about sex and | don't want to know, but
this is not the way to go about it. You're whaiftyftwo? Do you think a young girl finds any pless in
going to bed with a man of that age? Do you thimk fnds it good to watch you in the middle of yo@r
Do you ever think about that?'

He is silent.

‘Don't expect sympathy from me, David, and don'peex sympathy from anyone else either. No
sympathy, no mercy, not in this day and age. Eve\pohand will be against you, and why not? Really,
how could you?'

The old tone has entered, the tone of the lastsyefatheir married life: passionate recriminati@ven
Rosalind must be aware of that. Yet perhaps sheahasint. Perhaps it is the right of the young ¢ b
protected from the sight of their elders in theodw of passion. That is what whores are for, afeto

put up with the ecstasies of the unlovely.

"Anyway,' Rosalind goes on, 'you say you'll seeyl'uc



Yes, | thought I'd drive up after the inquiry asjgend some time with her.’

“The inquiry?'

“There is a committee of inquiry sitting next week.

“That's very quick. And after you have seen Lucy?'

I don't know. I'm not sure | will be permitted¢ome back to the university. I'm not sure | willnv#o.'
Rosalind shakes her head. 'An inglorious end to gateer, don't you think? | won't ask if what ygot
from this girl was worth the price. What are yourgpto do with your time? What about your pension?'
“I'll come to some arrangement with them. Theytaart'me off without a penny.'

"Can't they? Don't be so sure. How old is she ¥ yoamorata?" Twenty. Of age. Old enough to know he
own mind.'

“The story is, she took sleeping-pills. Is thae®u

‘I know nothing about sleeping-pills. It soundseli fabrication to me. Who told you about sleeping-
pills?*

She ignores the question. 'Was she in love witt?youd you jilt her?'

"No. Neither.'

“Then why this complaint?'

"Who knows? She didn't confide in me. There waattebof some kind going on behind the sceneslthat
wasn't privy to. There was a jealous boyfriend.r&hgere indignant parents. She must have crumpled i
the end. | was taken completely by surprise.’

“You should have known, David. You are too old ¢onbeddling with other people's children. You should
have expected the worst. Anyway, it's all very denieg. Really.'

“You haven't asked whether | love her. Aren't yopposed to ask that as well?'

“Very well. Are you in love with this young womarhwis dragging your name through the mud?'

“She isn't responsible. Don't blame her."

"Don't blame her! Whose side are you on? Of coubdg@me her! | blame you and | blame her. The whole
thing is disgraceful from beginning to end. Disgrfat and vulgar too. And I'm not sorry for sayirg's

In the old days he would, at this point, have stmrout. But tonight he does not. They have grovckth
skins, he and Rosalind, against each other.

The next day Rosalind telephones. 'David, havesgan today's Argus?'

"No.'

"Well, steel yourself. There's a piece about you.'

"What does it say?'

"Read it for yourself '

The report is on page three: 'Professor on sexgehar is headed. He skims the first lines. is.slated to
appear before a disciplinary board on a chargeexfia harassment. CTU is keeping tight-lipped about
the latest in a series of scandals including fréermtuscholarship payouts and alleged sex ringsabiper
out of student residences. Lurie (53), author bbak on English nature-poet William Wordsworth, was
not available for comment.'

William Wordsworth (1770-1850), nature-poet. Dalddrie (1945-?), commentator upon, and disgraced
disciple of William Wordsworth. Blest be the infardbe. No outcast he. Blest be the babe.

SIX

THE HEARING Is held in a committee room off Hakine8ice. He is ushered in and seated at the foot of
the table by Manas Mathabane himself, Profess&etifjious Studies, who will chair the inquiry. Teh
left sit Hakim, his secretary, and a young womarstudent of some kind; to his right are the three
members of Mathabane's committee.



He does not feel nervous. On the contrary, he fgaie sure of himself. His heart beats evenlyhhs
slept well. Vanity, he thinks, the dangerous vamifythe gambler; vanity and self-righteousness.ite
going into this in the wrong spirit. But he does care.

He nods to the committee members. Two of them lmevknFarodia Rassool and Desmond Swarts, Dean
of Engineering. The third, according to the paperfsont of him, teaches in the Business School.

"The body here gathered, Professor Lurie," sayhalene, opening proceedings, 'has no powers. All it
can do is to make recommendations. Furthermore hgoe the right to challenge its makeup. So let me
ask: is there any member of the committee whosticjpation you feel might be prejudicial to you?'

‘I have no challenge in a legal sense,' he replibave reservations of a philosophical kind, bstippose
they are out of bounds.'

A general shifting and shuffling. 'l think we hadtter restrict ourself to the legal sense,' saythizane.
'You have no challenge to the makeup of the coramitHave you any objection to the presence of a
student observer from the Coalition Against Disanation?"

‘I have no fear of the committee. | have no feahefobserver.'

“Very well. To the matter at hand. The first commdant is Ms Melanie Isaacs, a student in the drama
programme, who has made a statement of which yohaak copies. Do | need to summarize that
statement? Professor Lurie?"

‘Do | understand, Mr Chairman, that Ms Isaacs moll be appearing in person?'

"Ms Isaacs appeared before the committee yestek@ayne remind you again, this is not a trial bot a
inquiry. Our rules of procedure are not those laivacourt. Is that a problem for you?'

"No.'

"A second and related charge', Mathabane contirc@sies from the Registrar, through the Office of
Student Records, and concerns the validity of Msds's record. The charge is that Ms Isaacs did not
attend all the classes or submit all the writtemknar sit all the examinations for which you haveeg

her credit.'

“That is the sum of it? Those are the charges?'

“They are.'

He takes a deep breath. 'l am sure the membehisoddmmittee have better things to do with thienet
than rehash a story over which there will be nputis. | plead guilty to both charges. Pass senjemuk

let us get on with our lives.'

Hakim leans across to Mathabane. Murmured words Ipaisveen them.

"Professor Lurie,' says Hakim, 'l must repeat, i committee of inquiry. Its role is to heartbstdes of

the case and make a recommendation. It has no piovagte decisions. Again | ask,

would it not be better if you were represented dyesone familiar with our procedures?’

‘I don't need representation. | can represent rhpsefectly well. Do | understand that, despite phea |
have entered, we must continue with the hearing?'

"We want to give you an opportunity to state yoosipon.'

“I have stated my position. | am guilty.'

“Guilty of what?'

"Of all that | am charged with.'

“You are taking us in circles, Professor Lurie.'

"Of everything Ms Isaacs avers, and of keepingfedsords.'

Now Farodia Rassool intervenes. 'You say you achkpisaacs's statement, Professor Lurie, but have
you actually read it?'

| do riot wish to read Ms Isaacs's statement. éptit. | know of no reason why Ms Isaacs shoudd li

"But would it not be prudent to actually read ttetesment before accepting it?'

"No. There are more important things in life thamig prudent.’

Farodia Rassool sits back in her seat. This igaaly quixotic, Professor Lurie, but can you affard It
seems to me we may have a duty to protect you frmumself ' She gives Hakim a wintry smile.

“You say you have not sought legal advice. Have gomisulted anyone - a priest, for instance, or a
counsellor? Would you be prepared to undergo cdiumg®



The question comes from the young woman from tha&rigiss School. He can feel himself bristling. 'No,
have not sought counselling nor do | intend to seekam a grown man. | am not receptive to being
counselled. | am beyond the reach of counsellldg.turns to Mathabane. 'l have made my plea. Iethe
any reason why this debate should go on?'

There is a whispered consultation between MathabaddHakim.

‘It has been proposed', says Mathabane, 'thabthendtee recess to discuss Professor Lurie's plea.’

A round of nods.

"Professor Lurie, could | ask you to step outside & few minutes, you and Ms van Wyk, while we
deliberate?'

He and the student observer retire to Hakim's effidko word passes between them; clearly the gsfe
awkward. 'YOUR DAYS ARE OVER, CASANOVA." What dosbe think of Casanova now that she
meets him face to face?

They are called back in. The atmosphere in the rigamot good: sour, it seems to him.

'So,' says Mathabane, ‘to resume: Professor Lymie,say you accept the truth of the charges brought
against you?'

‘| accept whatever Ms Isaacs alleges.'

"Dr Rassool, you have something you wish to say?'

"Yes. | want to register an objection to these oasps of Professor Lurie's, which | regard as
fundamentally evasive. Professor Lurie says hepsdbe charges. Yet when we try to pin him down on
what it is that he actually accepts, all we gesubtle mockery. To me that suggests that he actlepts
charges only in name. In a case with overtonesthileeone, the wider community is entitled -'

He cannot let that go. 'There are no overtonelisncase,' he snaps back.

"The wider community is entitled to know', she @ounes, raising her voice with practised ease, gdin
over him, ‘what it is specifically that Professaurie acknowledges and therefore what it is thasheing
censured for.'

Mathabane: 'If he is censured.'

“If he is censured. We fail to perform our dutyvé are not crystal clear in our minds, and if wendb
make it crystal clear in our recommendations, vidratessor Lurie is being censured for.'

“In our own minds | believe we are crystal clear,Rassool. The question is whether Professor Liarie
crystal clear in his mind.'

"Exactly. You have expressed exactly what | wanteshy.'

It would be wiser to shut up, but he does not. Wi@es on in my mind is my business, not yours,
Farodia,' he says. 'Frankly, what you want fromisngot a response but a confession. Well, | make no
confession. | put forward a plea, as is my rightil§$ as charged. That is my plea. That is as far am
prepared to go.'

"Mr Chair, | must protest. The issue goes beyontenechnicalities. Professor Lurie pleads guiltyt b
ask myself, does he accept his guilt or is he gingping through the motions in the hope that thgeca
will be buried under paper and forgotten? If heimply going through the motions, | urge that wease
the severest penalty.'

let me remind you again, Dr Rassool,' says Mathapdns not up to us to impose penalties.'

"Then we should recommend the severest penaltyt Fiedessor Lurie be dismissed with immediate
effect and forfeit all benefits and privileges.'

"David?' The voice comes from Desmond Swarts, wdm rfot spoken hitherto. 'David, are you sure you
are handling the situation in the best way?' Swartss to the chair. "Mr Chair, as | said while fléssor
Lurie was out of the room, | do believe that as fera of a university community we ought not to
proceed against a colleague in a coldly formalistiay. David, are you sure you don't want a
postponement to give yourself time to reflect aathpps consult?'

"Why? What do | need to reflect on?'

"On the gravity of your situation, which | am netrs you appreciate. To be blunt, you stand to yose
job. That's no joke in these days.'

"Then what do you advise me to do? Remove whatd3s&0l



calls the subtle mockery from my tone? Shed tefacsmtrition? What will be enough to save me?"

“You may find this hard to believe, David, but weund this table are not your enemies. We have our
weak moments, all of us, we are only human. Yoseda not unique. We would like to find a way for
you to continue with your career.'

Easily Hakim joins in. 'We would like to help ydDavid, to find a way out of what must be a nightenar
They are his friends. They want to save him froewieakness, to wake him from his nightmare. They do
not want to see him begging in the streets. Thegtwém back in the classroom. “In this chorus of
goodwill,' he says, 'l hear no female voice.' Therglence.

“Very well,' he says, let me confess. The storyiseegne evening, | forget the date, but not longt.pla
was walking through the old college gardens andtswppened, was the young woman in question, Ms
Isaacs. Our paths crossed. Words passed betweandiat that moment something happened which, not
being a poet, | will not try to describe. Suffited say that Eros entered. After that | was netsame.'

“You were not the same as what?"' asks the businesswcautiously.

‘I was not myself. | was no longer a fifty-year-aliorce at a loose end. | became a servant of'Eros

“Is this a defence you are offering us? Ungovemabhpulse?'

‘It is not a defence. You want a confession, | giee a confession. As for the impulse, it was fanf
ungovernable. | have denied similar impulses mangg in the past, | am ashamed to say.'

‘Don't you think', says Swarts, 'that by its natairademic life must call for certain sacrificesafltor the
good of the whole we have to deny ourselves cegaitifications?'

“You have in mind a ban on intimacy across the geions?'

"No, not necessarily. But as teachers we occupytipos of power. Perhaps a ban on mixing power
relations with sexual relations. Which, | senseyli&t was going on in this case. Or extreme caution
Farodia Rassool intervenes. 'We are again goingdaucircles, Mr Chair. Yes, he says, he is guitiyt
when we try to get specificity, all of a suddersinot abuse of a young woman he is confessinggban
impulse he could not resist, with no mention of plan he has caused, no mention of the long higibry
exploitation of which this is part. That is whydysit is futile to go on debating with ProfessorrieuWe
must take his plea at face value and recommenddiogty.'

Abuse: he was waiting for the word. Spoken in a&&ajuivering with righteousness. What does she see,
when she looks at him, that keeps her at suchch pitanger? A shark among the helpless littleidish

Or does she have another vision: of a great thacled male bearing down on a girl-child, a huge hand
stifling her cries? How absurd! Then he remembidiesy were gathered here yesterday in this same,room
and she was before them, Melanie, who barely cambs shoulder. Unequal: how can he deny that?

‘I tend to agree with Dr Rassool,' says the busimeman. "Unless there is something that Professie L
wants to add, | think we should proceed to a degisi

‘Before we do that, Mr Chair,' says Swarts, 'l vdolike to plead with Professor Lurie one last tirfee.
there any form of statement he would be preparedibscribe to?'

"Why? Why is it so important that | subscribe tst@ement?'

"Because it would help to cool down what has becamery heated situation. Ideally we would all have
preferred to resolve this case out of the glahefmedia. But that has not been possible. It desived a

lot of attention, it has acquired overtones thatl@yond our control. All eyes are on the univgrsitsee
how we

handle it. | get the impression, listening to y@avid, that you believe you are being treated ulyfai
That is quite mistaken. We on this committee sesadues as trying to work out a compromise which wi
allow you to keep your job. That is why | ask whestlthere is not a form of public statement that you
could live with and that would allow us to recommesomething less than the most severe sanction,
namely, dismissal with censure.'

“You mean, will I humble myself and ask for clemg?ic

Swarts sighs. 'David, it doesn't help to sneewatefforts. At least accept an adjournment, so ybatcan
think your position over.'

"What do you want the statement to contain?"

"An admission that you were wrong.'



‘I have admitted that. Freely. | am guilty of theges brought against me.'

‘Don't play games with us, David. There is a ddfere between pleading guilty to a charge and aidaqitt
you were wrong, and you know that.'

"And that will satisfy you: an admission | was wg@

"No,' says Farodia Rassool. 'That would be badkott. First Professor Lurie must make his statetmen
Then we can decide whether to accept it in mitayatWe don't negotiate first on what should beig h
statement. The statement should come from himisimWwn words. Then we can see if it comes from his
heart.’

"And you trust yourself to divine that, from thende | use - to divine whether it comes from my t@ar
"We will see what attitude you express. We will sdether you express contrition.'

“Very well. | took advantage of my position vis-&Ws Isaacs. It was wrong, and | regret it. |¢ tjzod
enough for you?'

"The question is not whether it is good enoughnfetr Professor Lurie, the question is whether gaed
enough for you. Does it reflect your sincere fegsiPi

He shakes his head. 'l have said the words for yow, you want more, you want me to demonstrate thei
sincerity. That is preposterous. That is beyondstape of the law. | have had enough. Let us g& tiac
playing it by the book. | plead guilty. That isfas as | am prepared to go.'

"Right,' says Mathabane from the chair. 'If theme @0 more questions for Professor Lurie, | wikrik
him for attending and excuse him."'

At first they do not recognize him. He is halfwagwh the stairs before he hears the cry That's him!
followed by a scuffle of feet.

They catch up with him at the foot of the stainse @ven grabs at his jacket to slow him down.

"Can we talk to you just for a minute, Professori¢® says a voice.

He ignores it, pressing on into the crowded lobldyere people turn to stare at the tall man hurrjiom
his pursuers.

Someone bars his way. 'Hold it!" she says. He avestface, stretches out a hand. There is a flash.

A girl circles around him. Her hair, plaited witimher beads, hangs straight down on either sidesiof h
face. She smiles, showing even white teeth. '‘Canstegand speak?' she says.

"What about?'

A tape recorder is thrust toward him. He pushesvy. "About how it was," says the girl.

"How what was?'

The camera flashes again.

“You know, the hearing.'

“I can't comment on that.'

"OK, so what can you comment on?"'

“There is nothing | want to comment on.'

The loiterers and the curious have begun to crawdral. If

he wants to get away, he will have to push throthgm. "Are you sorry?' says the girl. The recoider
thrust closer. Do you regret what you did?'

"No," he says. 'l was enriched by the experience.’

The smile remains on the girl's face. 'So would gout again?'

‘I don't think | will have another chance.’

"But if you had a chance?'

“That isn't a real question.'

She wants more, more words for the belly of th&elihachine, but for the moment is at a loss fov ho
suck him into further indiscretion.

"He was what by the experience?' he hears somakrsoto voce. "He was enriched.'

There is a titter.

"Ask him if he apologized,' someone calls to thé gi

“| already asked.'



Confessions, apologies: why this thirst for abasefhé hush falls. They circle around him like huste
who have cornered a strange beast and do not kaewtdhfinish it off.

The photograph appears in the next day's studevepaper, above the caption 'Who's the Dunce Ndaw?' |
shows him, eyes cast up to the heavens, reachin@ guoping hand toward the camera. The pose is
ridiculous enough in itself, but what makes thetysie a gem is the inverted waste-paper basketathat
young man, grinning broadly, holds above him. Byiek of perspective the basket appears to sitien h
head like a dunce's hat. Against such an imaget, eftzance has he?

"Committee tight-lipped on verdict,' reads the tiead 'The disciplinary committee investigating oes

of harassment and misconduct against CommunicaBoofessor David Lurie was tight-lipped yesterday
on its verdict. Chair Manas Mathabane would

say only that its findings have been forwardechwoRector for action.

“Sparring verbally with members of WAR after theaheg, Lurie (53) said he had found his experiences
with women students "enriching”.

“Trouble first erupted when complaints against &ugn expert on romantic poetry, were filed by shigl

in his classes.'

He has a call at home from Mathabane. 'The comeniitéss passed on its recommendation, David, and the
Rector has asked me to get back to you one last e is prepared not to take extreme measures, he
says, on condition that you issue a statementum gan person which will be satisfactory from owing

of view as well as yours.'

"Manas, we have been over that ground. | -'

"Wait. Hear me out. | have a draft statement befeeewhich would satisfy our requirements. It istgui
short. May | read it to you?'

‘Read it.’

Mathabane reads: 'l acknowledge without reservaserious abuses of the human rights of the
complainant, as well as abuse of the authoritygdgéel to me by the University. | sincerely apoledia
both parties and accept whatever appropriate pemealy be imposed.'

' "Whatever appropriate penalty": what does thaamfe

"My understanding is, you will not be dismissedalhprobability, you will be requested to takesave of
absence. Whether you eventually return to teactiiniges will depend on yourself, and on the decigibn
your Dean and head of department.’

“That is it? That is the package?'

“That is my understanding. If you signify that ygubscribe to the statement, which will have theustaf

a plea in mitigation, the Rector will be preparedtcept it in that spirit.'

“In what spirit?'

"A spirit of repentance.’

"Manas, we went through the repentance businedergayg. | told you what | thought. | won't do it. |
appeared before an officially constituted tributefore a branch of the law. Before that seculautal |
pleaded guilty, a secular plea. That plea shoulfficeu Repentance is neither here nor there. Repest
belongs to another world, to another universe sfalirse.’'

“You are confusing issues, David. You are not béirsgructed to repent. What goes on in your soul is
dark to us, as members of what you call a sectilaurtal if not as fellow human beings. You are lgein
asked to issue a statement.’

‘| am being asked to issue an apology about whinhy not be sincere?'

“The criterion is not whether you are sincere. Tihad matter, as | say, for your own consciences Th
criterion is whether you are prepared to acknowdeggur fault in a public manner and take steps to
remedy it.'

"Now we are truly splitting hairs. You charged raed | pleaded guilty to the charges. That is all yo
need from me.'

"No. We want more. Not a great deal more, but midnepe you can see your way clear to giving us'tha



“Sorry, | can't.'

"David, | can't go on protecting you from yourséldm tired of it, and so is the rest of the conedt Do
you want time to rethink?'

"No.'

“Very well. Then | can only say, you will be heayiftom the Rector.

SEVEN

ONCE HE HAS made up his mind to leave, there ikelib hold him back. He clears out the refrigerato
locks up the house, and at noon is on the freeastopover in Oudtshoorn, a crack-ofdawn departure:
by mid-morning he is nearing his destination, thert of Salem on the Grahamstown-Kenton road in the
Eastern Cape.

His daughter's smallholding is at the end of a wigdlirt track some miles outside the town: fivetiages

of land, most of it arable, a wind-pump, stabled auntbuildings, and a low, sprawling farmhouse fzin
yellow, with a galvanized-iron roof and a covereéoep. The front boundary is marked by a wire fence
and clumps of nasturtiums and geraniums; the fakiedront is dust and gravel.

There is an old VW kombi parked in the driveway;pudls up behind it. From the shade of the stoepyLu
emerges into the sunlight. For a moment he doesegognise her. A year has passed, and she has put
weight. Her hips and breasts are now (he seardrethd best word) ample. Comfortably barefoot, she
comes to greet him, holding her arms wide, embgalim, kissing him on the cheek.

What a nice girl, he thinks, hugging her; what@nvelcome at the end of a long trip!

The house, which is large, dark, and, even at myiddhilly, dates from the time of large familied, o
guests by the wagonful. Six years ago Lucy moveasia member of a commune, a tribe of young people
who peddled leather goods and sunbaked potteryahaenstown and, in between stands of mealies, grew
dagga. When the commune broke up, the rump movntp dNew Bethesda, Lucy stayed behind on the
smallholding with her friend Helen. She had falieriove with the place, she said; she wanted tm fiar
properly. He helped her buy it. Now here she mwéred dress, bare feet and all, in a house fulhef
smell of baking, no longer a child playing at famgibut a solid countrywoman, a boervrou.

“I'm going to put you in Helen's room,' she saygéts the morning sun. You have no idea how tiodd
mornings have been this winter.'

"How is Helen?' he asks. Helen is a large, sadihgokoman with a deep voice and a bad skin, ollon t
Lucy. He has never been able to understand what ees in her; privately he wishes Lucy would find,
or be found by, someone better.

"Helen has been back in Johannesburg since Apglbeen alone, aside from the help.’

“You didn't tell me that. Aren't you nervous by yself?"

Lucy shrugs. 'There are the dogs. Dogs still meameshing. The more dogs, the more deterrence.
Anyhow, if there were to be a break-in, | don't He# two people would be better than one.’

“That's very philosophical.'

“Yes. When all else fails, philosophize.'

"But you have a weapon.'

"I have a rifle. I'll show you. | bought it fromreeighbour. | haven't ever used it, but | have it.’

"Good. An armed philosopher. | approve.'

Dogs and a gun; bread in the oven and a crop ipdhé.

Curious that he and her mother, cityfolk, intelleds, should have produced this throwback, thisdgtu
young settler. But perhaps it was not they who pced her: perhaps history had the larger share.

She offers him tea. He is hungry: he wolfs down bhacklike slices of bread with prickly-pear janls@
home-made. He is aware of her eyes on him as Ise ldatmust be careful: nothing so distasteful to a
child as the workings of a parent's body.



Her own fingernails are none too clean. Country. ionourable, he supposes.

He unpacks his suitcase in Helen's room. The diaas@r empty; in the huge old wardrobe there is anly
blue overall hanging. If Helen is away, it is nas$t for a while.

Lucy takes him on a tour of the premises. She rdsnihim about not wasting water, about not
contaminating the septic tank. He knows the ledsanlistens dutifully. Then she shows him over the
boarding kennels. On his last visit there had bad@y one pen. Now there are five, solidly built,thvi
concrete bases, galvanized poles and struts, aaw{gauge mesh, shaded by young bluegum trees. The
dogs are excited to see her: Dobermanns, Germaph8tus, ridgebacks, bull terriers, Rottweilers.
'‘Watchdogs, all of them," she says. 'Working dagsshort contracts: two weeks, one week, sometimes
just a weekend. The pets tend to come in duringtinemer holidays.'

"And cats? Don't you take cats?'

"Don't laugh. I'm thinking of branching into calts just not set up for them yet."'

Do you still have your stall at the market?'

“Yes, on Saturday mornings. I'll take you along."

This is how she makes a living: from the kennetgl fxom selling flowers and garden produce. Nothing
could be more simple.

'Don't the dogs get bored?' He points to one, @ddoured bulldog bitch with a cage to herself whead
on paws, watches them morosely, not even bothéviget up.

'Katy? She's abandoned. The owners have done a Aooéunt unpaid for months. | don't know what I'm
going to do about her. Try to find her a home, pmse. She's sulking, but otherwise she's all .righe
gets taken out every day for exercise. By me dPétyus. It's part of the package.'

Petrus?'

'You will meet him. Petrus is my new assistantfalct, since March, co-proprietor. Quite a fellow.'

He strolls with her past the mud-walled dam, whefamily of ducks coasts serenely, past the beshive
and through the garden: flowerbeds and winter \adgjes - cauliflowers, potatoes, beetroot, charthrom
They visit the pump and storage dam on the eddbeoproperty. Rains for the past two years have bee
good, the water table has risen.

She talks easily about these matters. A frontienéa of the new breed. In the old days, cattle magze.
Today, dogs and daffodils. The more things chahgentore they remain the same. History repeating
itself, though in a more modest vein. Perhaps hidtas learned a lesson.

They walk back along an irrigation furrow. Lucyare toes grip the red earth, leaving clear pritsolid
woman, embedded in her new life. Good! If thisoibé what he leaves behind - this daughter, threavo

- then he does not have to be ashamed.

There's no need to entertain me," he says, batleihouse. 'I've brought my books. | just neeabéetand
chair.'

'‘Are you working on something in particular?' sk&sacarefully. His work is not a subject they oftalk
about.

‘I have plans. Something on the last years of Bylwt a book, or not the kind of book | have writi@
the past. Something for

the stage, rather. Words and music. Characterisgadind singing.'

'| didn't know you still had ambitions in that ditin.'

‘| thought | would indulge myself. But there is rado it than

that. One wants to leave something behind. Oraat k@ man

wants to leave something behind. It's easier feoman.’

'Why is it easier for a woman?'

‘Easier, | mean, to produce something with a Iffésscown.’

'Doesn't being a father count?'



'‘Being a father . . . | can't help feeling that,dmmparison with being a mother, being a father iather
abstract business. But let us wait and see whaesoth something does come, you will be the fiost t
hear. The first and probably the last.’

‘Are you going to write the music yourself?'

"Il borrow the music, for the most part. | have qualms about borrowing. At the beginning | thavigh
was a subject that would call for quite lush ortfs®n. Like Strauss, say. Which would have been
beyond my powers. Now I'm inclining the other wipyard a very meagre accompaniment - violin, cello,
oboe or maybe bassoon. But it's all in the realnidefis as yet. | haven't written a note - I've been
distracted. You must have heard about my troubles.’

'Roz mentioned something on the telephone.’

'‘Well, we won't go into that now. Some other time.'

'Have you left the university for good?'

‘| have resigned. | was asked to resign.’

‘Will you miss it?'

'‘Will I miss it? | don't know. | was no great shakas a teacher. | was having less and less rappouid,
with my students. What | had to say they didn'edarhear. So perhaps | won't miss it. Perhapsrijtby

my release.'

A man is standing in the doorway, a tall man irebdweralls and

rubber boots and a woollen cap. 'Petrus, come et my father,' says Lucy.

Petrus wipes his boots. They shake hands. A Iwedthered face; shrewd eyes. Forty? Forty-five?
Petrus turns to Lucy. 'The spray,’ he says: 'l ltawvee for the spray.’

It's in the kombi. Wait here, I'll fetch it.'

He is left with Petrus. 'You look after the dodp®'says, to break the silence.

' look after the dogs and | work in the gardensYPetrus gives a broad smile. 'l am the gardanethe
dog-man.' He reflects for a moment. 'The dog-nanrepeats, savouring the phrase.

'| have just travelled up from Cape Town. Theretemes when | feel anxious about my daughter akhal
here. It is very isolated.’

'Yes,' says Petrus, 'it is dangerous.' He pausesrything is dangerous today. But here it is ight; |
think." And he gives another smile.

Lucy returns with a small bottle. "You know the m@@ment: one teaspoon to ten litres of water.'

'Yes, | know." And Petrus ducks out through the timerway. 'Petrus seems a good man,' he remarks.
'He has his head screwed on right.’

'‘Does he live on the property?'

'He and his wife have the old stable. I've putleteicity. It's quite comfortable. He has anothefe in
Adelaide, and children, some of them grown up. blesgoff and spends time there occasionally.'

He leaves Lucy to her tasks and takes a strolaasg the Kenton road. A cool winter's day, the sun
already dipping over red hills dotted with sparbéeached grass. Poor land, poor soil, he thinks.
Exhausted. Good only for goats. Does Lucy realtgnd to spend her life here? He hopes it is only a
phase.

A group of children pass him on their way home freanool. He greets them; they greet him back.
Country ways. Already Cape Town is receding inphst.

Without warning a memory of the girl comes backhef neat little breasts with their upstanding répp

of her smooth flat belly. A ripple of desire pas@®ugh him. Evidently whatever it was is not oyet.

He returns to the house and finishes unpackingord ttime since he last lived with a woman. He will
have to mind his manners; he will have to be neat.

Ample is a kind word for Lucy. Soon she will be piogly heavy. Letting herself go, as happens when
one withdraws from the field of love. Qu'est deveeuront poli, ces cheveux blonds, sourcil§tés?
Supper is simple: soup and bread, then sweet pstatésually he does not like sweet potatoes, bay Lu
does something with lemon peel and butter andiedighat makes them palatable, more than palatable.
'‘Will you be staying a while?' she asks.

'A week? Shall we say a week? Will you be abledarbne that long?'



'You can stay as long as you like. I'm just afygad'll get bored.'

'l won't be bored.'

'‘And after the week, where will you go?'

'l don't know yet. Perhaps I'll just go on a rambléong ramble.’

‘Well, you're welcome to stay.'

'It's nice of you to say so, my dear, but I'd ltkekeep your friendship. Long visits don't make dmod
friends.’

"What if we don't call it a visit? What if we catl refuge? Would you accept refuge on an indefinite
basis?'

'You mean asylum? It's not as bad as that, Luzynét a fugitive.'

'Roz said the atmosphere was nasty.'

'| brought it on myself. | was offered a compromiséich | wouldn't accept.’

'‘What kind of compromise?'

'Re-education. Reformation of the character. Tlieasord was counselling.'

'And are you so perfect that you can't do withtkelcounselling?'

‘It reminds me too much of Mao's China. Recantatsatf-criticism, public apology. I'm old-fashiondd
would prefer simply to be put against a wall andtsHave done with it.'

"Shot? For having an affair with a student? A Bire@me, don't you think, David? It must go on &kt
time. It certainly went on when | was a studentthiéy prosecuted every case the profession would be
decimated.’

He shrugs. These are puritanical times. Privéeidi public business. Prurience is respectablajgce
and sentiment. They wanted a spectacle: breasngeatmorse, tears if possible. A TV show, in fdct
wouldn't oblige.'

He was going to add, The truth is, they wanted amrated,’ but he cannot say the words, not to his
daughter. In fact, now that he hears it throughttzerts ears, his whole tirade sounds melodramatic,
excessive.

'So you stood your ground and they stood theirthdshow it was?'

'‘More or less.'

'You shouldn't be so unbending, David. It isn'tdieto be unbending. Is there still time to recdes?"

'No, the sentence is final.'

‘No appeal?'

'No appeal. | am not complaining. One can't pleaittygto charges of turpitude and expect a flood of
sympathy in return. Not after a certain age. AHiecertain age one is simply no longer appealing, an
that's that. One just has to buckle down and lietloe rest of one's life. Serve one's time.'

'‘Well, that's a pity. Stay here as long as you. liBa whatever grounds."'

He goes to bed early. In the middle of the nighish@oken by a flurry of barking. One dog mechaliyca
without cease; the loth to admit defeat, join iaiag

'‘Does that go on every night?'

'‘One gets used to it. I'm sorry.'

He shakes his head.

EIGHT

HE HAS FORGOTTEN how cold winter mornings can béhe uplands of the Eastern Cape. He has not
brought the right clothes: he has to borrow a serdabm Lucy.

Hands in pockets, he wanders among the flowerl§@atsof sight on the Kenton road a car roars phst, t
sound lingering on the still air. Geese fly in dohehigh overhead. What is he going to do withtime?



'‘Would you like to go for a walk?' says Lucy behmiah.

They take three of the dogs along: two young Dol&ms, whom Lucy keeps on a leash, and the bulldog
bitch, the abandoned one.

Pinning her ears back, the bitch tries to defedddehing comes.

'She is having problems,' says Lucy. 'I'll haveldse her.'

The bitch continues to strain, hanging her tongug glancing around shiftily as if ashamed to be
watched.

They leave the road, walk through scrubland, theough sparse pine forest.

‘The girl you were involved with,' says Lucy - 'wiiserious?'

'Didn't Rosalind tell you the story?'

'‘Not in any detail.'

'‘She came from this part of the world. From Geo&je was

in one of my classes. Only middling as a studeat,Very attractive. Was it serious? | don't knotv. |
certainly had serious consequences.'

'‘But it's over with now? You're not still hankeriadter her?' Is it over with? Does he hanker yei® '
contact has ceased,' he says.

‘Why did she denounce you?'

'She didn't say; | didn't have a chance to ask.vi&eein a difficult position. There was a young man
lover or ex-lover, bullying her. There were theasts of the classroom. And then her parents gbety
and descended on Cape Town. The pressure becammitbp | suppose.'

‘And there was you.'

'Yes, there was me. | don't suppose | was easy.'

They have arrived at a gate with a sign that SS&®PI Industries - Trespassers will be Prosecutédy
turn.

‘Well," says Lucy, 'you have paid your price. Ppghdooking back, she won't think too harshly ofiyo
Women can be surprisingly forgiving.'

There is silence. Is Lucy, his child, presumingetibhim about women?

'Have you thought of getting married again?' asksyL

"To someone of my own generation, do you meanhiva

made for marriage, Lucy. You have seen that forselé’

'Yes. But -

'‘But what? But it is unseemly to go on preying biidren?'

'l didn't mean that. Just that you are going td ftrmore difficult, not easier, as time passes.'

Never before have he and Lucy spoken about hisaté life. It is not proving easy. But if not torhthen
to whom can he speak?

'Do you remember Blake?' he says. 'Sooner murdifamt in its cradle than nurse unacted desires'?
‘Why do you quote that to me?"

‘Unacted desires can turn as ugly in the old &lsaéryoung.' Therefore?'

'‘Every woman | have been close to has taught methimg about myself. To that extent they have made
me a better person.’

‘I hope you are not claiming the reverse as weiatTknowing you has turned your women into better
people.'

He looks at her sharply. She smiles. 'Just joksitg'says.

They return along the tar road. At the turnoffiie smallholding there is a painted sign he hasatited
before: 'CUT FLOWERS. CYCADS," with an arrow:

'‘Cycads?' he says. 'l thought cycads were illegal.’

'It's illegal to dig them up in the wild. | growam from seed. I'll show you.’

They walk on, the young dogs tugging to be free litch padding behind, panting.

'And you? Is this what you want in life?' He wave$iand toward the garden, toward the house with
sunlight glinting from its roof.

‘It will do,’ replies Lucy quietly.



It is Saturday, market day. Lucy wakes him at fiag,arranged, with coffee. Swaddled against the, col
they join Petrus in the garden, where by the lgtda halogen lamp he is already cutting flowers.

He offers to take over from Petrus, but his fingars soon so cold that he cannot tie the bunches. H
passes the twine back to Petrus and instead wrajpgagks.

By seven, with dawn touching the hills and the dogginning to stir, the job is done. The kombioaded
with boxes of flowers, pockets of potatoes, oniaahbage. Lucy drives, Petrus stays behind. Thiehea
does not work; peering through the mistedwindscrebe takes the Grahamstown road. He sits beside
her, eating the sandwiches she has made. His nipse lie hopes she does not notice.

So: a new adventure. His daughter, whom once upgoneahe used to drive to school and ballet class,
the circus and the skating rink, is taking him enauting, showing him life, showing him this other,
unfamiliar world.

On Donkin Square stallholders are already settmdrestle tables and laying out their wares. Ther@
smell of burning meat. A cold mist hangs over thert; people rub their hands, stamp their feet,ecurs
There is a show of bonhomie from which Lucy, toreitef, holds herself apart.

They are in what appears to be the produce qudertheir left are three African women with milk,
masa, butter to sell; also, from a bucket with & gleth over it, soup-bones. On their right arecdsh
Afrikaner couple whom Lucy greets as Tante Miemd @om Koos, and a little assistant in a balaclava
cap who cannot be more than ten. Like Lucy, thexeh@otatoes and onions to sell, but also bottlatsja
preserves, dried fruit, packets of buchu tea, housgly tea, herbs.

Lucy has brought two canvas stools. They drink emffrom a thermos flask, waiting for the first
customers.

Two weeks ago he was in a classroom explainingadbred youth of the country the distinction betwe
drink and drink up, burned and burnt. The perfegtigignifying an action carried through to its
conclusion. How far away it all seems! | live, Madived, | lived.

Lucy's potatoes, tumbled out into a bushel badiete been washed clean. Koos and Miems's are still
speckled with earth. In the course of the morningyLtakes in nearly five hundred rand. Her flowss
steadily; at eleven o'clock she drops her pricestha last of the produce goes. There is plentlyanfe
too at the milk-and-meat stall; but the old couplated side by side wooden and unsmiling, donedis
Many of Lucy's customers know her by name: middgleeawomen, most of them, with a touch of the
proprietary in their attitude to her, as though &eccess were theirs too. Each time she introdoices
'‘Meet my father, David Lurie, on a visit from Capewn.'

"You must be proud of your daughter, Mr Lurie,tlsay. 'Yes, very proud,' he replies.

'‘Bev runs the animal refuge,’ says Lucy, after anie introductions. 'l give her a hand sometinvge!ll
drop in at her place on the way back, if that isight with you.'

He has not taken to Bev Shaw, a dumpy, bustliig Moman with black freckles, close-cropped, wiry
hair, and no neck. He does not like women who nrakeffort to be attractive. It is a resistance bhe h
had to Lucy's friends before. Nothing to be proticagrejudice that has settled in his mind, séttdewn.

His mind has become a refuge for old thoughts, ididigent, with nowhere else to go. He ought taseh
them out, sweep the premises clean. But he doesan®to do so, or does not care enough.

The Animal Welfare League, once an active chantrahamstown, has had to close down its operation.
However, a handful of volunteers led by Bev Shallrsins a clinic from the old premises.

He has nothing against the animal lovers with wharty has been mixed up as long as he can remember.
The world would no doubt be a worse place withtwtmt. So when Bev Shaw opens her front door he
puts on a good face, though in fact he is repddiethe odours of cat urine and dog mange and Jdyas

that greet them.

The house is just as he had imagined it would blebishy furniture, a clutter of ornaments (poraelai
shepherdesses, cowbells, an ostrich-feather flyguhthe yammer of a radio, the cheeping of birds in
cages, cats everywhere underfoot. There is not Bely Shaw, there is Bill Shaw too, equally squat,



drinking tea at the kitchen table, with a beetfaatk and silver hair and a sweater with a flopglacoSit
down, sit down, Dave,' says Bill. 'Have a cup, maierself at home.'

It has been a long morning, he is tired, the laisigthe wants to do is trade small talk with thpseple.
He casts Lucy a glance. 'We won't stay, Bill,' sags, 'I'm just picking up some medicines.'

Through a window he glimpses the Shaws' back yamdapple tree dropping wormridden fruit, rampant
weeds, an area fenced in with galvanized-iron sheaboden pallets, old tyres, where chickens daratc
around and what looks uncommonly like a duiker gesan a corner.

'‘What do you think?' says Lucy afterwards in the ca

'| don't want to be rude. It's a subculture obitm, I'm sure. Don't they have children?'

‘No, no children. Don't underestimate Bev. Shetsanimol. She does an enormous amount of goods She'
been going into D Village for years, first for AraWelfare, now on her own.'

‘It must be a losing battle.'

'Yes, it is. There is no funding any longer. On likeof the nation's priorities, animals come nené’

'‘She must get despondent. You too.'

'Yes. No. Does it matter? The animals she helpstatespondent. They are greatly relieved.'

‘That's wonderful, then. I'm sorry, my child, | jdd it hard to whip up an interest in the suljdts
admirable, what you do, what she does, but to mmaswelfare people are a bit like Christians of a
certain kind. Everyone is so cheerful and well4mitened that after a while you itch to go off armlsbme
raping and pillaging. Or to kick a cat.'

He is surprised by his outburst. He is not in a tesaper, not in the least.

'You think | ought to involve myself in more impartt things," says Lucy. They are on the open rsiael;
drives without glancing at him. 'You think, becausam your daughter, | ought to be doing something
better with my life.’

He is already shaking his head. 'No . . . no .,.m@murmurs.

“You think | ought to be painting still lives oratehing myself Russian. You don't approve of frielikis
Bev and Bill Shaw because they are not going td tea to a higher life.'

‘That's not true, Lucy.'

'‘But it is true. They are not going to lead me fugher life, and the reason is, there is no higilfier This

is the only life there is. Which we share with aalg) That's the example that people like Bev trgdb
That's the example | try to follow. To share sorhew human privilege with the beasts. | don't wint
come back in another existence as a dog or a pidgnave to live as dogs or pigs live under us.’

'‘Lucy, my dearest, don't be cross. Yes, | agréejdtthe only life there is. As for animals, by rakeans let
us be kind to them. But let us not lose perspectWe are of a different order of creation from the
animals. Not higher, necessarily, just different. iEwe are going to be kind, let it be out of siep
generosity, not because we feel guilty or feaitration.'

Lucy draws a breath. She seems about to respohis tbomily, but then does not. They arrive at the
house in silence.

NINE

HE IS SITTING in the front room, watching soccertetevision. The score is nil-all; neither teamrase
interested in winning.

The commentary alternates between Sotho and Xharsgyages of which he understands not a word. He
turns the sound down to a murmur. Saturday afternodSouth Africa: a time consecrated to men and
their pleasures. He nods off.

When he awakes, Petrus is beside him on the safaavbottle of beer in his hand. He has turned the
volume higher.

'‘Bushbucks,' says Petrus. '‘My team. Bushbucks anddsvns.'



Sundowns take a corner. There is a melee in thiengoigh. Petrus groans and clasps his head. When the
dust clears, the Bushbucks goalkeeper is lyinghergtound with the ball under his chest. 'He isdydte

is good!" says Petrus. 'He is a good goalkeepeay Tust keep him.’

The game ends scoreless. Petrus switches chaBioaisg: two tiny men, so tiny that they barely come
up to the referee's chest, circle, leap in, belakaah other.

He gets up, wanders through to the back of theénduscy is lying on her bed, reading. 'What are you
reading?' he says. She looks at him quizzicalbmn tiakes the earplugs out of her ears.

'What are you reading?' he repeats; and themdt'svorking out, is it? Shall | leave?'

She smiles, lays her book aside. The Mystery of iBdWwood: not what he would have expected. 'Sit
down," she says.

He sits on the bed, idly fondles her bare foot. dod) foot, shapely. Good bones, like her mother. A
woman in the flower of her years, attractive desfliie heaviness, despite the unflattering clothes.

'From my point of view, David, it is working out ifectly well. I'm glad to have you here. It takew/laile

to adjust to the pace of country life, that's @lhce you find things to do you won't be so bored.’

He nods absentmindedly. Attractive, he is thinkiyet, lost to men. Need he reproach himself, or didtul
have worked out like that anyway? From the daydaisghter was born he has felt for her nothing bet t
most spontaneous, most unstinting love. Impossitehas been unaware of it. Has it been too mhah, t
love? Has she found it a burden? Has it pressed dovher? Has she given it a darker reading?

He wonders how it is for Lucy with her lovers, havis for her lovers with her. He has never beanidf

to follow a thought down its winding track, andibenot afraid now. Has he fathered a woman of pa&si
What can she draw on, what not, in the realm ofstreses? Are he and she capable of talking abaut th
too? Lucy has not led a protected life. Why shablely not be open with each other, why should they
draw lines, in times when no one else does?

'Once | find things to do," he says, coming baokifihis wanderings. 'What do you suggest?'

'You could help with the dogs. You could cut up tlegg-meat. I've always found that difficult. Théwete

is Petrus. Petrus is busy establishing his ownda¥idu could give him a hand.'

'‘Give Petrus a hand. I like that. I like the higtal piquancy. Will he pay me a wage for my labao,you
think?'

'‘Ask him. I'm sure he will. He got a Land Affairsagt earlier this year, enough to buy a hectareaabid
from me. | didn't tell you? The boundary line gtleough the dam. We share the dam. Everything from
there to the fence is his. He has a cow that wilve in the spring. He has two wives, or a wife and
girlfriend. If he has played his cards right heldaget a second grant to put up a house; then mencare
out of the stable. By Eastern Cape standards &emian of substance. Ask him to pay you. He carr@ffo
it. I'm not sure | can afford him any more."'

‘All right, I'll handle the dog-meat, I'll offer tdig for Petrus. What else?'

'You can help at the clinic. They are desperateddunteers.'

'You mean help Bev Shaw.'

'Yes.'

'l don't think she and | will hit it off.’

'You don't need to hit it off with her. You havelpto help her. But don't expect to be paid. Yol have

to do it out of the goodness of your heart.'

'I'm dubious, Lucy. It sounds suspiciously like aommity service. It sounds like someone trying tkena
reparation for past misdeeds.'

'As to your motives, David, | can assure you, thenals at the clinic won't query them. They woisk a
and they won't care.’'

‘All right, Il do it. But only as long as | donftave to become a better person. | am not prefarbeeé
reformed. | want to go on being myself I'll do it that basis." His hand still rests on her footyme grips
her ankle tight. ‘Understood?'

She gives him what he can only call a sweet sh3leyou are determined to go on being bad. Mad, bad
and dangerous to know. | promise, no one will asktp change.'



She teases him as her mother used to tease himwitiéfranything, sharper. He has always been draw
to women of wit. Wit and beauty. With the best vitll the world he could not find wit in Melani. But
plenty of beauty.

Again it runs through him: a light shudder of valugusness. He is aware of Lucy observing him. Hesdo
not appear to be able to conceal it. Interesting.

He gets up, goes out into the yard. The younges dog delighted to see him: they trot back andhfiort
their cages, whining eagerly. But the old bullddglbbarely stirs.

He enters her cage, closes the door behind himrs&ées her head, regards him, lets her headdalha
her old dugs hang slack.

He squats down, tickles her behind the ears. 'Atwaed, are we?' he murmurs.

He stretches out beside her on the bare concrbtaieAis the pale blue sky. His limbs relax.

This is how Lucy finds him. He must have falleneag: the first he knows, she is in the cage with th
water-can, and the bitch is up, sniffing her feet.

'‘Making friends?' says Lucy.

'She's not easy to make friends with.'

'Poor old Katy, she's in mourning. No one wants laed she knows it. The irony is, she must have
offspring all over the district who would be hapgpyshare their homes with her. But it's not in tipaiwer

to invite her. They are part of the furniture, pafrthe alarm system. They do us the honour ofilrgais
like gods, and we respond by treating them likaghi'

They leave the cage. The bitch slumps down, clbsegyes.

The Church Fathers had a long debate about thesgdecided they don't have proper souls,' he observ
‘Their souls are tied to their bodies and die vhgm.'

Lucy shrugs. 'I'm not sure that | have a soul. ilga't know a soul if | saw one.’

That's not true. You are a soul. We are all salls.are souls before we are born.'

She regards him oddly.

'What will you do with her?' he says.

‘With Katy? I'll keep her, if it comes to that.'

'‘Don't you ever put animals down?'

‘No, | don't. Bev does. It is a job no one elsetwda do, so she has taken it upon herself. It khatsup
terribly. You underestimate her. She is a morer@seng person than you think. Even in your owmtet
His own terms: what are they? That dumpy little veanwith ugly voices deserve to be ignored? A
shadow of grief falls over him: for Katy, alonehier cage, for himself, for everyone. He sighs dgapit
stifling the sigh. 'Forgive me, Lucy,' he says.

'Forgive you? For what?' She is smiling lightly,ckimgly.

Tor being one of the two mortals assigned to ugbarinto the world and for not turning out to bbetter
guide. But I'll go and help Bev Shaw. Provided thabn't have to call her Bev. It's a silly nameytoby.

It reminds me of cattle. When shall | start?'

‘Il give her a call.’

TEN

THE SIGN OUTSIDE the clinic reads ANIMAL WELFARE LAGUE W.O. 1529. Below is a line
stating the daily hours, but this has been tapedt. At the door is a line of waiting people, somighw
animals. As soon as he gets out of his car thexeclaitdren all around him, begging for money ott jus
staring. He makes his way through the crush, araligh a sudden cacophony as two dogs, held back by
their owners, snarl and snap at each other.

The small, bare waiting-room is packed. He hasdp ever someone's legs to get in.

'‘Mrs Shaw?' he inquires.



An old woman nods toward a doorway closed off vatplastic curtain. The woman holds a goat on a
short rope; it glares nervously, eyeing the dagshooves clicking on the hard floor.

In the inner room, which smells pungently of uriBey Shaw is working at a low steel-topped tablgéhW

a pencil-light she is peering down the throat gfoang dog that looks like a cross between a ridgeba
and a jackal. Kneeling on the table a barefootgleilidently the owner, has the dog's head clarapddr

his arm and is trying to hold its jaws open. A lagurgling snarl comes from its throat; its powerful
hindquarters strain. Awkwardly he joins in the taspressing the dog's hind legs together, fording sit

on its haunches.

‘Thank you," says Bev Shaw. Her face is flusheder@'s an abscess here from an impacted tooth. We
have no antibiotics, so -hold him still, boytjiese we'll just have to lance it and hope for thetbe

She probes inside the mouth with a lancet. Thegilegs a tremendous jerk, breaks free of him, almost
breaks free of the boy. He grasps it as it scrablolaget off the table; for a moment its eyes, @dltage
and fear, glare into his.

'On his side - so,' says Bev Shaw. Making croonioiges, she expertly trips up the dog and turoa its
side. 'The belt,' she says. He passes a belt aitgibddy and she buckles it. 'So,' says Bev SHEink
comforting thoughts, think strong thoughts. They smell what you are thinking.'

He leans his full weight on the dog. Gingerly, dvand wrapped in an old rag, the child prises open t
jaws again. The dog's eyes roll in terror. They samll what you are thinking: what nonsense! 'There
there!" he murmurs. Bev Shaw probes again withatheet. The dog gags, goes rigid, then relaxes.

'So," she says, 'now we must let nature take hesed She unbuckles the belt, speaks to the chidhat
sounds like very halting Xhosa. The dog, on it4,feewers under the table. There is a spatterirtgaufd

and saliva on the surface; Bev wipes it off. Thidctoaxes the dog out.

‘Thank you, Mr Lurie. You have a good presencenks that you like animals.'

‘Do | like animals? | eat them, so | suppose | nlistthem, some parts of them.’

Her hair is a mass of little curls. Does she mdie durls herself, with tongs? Unlikely: it wouldkéa
hours every day. They must grow that way. He hasmgeen such a tessitura from close by. The \@ins
her ears are visible as a filigree of red and murphe veins of her nose too. And then a chin ¢bates
straight out of her chest, like a pouter pigeoh$san ensemble, remarkably unattractive.

She is pondering his words, whose tone she appehes/e missed.

'Yes, we eat up a lot of animals in this counsfig says. 'lt doesn't seem to do us much goochotraure
how we will justify it to them." Then: 'Shall weast on the next one?'

Justify it? When? At the Great Reckoning? He wdaddturious to hear more, but this is not the time.

The goat, a fullgrown buck, can barely walk. On# dfhis scrotum, yellow and purple, is swollekdia
balloon; the other half is a mass of caked bloodl dint. He has been savaged by dogs, the old woman
says. But he seems bright enough, cheery, combatifle Bev Shaw is examining him, he passes a
short burst ofpellets on to the floor. Standinghet head, gripping his horns, the woman pretends to
reprove him.

Bev Shaw touches the scrotum with a swab. The Kio&s. Van you fasten his legs?' she asks, and
indicates how. He straps the right hind leg torigat foreleg. The goat tries to kick again, tegte3he
swabs the wound gently. The goat trembles, givaeat: an ugly sound, low and hoarse.

As the dirt comes away, he sees that the wounlivis w&ith white grubs waving their blind heads et

air. He shudders. 'Blowfly," says Bev Shaw. 'Atstea week old." She purses her lips. 'You shoula ha
brought him in long ago,’ she says to the womaes,says the woman. 'Every night the dogs coms. It
too, too bad. Five hundred rand you pay for a ril@nHim.'

Bev Shaw straightens up. 'l don't know what we @anl don't have the experience to try a removlaé S
can wait for Dr Oosthuizen on Thursday, but the feltbw will come out sterile anyway, and does she
want that? And then there is the question of antiits. Is she prepared to spend money on antibitic

She kneels down again beside the goat, nuzzlethiuiat, stroking the throat upward with her ownrhai
The goat trembles but is still. She motions towlmnan to let go of the horns. The woman obeys. The
goat does not stir.



She is whispering. 'What do you say, my friendhéars her say. 'What do you say? Is it enough?'

The goat stands stock still as if hypnotized. Beaws continues to stroke him with her head. She s¢em
have lapsed into a trance of her own.

She collects herself and gets to her feet. 'I'midfit's too late,' she says to the woman. 'l caake him
better. You can wait for the doctor on Thursdayyau can leave him with me. | can give him a geied.
He will let me do that for him. Shall I? Shall Idghim here?'

The woman wavers, then shakes her head. She lieduns the goat toward the door.

'You can have him back afterwards,' says Bev SHamill help him through, that's all." Though shie$

to control her voice, he can hear the accents fefatleThe goat hears them too: he kicks againssttia@,
bucking and plunging, the obscene bulge quiveriggrd him. The woman drags the strap loose, casts i
aside. Then they are gone.

'‘What was that all about?' he asks.

Bev Shaw hides her face, blows her nose. It's ngtHi keep enough lethal for bad cases, but wd can’
force the owners. It's their animal, they like lughter in their own way. What a pity! Such a gabd
fellow, so brave and straight and confident!'

Lethal: the name of a drug? He would not put itdmel/the drug companies. Sudden darkness, from the
waters of Lethe. 'Perhaps he understands moreythaguess,' he says. To his own surprise, he iisgtry
to comfort her. 'Perhaps he has already been thribugorn with foreknowledge, so to speak. This is
Africa, after all. There have been goats here sithedbeginning of time. They don't have to be igltht
steel is for, and fire. They know how death conees tjoat. They are born prepared.’

'Do you think so?' she says. 'I'm not sure. | dimtk we are ready to die, any of us, not withbeing
escorted.’

Things are beginning to fall into place. He hasrst inkling of the task this ugly little woman hast
herself This bleak building is a place not of heglt her doctoring is too amateurish for that - diutast
resort. He recalls the story of- who was it? St étth- who gave refuge to a deer that clattereal hirg
chapel, panting and distraught, fleeing the hunigsngogs. Bev Shaw, not a veterinarian but a ésst
full of New Age mumbo jumbo, trying, absurdly, tighten the load of Africa's suffering beasts. Lucy
thought he would find her interesting. But Lucyisong. Interesting is not the word.

He spends all afternoon in the surgery, helpinfpass he is able. When the last of the day's chass
been dealt with, Bev Shaw shows him around the.ylarthe avian cage there is only one bird, a young
fish-eagle with a splinted wing. For the rest thare dogs: not Lucy's well-groomed thoroughbredsabu
mob of scrawny mongrels filling two pens to burgtipoint, barking, yapping, whining, leaping with
excitement.

He helps her pour out dry food and fill the watenaghs. They empty two ten-kilogram bags.

'How do you pay for this stuff?' he asks.

'We get it wholesale. We hold public collectionse gt donations. We offer a free neutering sendnd,
get a grant for that.'

‘Who does the neutering?

'Dr Oosthuizen, our vet. But he comes in only diteraoon a week.'

He is watching the dogs eat. It surprises him hittve lfighting there is. The small, the weak holack,
accepting their lot, waiting their turn.

‘The trouble is, there are just too many of thesany's Bev Shaw. 'They don't understand it, of couase
we have no way of telling them. Too many by oundtads, not by theirs. They would just multiply and
multiply if they had their way, until they filleché earth. They don't think it's a bad thing to himie of
offspring. The more the jollier. Cats the same.'

'‘And rats.'

'‘And rats. Which reminds me: check yourself forfl@evhen you get home.'

One of the dogs, replete, eyes shining with welipesniffs his fingers through the mesh, licks them
‘They are very egalitarian, aren't they,' he remalido classes. No one too high and mighty to smell
another's backside.' He squats, allows the dog#ll is face, his breath. It has what he thinke®fn
intelligent look, though it is probably nothing thie kind. 'Are they all going to die?'



Those that no one wants. We'll put them down.'

'And you are the one who does the job.'

'Yes.'

'You don't mind?'

'I do mind. | mind deeply. | wouldn't want someatuéng it for me who didn't mind. Would you?'

He is silent. Then: 'Do you know why my daughtertsee to you?'

‘She told me you were in trouble.’

'‘Not just in trouble. In what | suppose one wouldl aisgrace." He watches her closely. She seems
uncomfortable; but perhaps he is imagining it.

'‘Knowing that, do you still have a use for me?5hgs.

'If you are prepared . . .' She opens her handssps them together, opens them again. She doksavot
what to say, and he does not help her.

He has stayed with his daughter only for brief pasi before. Now he is sharing her house, her Hite.
has to be careful not to allow old habits to crbapk, the habits of a parent: putting the toil¢it@a the
spool, switching off lights, chasing the cat ofetkofa. Practise for old age, he admonishes himself
Practise fitting in. Practise for the old folksrhe.

He pretends he is tired and, after supper, withdrehis room, where faintly the sounds come to ¢iim
Lucy leading her own life: drawers opening and shgt the radio, the murmur of a telephone
conversation. Is she calling Johannesburg, speakirtdgelen? Is his presence here keeping the two of
them apart? Would they dare to share a bed whilvd®in the house? If the bed creaked in the night,
would they be embarrassed? Embarrassed enougbpt® But what does he know about what women do
together? Maybe women do not need to make bed&.cfea what does he know about these two in
particular, Lucy and Helen? Perhaps they sleeptliegemerely as children do, cuddling, touching,
giggling, reliving girlhood - sisters more than és. Sharing a bed, sharing a bathtub, baking dingad
cookies, trying on each other's clothes. Sapphie:lan excuse for putting on weight.

The truth is, he does not like to think of his datieg in the throes of passion with another womai, &
plain one at that. Yet would he be any happiehd bbver were a man? What does he really want for
Lucy? Not that she should be forever a child, ferémnocent, forever his - certainly not that. Betis a
father, that is his fate, and as a father growsrofe turns more and more - it cannot be helpeward

his daughter. She becomes his second salvatiobyithe of his youth reborn. No wonder, in fairy1#s,
gueens try to hound their daughters to their death!

He sighs. Poor Lucy! Poor daughters! What a destivhat a burden to bear! And sons: they too must
have their tribulations, though he knows less aliwait

He wishes he could sleep. But he is cold, and leepy at all.

He gets up, drapes a jacket over his shouldengingeto bed. He is reading Byron's letters of 1824,
middle-aged at thirty-two, Byron is living with th@uicciolis in Ravenna: with Teresa, his complacent
short-legged mistress, and her suave, malevolestbamd. Summer heat, late-afternoon tea, provincial
gossip, yawns barely hidden. 'The women sit inreleciand the men play dreary Faro," writes Byron. |
adultery, all the tedium of marriage rediscoverketave always looked to thirty as the barrier ny aeal

or fierce delight in the passions.'

He sighs again. How brief the summer, before tharman and then the winter! He reads on past midnight
yet even so cannot get to sleep.

ELEVEN

IT IS WEDNESDAY. He gets up early, but Lucy is ugftre him. He finds her watching the wild geese
on the dam.

'‘Aren't they lovely,' she says. "They come backyeyear. The same three. | feel so lucky to beedsiTo

be the one chosen.’



Three. That would be a solution of sorts. He andyland Melanie. Or he and Melanie and Soraya.

They have breakfast together, then take the twceeBoanns for a walk.

‘Do you think you could live here, in this parttbé world?' asks Lucy out of the blue.

‘Why? Do you need a new dog-man?"

‘No, | wasn't thinking of that. But surely you cdujet a job at Rhodes University - you must have
contacts there - or at Port Elizabeth.’

‘I don't think so, Lucy. I'm no longer marketablde scandal will follow me, stick to me. No, ifdak a
job it would have to be as something obscure, éikedger clerk, if they still have them, or a kdnne
attendant.'

‘But if you want to put a stop to the scandal-meimgg shouldn't you be standing up for yourselfZz8rot
gossip just multiply if you run away?'

As a child Lucy had been quiet and self-effacinggesving him

but never, as far as he knew, judging him. Nowhen middle twenties, she has begun to separate. The
dogs, the gardening, the astrology books, the ateclothes: in each he recognizes a statement of
independence, considered, purposeful. The turn deay men too. Making her own life. Corning out of
his shadow. Good! He approves!

'Is that what you think | have done?' he says. ‘®uay from the scene of the crime?’

‘Well, you have withdrawn. For practical purposelat is the difference?"

'You miss the point, my dear. The case you wantarmeake is a case that can no longer be made, .Basta
Not in our day. If | tried to make it | would noetheard.'

‘That's not true. Even if you are what you say,aahdinosaur, there is a curiosity to hear theosiaur
speak. | for one am curious. What is your caseutdtear it.'

He hesitates. Does she really want him to trotnoatte of his intimacies?

'‘My case rests on the rights of desire,’ he s@ysthe god who makes even the small birds quiver.’

He sees himself in the girl's flat, in her bedroevith the rain pouring down outside and the hemte¢he
corner giving off a smell of paraffin, kneeling oJger, peeling off her clothes, while her arms flige

the arms of a dead person. | was a servant of Hnas:is what he wants to say, but does he have the
effrontery? It was a god who acted through me. Wizatity! Yet not a lie, not entirely. In the whole
wretched business there was something generougvétzatioing its best to flower. If only he had known
the time would be so short!

He tries again, more slowly. 'When you were smalien we were still living in Kenilworth, the people
next door had a dog, a golden retriever. | dordvkmwhether you remember.'

‘Dimly.'

‘It was a male. Whenever there was a bitch in itiaity it would get excited and unmanageable, antti
Pavlovian regularity the owners would beat it. TliEnt on until the poor dog didn't know what to éo.
the smell of a bitch it would chase around the earaith its ears flat and its tail between its |legs
whining, trying to hide.’

He pauses. 'l don't see the point,’ says Lucy.iAdded, what is the point?

"There was something so ignoble in the spectaeleltiespaired. One can punish a dog, it seemseto m
for an offence like chewing a slipper. A dog witlcept the justice of that: a beating for a chewBigt
desire is another story. No animal will acceptjtistice of being punished for following its insttac

'So males must be allowed to follow their instinatehecked? Is that the moral?'

‘No, that is not the moral. What was ignoble alihet Kenilworth spectacle was that the poor dog had
begun to hate its own nature. It no longer needdxktbeaten. It was ready to punish itself. At tant it
would have been better to shoot it.'

'Or to have it fixed.'

'‘Perhaps. But at the deepest level | think it migdte preferred being shot. It might have prefethed to
the options it was offered: on the one hand, toydennature, on the other, to spend the restsoflitys
padding about the living-room, sighing and sniffthg cat and getting portly.'

'Have you always felt this way, David?'

‘No, not always. Sometimes | have felt just theagiie. That desire is a burden we could well ddouit.’



'I must say,' says Lucy, 'that is a view | incltoevard myself ' He waits for her to go on, but gbes not.

'In any event,' she says, 'to return to the subject are safely expelled. Your colleagues canthecaasy
again, while the scapegoat wanders in the wilderhes

A statement? A question? Does she believe hetisjsisapegoat?

‘| don't think scapegoating is the best descriptibe says cautiously. 'Scapegoating worked intjpeac
while it still had religious power behind it. Yoodded the sins of the city on to the goat's backdnave

it out, and the city was cleansed. It worked beeaageryone knew how to read the ritual, including t
gods. Then the gods died, and all of a sudden gdutd cleanse the city without divine help. Redioas
were demanded instead of symbolism. The censorbaas in the Roman sense. Watchfulness became
the watchword: the watchfulness of all over allrdgation was replaced by the purge.’

He is getting carried away; he is lecturing. 'Anywe concludes, ‘having said farewell to the, citihat

do | find myself doing in the wilderness? Doctoridggs. Playing right-hand man to a woman who
specializes in sterilization and euthanasia.'

Lucy laughs. 'Bev? You think Bev is part of theresgsive apparatus? Bev is in awe of you! You are a
professor. She has never met an old-fashioned gmofebefore. She is frightened of making grammar
mistakes in front of you.'

Three men are coming toward them on the path, orrtven and a boy. They are walking fast, with
countrymen's long strides. The dog at Lucy's sio@sdown, bristles.

'Should we be nervous?' he murmurs.

'l don't know.'

She shortens the Dobermanns' leashes. The mepa@rgéhem. A nod, a greeting, and they have passed.
'‘Who are they?' he asks.

“I've never laid eyes on them before.'

They reach the plantation boundary and turn babk. sfrangers are out of sight.

As they near the house they hear the caged dagsuproar. Lucy quickens her pace.

The three are there, waiting for them. The two reamd at a remove while the boy, beside the cages,
hisses at the dogs and makes sudden, threatershgege The dogs, in a rage, bark and snap. Thatdog
Lucy's side tries to tug loose. Even the old bugldbitch, whom he seems to have adopted as hisiswn,
growling softly.

'Petrus!’ calls Lucy. But there is no sign of PettGet away from the dogs!" she shouts. 'Flambe

The boy saunters off and rejoins his companionshé&tea flat, expressionless face and piggish dyees;
wears a flowered shirt, baggy trousers, a littlBoye sunhat. His companions are both in overallse T
taller of them is handsome, strikingly handsomehai high forehead, sculpted cheekbones, widengar
nostrils.

At Lucy's approach the dogs calm down. She opemshihd cage and releases the two Dobermanns into
it. A brave gesture, he thinks to himself; but iwise?

To the men she says: 'What do you want?'

The young one speaks. 'We must telephone.’

‘Why must you telephone?’

'His sister' - he gestures vaguely behind himhaging an accident.’

'‘An accident?'

"Yes, very bad.'

'What kind of accident?'

"A baby.'

'His sister is having a baby?'

'Yes.'

"Where are you from?'

'From Erasmuskraal.'

He and Lucy exchange glances. Erasmuskraal, indideforestryconcession, is a hamlet with no
electricity, no telephone. The story makes sense.

‘Why didn't you phone from the forestry station?'



'Is no one there.'

'Stay out here,' Lucy murmurs to him; and thenh#&boy: 'Who is it who wants to telephone?’

He indicates the tall, handsome man.

‘Come in,’ she says. She unlocks the back dooreatets. The tall man follows. After a moment the
second man pushes past him and enters the house too

Something is wrong, he knows at once. 'Lucy, contehere!' he calls, unsure for the moment whether t
follow or wait where he can keep an eye on the boy.

From the house there is silence. 'Lucy!" he callsirg and is about to go in when the door-latcbksli
shut.

'Petrus!" he shouts as loudly as he can.

The boy 'turns and sprints, heading for the frarardHe lets go the bulldog's leash. 'Get him!sheuts.
The dog trots heavily after the boy.

In front of the house he catches up with them. Bty has picked up a bean-stake and is using ieép k
the dog at bay. 'Shu ... shu ... shu!" he pantssting with the stick. Growling softly, the dogdes left
and right.

Abandoning them, he rushes back to the kitchen.ddwe bottom leaf is not bolted: a few heavy kicks
and it swings open. On all fours he creeps intckitolen.

A blow catches him on the crown of the head. Hetlmas to think, If | am still conscious then | arh a
right, before his limbs turn to water and he crugspl

He is aware of being dragged across the kitchem.flthen he blacks out.

He is lying face down on cold tiles. He tries tarst up but his

legs are somehow blocked from moving. He closee¥és again. He is in the lavatory, the lavatory of
Lucy's house. Dizzily he gets to his feet. The dedocked, the key is gone.

He sits down on the toilet seat and tries to recolke house is still; the dogs are barking, butaria
duty, it seems, than in frenzy.

‘Lucy!" he croaks, and then, louder: 'Lucy!

He tries to kick at the door, but he is not himsaifd the space too cramped anyway, the door tbaral
solid.

So it has come, the day of testing. Without warnimighout fanfare, it is here, and he is in the dhédof

it. In his chest his heart hammers so hard thtabitin its dumb way, must know. How will they stiamp

to the testing, he and his heart?

His child is in the hands of strangers. In a mininean hour, it will be too late; whatever is hapmg to
her will be set in stone, will belong to the pdatt now it is not too late. Now he must do someaghin
Though he strains to hear, he can make out no stond the house. Yet if his child were calling,
however mutely, surely he would hear!

He batters the door. 'Lucy!" he shouts. 'Lucy! &geane!

The door opens, knocking him off balance. Befora biands the second man, the shorter one, holding a
empty one-litre bottle by the neck. The keys,' sagsman.

'‘No.'

The man gives him a push. He stumbles back, sitsideeavily. The man raises the bottle. His face is
placid, without trace of anger. It is merely a jubis doing: getting someone to hand over an artitit
entails hitting him with a bottle, he will hit hirhjt him as many times as is necessary, if necgssank
the bottle too.

‘Take them," he says. 'Take everything. Just leavdaughter alone.’

Without a word the man takes the keys, locks himgain.

He shivers. A dangerous trio. Why did he not re@sait in time? But they are not harming him, net.y
Is it possible that what the house has to offel @l enough for them? Is it possible they will ledwcy
unharmed too?

From behind the house comes the sound of voices.bainking of the dogs grows louder again, more
excited. He stands on the toilet seat and peessighrthe bars of the window.



Carrying Lucy's rifle and a bulging garbage bag, ¢bcond man is just disappearing around the cofner
the house. A car door slams. He recognizes thedsdus car. The man reappears empty-handed. For a
moment the two of them look straight into each dsheyes. 'Hai!' says the man, and smiles grimiyg, a
calls out some words. There is a burst of laughdemoment later the boy joins him, and they stand
beneath the window, inspecting their prisoner,ising his fate.

He speaks Italian, he speaks French, but Itali@hFaench will not save him here in darkest Africie. is
helpless, an Aunt Sally, a figure from a cartoomiasionary in cassock and topi waiting with claspe
hands and upcast eyes while the savages jaw awtgiinown lingo preparatory to plunging him into
their boiling cauldron. Mission work: what haséftlbehind, that huge enterprise of upliftment?Hiluay
that he can see.

Now the tall man appears from around the frontryiag the rifle. With practised ease he brings a
cartridge up into the breech, thrusts the muzzle tine dogs' cage. The biggest of the German Shephe
slavering with rage, snaps at it. There is a heapprt; blood and brains splatter the cage. Foomemt
the barking ceases. The man fires twice more. @ge shot through the chest, dies at once; anottitr,

a gaping throat-wound, sits down heavily, flattéasears, following with its gaze the movementghi$
being who does not even bother to administer a deugrace.

A hush falls. The remaining three dogs, with nowhterhide, retreat to the back of the pen, millubgut,
whining softly. Taking his time between shots, tiven picks them off.

Footfalls along the passage, and the door to titet Bwings open again. The second man standséefor
him; behind him he glimpses the boy in the floweshdt, eating from a tub of ice-cream. He tries to
shoulder his way out, gets past the man, then Fedssily. Some kind of trip: they must practisenit
soccer.

As he lies sprawled he is splashed from head tovith liquid. His eyes burn, he tries to wipe thdre
recognizes the smell: methylated spirits. Strugplio get up, he is pushed back into the lavatohe T
scrape of a match, and at once he is bathed inbboelflame.

So he was wrong! He and his daughter are not betraff lightly after all! He can burn, he can dand if

he can die, then so can Lucy, above all Lucy!

He strikes at his face like a madman; his hairldescas it catches alight; he throws himself abloutling
out shapeless bellows that have no words behind,thaly fear. He tries to stand up and is forcedmo
again. For a moment his vision clears and he segses from his face, blue overalls and a shoe.tdbe
of the shoe curls upward; there are blades of gadgng out from the tread.

A flame dances soundlessly on the back of his heedstruggles to his knees and plunges the haod int
the toilet bowl. Behind him the door closes andkég turns.

He hangs over the toilet bowl, splashing water dusrface, dousing his head. There is a nasty sohell
singed hair. He stands up, beats out the lastedfldimes on his clothes.

With wads of wet paper he bathes his face. His ayestinging, one eyelid is already closing. Hesra
hand over his head and his fingertips come awagkbiath soot. Save for a patch over one ear, hmsee
to have no hair; his whole scalp is

tender. Everything is tender, everything is burmggned, burnt. 'Lucy! he shouts. 'Are you here?'

A vision comes to him of Lucy struggling with thed in the blue overalls, struggling against there. H
writhes, trying to blank it out.

He hears his car start, and the crunch of tyregravel. Is it over? Are they, unbelievably, going?

'‘Lucy!" he shouts, over and over, till he can leeaedge of craziness in his voice.

At last, blessedly, the key turns in the lock. Bg time he has the door open, Lucy has turnedduk én
him. She is wearing a bathrobe, her feet are Iharehair wet.

He trails after her through the kitchen, where rigfeigerator stands open and food lies scatteredval
the floor. She stands at the back door taking encérnage of the dog-pens. 'My darlings, my daslirtte
hears her murmur.

She opens the first cage and enters. The dog hétlthroat-wound is somehow still breathing. Shedben
over it, speaks to it. Faintly it wags its tail.



‘Lucy!" he calls again, and now for the first tisiee turns her gaze on him. A frown appears onduea. f
‘What on earth did they do to you?' she says.

'My dearest child!" he says. He follows her int@ ttage and tries to take her in his arms. Gently,
decisively, she wriggles loose.

The living-room is in a mess, so is his own roohings have been taken: his jacket, his good slzoeks,
that is only the beginning of it.

He looks at himself in a mirror. Brown ash, all tthe left of his hair, coats his scalp and forehead
Underneath it the scalp is an angry pink. He toadhe skin: it is painful and beginning to 0oze.eOn
eyelid is swelling shut; his eyebrows are goneglidashes too.

He goes to the bathroom, but the door is closemh'tl@ome in,' says Lucy's voice.

'‘Are you all right? Are you hurt?'

Stupid questions; she does not reply.

He tries to wash off the ash under the kitchen papying glass after glass of water over his h¥dater
trickles down his back; he begins to shiver withdco

It happens every day, every hour, every minutetels himself, in every quarter of the country. @Gbu
yourself lucky to have escaped with your life. Coyourself lucky not to be a prisoner in the cathég
moment, speeding away, or at the bottom of a davigaa bullet in your head. Count Lucy lucky too.
Above all Lucy.

A risk to own anything: a car, a pair of shoesaaket of cigarettes. Not enough to go around, notigh
cars, shoes, cigarettes. Too many people, too tiewgs. What there is must go into circulation, lsatt
everyone can have a chance to be happy for a dat i$ the theory; hold to the theory and to the
comforts of theory. Not human evil, just a vastulatory system, to whose workings pity and teena
irrelevant. That is how one must see life in tlesi@ry: in its schematic aspect. Otherwise onectgol
mad. Cars, shoes; women too. There must be sorhe imiche system for women and what happens to
them.

Lucy has come up behind him. She is wearing slacika raincoat now; her hair is combed back, her
face clean and entirely blank. He looks into hexseyMy dearest, dearest . . ." he says, and ctwkes
sudden surge of tears.

She does not stir a finger to soothe him. "Yourdheaks terrible,'" she remarks. 'There's baby+oithie
bathroom cabinet. Put some on. Is your car gone?'

'Yes. | think they went off in the Port Elizabetinegttion. | must telephone the police.’

'You can't. The telephone is smashed.'

She leaves him. He sits on the bed and waits. Thdwghas wrapped a blanket around himself, he
continues to shiver. One of his wrists is swolled éhrobbing with pain. He cannot recollect howhioet

it. It is already getting dark. The whole aftern@@m®ems to have passed in a flash.

Lucy returns. 'They've let down the tyres of thenk@' she says. 'I'm walking over to Ettinger'wadn't be
long.' She pauses. 'David, when people ask, wanldnyind keeping to your own story, to what happened
to you?'

He does not understand.

'You tell what happened to you, | tell what hapmkteeme,’ she repeats.

'You're making a mistake,' he says in a voiceithtst descending to a croak.

'No I'm not,' she says.

'‘My child, my child!" he says, holding out his artassher. When she does not come, he puts aside his
blanket, stands up, and takes her in his armgslerhbrace she is stiff as a pole, yielding nothing



TWELVE

ETTINGER IS A SURLY old man who speaks English wittmarked German accent. His wife is dead,
his children have gone back to Germany, he is thig one left in Africa. He arrives in his threert
pickup with Lucy at his side and waits with the imegrunning.

"Yes, | never go anywhere without my Beretta,' heesves once they are on the Grahamstown road. He
pats the holster at his hip. 'The best is, you yaueself, because the police are not going to yauve not
any more, you can be sure.'

Is Ettinger right? If he had had a gun, would heehsaved Lucy? He doubts it. If he had had a gan, h
would probably be dead now, he and Lucy both.

His hands, he notices, are trembling ever so lghtlicy has her arms folded across her breastbats
because she is trembling too?

He was expecting Ettinger to take them to the pdditation. But, it turns out, Lucy has told himdiive

to the hospital.

"For my sake or for yours?' he asks her.

'For yours.'

‘Won't the police want to see me too?'

‘There is nothing you can tell them that | casti¢ replies. 'Or is there?'

At the hospital she strides ahead through the d@woked CASUALTIES, fills out the form for him, seat
him in the waiting room. She is all strength, alirgosefulness, whereas the trembling seems to have
spread to his whole body.

'If they discharge you, wait here,' she instruats. H will be back to fetch you.'

"What about yourself?'

She shrugs. If she is trembling, she shows nodign

He finds a seat between two hefty girls who mightsisters, one of them holding a moaning child, &and
man with bloody wadding over his hand. He is twelft line. The clock on the wall says 5.45. He eks
his good eye and slips into a swoon in which the sigters continue to whisper together, chuchosante
When he opens his eye the clock still says 5.46.dsoken? No: the minute hand jerks and comeassb

on 5.46.

Two hours pass before a nurse calls him, and ikem®re waiting before his turn comes to see the so
doctor on duty, a young Indian woman.

The burns on his scalp are not serious, she dayggh he must be wary of infection. She spends more
time on his eye. The upper and lower lids are stiagiether; separating them proves extraordinarily
painful.

'You are lucky," she comments after the examinatiDmere is no damage to the eye itself. If thegt ha
used petrol it would be a different story.'

He emerges with his head dressed and bandageglehisovered, an ice-pack strapped to his wrigthén
waiting-room he is surprised to find Bill Shaw. IB#who is a head shorter than he, grips him by the
shoulders. 'Shocking, absolutely shocking,' he.saysy is over at our place. She was going totfgiou
herself but Bev wouldn't hear of it. How are you?'

‘I'm all right. Light burns, nothing serious. I'mrsy we've ruined your evening.'

‘Nonsense!" says Bill Shaw. 'What else are fridads You would have done the same.’

Spoken without irony, the words stay with him anil mot go away. Bill Shaw believes that if he, Bil
Shaw, had been hit over the head and set on ffieg, he, David Lurie, would have driven to the htadpi
and sat waiting, without so much as a newspapeedd, to fetch him home. Bill Shaw believes that,
because he and David Lurie once had a cup of ggdher, David Lurie is his friend, and the two loéin
have obligations towards each other. Is Bill Shamwng or right? Has Bill Shaw, who was born in
Hankey, not two hundred kilometres away, and wanks hardware shop, seen so little of the world tha
he does not know there are men who do not readditenfriends, whose attitude toward friendships
between men is corroded with scepticism? Moderrigimdriend from Old Englishfreond, from freon, to
love. Does the drinking of tea seal a love-bondhimeyes of Bill Shaw? Yet but for Bill and Bevadh



but for old Ettinger, but for bonds of some kinchese would he be now? On the ruined farm with the
broken telephone amid the dead dogs.

'A shocking business,' says Bill Shaw again indéwe 'Atrocious. It's bad enough when you read altou
in the paper, but when it happens to someone yow'knhe shakes his head - 'that really bringomé

to you. It's like being in a war all over again.'

He does not bother to reply. The day is not deadbyeliving. War, atrocity: every word with whiame
tries to wrap up this day, the day swallows dowrblack throat.

Bev Shaw meets them at the door. Lucy has takedatise, she announces, and is lying down; best not
to disturb her.

'‘Has she been to the police?'

'Yes, there's a bulletin out for your car.'

'‘And she has seen a doctor?'

'All attended to. How about you? Lucy says you weadly burned.’

‘I have burns, but they are not as bad as they'look

"Then you should eat and get some rest.'

'I'm not hungry.'

She runs water for him in their big, old-fashionedst-iron bath. He stretches out his pale lengtthe
steaming water and tries to relax. But when itrigetto get out, he slips and almost falls: he isvaak as

a baby, and lightheaded too. He has to call Biv@land suffer the ignominy of being helped outhaf t
bath, helped to dry himself, helped into borrowsgfhmas. Later he hears Bill and Bev talking in low
voices, and knows it is he they are talking about.

He has come away from the hospital with a tubeaihkillers, a packet of burn dressings, and eelittl
aluminium gadget to prop his head on. Bev Shavesdtim on a sofa that smells of cats; with sunpgis
ease he falls asleep. In the middle of the nightwvekes in a state of the utmost clarity. He hak da
vision: Lucy has spoken to him; her words - 'Comene, save me!' - still echo in his ears. In thaovi
she stands, hands outstretched, wet hair combéd ibae field of white light.

He gets up, stumbles against a chair, sends itglyA light goes on and Bev Shaw is before himen h
nightdress. 'l have to speak to Lucy," he mumbhissmouth is dry, his tongue thick.

The door to Lucy's room opens. Lucy is not at alirethe vision. Her face is puffy with sleep, $héying
the belt of a dressing-gown that is clearly nosher

‘I'm sorry, | had a dream," he says. The word wisgosuddenly too old-fashioned, too queer. 'l gidu
you were calling me.' Lucy shakes her head. 'l WaGwo to sleep now.'

She is right, of course. It is three in the morniBgt he cannot fail to notice that for the sectintk in a
day she has spoken to him. as if to a child - Elarian old man.

He tries to get back to sleep but cannot. It mesat effect of the pills, he tells himself: notisian, not
even a dream, just a chemical hallucination. Névedess, the figure of the woman in the field oftigh
stays before him. 'Save me!' cries his daughtarwuweeds clear, ringing, immediate. Is it possilhatt
Lucy's soul did indeed leave her body and comartt? May people who do not believe in souls yet have
them, and may their souls lead an independent life?

Hours yet before sunrise. His wrist aches, his dy@s, his scalp is sore and irritable. Cautiousty
switches on the lamp and gets up. With a blankepped around him he pushes open Lucy's door and
enters. There is a chair by the bedside; he sitsdblis senses tell him she is awake.

What is he doing? He is watching over his littld,gjuarding her from harm, warding off the badrispi
After a long while he feels her begin to relax.dit$op as her lips separate, and the gentlesimes.

It is morning. Bev Shaw serves him a breakfasiofitakes and tea, then disappears into Lucy's room
'How is she?' he asks when she comes back.

Bev Shaw responds only with a terse shake of tlaal.hBot your business, she seems to be saying.
Menstruation, childbirth, violation and its aftertimablood-matters; a woman's burden, women's preser
Not for the first time, he wonders whether womeruldanot be happier living in communities of women,
accepting visits from men only when they chooseh&gs he is wrong to think of Lucy as homosexual.



Perhaps she simply prefers female company. Or psrtiat is all that lesbians are: women who have no
need of men.

No wonder they are so vehement against rape, shelelen. Rape, god of chaos and mixture, violator o
seclusions. Raping a lesbian worse than rapingganvimore of a blow. Did they know what they weie
to, those men? Had the word got around?

At nine o'clock, after Bill Shaw has gone off tonkiohe taps on Lucy's door. She is lying with ressef
turned to the wall. He sits down beside her, toadfer cheek. It is wet with tears.

‘This is not an easy thing to talk about,' he séyg,have you seen a doctor?'

She sits up and blows her nose. 'l saw my GP igbt.h

'‘And is he taking care of all eventualities?'

'She,' she says. 'She, not he. No' - and now thererack of anger in her voice - 'how can she® Ean a
doctor take care of all eventualities? Have someesé

He gets up. If she chooses to be irritable, theocamebe irritable too. 'I'm sorry | asked,’ he sajhat are
our plans for today?'

'‘Our plans? To go back to the farm and clean up.'

'‘And then?'

‘Then to go on as before.’

'On the farm?’

'Of course. On the farm.’

'‘Be sensible, Lucy. Things have changed. We aastgick up where we left off.’

"Why not?'

'‘Because it's not a good idea. Because it's net' saf

It was never safe, and it's not an idea, good dr bia not going back for the sake of an idea. jlist
going back.'

Sitting up in her borrowed nightdress, she conf&dii, neck stiff, eyes glittering. Not her fatkdittle
girl, not any longer.

THIRTEEN

BEFORE THEY SET off he needs to have his dressoigsiged. In the cramped little bathroom Bev
Shaw unwinds the bandages. The eyelid is stilleddl@nd blisters have risen on his scalp, but theade

is not as bad as it could have been. The mostydgiaft is the flange of his right ear: it is, &g tyoung
doctor put it, the only part of him that actualBught fire.

With a sterile solution Bev washes the exposed pimdkerskin of the scalp, then, using tweezers, tag's
oily yellow dressing over it. Delicately she ansithe folds of his eyelid and his ear. She doespeak
while she works. He recalls the goat in the clinionders whether, submitting to her hands, it thedt
same peacefulness.

‘There,' she says at last, standing back.

He inspects the image in the mirror, with its nehtte cap and blanked-out eye. 'Shipshape,’ herkeama
but thinks: Like a mummy.

He tries again to raise the subject of the rapeylsays she saw her GP last night.'

'Yes.'

‘There's the risk of pregnancy,’ he presses omrrélhithe risk of venereal infection. There's ikk of
HIV. Shouldn't she see a gynaecologist as well?'

Bev Shaw shifts uncomfortably. "You must ask Luowngelf '

‘I have asked. | can't get sense from her.'

'‘Ask again.'

It is past eleven, but Lucy shows no sign of emmgygAimlessly he roams about the garden. A greydnoo
is settling on him. It is not just that he does kiwbw what to do with himself. The events of yedésr



have shocked him to the depths. The tremblingwbakness are only the first and most superficgisi
of that shock. He has a sense that, inside hinitahargan has been bruised, abused - perhapshésen
heart. For the first time he has a taste of whatlitbe like to be an old man, tired to the bomgthout
hopes, without desires, indifferent to the futUséumped on a plastic chair amid the stench of @mck
feathers and rotting apples, he feels his inteneite world draining from him drop by drop. It mtake
weeks, it may take months before he is bled driyhbus bleeding. When that is finished, he willilke a
fly-casing in a spiderweb, brittle to the touclghlier than rice-chaff, ready to float away.

He cannot expect help from Lucy. Patiently, sikentlucy must work her own way back from the
darkness to the light. Until she is herself ag#e, onus is on him to manage their daily life. Butas
come too suddenly. It is a burden he is not readythe farm, the garden, the kennels. Lucy's &jthrs
future, the future of the land as a whole - itllsaamatter of indifference, he wants to say; tedli go to
the dogs, | do not care. As for the men who visite, he wishes them harm, wherever they mayute, b
otherwise does not want to think about them.

Just an after-effect, he tells himself, an aftéefof the invasion. In a while the organism wépair
itself, and [, the ghost within it, will be my olsklf again. But the truth, he knows, is otherwides
pleasure in living has been snuffed out. Like & dé#aa stream, like a puffball on a breeze, heldeggin to
float toward his end. He sees it quite clearly, aridls him with (the word will not go away) deap. The
blood of life is leaving his body and despair iKirtg its place, despair that is like a gas, od@sle
tasteless, without nourishment. You breathe iyour limbs relax, you cease to care, even at theemd
when the steel touches your throat.

There is a ring at the doorbell: two young policame spruce new uniforms, ready to begin their
investigations. Lucy emerges from her room lookiaggard, wearing the same clothes as yesterday. She
refuses breakfast. With the police following behindheir van, Bev drives them out to the farm.

The corpses of the dogs lie in the cage where takéyThe bulldog Katy is still around: they cateh
glimpse of her skulking near the stable, keepingdisance. Of Petrus there is no sign.

Indoors, the two policemen take off their capskttiiem under their arms. He stands back, leavis it
Lucy to take them through the story she has eldoi¢ell. They listen respectfully, taking down lexery
word, the pen darting nervously across the pagdiseofiotebook. They are of her generation, but edgy
her nevertheless, as if she were a creature poland her pollution could leap across to them, thein.
There were three men, she recites, or two men dwy.arlhey tricked their way into the house, toskeg
lists the items) money, clothes, a television aeGD player, a rifle with ammunition. When her fath
resisted, they assaulted him, poured spirits oirar tried to set him on fire. Then they shot thgsland
drove off in his car. She describes the men and thieg were wearing; she describes the car.

All the while she speaks, Lucy looks steadily ahhas though drawing strength from him, or elsendar
him to contradict her. When one of the officerssasddow long did the whole incident take?' she says
"Twenty minutes, thirty minutes.' An untruth, askm®ws, as she knows. It took much longer. How much
longer?

As much longer as the men needed to finish off thesiness with the lady of the house.

Nevertheless he does not interrupt. A matter offfeiénce: he barely listens as Lucy goes through h
story. Words are beginning to take shape that baea hovering since last night at the edges of mgmo
Two old ladies locked in the lavatory / They wehere from Monday to Saturday / Nobody knew they
were there. Locked in the lavatory while his daeghtas used. A chant from his childhood come back t
point a jeering finger. Oh dear, what can the mdt¢® Lucy's secret; his disgrace.

Cautiously the policemen move through the housspdating. No blood, no overturned furniture. The
mess in the kitchen has been cleaned up (by Ludy@n®). Behind the lavatory door, two spent
matchsticks, which they do not even notice.

In Lucy's room the double bed is stripped bare. 3¢ene of the crime, he thinks to himself; andif as
reading the thought, the policemen avert their gyass on.

A quiet house on a winter morning, no more, no.less

‘A detective will come and take fingerprints,' thegy as they leave. 'Try not to touch things. léyo
remember anything else they took, give us a caleastation.'



Barely have they departed when the telephone repairarrive, then old Ettinger. Of the absent Petrus
Ettinger remarks darkly, 'Not one of them you castt' He will send a boy, he says, to fix the kamb

In the past he has seen Lucy fly into a rage at#ieeof the word boy. Now she does not react.

He walks Ettinger to the door.

'Poor Lucy,' remarks Ettinger. 'lt must have bead for her. Still, it could have been worse.'

'Indeed? How?'

‘They could have taken her away with them.'

That brings him up short. No fool, Ettinger.

At last he and Lucy are alone. 'l will bury the dafyyou show me where," he offers. 'What are yoing
to tell the owners?'

"Il tell them the truth.'

'‘Will your insurance cover it?"

'I don't know. | don't know whether insurance pieccover massacres. | will have to find out.’

A pause. 'Why aren't you telling the whole storycy?'

'| have told the whole story. The whole story isatvhhave told.'

He shakes his head dubiously. 'l am sure you hauengasons, but in a wider context are you suseigh
the best course?'

She does not reply, and he does not press hahdanoment. But his thoughts go to the three irgrsid
the three invaders, men he will probably neverdggs on again, yet forever part of his life nowd an
his daughter's. The men will watch the newspapisten to the gossip. They will read that they lbeeng
sought for robbery and assault and nothing elseillltdawn on them that over the body of the woman
silence is being drawn like a blanket. Too asharttesly will say to each other, too ashamed to &t
they will chuckle luxuriously, recollecting theixj@oit. Is Lucy prepared to concede them that victo

He digs the hole where Lucy tells him, close tolibandary line. A grave for six full-grown dogs:eevin
the recently ploughed earth it takes him the badtqf an hour, and by the time he has finishedhik is
sore, his arms are sore, his wrist aches agaitrurddles the corpses over in a wheelbarrow. Thevdty
the hole in its throat still bares its bloody tedtlke shooting fish in a barrel, he thinks. Congille, yet
exhilarating, probably, in a country where dogs lared to snarl at the mere smell of a black man. A
satisfying afternoon's work, heady, like all reven@ne by one he tumbles the dogs into the hots th
fills it in.

He returns to find Lucy installing a camp-bed ie thusty little pantry that she uses for storage.

Tor whom is this?' he asks.

Tor myself'

‘What about the spare room?'

"The ceiling-boards have gone.'

'And the big room at the back?"

‘The freezer makes too much noise.’

Not true. The freezer in the back room barely putrs because of what the freezer holds that Lwitly
not sleep there: offal, bones, butcher's meatdgsdhat no longer have need of it.

‘Take over my room," he says. 'I'll sleep hered Ahonce he sets about clearing out his things.

But does he really want to move into this cell,hniis boxes of empty preserve jarspiled in a coamet
its single tiny south-facing window? If the ghosifsLucy's violators still hover in her bedroom, the
surely they ought to be chased out, not allowedat® it over as their sanctum. So he moves his
belongings into Lucy's room.

Evening falls. They are not hungry, but they eatirg) is a ritual, and rituals make things easier.

As gently as he can, he offers his question adailty, my dearest, why don't you want to tell? fsia
crime. There is no shame in being the object afiraec You did not choose to be the object. Youare
innocent party.'

Sitting across the table from him, Lucy draws apdeeeath, gathers herself, then breathes out again
shakes her head.

'‘Can | guess?' he says. 'Are you trying to remiedfrsomething?'



'‘Am | trying to remind you of what?'

'Of what women undergo at the hands of men.'

'‘Nothing could be further from my thoughts. This mothing to do with you, David. You want to know
why | have not laid a particular charge with thdigeo | will tell you, as long as you agree not#éise the
subject again. The reason is that, as far as l@amerned, what happened to me is a purely privatéem

In another time, in another place it might be Heldthe a public matter. But in this place, at timset it is
not. It is my business, mine alone.'

‘This place being what?'

"This place being South Africa.'

‘I don't agree. | don't agree with what you arendoiDo you think that by meekly accepting what
happened to you, you can set yourself apart fromdas like Ettinger? Do you think what happenedher
was an exam: if you come through, you get a diplamé safe conduct into the future, or a sign totpai
on the door-lintel that will make the plague passi yoy? That is not how vengeance works, Lucy.
Vengeance is like a fire. The more it devours,hthegrier it gets.'

'Stop it, David! | don't want to hear this talk gihgues and fires. | am not just trying to savegkin. If
that is what you think, you miss the point entirely

‘Then help me. Is it some form of private salvatyimu are trying to work out? Do you hope you can
expiate the crimes of the past by suffering inghresent?"

'No. You keep misreading me. Guilt and salvatiom abstractions. | don't act in terms of abstrastion
Until you make an effort to see that, | can't hgip.'

He wants to respond, but she cuts him short. 'Dawiel agreed. | don't want to go on with this
conversation.'

Never yet have they been so far and so bitterlytaba is shaken.

FOURTEEN

A NEW DAY. Ettinger telephones, offering to lendeth a gun ‘for the meanwhile'. 'Thank you,' he
replies. 'We'll think about it.’

He gets out Lucy's tools and repairs the kitcheor ds well as he is able. They ought to instalsbar
security gates, a perimeter fence, as Ettingerdbage. They ought to turn the farmhouse into a éggr
Lucy ought to buy a pistol and a two-way radio, &aice shooting lessons. But will she ever cons8h&

is here because she loves the land and the olflidée way of life. If that way of life is doomedihat is

left for her to love?

Katy is coaxed out of her hiding-place and setitethe kitchen. She is subdued and timorous, fakgw
Lucy about, keeping close to her heels. Life, fnammment to moment, is not as before. The house feels
alien, violated; they are continually on the albstening for sounds.

Then Petrus makes his return. An old lorry groapghe rutted driveway and stops beside the stable.
Petrus steps down from the cab, wearing a suitighd for him, followed by his wife and the drivéfrom

the back of the lorry the two men unload cartomepsoted poles, sheets of galvanized iron, a ffoll o
plastic piping, and finally, with much noise andvootion, two halfgrown sheep, which Petrus tethers

a fence-post. The lorry makes a wide sweep arobhadstable and thunders back down the driveway.
Petrus and his wife disappear inside. A plume dfl@rbegins to rise from the asbestos-pipe chimney.

He continues to watch. In a while, Petrus's wifeayas and with a broad, easy movement emptiega slo
bucket. A handsome woman, he thinks to himselfhvhiér long skirt and her headcloth piled high,
country fashion. A handsome woman and a lucky rBabhwhere have they been?

'Petrus is back,' he tells Lucy. 'With a load oilding materials.'

“Good.'



'Why didn't he tell you he was going away? Doeindtrike you as fishy that he should disappear at
precisely this time?'

‘| can't order Petrus about. He is his own master.'

A non sequitur, but he lets it pass. He has dedioléet everything pass, with Lucy, for the timerge

Lucy keeps to herself, expresses no feelings, simovisterest in anything around her. It is he, igmb as

he is about farming, who must let the ducks outhefr pen, master the sluice system and lead water
save the garden from parching. Lucy spends hoer hftur lying on her bed, staring into space okilog

at old magazines, of which she seems to have amited store. She flicks through them impatienty,
though searching for something that is not thefeedvin Drood there is no more sign.

He spies Petrus out at the dam, in his work owerétllseems odd that the man has not yet repooted t
Lucy. He strolls over, exchanges greetings. 'Yowstave heard, we had a big robbery on Wednesday
while you were away.'

'Yes,' says Petrus, 'l heard. It is very bad, & ad thing. But you are all right now.’

Is he all right? Is Lucy all right? Is Petrus agkia question? It does not sound like a questiohhbu
cannot take it otherwise, not decently. The quagpwhat is the answer?

'I am alive,' he says. 'As long as one is aliveierad! right, |

suppose. So yes, | am all right.' He pauses, walltsys a silence to develop, a silence which Rebught

to fill with the next question: And how is Lucy?

He is wrong. 'Will Lucy go to the market tomorrow8ks Petrus.

' don't know.'

'‘Because she will lose her stall if she does ngtsgys Petrus. 'Maybe.'

'Petrus wants to know if you are going to marketdaow," he informs Lucy. 'He is afraid you migbsé
your stall.’

'‘Why don't the two of you go,' she says. 'l dogélfup to it.'

'‘Are you sure? It would be a pity to miss a week.'

She does not reply. She would rather hide her faoe ,he knows why. Because of the disgrace. Because
of the shame. That is what their visitors have exddl; that is what they have done to this confident
modern young woman. Like a stain the story is gpirgpacross the district. Not her story to spreat b
theirs: they are its owners. How they put her ingiace, how they showed her what a woman was for.

With his one eye and his white skullcap, he hasola measure of shyness about showing himself in
public. But for Lucy's sake he goes through with tharket business, sitting beside Petrus at thke sta
enduring the stares of the curious, respondingtedplito those friends of Lucy's who choose to
commiserate. 'Yes, we lost a car,' he says. 'Aadltgs, of course, all but one. No, my daughtéines

just not feeling well today. No, we are not hopethie police are overstretched, as I'm sure yowkno
Yes, I'll be sure to tell her.’

He reads their story as reported in the Herald.ndnk assailants the men are called. 'Three unknown
assailants have attacked Ms Lucy Lourie and harlgi@ather on their smallholding outside

Salem, making off with clothes, electronic goodsd anfirearm. In a bizarre twist, the robbers alsots
and killed six watchdogs before escaping in a 1B8yota Corolla, registration CA 507644. Mr Lourie,
who received light injuries during the attack, wi@sated at Settlers Hospital and discharged.'

He is glad that no connection is made between Mgikts elderly father and David Lurie, disciple of
nature poet William Wordsworth and until recenttpfessor at the Cape Technical University.

As for the actual trading, there is little for htmmdo. Petrus is the one who swiftly and efficigndys out
their wares, the one who knows the prices, takesnbney, makes the change. Petrus is in fact the on
who does the work, while he sits and warms his badudst like the old days: bags en Klaas. Exceit th
he does not presume to give Petrus orders. Paiesswhat needs to be done, and that is that.
Nevertheless, their takings are down: less thaethundred rand. The reason is Lucy's absenceguiu d
about that. Boxes of flowers, bags of vegetable® ta be loaded back into the kombi. Petrus shhiges
head. 'Not good," he says.



As yet Petrus has offered no explanation for higeabe. Petrus has the right to come and go asdhesyi
he has exercised that right; he is entitled toshence. But questions remain. Does Petrus know tivao
strangers were? Was it because of some word Hetrdeop that they made Lucy their target rathenth
say, Ettinger? Did Petrus know in advance what these planning?

In the old days one could have had it out with d®etin the old days one could have had it out & th
extent of losing one's temper and sending him pacind hiring someone in his place. But thoughuBetr
is paid a wage, Petrus is no longer, strictly spepkhired help. It is hard to say what Petrussisctly
speaking. The word that seems to serve best, hawieweeighbour. Petrus is a

neighbour who at present happens to sell his ladmoause that is what suits him. He sells hisuabo
under contract, unwritten contract, and that camtraakes no provision for dismissal on grounds of
suspicion. It is a new world they live in, he andcl, and Petrus. Petrus knows it, and he knowsd, a
Petrus knows that he knows it.

In spite of which he feels at home with Petrugvsn prepared, however guardedly, to like him.uRes

a man of his generation. Doubtless Petrus hastheeungh a lot, doubtless he has a story to tellwdeld

not mind hearing Petrus's story one day. But padlgrnot reduced to English. More and more he is
convinced that English is an unfit medium for th&h of South Africa. Stretches of English code igho
sentences long have thickened, lost their artimulaf their articulateness, their articulatednédiese a
dinosaur expiring and settling in the mud, the leage has stiffened. Pressed into the mould of Emgli
Petrus's story would come out arthritic, bygone.

What appeals to him in Petrus is his face, his #akhis hands. If there is such a thing as hdo#sthen
Petrus bears its marks. A man of patience, enegegilience. A peasant, a paysan, a man of the goukht
plotter and a schemer and no doubt a liar too,dé@sants everywhere. Honest toil and honest cgnnin
He has his own suspicions of what Petrus is umtthe longer run. Petrus will not be content tough
forever his hectare and a half. Lucy may have thkiager than her hippie, gypsy friends, but tordet
Lucy is still chickenfeed: an amateur, an enthussidshe farming life rather than a farmer. Petweuld

like to take over Lucy's land. Then he would likehiave Ettinger's too, or enough of it to run adham.
Ettinger will be a harder nut to crack. Lucy is elgra transient; Ettinger is another peasant, a ohdne
earth, tenacious, eingewurzelt. But Ettinger wi# dne of these days, and the Ettinger son has lited
that respect Ettinger has been stupid. A good peéakes care to have lots of sons.

Petrus has a vision of the future in which peope Lucy have no place. But that need not make an
enemy of Petrus. Country life has always been aemaif neighbours scheming against each other,
wishing on each other pests, poor crops, finamaial yet in a crisis ready to lend a hand.

The worst, the darkest reading would be that Petngaged three strange men to teach Lucy a lesson,
paying them off with the loot. But he cannot bediethat, it would be too simple. The real truth, he
suspects, is something far more - he casts araumtthd word - anthropological, something it wouddte
months to get to the bottom of, months of patienfjurried conversation with dozens of people, ded t
offices of an interpreter.

On the other hand, he does believe that Petrus koewething was in the offing; he does believe Retru
could have warned Lucy. That is why he will not det of the subject. That is why he continues to nag
Petrus.

Petrus has emptied the concrete storage dam amteasing it of algae. It is an unpleasant job.
Nevertheless, he offers to help. With his feet ereu into Lucy's rubber boots, he climbs into thenda
stepping carefully on the slick bottom. For a whilke and Petrus work in concert, scraping, scrubbing
shovelling out the mud. Then he breaks off.

‘Do you know, Petrus,' he says, 'l find it hardb&dieve the men who came here were strangersd litfin
hard to believe they arrived out of nowhere, amtivahat they did, and disappeared afterwards lilestgh
And | find it hard to believe that the reason tipggked on us was simply that we were the first evifolk
they met that day. What do you think? Am | wrong?'

Petrus smokes a pipe, an old-fashioned pipe withaked stem and a little silver cap over the bdNaiw

he straightens up, takes the pipe from the podikeismveralls, opens the cap, tamps



down the tobacco in the bowl, sucks at the pipé.udk stares reflectively over the dam wall, otte
hills, over open country. His expression is petetanquil.

The police must find them," he says at last. Ptlece must find them and put them in jail. Thaths job

of the police.’

But the police are not going to find them withoelgh Those men knew about the forestry statiom| a
convinced they knew about Lucy. How could they h&mewn if they were complete strangers to the
district?'

Petrus chooses not to take this as a question.uttetipe pipe away in his pocket, exchanges spade fo
broom.

‘It was not simply theft, Petrus,' he persistse{fid not come just to steal. They did not cons fa do
this to me.' He touches the bandages, touchesythstigeld. 'They came to do something else as well.
You know what | mean, or if you don't know you caurely guess. After they did what they did, you
cannot expect Lucy calmly to go on with her lifekefore. | am Lucy's father. | want those men to be
caught and brought before the law and punished! Anong? Am | wrong to want justice?'

He does not care how he gets the words out of atiw, he just wants to hear them.

'No, you are not wrong."'

A flurry of anger runs through him, strong enoughtake him by surprise. He picks up his spade and
strikes whole strips of mud and weed from the datein, flinging them over his shoulder, over thdlwa
You are whipping yoursef into a rage, he admonis$iireself: Stop it! Yet at this moment he would lilce
take Petrus by the throat. If it had been your wiftead of my daughter, he would like to say tou2e
you would not be tapping your pipe and weighingrywards so judiciously. Violation: that is the wdnd
would like to force out of Petrus. Yes, it was alation, he would like to hear Petrus say; yesyas an
outrage.

In silence, side by side, he and Petrus finistitafjob.

This is how his days are spent on the farm. HeshBlgtrus clean up the irrigation system. He keleps t
garden from going to ruin. He packs produce forrtizgket. He helps Bev Shaw at the clinic. He sweeps
the floors, cooks the meals, does all the thingslthicy no longer does. He is busy from dawn tdkdus

His eye is healing surprisingly fast: after a mesek he is able to use it again. The burns aregaki
longer. He retains the skullcap and the bandage lusesar. The ear, uncovered, looks like a nakekl p
mollusc: he does not know when he will be bold gtoio expose it to the gaze of others.

He buys a hat to keep off the sun, and, to a detpdede his face. He is trying to get used tking odd,
worse than odd, repulsive - one of those sorrytarea whom children gawk at in the street. 'Whysdoe
that man look so funny?' they ask their motherd,l@ve to be hushed.

He goes to the shops in Salem as seldom as héoc@anahamstown only on Saturdays. All at once e ha
become a recluse, a country recluse. The end aigo¥hough the heart be still as loving and theomo
be still as bright. Who would have thought it woalzime to an end so soon and so suddenly: the roving
the loving!

He has no reason to believe their misfortunes hmagde it on to the gossip circuit in Cape Town.
Nevertheless, he wants to be sure that Rosalind doehear the story in some garbled form. Twice he
tries to call her, without success. The third tilme telephones the travel agency where she works.
Rosalind is in Madagascar, he is told, scoutingstggven the fax number of a hotel in Antananarivo

He composes a dispatch: 'Lucy and | have had saudugk. My car was stolen, and there was a scuffle
too, in which | took a bit of a knock. Nothing smrs - we're both fine, though shaken. Thoughtetd/bu
know in case of rumours. Trust you are having adgouoe.' He gives the page to Lucy to approve, tioen
Bev Shaw to send off To Rosalind in darkest Africa.

Lucy is not improving. She stays up all night, laig she cannot sleep; then in the afternoonsrias fi
her asleep on the sofa, her thumb in her mouthdlighild. She has lost interest in food: he isahe who
has to tempt her to eat, cooking unfamiliar didhesause she refuses to touch meat.



This is not what he came for - to be stuck in tlaekbof beyond, warding off demons, nursing his
daughter, attending to a dying enterprise. If heedor anything, it was to gather himself, gathier h
forces. Here he is losing himself day by day.

The demons do not pass him by. He has nightmarkts @iwn in which he wallows in a bed of blood, or,
panting, shouting soundlessly, runs from the mah thie face like a hawk, like a Benin mask, likeoirh
One night, half sleepwalking, half demented, hpsthis own bed, even turns the mattress over jgok
for stains.

There is still the Byron project. Of the books meught from Cape Town, only two volumes of thededt
are left - the rest were in the trunk of the statan The public library in Grahamstown can offething

but selections from the poems. But does he neeg ton reading? What more does he need to know of
how Byron and his acquaintance passed their tim@drRavenna? Can he not, by now, invent a Byron
who is true to Byron, and a Teresa too?

He has, if the truth be told, been putting it aff months: the moment when he must face the blaglk,p
strike the first note, see what he is worth. Sregdre already imprinted on his mind of the loverduet,

the vocal lines, soprano and tenor, coiling worgliearound and past each other like serpents. Melod
without climax; the whisper of reptile scales onrbha staircases; and, throbbing in the backgrotimel,
baritone of the humiliated husband. Will this beenénthe dark trio are at last brought to life: mo€ape
Town but in old Kaffraria?

FIFTEEN

THE TWO YOUNG sheep are tethered all day besidesthlele on a bare patch of ground. Their bleating,
steady and monotonous, has begun to annoy himirbiks over to Petrus, who has his bicycle upside
down and is working on it. 'Those sheep,' he sagen't you think we could tie them where they can
graze?'

‘They are for the party,’ says Petrus. 'On Saturaail slaughter them for the party. You and Lutyst
come.' He wipes his hands clean. 'l invite you lamcl to the party.'

'On Saturday?'

'Yes, | am giving a party on Saturday. A big party.

‘Thank you. But even if the sheep are for the paity't you think they could graze?'

An hour later the sheep are still tethered, stibabing dolefully. Petrus is nowhere to be seen.
Exasperated, he unties them and tugs them ovhetdamside, where there is abundant grass.

The sheep drink at length, then leisurely begigraze. They are black-faced Persians, alike in size
markings, even in their movements. Twins, in &eélihood, destined since birth for the butcher'gekn
Well, nothing remarkable in that. When did a shiesp die of old age? Sheep do not own themseles, d
not own their lives. They exist to be used, evast bunce of them, their flesh to be eaten, thameb to

be crushed and fed to poultry.

Nothing escapes, except perhaps the gall bladdéchwo one will eat. Descartes should have thoo§ht
that. The soul, suspended in the dark, bitter baling.

'Petrus has invited us to a party,' he tells Lagthy is he throwing a party?'

'‘Because of the land transfer, | would guess. éisgbrough officially on the first of next monthisla big
day for him. We should at least put in an appearaiake them a present.’

'He is going to slaughter the two sheep. | wouldaite thought two sheep would go very far.’

'Petrus is a pennypincher. In the old days it winalde been an ox.'

'I'm not sure | like the way he does things - biriggthe slaughter-beasts home to acquaint themthvith
people who are going to eat them.’

‘What would you prefer? That the slaughtering beedo an abattoir, so that you needn't think alt@ut
'Yes.'

'‘Wake up, David. This is the country. This is Afic



There is a snappishness to Lucy nowadays that &é& e justification for. His usual response is to
withdraw into silence. There are spells when the tfthem are like strangers in the same house.

He tells himself that he must be patient, that Ligcstill living in the shadow of the attack, thishe needs
to pass before she will be herself. But what iisyvevrong? What if, after an attack like that, oseéever
oneself again? What if an attack like that turns oo a different and darker person altogether?

There is an even more sinister explanation for lauoyoodiness, one that he cannot put from his mind.
'Lucy,’ he asks the same day, out of the blue, &ren't hiding something from me, are you? You tlidn
pick up something from those men?'

She is sitting on the sofa in pyjamas and dresgown, playing with the cat. It is past noon. Theisa
young, alert, skittish. Lucy dangles the belt ¢ ttown before it. The cat slaps at the belt, quigkt
paw-blows, one-two-three-four.

'Men?' she says. 'Which men?' She flicks the baihe side; the cat dives after it.

Which men? His heart stops. Has she gone mad® Iefilsing to remember?

But, it would appear, she is only teasing him. i@aVvam not a child any more. | have seen a dodtor
have had tests, | have done everything one canmably do. Now | can only wait.'

'l see. And by wait you mean wait for what | thiyjdu mean?’

'Yes.'

'How long will that take?'

She shrugs. 'A month. Three months. Longer. Scibasenot yet put a limit on how long one has tawai
For ever, maybe.'

The cat makes a quick pounce at the belt, butahgegs over now.

He sits down beside his daughter; the cat jumpshefisofa, stalks away. He takes her hand. Nowtihat
is close to her, a faint smell of staleness, unedséss, reaches him. 'At least it won't be for ,ewer
dearest,’' he says. 'At least you will be spared' tha

The sheep spend the rest of the day near the darewle has tethered them. The next morning they are
back on the barren patch beside the stable.

Presumably they have until Saturday morning, twgsdét seems a miserable way to spend the last two
days of one's life. Country ways - that is what yumalls this kind of thing. He has other words:
indifference, hardheartedness. If the country casspudgment on the city, then the city can pass
judgment on the country too.

He has thought of buying the sheep from Petrus.vat will that accomplish? Petrus will only use th
money to buy new slaughter-animals, and pocketdifference. And what will he do with the sheep
anyway, once he has bought them out of slavery?h®et free on the public road? Pen them up in the
dog-cages and feed them hay?

A bond seems to have come into existence betweeselfiand the two Persians, he does not know how.
The bond is not one of affection. It is not evebamd with these two in particular, whom he could no
pick out from a mob in a field. Nevertheless, sudgl@nd without reason, their lot has become ingoart

to him.

He stands before them, under the sun, waitingh®ibuizz in his mind to settle, waiting for a sign.

There is a fly trying to creep into the ear of afethem. The ear twitches. The fly takes off; @s;l
returns, settles. The ear twitches again.

He takes a step forward. The sheep backs awayilyngathe limit of its chain.

He remembers Bev Shaw nuzzling the old billy-godhthe ravaged testicles, stroking him, comforting
him, entering into his life. How does she get ghti this communion with animals? Some trick hesdoe
not have. One has to be a certain kind of persengps, with fewer complications.

The sun beats on his face in all its springtimaarack. Do | have to change, he thinks? Do | have to
become like Bev Shaw?

He speaks to Lucy. 'l have been thinking about phidy of Petrus's. On the whole, | would prefet oo

go. Is that possible without being rude?"

‘Anything to do with his slaughter-sheep?'



'Yes. No. | haven't changed my ideas, if that iastwou mean. | still don't believe that animals énav
properly individual lives.

Which among them get to live, which get to diendg, as far as | am concerned, worth agonizing.over
Nevertheless . . 'Nevertheless?'

'‘Nevertheless, in this case | am disturbed. | caytwhy.'

'‘Well, Petrus and his guests are certainly notgaoangive up their mutton chops out of deferencgdo
and your sensibilities.’

'I'm not asking for that. | would just prefer nat be one of the party, not this time. I'm sorryneler
imagined | would end up talking this way.'

‘God moves in mysterious ways, David.'

'‘Don't mock me.’

Saturday is looming, market day. 'Should we rundgtadi?’ he asks Lucy. She shrugs. 'You decide," sh
says. He does not run the stall.

He does not query her decision; in fact he is velie

Preparations for Petrus's festivities begin at nmorsaturday with the arrival of a band of womeli ha
dozen strong, wearing what looks to him like chgaihg finery. Behind the stable they get a firengpi
Soon there comes on the wind the stench of botiffigl, from which he infers that the deed has been
done, the double deed, that it is all over.

Should he mourn? Is it proper to mourn the deatlbe@hgs who do not practise mourning among
themselves? Looking into his heart, he can fing anvague sadness.

Too close, he thinks: we live too close to Pettuis like sharing a house with strangers, sharoiges,
sharing smells.

He knocks at Lucy's door. 'Do you want to go fovadk?' he asks.

‘Thanks, but no. Take Katy.'

He takes the bulldog, but she is so slow and sthiliy he grows irritated, chases her back to tha,fand
sets off alone on an eight-kilometre loop, walkiagt, trying to tire himself out.

At five o'clock the guests start arriving, by chy, taxi, on foot. He watches from behind the kitthe
curtain. Most are of their host's generation, stadadid. There is one old woman over whom a palicu
fuss is made: wearing his blue suit and a garisk phirt, Petrus comes all the way down the path to
welcome her.

It is dark before the younger folk make an appesga®n the breeze comes a murmur of talk, laughter
and music, music that he associates with the Jastoing of his own youth. Quite tolerable, he thitiks
himself- quite jolly, even.

'It's time," says Lucy. 'Are you coming?'

Unusually, she is wearing a knee-length dress dgtu reels, with a necklace of painted wooden beads
and matching earrings. He is not sure he likeeffext.

“All right, I'll come. I'm ready.’

'Haven't you got a suit here?"

‘No.'

Then at least put on a tie.'

'| thought we were in the country.'

'All the more reason to dress up. This is a bigidagetrus's life.’

She carries a tiny flashlight. They walk up thekréo Petrus's house, father and daughter arnmn stre
lighting the way, he bearing their offering.

At the open door they pause, smiling. Petrus isheye/to be seen, but a little girl in a party dresses

up and leads them in.

The old stable has no ceiling and no proper flbat,at least it is spacious and at least it hastretdy.
Shaded lamps and pictures on the walls (Van Gagimiowers, a Tretchikoff lady in blue, Jane Foirda
her Barbarella outfit, Doctor Khumalo scoring a ljysaften the bleakness.



They are the only whites. There is dancing going tonthe old-fashioned African jazz he had heard.
Curious glances are cast at the two of them, drgper only at his skullcap.

Lucy knows some of the women. She commences inttmihs. Then Petrus appears at their side. He
does not play the eager host, does not offer thenm&, but does say, 'No more dogs. | am not anyem
the dog-man," which Lucy chooses to accept aseg gikall, it appears, is well.

‘We have brought you something,' says Lucy; 'bubges we should give it to your wife. It is for the
house.'

From the kitchen area, if that is what they areaibit, Petrus summons his wife. It is the fiigh¢ he has
seen her from close by. She is young - younger thay - pleasant-faced rather than pretty, shyartye
pregnant. She takes Lucy's hand but does not takedr does she meet his eyes.

Lucy speaks a few words in Xhosa and presents ftbrtihhe package. There are by now half a dozen
onlookers around them. 'She must unwrap it,' sayu®.

'Yes, you must unwrap it,' says Lucy.

Carefully, at pains not to tear the festive papéh s mandolins and sprigs of laurel, the younigew
opens the package. It is a cloth in a rather dit@éshanti design. 'Thank you,' she whispersnglEh.

'It's a bedspread,' Lucy explains to Petrus.

“Lucy is our benefactor,' says Petrus; and thehuty: "You are our benefactor.'

A distasteful word, it seems to him, double-edgamjring the moment. Yet can Petrus be blamed? The
language he draws on with such aplomb is, if hg &new it, tired, friable, eaten from the insideifalsy
termites. Only the monosyllables can still be ki@, and not even all of them.

What is to be done? Nothing that he, the one-tieaeher of communications, can see. Nothing short of
starting all over again with the ABC. By the tinteetbig words come back reconstructed, purifiectofit
be trusted once more, he will be long dead.

He shivers, as if a goose has trodden on his grave.

‘The baby - when are you expecting the baby?' ke Rstrus's wife.

She looks at him uncomprehendingly.

'In October,' Petrus intervenes. 'The baby is cgmmrOctober. We hope he will be a boy.'

"Oh. What have you got against girls?'

'‘We are praying for a boy,' says Petrus. 'Always ltest if the first one is a boy. Then he canshis
sisters - show them how to behave. Yes." He pau&egirl is very expensive.' He rubs thumb and
forefinger together. 'Always money, money, money.'

A long time since he last saw that gesture. Usetkwfs, in the old days: money-money-money, with the
same meaningful cock of the head. But presumablyu®ds innocent of that snippet of European
tradition.

'‘Boys can be expensive too,' he remarks, doingihfsr the conversation.

'You must buy them this, you must buy them thairitinues Petrus, getting into his stride, no longer
listening. 'Now, today, the man does not pay ferwtoman. | pay.' He floats a hand above his wifead;
modestly she drops her eyes. 'l pay. But thatdsfashion. Clothes, nice things, it is all the sapey,
pay, pay.' He repeats the finger-rubbing. 'No, @& Bobetter. Except your daughter. Your daughter is
different. Your daughter is as good as a boy. Althete laughs at his sally. 'Hey, Lucy!

Lucy smiles, but he knows she is embarrassedgtiimg to dance,’ she murmurs, and moves away.

On the floor she dances by herself in the soligsigay that now seems to be the mode. Soon sloénisd

by a young man, tall, loose-limbed, nattily dresdéel dances opposite her, snapping his fingershifig

her smiles, courting her.

Women are beginning to come in from outside, cagyrays

of grilled meat. The air is full of appetizing siselA new contingent of guests floods in, youngisyp
lively, not old fashion at all. The party is gegimto its swing.

A plate of food finds its way into his hands. Hesges it on to Petrus. 'No,' says Petrus - 'is éor. y
Otherwise we are passing plates all night.'

Petrus and his wife are spending a lot of time \with, making him feel at home. Kind people, he kBin
Country people.



He glances across at Lucy. The young man is daraihginches from her now, lifting his legs highdan
thumping them down, pumping his arms, enjoying leifins

The plate he is holding contains two mutton ch@pbaked potato, a ladle of rice swimming in gray,
slice of pumpkin. He finds a chair to perch on,rsigait with a skinny old man with rheumy eyes.nh a
going to eat this, he says to himself. | am gomgat it and ask forgiveness afterwards.

Then Lucy is at his side, breathing fast, her facse. 'Can we leave?' she says. 'They are here.'

‘Who is here?'

'| saw one of them out at the back. David, | desint to kick up a fuss, but can we leave at once?"
'Hold this.' He passes her the plate, goes oliedback door.

There are almost as many guests outside as irdiggered around the fire, talking, drinking, laungh
From the far side of the fire someone is staringimt At once things fall into place. He knows tfede,
knows it intimately. He thrusts his way past thalibs. | am going to be kicking up a fuss, he thirks
pity, on this of all days. But some things will neait.

In front of the boy he plants himself. It is thérthof them, the dull-faced apprentice, the runrilogy. 'I
know you,' he says grimly.

The boy does not appear to be startled. On theargnthe boy

appears to have been waiting for this moment, rggonimself up for it. The voice that issues frors hi
throat is thick with rage. 'Who are you?' he séyd,the words mean something else: By what rigat ar
you here? His whole body radiates violence.

Then Petrus is with them, talking fast in Xhosa.

He lays a hand on Petrus's sleeve. Petrus breflgwas him an impatient glare. 'Do you know whist
is?' he asks Petrus.

‘No, | do not know what this is,' says Petrus dpgt do not know what is the trouble. What is the
trouble?'

'He - this thug - was here before, with his pals.i$lone of them. But let him tell you what it tsoat. Let
him tell you why he is wanted by the police.'

‘It is not true!" shouts the boy. Again he speak®eétrus, a stream of angry words. Music contirtaes
unfurl into the night air, but no one is dancing/danger: Petrus's guests are clustering arounah,the
pushing, jostling, interjecting. The atmospheredsgood.

Petrus speaks. 'He says he does not know whatrgdalking about.'

'He is lying. He knows perfectly well. Lucy will aéirm.’

But of course Lucy will not confirm. How can he exp Lucy to come out before these strangers, faeze t
boy, point a finger, say, Yes, he is one of themws one of those who did the deed?

‘| am going to telephone the police,' he says.

There is a disapproving murmur from the onlookers.

'I am going to telephone the police,' he repeaBetous. Petrus is stony-faced.

In a cloud of silence he returns indoors, whereylstands waiting. 'Let's go,' he says.

The guests give way before them. No longer is tlfideadliness in their aspect. Lucy has forgottea t
flashlight: they lose their way in the dark; Lucyshto take off her shoes; they blunder throughtpdiads
before they reach the farmhouse.

He has the telephone in his hand when Lucy staps'Biavid, no, don't do it. It's not Petrus's falilyou
call in the police, the evening will be destroyed liim. Be sensible.'

He is astonished, astonished enough to turn omldnighter. Tor God's sake, why isn't it Petrus'&®au
One way or another, it was he who brought in throse in the first place. And now he has the effrgnte
to invite them back. Why should | be sensible? Rehllcy, from beginning to end | fail to understarn
fail to understand why you did not lay real charggainst them, and now | fail to understand why guoai
protecting Petrus. Petrus is not an innocent p&eyrus is with them.'

‘Don't shout at me, David. This is my life. | ane thbne who has to live here. What happened to mg/is
business, mine alone, not yours, and if there ésraght | have it is the right not to be put oraltike this,
not to have to justify myself- not to you, not tayane else. As for Petrus, he is not some hireduedy
whom | can sack because in my opinion he is miyedith the wrong people. That's all gone, gone with



the wind. If you want to antagonize Petrus, you batler be sure of your facts first. You can't ialthe
police. | won't have it. Wait until morning. Waibtil you have heard Petrus's side of the story.'

'‘But in the meantime the boy will disappear!

'He won't disappear. Petrus knows him. In any evamtone disappears in the Eastern Cape. It'shadt t
kind of place.'

“Lucy, Lucy, | plead with you! You want to make fgr the wrongs of the past, but this is not the way
do it. If you fail to stand up for yourself at tmsoment, you will never be able to hold your hepdgain.
You may as well pack your bags and leave. As fergtlice, if you are too delicate to call them own
then we should never have involved them in thé filace. We should just have kept quiet and wdibed
the next attack. Or cut our own throats.'

'Stop it, David! | don't need to defend myself efgou. You don't know what happened.'

‘I don't know?"'

'‘No, you don't begin to know. Pause and think altoat. With regard to the police, let me remind you
why we called them in in the first place: for tfakes of the insurance. We filed a report

because if we did not, the insurance would notqay

'‘Lucy, you amaze me. That is simply not true, aod know it. As for Petrus, | repeat: if you buclle
this point, if you fail, you will not be able tovk with yourself. You have a duty to yourself, he future,

to your own self-respect. Let me call the policec@ll them yourself '

'‘No.'

No: that is Lucy's last word to him. She retiresey room, closes the door on him, closes him St&p

by step, as inexorably as if they were man and,wieand she are being driven apart, and theratlény

he can do about it. Their very quarrels have becbtkeethe bickerings of a married couple, trapped
together with nowhere else to go. How she mustueeng the day when he came to live with her! She
must wish him gone, and the sooner the better.

Yet she too will have to leave, in the long run.ad&oman alone on a farm she has no future, tideés.
Even the days of Ettinger, with his guns and bamgd and alarm systems, are numbered. If Lucy has
any sense she will quit before a fate befalls henrses than a fate worse than death. But of coursenih
not. She is stubborn, and immersed, too, in tieeslife has chosen.

He slips out of the house. Treading cautioushhadark, he approaches the stable from behind.

The big fire has died down, the music has stoppéedre is a cluster of people at the back door,@& do
built wide enough to admit a tractor. He peers adlerr heads.

In the centre of the floor stands one of the gyestsan of middle age. He has a shaven head aotl a b
neck; he wears a dark suit and, around his neghk|dichain from which hangs a medal the size aéta f
of the kind that chieftains used to have bestowedhem as a symbol of office. Symbols struck by the
boxful in a foundry in Coventry or Birmingham; stped on the one side with the head of sour Victoria,
regina et imperatrix, on the other with gnus oséisi rampant. Medals, Chieftains, for the use apfgi

all over the old Empire: to Nagpur, Fiji, the G&dast, Kaffraria.

The man is speaking, orating in rounded periodsrtsa and fall. He has no idea what the man isngay
but every now and then there is a pause and a muwfmagreement from his audience, among whom,
young and old, a mood of quiet satisfaction see@meign.

He looks around. The boy is standing nearby, juside the door. The boy's eyes flit nervously aros
him. Other eyes turn toward him too: toward thersger, the odd one out. The man with the medal
frowns, falters for a moment, raises his voice.

As for him, he does not mind the attention. LettHenow | am still here, he thinks, let them knowanh

not skulking in the big house. And if that spoiteit get-together, so be it. He lifts a hand towaiste
skullcap. For the first time he is glad to havedtyear it as his own.



SIXTEEN

ALL OF THE next morning Lucy avoids him. The meegtishe promised with Petrus does not take place.
Then in the afternoon Petrus himself raps at thek lwoor, businesslike as ever, wearing boots and
overalls. It is time to lay the pipes, he sayswiémts to lay PVC piping from the storage dam tosites of

his new house, a distance of two hundred metres.h@aborrow tools, and can David help him fit the
regulator?

'I know nothing about regulators. | know nothingoab plumbing.' He is in no mood to be helpful to
Petrus.

"It is not plumbing,’ says Petrus. 'It is pipefigi It is just laying pipes.'

On the way to the dam Petrus talks about regulatbrdifferent kinds, about pressure-valves, about
junctions; he brings out the words with a flourishpwing off his mastery. The new pipe will have to
cross Lucy's land, he says; it is good that sheghas her permission. She is ‘forward-lookingheSs a
forward-looking lady, not backward-looking.'

About the party, about the boy with the flickeriages, Petrus says nothing. It is as though nortbabf
had happened.

His own role at the dam soon becomes clear. Pagads him not for advice on pipefitting or plumbing
but to hold things, to pass him tools - to be lsdianger, in fact. The role is not one he

objects to. Petrus is a good workman, it is an atioic to watch him. It is Petrus himself he hasumetp
dislike. As Petrus drones on about his plans, lo&/girmore and more frosty toward him. He would not
wish to be marooned with Petrus on a desert iskewHuld certainly not wish to be married to him. A
dominating personality. The young wife seems happyhe wonders what stories the old wife haslto te
At last, when he has had enough, he cuts acrosothie Petrus,' he says, 'that young man who was at
your house last night - what is his name and wisehe now?'

Petrus takes off his cap, wipes his forehead. To@aig wearing a peaked cap with a silver Southcafr
Railways and Harbours badge. He seems to havdeztioh of headgear.

'You see,' says Petrus, frowning, 'David, it issedithing you are saying, that this boy is a thitd.is very
angry that you are calling him a thief. That is whe is telling everyone. And I, | am the one whasirbe
keeping the peace. So it is hard for me too.'

‘I have no intention of involving you in the cagtrus. Tell me the boy's name and whereaboutd and
will pass on the information to the police. Then ea® leave it to the police to investigate and dphm

and his friends to justice. You will not be invotye will not be involved, it will be a matter fdine law.'
Petrus stretches, bathing his face in the sumg. glat the insurance will give you a new car.'

Is it a question? A declaration? What game is Bagtfaying? 'The insurance will not give me a new'ca
he explains, trying to be patient. 'Assuming ittidgrankrupt by now because of all the car-thefthis
country, the insurance will give me a percentagigsafwn idea of what the old car was worth. Thahit

be enough to buy a new car. Anyhow, there is acjpi@ involved. We can't leave it to insurance
companies to deliver justice. That is not theiribess.'

'‘But you will not get your car back from this bdye cannot give you your car. He does not know where
your car is. Your car is gone. The best is, you hogther car with the insurance, then you havera ca
again.'

How has he landed in this dead-end? He tries atael 'Petrus, let me ask you, is this boy reldted
you?'

'And why', Petrus continues, ignoring the questida,you want to take this boy to the police? H®o®
young, you cannot put him in jail.'

“If he is eighteen he can be tried. If he is sinthe can be tried.'

'‘No, no, he is not eighteen.’

'How do you know? He looks eighteen to me, he lookse than eighteen.’

‘I know, | know! He is just a youth, he cannot gqgdil, that is the law, you cannot put a youthaih, you
must let him go!'



For Petrus that seems to clinch the argument. Hehei settles on one knee and begins to work the
coupling over the outlet pipe.

'Petrus, my daughter wants to be a good neighbauycod citizen and a good neighbour. She loves the
Eastern Cape. She wants to make her life hereyahts to get along with everyone. But how can she d
so when she is liable to be attacked at any moimetttugs who then escape scot-free? Surely you see!
Petrus is struggling to get the coupling to fit.eT$kin of his hands shows deep, rough cracks; Vesgi
little grunts as he works; there is no sign heéhas heard.

'Lucy is safe here,' he announces suddenly.all isght. You can leave her, she is safe.’

But she is not safe, Petrus! Clearly she is na!s&bu know what happened here on the twenty-first.
“Yes, | know what happened. But now it is all right

'‘Who says it is all right?'

'l say.'

'You say? You will protect her?'

‘| will protect her.’

'You didn't protect her last time.'

Petrus smears more grease over the pipe.

“You say you know what happened, but you didn'tgmtoher last time," he repeats. "You went awagl, an
then those three thugs turned up, and now it sgemsire friends with one of them. What am | supdose
to conclude?'

It is the closest he has come to accusing PetuswBy not? The boy is not guilty,’ says Petrb is
not a criminal. He is not a thief "

"It is not just thieving | am speaking of. Theresvamother crime as well, a far heavier crime. Yayyou
know what happened. You must know what | mean.'

'He is not guilty. He is too young. It is just glmnistake.'

"You know?'

‘I know."' The pipe is in. Petrus folds the clanightens it, stands up, straightens his back. 'Wkricam
telling you. | know.'

'You know. You know the future. What can | say hat? You have spoken. Do you need me here any
longer?'

‘No, now it is easy, now | must just dig the pipé i

Despite Petrus's confidence in the insurance inglustere is no movement on his claim. Without ale
feels trapped on the farm.

On one of his afternoons at the clinic, he unbusdemself to Bev Shaw. 'Lucy and | are not getting

he says. 'Nothing remarkable in that, | supposeerfa. and children aren't made to live togetheidddn
normal circumstances | would have moved out by rgame back to Cape Town. But | can't leave Lucy
alone on the farm. She isn't safe. | am tryingdmspade her to hand over the operation to Petmisade

a break. But she won't listen to me.'

'You have to let go of your children, David. Yowntavatch over Lucy for ever.'

'l let go of Lucy long ago. | have been the leastgxtive of fathers. But the present situatiodifferent.
Lucy is objectively in danger. We have had that destrated to us.'

‘It will be all right. Petrus will take her undeistwing.'

'Petrus? What interest has Petrus in taking heermd wing?'

'You underestimate Petrus. Petrus slaved to getndret garden going for Lucy. Without Petrus Lucy
wouldn't be where she is now. | am not saying steschim everything, but she owes him a lot.'

‘That may be so. The question is, what does Petmasher?'

'Petrus is a good old chap. You can depend on him.'

'‘Depend on Petrus? Because Petrus has a beardiakdssa pipe and carries a stick, you think Pasrus
an old-style kaffir. But it is not like that at aPetrus is not an old-style kaffir, much less adyold chap.
Petrus, in my opinion, is itching for Lucy to puut. If you want proof, look no further than at wha
happened to Lucy and me. It may not have been $#&totainchild, but he certainly turned a blind, dye
certainly didn't warn us, he certainly took car¢ todbe in the vicinity.'



His vehemence surprises Bev Shaw. 'Poor Lucywtigpers: 'she has been through such a lot!'

'I know what Lucy has been through. | was there.'

Wide-eyed she gazes back at him. '‘But you wereeiet David. She told me. You weren't.'

You weren't there. You don't know what happened. itidaffled. Where, according to Bev Shaw,
according to Lucy, was he not? In the room wheeeitfruders were committing their outrages? Do they
think he does not know what rape is? Do they thiakhas not suffered with his daughter? What more
could he have witnessed than he is capable of mmag#? Or do they think that,where rape is concerned
no man can be where the woman is? Whatever theeansw is outraged, outraged at being treatedhlike
outsider.

He buys a small television set to replace the batwas stolen. In the evenings, after suppernde_acy

sit side by side on the sofa watching the newstlag, if they can bear it, the entertainment.

It is true, the visit has gone on too long, in dgsnion as well as in Lucy's. He is tired of liviogt of a
suitcase, tired of listening all the while for theinch of gravel on the pathway. He wants to be &bkit

at his own desk again, sleep in his own bed. ByeCeown is far away, almost another country. Despit
Bev's counsel, despite Petrus's assurances, désmiyss obstinacy, he is not prepared to abanden hi
daughter. This is where he lives, for the prederthis time, in this place.

He has recovered the sight of his eye completely skllp is healing over; he need no longer useithie
dressing. Only the ear still needs daily attenti®mtime does indeed heal all. Presumably Lucy#ihg
too, or if not healing then forgetting, growing s¢essue around the memory of that day, sheathing i
sealing it off. So that one day she may be abkajg 'The day we were robbed," and think of it ryess
the day when they were robbed.

He tries to spend the daytime hours outdoors, heplzuicy free to breathe in the house. He work$en t
garden; when he is tired he sits by the dam, obsgthe ups and downs of the duck family, brooding
the Byron project.

The project is not moving. All he can grasp ofrié ragments. The first words of the first actl stisist
him; the first notes remain as elusive as wispsmbke. Sometimes he fears that the charactersin th
story, who for more than a year have been his ghostnpanions, are beginning to fade away. Even the
most appealing of them, Margarita Cogni, whoseipaase contralto attacks

hurled against Byron's bitch-mate Teresa Guictieliaches to hear, is slipping. Their loss fills hith
despair, despair as grey and even and unimpoitethte larger scheme, as a headache.

He goes off to the Animal Welfare clinic as oftentee can, offering himself for whatever jobs catl fio
skill: feeding, cleaning, mopping up.

The animals they care for at the clinic are maitbgs, less frequently cats: for livestock, D Vikag
appears to have its own veterinary lore, its owargtacopoeia, its own healers. The dogs that atghto

in suffer from distempers, from broken limbs, framfiected bites, from mange, from neglect, benign or
malign, from old age, from malnutrition, from intesl parasites, but most of all from their owntifey.
There are simply too many of them. When peoplegoandog in they do not say straight out, 'l have
brought you this dog to Kkill," but that is whategpected: that they will dispose of it, make itagipear,
dispatch it to oblivion. What is being asked for iis fact, Losung (German always to hand with an
appropriately blank abstraction): sublimation, &olaol is sublimed from water, leaving no residoe,
aftertaste.

So on Sunday afternoons the clinic door is clogsetilacked while he helps Bev Shaw I6sen the week's
superfluous canines. One at a time he fetches theémf the cage at the back and leads or carres th
into the theatre. To each, in what will be its lashutes, Bev gives her fullest attention, strokihg
talking to it, easing its passage. If, more ofteant not, the dog fails to be charmed, it is becadidds
presence: he gives off the wrong smell (They caellsyour thoughts), the smell of shame. Nevertrgles
he is the one who holds the dog still as the nefallis the vein and the drug hits the heart andebs
buckle and the eyes dim.

He had thought he would get used to it. But thataswhat happens. The more killings he assistthm,
more jittery he gets. One Sunday evening, driviogé@ in Lucy's kombi, he actually



has to stop at the roadside to recover himselfrsTBaw down his face that he cannot stop; his Band
shake.

He does not understand what is happening to hintil bow he has been more or less indifferent to
animals. Although in an abstract way he disapprmfesruelty, he cannot tell whether by nature he is
cruel or kind. He is simply nothing. He assumes geeple from whom cruelty is demanded in the dhe
duty, people who work in slaughterhouses, for imsta grow carapaces over their souls. Habit hardens
must be so in most cases, but it does not seene ohlin his. He does not seem to have the gift of
hardness.

His whole being is gripped by what happens in tHeatre. He is convinced the dogs know their tinge ha
come. Despite the silence and the painlessne$e girbcedure, despite the good thoughts that BawSh
thinks and that he tries to think, despite thdgiittbags in which they tie the newmade corpseasdtygs

in the yard smell what is going on inside. Theytéla their ears, they droop their tails, as if they feel

the disgrace of dying; locking their legs, they é&w be pulled or pushed or carried over the tlulesiOn

the table some snap wildly left and right, somenghplaintively; none will look straight at the né=th
Bev's hand, which they somehow know is going terhidrem terribly.

Worst are those that sniff him and try to lick hiand. He has never liked being licked, and hid firs
impulse is to pull away. Why pretend to be a chuhemvin fact one is a murderer? But then he relents.
Why should a creature with the shadow of death ujpdeel him flinch away as if its touch were
abhorrent? So he lets them lick him, if they wanjust as Bev Shaw strokes them and kisses thémayf
will let her.

He is not, he hopes, a sentimentalist. He tries tnosentimentalize the animals he Kkills, or to
sentimentalize Bev Shaw. He avoids saying to hegr't know how you do it,' in order not to hawe t
hear her say in return, 'Someone has to do itdé#s not dismiss the possibility that at the deecpes!
Bev Shaw may be not a liberating angel but a déhalt beneath her show of compassion may hidera hea
as leathery as a butcher's. He tries to keep am mped.

Since Bev Shaw is the one who inflicts the nedtlis, he who takes charge of disposing of the resai
The morning after each killing session he drives|daded kombi to the grounds of Settlers Hospital,
the incinerator, and there consigns the bodiekéim black bags to the flames.

It would be simpler to cart the bags to the incit@r immediately after the session and leave theret
for the incinerator crew to dispose of. But thatwadomean leaving them on the dump with the reshef
weekend's scourings: with waste from the hospitida, carrion scooped up at the roadside, malodorou
refuse from the tannery - a mixture both casualtentdble. He is not prepared to inflict such disbar
upon them.

So on Sunday evenings he brings the bags to theifathe back of Lucy's kombi, parks them overnight
and on Monday mornings drives them to the hospitalinds. There he himself loads them, one at a time
on to the feeder trolley, cranks the mechanismhhats the trolley through the steel gate intofthmnes,
pulls the lever to empty it of its contents, andnis it back, while the workmen whose job this raltyn

is stand by and watch.

On his first Monday he left it to them to do theciimerating. Rigor mortis had stiffened the corpses
overnight. The dead legs caught in the bars ofrtiey, and when the trolley came back from itp to

the furnace, the dog would as often as not comagitlack too, blackened and grinning, smelling of
singed fur, its plastic covering burnt away. Afeemwhile the workmen began to beat the bags with the
backs of their shovels before loading them,

to break the rigid limbs. It was then that he imégred and took over the job himself.

The incinerator is anthracite-fuelled, with an #liecfan to suck air through the flues; he guedbas it
dates from the 1950s, when the hospital itself tuaift. It operates six days of the week, Monday to
Saturday. On the seventh day it rests. When the areve for work they first rake out the ashegirthe
previous day, then charge the fire. By nine a.mpieratures of a thousand degrees centigrade arg bei
generated in the inner chamber, hot enough tofgdloine. The fire is stoked until mid-morning; détkes

all afternoon to cool down.



He does not know the names of the crew and theyotl&know his. To them he is simply the man who
began arriving on Mondays with the bags from AniMélfare and has since then been turning up earlier
and earlier. He comes, he does his work, he gaegjoes not form part of the society of which the
incinerator, despite the wire fence and the pa@ldadate and the notice in three languages, isuhe h

For the fence has long ago been cut through; ttee ayad the notice are simply ignored. By the titme t
orderlies arrive in the morning with the first bagfshospital waste, there are already numbers ohevo
and children waiting to pick through it for syrirggins, washable bandages, anything for whictettsea
market, but particularly for pills, which they s&tl muti shops or trade in the streets. There aggants
too, who hang about the hospital grounds by dayséeeb by night against the wall of the incineratwr
perhaps even in the tunnel, for the warmth.

It is not a sodality he tries to join. But whenibehere, they are there; and if what he bringghéodump
does not interest them, that is only because thte pha dead dog can neither be sold nor be eaten.

Why has he taken on this job? To lighten the buaeBev

Shaw? For that it would be enough to drop off thgshat the dump and drive away. For the sake of the
dogs? But the dogs are dead; and what do dogs &hbenour and dishonour anyway?

For himself, then. For his idea of the world, a Mdn which men do not use shovels to beat corppgesa
more convenient shape for processing.

The dogs are brought to the clinic because theyiananted: because we are too menny. That is wigere
enters their lives. He may not be their savioug,dhe for whom they are not too many, but he ipamed

to take care of them once they are unable, utterble, to take care of themselves, once even Baw S
has washed her hands of them. A dog-man, Petrus @aitled himself. Well, now he has become a dog-
man: a dog undertaker; a dog psychopomp; a harijan.

Curious that a man as selfish as he should beimjf&imself to the service of dead dogs. There rbest
other, more productive ways of giving oneself te thorld, or to an idea of the world. One could for
instance work longer hours at the clinic. One cdnydo persuade the children at the dump notlkdhieir
bodies with poisons. Even sitting down more purfpdlewith the Byron libretto might, at a pinch, be
construed as a service to mankind.

But there are other people to do these things -atfimal welfare thing, the social rehabilitatiorninth
even the Byron thing. He saves the honour of cerpseause there is no one else stupid enoughito do
That is what he is becoming: stupid, daft, wrongleet

SEVENTEEN

THEIR WORK AT the clinic is over for the Sunday. 8 kombi is loaded with its dead freight. As a last
chore he is mopping the floor of the surgery.

'I'l do that,' says Bev Shaw, coming in from tleed; "You'll be wanting to get back.'

‘I'm in no hurry.'

'Still, you must be used to a different kind oélif

‘A different kind of life? | didn't know life camia kinds.'

'I mean, you must find life very dull here. You rhasiss your own circle. You must miss having women
friends.’

‘Women friends, you say. Surely Lucy told you whieft Cape Town. Women friends didn't bring me
much luck there.'

'You shouldn't be hard on her.'

'Hard on Lucy? | don't have it in me to be hard_any.'

'‘Not Lucy - the young woman in Cape Town. Lucy sthere was a young woman who caused you a lot
of trouble.



'Yes, there was a young woman. But | was the teyabker in that case. | caused the young woman in
guestion at least as much trouble as she causéd me.

'Lucy says you have had to give up your positiothatuniversity. That must have been difficult. Jmu
regret it?" What nosiness! Curious how the whifécdndal excites

women. Does this plain little creature think hinsapable of shocking her? Or is being shocked anofhe
the duties she takes on - like a nun who lies dimnoe violated so that the quota of violation ia thorld

will be reduced?

'Do | regret it? | don't know. What happened in €&pwn brought me here. I'm not unhappy here.'

But at the time - did you regret it at the time?"

‘At the time? Do you mean, in the heat of the &fteourse not. In the heat of the act there ardmdbts.

As I'm sure you must know yourself '

She blushes. A long time since he last saw a warhariddle age blush so thoroughly. To the roothef
hair.

“Still, you must find Grahamstown very quiet,’ shermurs. '‘By comparison.'

I don't mind Grahamstown. At least | am out of thay of temptation. Besides, | don't live in
Grahamstown. | live on a farm with my daughter.'

Out of the way of temptation: a callous thing ty $a a woman, even a plain one. Yet not plain in
everyone's eyes. There must have been a time wileBHBaw saw something in young Bev. Other men
too, perhaps.

He tries to imagine her twenty years younger, wihenupturned face on its short neck must have steme
pert and the freckled skin homely, healthy. Onmaplilse he reaches out and runs a finger over per li
She lowers her eyes but does not flinch. On thérann she responds, brushing her lips againshénisl -
even, it might be said, kissing it - while blushiiogiously all the time.

That is all that happens. That is as far as thewjthout another word he leaves the clinic. Behnnu

he hears her switching off the lights.

The next afternoon there is a call from her. '‘Canmmeet at the

clinic, at four,' she says. Not a question but amcancement, made in a high, strained voice. Alrhest
asks, 'Why?', but then has the good sense notdoetNeless he is surprised. He would bet she has no
been down this road before. This must be how, mifmecence, she assumes adulteries are carried out
with the woman telephoning her pursuer, declarieigélf ready.

The clinic is not open on Mondays. He lets himsgelfturns the key behind him in the lock. Bev Shaw

in the surgery, standing with her back to him. ldl$ her in his arms; she nuzzles her ear agaigst h
chin; his lips brush the tight little curls of hieair. There are blankets,' she says. 'In the eab@®n the
bottom shelf.'

Two blankets, one pink, one grey, smuggled fromhmene by a woman who in the last hour has probably
bathed and powdered and anointed herself in resslingho has, for all he knows, been powdering and
anointing herself every Sunday, and storing blamkethe cabinet, just in case. Who thinks, becéese
comes from the big city, because there is scantidheed to his name, that he makes love to manyamom
and expects to be made love to by every woman wdgses his path.

The choice is between the operating table andldoe. fHe spreads out the blankets on the floor griey
blanket underneath, the pink on top. He switchéshef light, leaves the room, checks that the i

is locked, waits. He hears the rustle of clotheshesundresses. Bev. Never did he dream he waesg sl
with a Bev.

She is lying under the blanket with only her hetidkeng out. Even in the dimness there is nothing
charming in the sight. Slipping off his underparits,gets in beside her, runs his hands down hey. bod
She has no breasts to speak of. Sturdy, almostiesaislike a squat little tub.

She grasps his hand, passes him something. A ceptrae. All

thought out beforehand, from beginning to end.

Of their congress he can at least say that he lisetuty. Without passion but without distaste itt5o
that in the end Bev



Shaw can feel pleased with herself. All she intenkdas been accomplished. He, David Lurie, has been
succoured, as a man is succoured by a woman;ibedfcucy Lurie has been helped with a difficulsit:

Let me not forget this day, he tells himself, lyingside her when they are spent. After the sweahgo
flesh of Melanie Isaacs, this is what | have comeThis is what | will have to get used to, thislaven
less than this.

'It's late,' says Bev Shaw. '| must be going.'

He pushes the blanket aside and gets up, makirgffad to hide himself. Let her gaze her fill onrhe
Romeo, he thinks, on his bowed shoulders and skéhayks. It is indeed late. On the horizon lieas |
crimson glow; the moon looms overhead; smoke hamgke air; across a strip of waste land, from the
first rows of shacks, comes a hubbub of voicesthatdoor Bev presses herself against him a lag, tim
rests her head on his chest. He lets her do liedsas let her do everything she has felt a ne€dd.tblis
thoughts go to Emma Bovary strutting before theoniafter her first big afternoon. | have a loviehiave

a lover! sings Emma to herself. Well, let poor E&hvaw go home and do some singing too. And let him
stop calling her poor Bev Shaw. If she is poorisheankrupt.

EIGHTEEN

PETRUS HAS BORROWED a tractor, from where he ha&lea, to which he has coupled the old rotary
plough that has lain rusting behind the stable esinefore Lucy's time. In a matter of hours he has
ploughed the whole of his land. All very swift albdsinesslike; all very unlike Africa. In olden tigjyeghat

is to say ten years ago, it would have taken hiys déth a hand-plough and oxen.

Against this new Petrus what chance does Lucy 8t&adrus arrived as the dig-man, the carry-man, the
water-man. Now he is too busy for that kind of thilwhere is Lucy going to find someone to dig, to
carry, to water? Were this a chess game, he wayldhait Lucy has been outplayed on all frontshd s
had any sense she would quit: approach the Land, Baork out a deal, consign the farm to Petrusirret

to civilization. She could open boarding kennelsha suburbs; she could branch out into cats. Shklc
even go back to what she and her friends did iim thppie days: ethnic weaving, ethnic pot-decanai
ethnic basket-weaving; selling beads to tourists.

Defeated. It is not hard to imagine Lucy in tenrgeéime: a heavy woman with lines of sadness an he
face, wearing clothes long out of fashion, talkingher pets, eating alone. Not much of a life. Better
than passing her days in fear of the next attack,

when the dogs will not be enough to protect herramdne will answer the telephone.

He approaches Petrus on the site he has chosdnsfaiew residence, on a slight rise overlooking the
farmhouse. The surveyor has already paid his Wstpegs are in place.

'You are not going to do the building yourself, go&i?' he asks.

Petrus chuckles. 'No, it is a skill job, buildingg says. 'Bricklaying, plastering, all that, yaeed to be
skill. No, I am going to dig the trenches. Thathalo by myself. That is not such a skill job, tisgust a
job for a boy. For digging you just have to be &.bo

Petrus speaks the word with real amusement. One&b@ boy, now he is no longer. Now he can play at
being one, as Marie Antoinette could play at beingilkmaid.

He comes to the point. 'If Lucy and | went baclkCtpe Town, would you be prepared to keep her part o
the farm running? We would pay you a salary, or gould do it on a percentage basis. A percentage of
the profits.’

‘I must keep Lucy's farm running,' says Petrusidst be the farm manager.' He pronounces the vawrds
if he has never heard them before, as if they papped up before him like a rabbit out of a hat.

'Yes, we could call you the farm manager if yoeelik

'‘And Lucy will come back one day.’

'I am sure she will come back. She is very attatcbedtlis farm. She has no intention of giving it But
she has been having a hard time recently. She reedsk. A holiday.'



'‘By the sea,' says Petrus, and smiles, showing yedibw from smoking.

'Yes, by the sea, if she wants.' He is irritatedPbyrus's habit of letting words hang in the aivere was a
time when he thought he might become friends witrd3. Now he detests him.

Talking to Petrus is like punching a bag filledlw#and. 'l don't see that either of us is entiitequestion
Lucy if she decides to take a break," he saysthseiou nor I.'

'How long | must be farm manager?'

‘I don't know yet, Petrus. | haven't discusseditih wucy, | am just exploring the possibility, segiif you
are agreeable.'

'‘And | must do all the things - | must feed the sldgnust plant the vegetables, | must go to thketa '
'Petrus, there is no need to make a list. Therétveendogs. | am just asking in a general way,uty
took a holiday, would you be prepared to look atfiterfarm?"

'How | must go to the market if | do not have tlenkbi?'

“That is a detail. We can discuss details latprstlwant a general answer, yes or no.'

Petrus shakes his head. 'lt is too much, too mbelsays.

Out of the blue comes a call from the police, fraetective-Sergeant Esterhuyse in Port Elizalb¢ith.
car has been recovered. It is in the yard at the Bliéghton station, where he may identify and raul&.
Two men have been arrested.

That's wonderful,' he says. 'l had almost givemaolpe.'

‘No, sir, the docket stays open two years.'

‘What condition is the car in? Is it driveable?'

'Yes, you can drive it.'

In an unfamiliar state of elation he drives withciuto Port Elizabeth and then to New Brighton, veher
they follow directions to Van Deventer Street, tfled, fortress-like police station surrounded bijwe-
metre fence topped with razor wire. Emphatic sifgmbid parking in front of the station. They pawd f
down the road.

‘Il wait in the car,' says Lucy.

‘Are you sure?'

‘| don't like this place. I'll wait.'

He presents himself at the charge office, is di@@long a maze of corridors to the Vehicle ThefitU
Detective-Sergeant Esterhuyse, a plump, blone litthn, searches through his files, then condustgdi
a yard where scores of vehicles stand parked butagermper. Up and down the ranks they go.
'Where did you find it?' he asks Esterhuyse.

‘Here in New Brighton. You were lucky. Usually witie older Corollas the buggers chop it up forgart
'You said you made arrests.'

Two guys. We got them on a tipoff. Found a whadeide full of stolen goods. TVs, videos, fridges) yo
name it.'

‘Where are the men now?'

‘They're out on bail.'

‘Wouldn't it have made more sense to call me infgejou set them free, to have me identify them® No
that they are out on bail they will just disappeéou know that.'

The detective is stiffly silent.

They stop before a white Corolla. 'This is not nay,che says. 'My car had CA plates. It says sthen
docket.' He points to the number on the sheet: C7684.

‘They respray them. They put on false plates. Tdeynge plates around.’

'Even so, this is not my car. Can you open it?'

The detective opens the car. The interior smellsaifnewspaper and fried chicken.

'I don't have a sound system," he says. 'It's notan. Are you sure my car isn't somewhere elsiaen
lot?'

They complete their tour of the lot. His car is tiwdre.

Esterhuyse scratches his head. 'I'll check inthetsays. There

must be a mixup. Leave me your number and I'll gime a call.’



Lucy is sitting behind the wheel of the kombi, leges closed.

He raps on the window and she unlocks the dods.dlt a mistake, he says, getting in. 'They have a
Corolla, but it's not mine."

'Did you see the men?'

The men?'

'You said two men had been arrested.’

‘They are out again on bail. Anyway, it's not my, & whoever was arrested can't be whoever took my
car.'

There is a long silence. 'Does that follow, lodic@lishe says. She starts the engine, yanks fieorethe
wheel.

'| didn't realize you were keen for them to be d¢dpidne says. He can hear the irritation in hicediut
does nothing to check it. 'If they are caught itanga trial and all that a trial entails. You wilive to
testify. Are you ready for that?'

Lucy switches off the engine. Her face is stifshg fights off tears.

'In any event, the trail is cold. Our friends argying to be caught, not with the police in thatstthey
are in. So let us forget about that.'

He gathers himself. He is becoming a nag, a barethere is no helping that. 'Lucy, it really imé& for
you to face up to your choices. Either you stayroa house full of ugly memories and go on brooding
what happened to you, or you put the whole episedend you and start a new chapter elsewhere. Those
as | see it, are the alternatives. | know you wadillel to stay, but shouldn't you at least consitierother
route? Can't the two of us talk about it ratior2lly

She shakes her head. 'l can't talk any more, Dayjdst can't,’ she says, speaking softly, rapidly,
though afraid the words will dry up. 'l know | anetrbeing clear. | wish | could explain. But | can't
Because of who you are and who | am, | can't. dmys And I'm sorry about your car. I'm sorry abtu
disappointment.’

She rests her head on her arms; her shoulders heabe gives in.

Again the feeling washes over him: listlessnesdifference, but also weightlessness, as if he le&s b
eaten away from inside and only the eroded shdllioheart remains. How, he thinks to himself, aan
man in this state fmd words, find music that wiihig back the dead?

Sitting on the sidewalk not five yards away, a wamaslippers and a ragged dress is staring figrael
them. He lays a protective hand on Lucy's shouldgrdaughter, he thinks; my dearest daughter. Whom
it has fallen to me to guide. Who one of these ddllhave to guide me.

Can she smell his thoughts?

It is he who takes over the driving. Halfway horhagy, to his surprise, speaks. 'It was so persosiag,
says. 'It was done with such personal hatred. Whatwhat stunned me more than anything. The rest wa
. . expected. But why did they hate me so? | hagmsget eyes on them.'

He waits for more, but there is no more, for themaat. ‘It was history speaking through them," Heref
at last. 'A history of wrong. Think of it that wa,t helps. It may have seemed personal, butasmit. It
came down from the ancestors.'

‘That doesn't make it easier. The shock simply nlbgs away. The shock of being hated, | meanhén t
act.'

In the act. Does she mean what he thinks she m&ams@ou still afraid?' he asks.

'Yes.'

‘Afraid they are going to come back?'

'Yes.'

'Did you think, if you didn't lay a charge agaitistm with the police, they wouldn't come back? W
what you told yourself?

‘No.'

"Then what?'

She is silent.



'‘Lucy, it could be so simple. Close down the kesnBlo it at once. Lock up the house, pay Petrus to
guard it. Take a break for six months or a yeati| things have improved in this country. Go overse
Go to Holland. I'll pay. When you come back you tale stock, make a fresh start.'

'If | leave now, David, | won't come back. Thankuyfor the offer, but it won't work. There is nothigiou
can suggest that | haven't been through a huniined myself.'

‘Then what do you propose to do?"

'l don't know. But whatever | decide | want to adkecby myself, without being pushed. There are ting
you just don't understand.'

"What don't | understand?'

To begin with, you don't understand what happeieche that day. You are concerned for my sake,
which | appreciate, you think you understand, ndlfy you don't. Because you can't.'

He slows down and pulls off the road. 'Don't,’ saysy. 'Not here. This is a bad stretch, too rigkgtop.'

He picks up speed. 'On the contrary, | understdridawell,’ he says. 'l will pronounce the wore Wwave
avoided hitherto. You were raped. Multiply. By tam@en.’

‘And?’

'You were in fear of your life. You were afraid tfater you had been used you would be killed. Disal

of. Because you were nothing to them.’

'And?' Her voice is now a whisper.

'‘And | did nothing. | did not save you.'

That is his own confession.

She gives an impatient little flick of the handoftt blame yourself David. You couldn't have been
expected to rescue me. If they had come a weeileednvould have been alone in the house. Butamu
right, I meant nothing to them, nothing. | coulelfé.’

There is a pause. 'l think they have done it begfete resumes, her voice steadier now. ‘At |dwstwo
older ones have. | think they are rapists first forvdmost. Stealing things is just incidental. desline. |
think they do rape.’

“You think they will come back?'

'| think 1 am in their territory. They have markew. They will come back for me.'

‘Then you can't possibly stay.'

‘Why not?'

'‘Because that would be an invitation to them tarret

She broods a long while before she answers. 'Blittleere another way of looking at it, David? WHat

. . what if that is the price one has to pay faystg on? Perhaps that is how they look at it; @pshthat is
how I should look at it too. They see me as owinigething. They see themselves as debt collectors, t
collectors. Why should | be allowed to live herethesut paying? Perhaps that is what they tell
themselves.'

‘I am sure they tell themselves many things. ihitheir interest to make up stories that justifgrn. But
trust your feelings. You said you felt only hatfeaim them."

'Hatred . . . When it comes to men and sex, Dangthing surprises me any more. Maybe, for mennbati
the woman makes sex more exciting. You are a maa,ought to know. When you have sex with
someone strange - when you trap her, hold her dgetriher under you, put all your weight on hen‘tig

a bit like killing? Pushing the knife in; exitingtarwards, leaving the body behind covered in bleod
doesn't it feel like murder, like getting away witturder?'

You are a man, you ought to know: does one speakdts father like that? Are she and he on the same
side?

'Perhaps,' he says. 'Sometimes. For some men.themdrapidly, without forethought: 'Was it the same
with both of them? Like fighting with death?'

‘They spur each other on. That's probably why theit together. Like dogs in a pack.'

'And the third one, the boy?'

'He was there to learn.’

They have passed the Cycads sign. Time is almost up



'If they had been white you wouldn't talk aboutnthia this way,' he says. 'If they had been whitggth
from Despatch, for instance.’

‘Wouldn't 1?*

‘No, you wouldn't. I am not blaming you, that ist iwe point. But it is something new you are tadkin
about. Slavery. They want you for their slave.'

"Not slavery. Subjection. Subjugation.’

He shakes his head. 'lt's too much, Lucy. SelSatl.the farm to Petrus and come away.'

'‘No.'

That is where the conversation ends. But Lucy'sd@acho in his mind. Covered in blood. What doe&s sh
mean? Was he right after all when he dreamt ofdedbélood, a bath of blood?

They do rape. He thinks of the three visitors digvaway in the not-too-old Toyota, the back sekdpi
with household goods, their penises, their weapmicgked warm and satisfied between their legs FHipgir

is the word that comes to him. They must have lvadyereason to be pleased with their afternoonikwo
they must have felt happy in their vocation.

He remembers, as a child, poring over the word iapeewspaper reports, trying to puzzle out what
exactly it meant, wondering what the letter p, llguso gentle, was doing in the middle of a worddhe
such horror that no one would utter it aloud. Inaanbook in the library there was a painting ahllene
Rape of the Sabine Women: men on horseback in skiRgman armour, women in gauze veils flinging
their arms in the air and wailing. What had alkthititudinizing to do with what he suspected rtapbe:
the man lying on top of the woman and pushing hihis® her?

He thinks of Byron. Among the legions of counteszed kitchenmaids Byron pushed himself into there
were no doubt those who called it rape. But nomelginad cause to fear that the session would étid w
her throat being slit. From where he stands, fronens Lucy stands, Byron looks very old-fashioned
indeed.

Lucy was frightened, frightened near to death. tH@ce choked, she could not breathe, her limbs went
numb. This is not happening, she said to herselthasmen forced her down; it is just a dream, a
nightmare. While the men, for their part, drankhgp fear, revelled in it, did all they could to thher, to
menace her, to heighten her terror. Call your ddgsy said to her. Go on, call your dogs! No dogisén

let us show you dogs!

You don't understand, you weren't there, says BemSWell, she is mistaken. Lucy's intuition ishtig
after all: he does understand; he can, if he cdrates, if he loses himself, be there, be the nmmabit
them, fill them with the ghost of himself. The gties is, does he have it in him to be the woman?

From the solitude of his room he writes his daugatketter:

'‘Dearest Lucy, With all the love in the world, | stusay the following. You are on the brink of a
dangerous error. You wish to humble yourself befastory. But the road you are following is the wgo
one. It will strip you of all honour; you will ndie able to live with yourself. | plead with youstén to
me.

'Your father.'

Half an hour later an envelope is pushed undeddus. '‘Dear David, You have not been listening &a m
am not the person you know. | am a dead persori dndhot know yet what will bring me back to life.
All I know is that | cannot go away.

'You do not see this, and | do not know what mocari do to make you see. It is as if you have ahose
deliberately to sit in a corner where the rayshaf sun do not shine. | think of you as one of tired
chimpanzees, the one with his paws over his eyes.

'Yes, the road | am following may he the wrong dBwt if | leave the farm now | will leave defeatedhd
will taste that defeat for the rest of my life.

‘| cannot be a child for ever. You cannot be adafor ever. | know you mean well, but you are tist
guide | need, not at this time.

'Yours, Lucy.'

That is their exchange; that is Lucy's last word.



The business of dog-killing is over for the day thack bags are piled at the door, each with § bod a
soul inside. He and Bev Shaw lie in each otherssain the floor of the surgery. In half an hour BéW
go back to her Bill and he will begin loading thegb.

'You have never told me about your first wife,'s&gv Shaw. 'Lucy doesn't speak about her either.'
Lucy's mother was Dutch. She must have told yoti theelina. Evie. After the divorce she went bagk t
Holland. Later she remarried. Lucy didn't get onhwthe new stepfather. She asked to return to South
Africa.'

'So she chose you.'

'In a sense. She also chose a certain surrouraitanchorizon. Now | am trying to get her to leagain,
if only for a break. She has family in Holland efnds. Holland may not be the most exciting of daoe
live, but at least it doesn't breed nightmares."'

‘And?’

He shrugs. 'Lucy isn't inclined, for the presenth¢éed any advice | give. She says | am not a gaate.'
'‘But you were a teacher.’

'Of the most incidental kind. Teaching was neveoeation for

me. Certainly | never aspired to teach people fmlive. | was what used to be called a scholarrdtey
books about dead people. That was where my heartlwaught only to make a living.'

She waits for more, but he is not in the mood t@go

The sun is going down, it is getting cold. They dnanot made love; they have in effect ceased tepdet
that that is what they do together.

In his head Byron, alone on the stage, draws &lbteasing. He is on the point of setting off fore@ce.
At the age of thirty-five he has begun to underdtdmat life is precious.

Sunt lacrimae rerum, et mentem mortalia tangumisehwill be Byron's words, he is sure of it. As tloe
music, it hovers somewhere on the horizon, it ldsame yet.

'You mustn't worry,' says Bev Shaw. Her head isregi4is chest: presumably she can hear his heitint,
whose beat the hexameter keeps step. 'Bill andl logk after her. We'll go often to the farm. Atttere's
Petrus. Petrus will keep an eye out.’

“Fatherly Petrus.'

'Yes.'

‘Lucy says | can't go on being a father for eveari't imagine, in this life, not being Lucy's fath

She runs her fingers through the stubble of his Hawill be all right," she whispers. 'You wake.’

NINETEEN

THE HOUSE IS part of a development that must, difteor twenty years ago, when it was new, have
seemed rather bleak, but has since been improvédgrassed sidewalks, trees, and creepers that spil
over the vibracrete walls. No. 8 Rustholme Cresbasta painted garden gate and an answerphone.

He presses the button. A youthful voice speakdldRe

'I'm looking for Mr Isaacs. My name is Lurie.’

'He's not home yet.'

"When do you expect him?'

‘Now-now." A buzz; the latch clicks; he pushesdhte open.

The path leads to the front door, where a slimgjahds watching him. She is dressed in schoobtmif
marine-blue tunic, white knee-length stockings,repecked shirt. She has Melanie's eyes, Melanidis w
cheekbones, Melanie's dark hair; she is, if angthinore beautiful. The younger sister Melanie spafke
whose name he cannot for the moment recollect.

'‘Good afternoon. When do you expect your fatherdfm

'School comes out at three, but he usually stagsligs all right, you can come inside.'



She holds the door open for him, flattening heraslhe passes. She is eating a slice of cake, whieh
holds daintily between two fingers. There are cramb her upper lip. He has an urge to reach

out, brush them off at the same instant the merabher sister comes over him in a hot wave. Goe sav
me, he thinks - what am | doing here?

'You can sit down if you like.'

He sits down. The furniture gleams, the room isreggively neat. "What's your name?' he asks.
'‘Desiree.’

Desiree: now he remembers. Melanie the firstbdma dark one, then Desiree, the desired one. Stivejy
tempted the gods by giving her a name like that!

'‘My name is David Lurie.' He watches her closelyt ¥he gives no sign of recognition. 'I'm from Cape
Town.'

'‘My sister is in Cape Town. She's a student.'

He nods. He does not say, | know your sister, khewwell. But he thinks: fruit of the same treeyo
probably to the most intimate detail. Yet with dinces: different pulsings of the blood, different
urgencies of passion. The two of them in the sagte &n experience fit for a king.

He shivers lightly, looks at his watch. 'Do you wnwhat, Desiree? | think | will try to catch youather

at his school, if you can tell me how to get there.

The school is of a piece with the housing estatewabuilding in face-brick with steel windows aad
asbestos roof, set in a dusty quadrangle fencdd lvaitbed wire. F.S. MARAIS says the writing on the
one entrance pillar, MIDDLE SCHOOL says the writmgthe other.

The grounds are deserted. He wanders around untibmes upon a sign reading OFFICE. Inside sits a
plump middle-aged secretary doing her nails. ‘doking for Mr Isaacs,' he says.

'Mr Isaacs!" she calls: 'Here's a visitor for y&He turns to him. Just go in.’

Isaacs, behind his desk, half-rises, pauses, re¢@mdin a puzzled way.

"Do you remember me? David Lurie, from Cape Town.'

'Oh," says Isaacs, and sits down again. He is ngdine same overlarge suit: his neck vanishestirgo
jacket, from which he peers out like a sharp-bedkadi caught in a sack. The windows are closedgthe
is a smell of stale smoke.

“If you don't want to see me I'll leave at once,shys.

'‘No,' says Isaacs. 'Sit. I'm just checking attendanDo you mind if | finish first?'

'Please.’

There is a framed picture on the desk. From whersits he cannot see it, but he knows what it lvell
Melanie and Desiree, apples of their father's ey, the mother who bore them.

'So,' says Isaacs, closing the last register. i@ \do | owe this pleasure?'

He had expected to be tense, but in fact finds dlinggiite calm.

‘After Melanie lodged her complaint,’ he says, tiheversity held an official inquiry. As a resultdsigned
my post. That is the history; you must be awang.'of

Isaacs stares at him quizzically, giving away rghi

'Since then | have been at a loose end. | wasmga#siough George today, and | thought | might stog
speak to you. | remember our last meeting as heindneated. But | thought | would drop in anywagg
say what is on my heart.'

That much is true. He does want to speak his hEaet.question is, what is on his heart?

Isaacs has a cheap Bic pen in his hand. He rurisigers down the shaft, inverts it, runs his firggdown
the shaft, over and over, in a motion that is meutzh rather than impatient.

He continues. 'You have heard Melanie's side ofstioey. | would like to give you mine, if you are
prepared to hear it.

‘It began without premeditation on my part. It bega an adventure, one of those sudden little ddre=sn
that men of a certain kind have, that | have, kestp me going. Excuse me for talking in this wagm
trying to be frank.



'In Melanie's case, however, something unexpecggdned. | think of it as a fire. She struck upaih
me.'

He pauses. The pen continues its dance. A sudilenddventure. Men of a certain kind. Does the man
behind the desk have adventures? The more he $demdhe more he doubts it. He would not be
surprised if Isaacs were something in the churclgacon or a server, whatever a server is.

‘A fire: what is remarkable about that? If a firgeg out, you strike a match and start another Dima&t. is
how | used to think. Yet in the olden days peoptashkipped fire. They thought twice before letting a
flame die, a flame-god. It was that kind of flammuy daughter kindled in me. Not hot enough to bum
up, but real: real fire.'

Burned - burnt - burnt up.

The pen has stopped moving. "Mr Lurie,' says thiss dather, and there is a crooked, pained sniildis
face, 'l ask myself what on earth you think youwgwdo, coming to my school and telling me stories

I'm sorry, it's outrageous, | know. That's the .embat's all | wanted to say, in self-defence. Hisw
Melanie?'

'‘Melanie is well, since you ask. She phones evesgkw She has resumed her studies, they gave her a
special dispensation to do that, I'm sure you catetstand, under the circumstances. She is goimgthn
theatre work in her spare time, and doing well.M8®anie is all right. What about you? What are your
plans now that you have left the profession?’

'I have a daughter myself, you will be interestedh¢ar. She owns a farm; | expect to spend someyof
time with her, helping

out. Also | have a book to complete, a sort of bdoke way or another | will keep myself busy.'

He pauses. Isaacs is regarding him with what stttk as piercing attention.

'So," says Isaacs softly, and the word leavesgsdike a sigh: 'how are the mighty fallen!

Fallen? Yes, there has been a fall, no doubt atatit But mighty? Does mighty describe him? Hekbin
of himself as obscure and growing obscurer. A figisom the margins of history.

"Perhaps it does us good', he says, 'to have eviadly now and then. As long as we don't break.'

'‘Good. Good. Good,' says Isaacs, still fixing hifthvthat intent look. For the first time he deteattace

of Melanie in him: a shapeliness of the mouth apsl IOn an impulse he reaches across the desktdrie
shake the man's hand, ends up by stroking thedfatkCool, hairless skin.

'Mr Lurie,' says Isaacs: 'is there something else want to tell me, besides the story of yoursel a
Melanie? You mentioned there was something on feart.'

"On my heart? No. No, | just stopped by to find botv Melanie was.' He rises. 'Thank you for seeairgg

| appreciate it.' He reaches out a hand, straightfadly this time. 'Goodbye.’

‘Goodbye.’

He is at the door - he is, in fact, in the outdicef which is now empty - when Isaacs calls dut; Lurie!
Just a minute!" He returns.

"What are your plans for the evening?'

‘This evening? I've checked in at a hotel. | havglans.'

'‘Come and have a meal with us. Come for dinner.’'

‘I don't think your wife would welcome that.’

'Perhaps. Perhaps not. Come anyway. Break breddusit We eat at seven. Let me write down the
address for you.'

‘You don't need to do that. | have been to your éatready, and met your daughter. It was she who
directed me here.' Isaacs does not bat an ey8bod,' he says.

The front door is opened by Isaacs himself. 'Comadme in,' he says, and ushers him into thedivin
room. Of the wife there is no sign, nor of the setdaughter.

'| brought an offering," he says, and holds oubiidoof wine.

Isaacs thanks him, but seems unsure what to dotkeétlvine. Van | give you some? I'll just go aneiop
it." He leaves the room; there is a whisperinghia kitchen. He comes back. 'We seem to have lest th
corkscrew. But Dezzy will borrow from the neighbsur



They are teetotal, clearly. He should have thowdlhat. A tight little petit-bourgeois househofdjgal,
prudent. The car washed, the lawn mowed, savingthénbank. All their resources concentrated on
launching the two jewel daughters into the futwlever Melanie, with her theatrical ambitions; Desi
the beauty.

He remembers Melanie, on the first evening of telser acquaintance, sitting beside him on tha sof
drinking the coffee with the shot-glass of whishyitithat was intended to - the word comes up tahity

- lubricate her. Her trim little body; her sexy ttles; her eyes gleaming with excitement. Stepputgro
the forest where the wild wolf prowls.

Desiree the beauty enters with the bottle and &scoew. As she crosses the floor towards them she
hesitates an instant, conscious that a greetiog/ésl. 'Pa?' she murmurs with a hint of confusiahdihg

out the bottle.

So: she has found out who he is. They have disdusise had a tussle over him perhaps: the unwanted
visitor, the man whose name is darkness.

Her father has trapped her hand in his. 'Desineesays, 'this is Mr Lurie.’

"Hello, Desiree.’

The hair that had screened her face is tossed Bhekmeets his gaze, still embarrassed, but stromnye
that she is under her father's wing. 'Hello," slvemurs; and he thinks, My God, my God!

As for her, she cannot hide from him what is passimough her mind: So this is the man my sister ha
been naked with! So this is the man she has damighit This old man!

There is a separate little dining-room, with a hatcthe kitchen. Four places are set with the tatbry;
candles are burning. 'Sit, sit!' says Isaacs. 8t sign of his wife. 'Excuse me a moment." Isaacs
disappears into the kitchen. He is left facing Bessiacross the table. She hangs her head, no leager
brave.

Then they return, the two parents together. Hedstap. "You haven't met my wife. Doreen, our gudst,
Lurie.'

‘| am grateful to you for receiving me in your hgrivlr's Isaacs.'

Mrs Isaacs is a short woman, growing dumpy in naddje, with bowed legs that give her a faintlyimgll
walk. But he can see where the sisters get theksloA real beauty she must have been in her day.

Her features remain stiff, she avoids his eye shetdoes give the slightest of nods. Obedientpd gafe
and helpmeet. And ye shall be as one flesh. Walldhughters take after her?

'‘Desiree,’ she commands, ‘come and help carry.'

Gratefully the child tumbles out of her chair.

'‘Mr Isaacs, | am just causing upset in your hohe says. 'It was kind of you to invite me, | apjaeit,

but it is better that | leave.'

Isaacs gives a smile in which, to his surprisetghg a hint of gaiety. 'Sit down, sit down! Wdsk all
right! We will do it!" He leans closer. 'You hawe ke strong!"

Then Desiree and her mother are back bearing disheken in a bubbling tomato stew that gives off
aromas of ginger and cumin, rice, an array of sakaw pickles. Just the kind of food he most missed
living with Lucy.

The bottle of wine is set before him, and a solitaine glass. '‘Am | the only one drinking?' he says
"Please,’ says Isaacs. 'Go ahead.'

He pours a glass. He does not like sweet winebphght the Late Harvest imagining it would be teitth
taste. Well, so much the worse for him.

There remains the prayer to get through. The Isi@keshands; there is nothing for it but to stredahhis
hands too, left to the girl's father, right to meother. 'For what we are about to receive, mayLtrel
make us truly grateful,’ says Isaacs. 'Amen,' saywife and daughter; and he, David Lurie, mumbles
'‘Amen’ too and lets go the two hands, the fatlwerid as silk, the mother's small, fleshy, warm frber
labours.

Mrs Isaacs dishes up. 'Mind, it's hot,' she sayghagasses his plate. Those are her only wortsito
During the meal he tries to be a good guest, todatertainingly, to fill the silences. He talksoab Lucy,
about the boarding kennels, about her bee-keepnagher horticultural projects, about his Saturday



morning stints at the market. He glosses over ttaelg mentioning only that his car was stolen.talks
about the Animal Welfare League, but not about ittenerator in the hospital grounds or his stolen
afternoons with Bev Shaw.

Stitched together in this way, the story unrollsheut shadows. Country life in all its idiot simgpty.
How he wishes it could be true! He is tired of shasd, of complications, of complicated people. Heeko
his daughter, but there are times when he wishesvsine a simpler being: simpler, neater. The man wh
raped her,

the leader of the gang, was like that. Like a blautéing the wind.

He has a vision of himself stretched out on an atjreg table. A scalpel flashes; from throat to groé is
laid open; he sees it all yet feels no pain. A sarg bearded, bends over him, frowning. What ishasl
stuff? growls the surgeon. He pokes at the galid#a. What is this? He cuts it out, tosses it aditie
pokes at the heart. What is this?

'Your daughter - does she run her farm all aloagks Isaacs.

'‘She has a man who helps sometimes. Petrus. AnafitiAnd he talks about Petrus, solid, dependable
Petrus, with his two wives and his moderate amstio

He is less hungry than he thought he would be. €mation flags, but somehow they get through the
meal. Desiree excuses herself, goes off to do dweelvork. Mrs Isaacs clears the table.

'I should be leaving,' he says. 'l am due to makeaaly start tomorrow.'

'Wait, stay a moment,' says Isaacs.

They are alone. He can prevaricate no longer.

'‘About Melanie,' he says.

'Yes?'

'‘One word more, then | am finished. It could hawamed out differently, | believe, between the twas,
despite our ages. But there was something | fadesipply, something' - he hunts for the wordrici. |
lack the lyrical. | manage love too well. Even wHdaurn | don't sing, if you understand me. For athli

am sorry. | am sorry for what | took your daughteough. You have a wonderful family. | apologize f
the grief | have caused you and Mrs Isaacs. | askdur pardon.'

Wonderful is not right. Better would be exemplary.

'So,' says Isaacs, 'at last you have apologizegdndered when it was coming.' He ponders. He has no
taken his seat; now he begins to pace up and d¥wun.are sorry. You lacked the lyrical, you sayydiu
had had the lyrical, we would not be where we aday. But | say to myself, we are all sorry whenase
found out. Then we are very sorry. The questionois are we sorry? The question is, what lessor hav
we learned? The question is, what are we goin@ toov that we are sorry?'

He is about to reply, but Isaacs raises a handy Maonounce the word God in your hearing? You are
not one of those people who get upset when thely@Ged's name? The question is, what does God want
from you, besides being very sorry? Have you aegsd Mr Lurie?'

Though distracted by Isaacs's back-and-forth, ies to pick his words carefully. 'Normally | wousay",

he says, 'that after a certain age one is toomldarn lessons. One can only be punished and lpahis
But perhaps that is not true, not always. | waisée. As for God, | am not a believer, so | willédo
translate what you call God and God's wishes infmmn terms. In my own terms, | am being punished
for what happened between myself and your daughden. sunk into a state of disgrace from whichilt w
not be easy to lift myself. It is not a punishmértave refused. | do not murmur against it. On the
contrary, | am living it out from day to day, trgno accept disgrace as my state of being. Isdatgh for
God, do you think, that I live in disgrace withdetm?'

‘I don't know, Mr Lurie. Normally | would say, domisk me, ask God. But since you don't pray, yoe ha
no way to ask God. So God must find his own mednsling you. Why do you think you are here, Mr
Lurie?'

He is silent.

I will tell you. You were passing through Georgegdat occurred to you that your student's familyswa
from George, and you thought to yourself, Why ntd@ didn't plan on it, yet now

you find yourself in our home. That must come asiprise to you. Am | right?'



‘Not quite. | was not telling the truth. | was njost passing through. | came to George for oneoreas
alone: to speak to you. | had been thinking abidfigrisome time.'

'Yes, you came to speak to me, you say, but whylme&asy to speak to, too easy. All the childremg
school know that. With Isaacs you get off easyat tls what they say.' He is smiling again, the same
crooked smile as before. 'So who did you really edmspeak to?'

Now he is sure of it: he does not like this maresinot like his tricks.

He rises, blunders through the empty dining-rooh @own the passage. From behind a half-closed door
he hears low voices. He pushes the door openngitih the bed are Desiree and her mother, doing
something with a skein of wool. Astonished at tighitsof him, they fall silent.

With careful ceremony he gets to his knees andhiesibis forehead to the floor.

Is that enough? he thinks. Will that do? If notawvmore?

He raises his head. The two of them are stillrgjtthere, frozen. He meets the mother's eyes, ttien
daughter's, and again the current leaps, the dwfealesire.

He gets to his feet, a little more creakily thanAwld have wished. '‘Good night," he says. 'Thamkfgr
your kindness. Thank you for the meal.

At eleven o'clock there is a call for him in histélacoom. It is Isaacs. 'l am phoning to wish ytnesgth

for the future." A pause. There is a questionvengyot to ask, Mr Lurie. You are not hoping for tos
intervene on your behalf, are you, with the uniitg?s

To intervene?'

'Yes. To reinstate you, for instance.’

‘The thought never crossed my mind. | have finishid the university.'

Because the path you are on is one that God haedifor you. It is not for us to interfere.'

‘Understood.’

TWENTY

HE RE-ENTERS Cape Town on the N2. He has been d®&sythan three months, yet in that time the
shanty settlements have crossed the highway aeddast of the airport. The stream of cars hakto
down while a child with a stick herds a stray cofi the road. Inexorably, he thinks, the country is
coming to the city. Soon there will be cattle agaamRondebosch Common; soon history will have come
full circle.

So he is home again. It does not feel like a homéugp. He cannot imagine taking up residence once
more in the house on Torrance Road, in the shadothieouniversity, skulking about like a criminal,
dodging old colleagues. He will have to sell thed® move to a flat somewhere cheaper.

His finances are in chaos. He has not paid aibitleshe left. He is living on credit; any day nois bredit

is going to dry up.

The end of roaming. What comes after the end ommg? He sees himself, white-haired, stooped,
shuffling to the corner shop to buy his half-liwé milk and half-loaf of bread; he sees himselfirsit
blankly at a desk in a room full of yellowing papewaiting for the afternoon to peter out so thaichn
cook his evening meal and go to bed. The life sfigerannuated scholar, without hope, without praspe
is that what he is prepared to settle for?

He unlocks the front gate. The garden is overgraiam,

mailbox stuffed tight with flyers, advertisemenifiough well fortified by most standards, the hobase
stood empty for months: too much to hope for thatiil not have been visited. And indeed, from the
moment he opens the front door and smells theeadlknlows there is something wrong. His heart befgins
thud with a sick excitement.

There is no sound. Whoever was here is gone. Butdid they get in? Tiptoeing from room to room, he
soon finds out. The bars over one of the back wirgdisave been torn out of the wall and folded b#uwk,



windowpanes smashed, leaving enough of a hole ébild or even a small man to climb through. A mat
of leaves and sand, blown in by the wind, has cakethe floor.

He wanders through the house taking a census ofobges. His bedroom has been ransacked, the
cupboards yawn bare. His sound equipment is gas¢ajpes and records, his computer equipment.sin hi
study the desk and filing cabinet have been brajgm; papers are scattered everywhere. The kittagn
been thoroughly stripped: cutlery, crockery, smiat@pliances. His liquor store is gone. Even the
cupboard that had held canned food is empty.

No ordinary burglary. A raiding party moving ingahning out the site, retreating laden with baggebp
suitcases. Booty; war reparations; another incidetite great campaign of redistribution. Who ighas
moment wearing his shoes? Have Beethoven and Jaféoed homes for themselves or have they been
tossed out on the rubbish heap?

From the bathroom comes a bad smell. A pigeonp&dgn the house, has expired in the basin. Gipgerl
he lifts the mess of bones and feathers into diplpacket and ties it shut.

The lights are cut off, the telephone is dead. EBlge does something about it he will spend thiet riig

the dark. But he is too depressed to act. Let gj@to hell, he thinks, and sinks into a chair atates his
eyes.

As dusk settles he rouses himself and leaves theehd he first stars are out. Through empty streets
through gardens heavy with the scent of verbengarlil, he makes his way to the university campus
He still has his keys to the Communications BuddiA good hour to come haunting: the corridors are
deserted. He takes the lift to his office on ttithfiloor. The name-tag on his door has been reichoR&®

S. OTTO, reads the new tag. From under the dooesanfaint light.

He 'mocks. No sound. He unlocks the door and enters

The room has been transformed. His books and pgtare gone, leaving the walls bare save for a&post
size blowup of a comic-book panel: Superman hanhisdnead as he is berated by Lois Lane.

Behind the computer, in the half-light, sits a ygunan he has not seen before. The young man frowns.
'‘Who are you?' he asks. 'I'm David Lurie.'

'Yes? And?'

'I've come to pick up my mail. This used to be rffice.' In the past, he almost adds.

'Oh, right, David Lurie. Sorry, | wasn't thinkingput it all in a box. And some other stuff of ysuhat |
found.' He waves. 'Over there.'

'And my books?'

‘They are all downstairs in the storage room.’

He picks up the box. 'Thank you," he says.

‘No problem," says young Dr Otto. 'Can you manhgé&?t

He takes the heavy box across to the library, ditento sort through his mail. But when he readhes
access barrier the machine will no longer acceptaid. He has to do his sorting on a bench itothizy.

He is too restless to sleep. At dawn he headshi®miountainside and sets off on a long walk. It has
rained, the streams are in spate. He breathe® inghdy scent of pine. As of today he is a free, wih
duties to no one but himself. Time lies before nspend as he wishes. The feeling is unsettlinghb
presumes he will get used to it.

His spell with Lucy has not turned him into a cayrmierson. Nonetheless, there are things he midbes
duck family, for instance: Mother Duck tacking abou the surface of the dam, her chest puffed alt w
pride, while Eenie, Meenie, Minie and Mo paddleilyusehind, confident that as long as she is thleey

are safe from all harm.

As for the dogs, he does not want to think aboemthFrom Monday onward the dogs released from life
within the walls of the clinic will be tossed intbe fire unmarked, unmourned. For that betrayal, vei
ever be forgiven?



He visits the bank, takes a load of washing tddliadry. In the little shop where for years he bagght

his coffee the assistant pretends not to recogniixze His neighbour, watering her garden, studiously
keeps her back turned.

He thinks of William Wordsworth on his first stag London, visiting the pantomime, seeing Jack the
Giant Killer blithely striding the stage, flouristy his sword, protected by the word Invisible veritton

his chest.

In the evening he calls Lucy from a public telepfiohthought I'd phone in case you were worrieduab
me," he says. 'I'm fine. I'll take a while to setlown, | suspect. | rattle about in the house dikea in a
bottle. | miss the ducks.'

He does not mention the raid on the house. Whhgeigood of burdening Lucy with his troubles?

'And Petrus?' he asks. 'Has Petrus been lookiegydtl, or is he still wrapped up in his housebog@'
'Petrus has been helping out. Everyone has bepfuhel

‘Well, | can come back any time you need me. Yorelanly to say the word.'

‘Thank you, David. Not at present, perhaps, butajribese days.'

Who would have guessed, when his child was boat,ithtime he would come crawling to her asking to
be taken in?

Shopping at the supermarket, he finds himself iquaue behind Elaine Winter, chair of his onetime
department. She has a whole trolleyful of purchabesa mere handbasket. Nervously she returns his
greeting.

'‘And how is the department getting on without ne?asks as cheerily as he can.

Very well indeed - that would be the frankest answée are getting on very well without you. But she
too polite to say the words. 'Oh, struggling alasgusual,’ she replies vaguely.

'‘Have you been able to do any hiring?'

'We have taken on one new person, on a contraist Bagoung man.'

I have met him, he might respond. A right littléckr he might add. But he too is well brought Mghat

is his specialism?' he inquires instead.

'‘Applied language studies. He is in language |earhi

So much for the poets, so much for the dead mastéhre have not, he must say, guided him well. Alite
to whom he has not listened well.

The woman ahead of them in the queue is takingditmerto pay. There is still room for Elaine to dkk
next question, which should be, And how are yotimgion, David?, and for him to respond, Very well,
Elaine, very well.

‘Wouldn't you like to go ahead of me?' she suggastsad,

gesturing toward his basket. 'You have so little.'

‘Wouldn't dream of it, Elaine,' he replies, theketw some pleasure in observing as she unloads her
purchases on to the counter: not only the breadbatiér items but the little treats that a womatnt
alone awards herself - full cream ice cream (reabads, real raisins), imported Italian cookiesyahiate
bars - as well as a pack of sanitary napkins.

She pays by credit card. From the far side of theidr she gives him a farewell wave. Her relief is
palpable. 'Goodbye!" he calls over the cashierslh&ive my regards to everyone!'" She does ndt loo
back.

As first conceived, the opera had had at its celntrel Byron and his mistress the Contessa Guiccioli
Trapped in the Villa Guiccioli in the stifling sunan heat of Ravenna, spied on by Teresa's jealous
husband, the two would roam through the gloomy drgwooms singing of their baulked passion. Teresa
feels herself to be a prisoner; she smoulders reglentment and nags Byron to bear her away to anoth
life. As for Byron, he is full of doubts, thoughatgrudent to voice them. Their early ecstasies, i
suspects, never be repeated. His life is becalwiest;urely he has begun to long for a quiet retirgme
failing that, for apotheosis, for death. Teresaagrisg arias ignite no spark in him; his own voliaé,
dark, convoluted, goes past, through, over her.



That is how he had conceived it: as a chamber-gibmyt love and death, with a passionate young woman
and a once passionate but now less than passigidateman; as an action with a complex, restlessienu
behind it, sung in an English that tugs continutdhyard an imagined Italian.

Formally speaking, the conception is not a bad ®he. characters balance one another well: the écpp
couple, the discarded mistress hammering at thdomis, the jealous

husband. The villa too, with Byron's pet monkeyadiag languidly from the chandeliers and peacocks
fussing back and forth among the ornate Neapdliteniture, has the right mix of timelessness anchgte
Yet, first on Lucy's farm and now again here, tih@jgrt has failed to engage the core of him. There
something misconceived about it, something thas amg come from the heart. A woman complaining to
the stars that the spying of the servants forcesuhe@ her lover to relieve their desires in a brasoset -
who cares? He can find words for Byron, but thee$arthat history has bequeathed him - young, greedy
wilful, petulant - does not match up to the musi has dreamed of, music whose harmonies, lushly
autumnal yet edged with irony, he hears shadowédsimner ear.

He tries another track. Abandoning the pages oé:be has written, abandoning the pert, precocious
newlywed with her captive English Milord, he tri@spick Teresa up in middle age. The new Teresa is
dumpy little widow installed in the Villa Gamba Wwiher aged father, running the household, holdieg t
purse-strings tight, keeping an eye out that tineasgs do not steal the sugar. Byron, in the nessioa,

is long dead; Teresa's sole remaining claim to imafioy, and the solace of her lonely nights, ig th
chestful of letters and memorabilia she keeps uhdebed, what she calls her reliquie, which handr
nieces are meant to open after her death and pertsawe.

Is this the heroine he has been seeking all the?tiWill an older Teresa engage his heart as hig Isea
now?

The passage of time has not treated Teresa kit her heavy bust, her stocky trunk, her abbteda
legs, she looks more like a peasant, a contadiaa, &n aristocrat. The complexion that Byron orwe s
admired has turned hectic; in summer she is oventalith attacks of asthma that leave her heaving fo
breath.

In the letters he wrote to her Byron calls her Mgrid, then My love, then My love for ever. Butithare
rival letters in existence, letters she cannothieatd set fire to. In these letters, addressedst&ihglish
friends, Byron lists her flippantly among his l&li conquests, makes jokes about her husband, sltade
women from her circle with whom he has slept. la ylears since Byron's death, his friends haveesritt
one memoir after another, drawing upon his lettafer conquering the young Teresa from her huspand
runs the story they tell, Byron soon grew borechvhier; he found her empty-headed; he stayed with he
only out of dutifulness; it was in order to escape that he sailed off to Greece and to his death.

Their libels hurt her to the quick. Her years witron constitute the apex of her life. Byron's logeaall

that sets her apart. Without him she is nothingoanan past her prime, without prospects, living loert
days in a dull provincial town, exchanging visitthmvomen-friends, massaging her father's legs when
they give him pain, sleeping alone.

Can he find it in his heart to love this plain, io&ty woman? Can he love her enough to write a criasi
her? If he cannot, what is left for him?

He comes back to what must now be the opening sddreetail end of yet another sultry day. Teresa
stands at a second-floor window in her father'sskplooking out over the marshes and pine-scruheof
Romagna toward the sun glinting on the Adriatice Bmd of the prelude; a hush; she takes a breath. M
Byron, she sings, her voice throbbing with sadnéskone clarinet answers, tails off, falls sileMio
Byron, she calls again, more strongly.

Where is he, her Byron? Byron is lost, that is dhewer. Byron wanders among the shades. And she is
lost too, the Teresa he loved, the girl of ninetedth the blonde ringlets who gave herself up vétith

joy to the imperious Englishman, and afterwardsketd his brow as he lay on her naked breast, bneath
deeply, slumbering after his great passion.

Mio Byron, she sings a third time; and from somesghé&om the caverns of the underworld, a voicgsin
back, wavering and disembodied, the voice of a gltle voice of Byron. Where are you? he sings; and
then a word she does not want to hear: seccaltdwgs dried up, the source of everything.



So faint, so faltering is the voice of Byron thatr@sa has to sing his words back to him, helping hi
along breath by breath, drawing him back to lifer hild, her boy. | am here, she sings, suppoting
saving him from going down. | am your source. Do yemember how together we visited the spring of
Arqu?? Together, you and I. | was your Laura. Do ggmember?

That is how it must be from here on: Teresa giwoge to her lover, and he, the man in the ranshcke
house, giving voice to Teresa. The halt helpingdhnge, for want of better.

Working as swiftly as he can, holding tight to Tsaehe tries to sketch out the opening pagesibfettb.
Get the words down on paper, he tells himself. Ghatis done it will all be easier. Then therel i
time to search through the masters - through Glimkinstance - lifting melodies, perhaps - who ks

- lifting ideas too.

But by steps, as he begins to live his days mdhg With Teresa and the dead Byron, it becomesrclea
that purloined songs will not be good enough, that two will demand a music of their own. And,
astonishingly, in dribs and drabs, the music conSesnetimes the contour of a phrase occurs to him
before he has a hint of what the words themsehib@; sometimes the words call forth the cadence;
sometimes the shade of a melody, having hovereddgs on the edge of hearing, unfolds and blessedly
reveals itself. As the action begins to unwindttfarmore, it calls up of its own accord modulatiams|
transitions that he feels in his blood even whehdsenot the musical resources to realize them.

At the piano he sets to work piecing together amiding down the beginnings of a score. But there is
something about the sound of the piano that hindens too rounded, too physical, too rich. From the
attic, from a crate full of old books and toys afdy's, he recovers the odd little seven-stringagdthat

he bought for her on the streets of KwaMashu wiervgas a child. With the aid of the banjo he begins
notate the music that Teresa, now mournful, nowangill sing to her dead lover, and that pale-eaic
Byron will sing back to her from the land of theadles.

The deeper he follows the Contessa into her undéwsinging her words for her or humming her vocal
line, the more inseparable from her, to his sueprimcomes the silly plink-plonk of the toy banjde
lush arias he had dreamed of giving her he quaibndons; from there it is but a short step tanmthe
instrument into her hands. Instead of stalking stegge, Teresa now sits staring out over the marshes
toward the gates of hell, cradling the mandolinvdrich she accompanies herself in her lyric flights;
while to one side a discreet trio in knee-breedlelo, flute, bassoon) fill in the entr'actes amment
sparingly between stanzas.

Seated at his own desk looking out on the overgrgarden, he marvels at what the little banjo is
teaching him. Six months ago he had thought his glastly place in Byron in Italy would be somewhere
between Teresa's and Byron's: between a yearnipgotong the summer of the passionate body and a
reluctant recall from the long sleep of obliviorutBhe was wrong. It is not the erotic that is cajlto him
after all, nor the elegiac, but the comic. He ishia opera neither as Teresa nor as Byron nor aveome
blending of the two: he is held in the music its#ifthe flat, tinny slap of the banjo strings, trace that
strains to soar away from the ludicrous instruntertis continually reined back, like a fish onrzeli

So this is art, he thinks, and this is how it dibgsvork! How strange! How fascinating!

He spends whole days in the grip of Byron and Terk¢ing on black coffee and breakfast cereal. The
refrigerator is empty, his bed is unmade; leavessehacross the floor from the broken window. No
matter, he thinks: let the dead bury their dead.

Out of the poets | learned to love, chants Byrohigncracked monotone, nine syllables on C natimal;
life, | found (descending chromatically to F), isother story. Plink-plunk-plonk go the strings bkt
banjo. Why, O why do you speak like that? singse$arin a long reproachful arc. Plunk-plink-plonk go
the strings.

She wants to be loved, Teresa, to be loved imnigrtshe wants to be raised to the company of the
Lauras and Floras of yore. And Byron? Byron willfaghful unto death, but that is all he promisest
both be tied till one shall have expired.

My love, sings Teresa, swelling out the fat Englisbnosyllable she learned in the poet's bed. Pédokp
the strings. A woman in love, wallowing in lovegat on a roof, howling; complex proteins swirling i
the blood, distending the sexual organs, makingptilens sweat and voice thicken as the soul hwsls it



longings to the skies. That is what Soraya andthers were for: to suck the complex proteins duti®
blood like snake-venom, leaving him clear-headeatidiy. Teresa in her father's house in Ravennbeto
misfortune, has no one to suck the venom from Geme to me, mio Byron, she cries: come to me, love
me! And Byron, exiled from life, pale as a ghosth@es her derisively: Leave me, leave me, leavbehe
Years ago, when he lived in ltaly, he visited thene forest between Ravenna and the Adriatic coastli
where a century and a half before Byron and Tewssd to go riding. Somewhere among the trees must
be the spot where the Englishman first lifted tkiets of his eighteen-year-old charmer, bride obtaer
man. He could fly to Venice tomorrow, catch a tr@irRavenna, tramp along the old riding-trails,splag

the very place. He is inventing the music (or thasim is inventing him) but he is not inventing the
history. On those pine-needles Byron had his Terésmid as a gazelle,' he called her - rumplirey h
clothes, getting sand into her underwear (the lsossanding by all the while, incurious), and frome t
occasion a passion was born that kept Teresa hptdithe moon for the rest of her natural life ifeaer
that has set him howling too, after his manner.

Teresa leads; page after page he follows. Therday¢here emerges from the dark another voicehene
has not heard before, has not counted on heaniog the words he knows it belongs to Byron's dagight
Allegra; but from where inside him does it come? WWave you left me? Come and fetch me! calls
Allegra. So hot, so hot, so hot! she complainsiihyghm of her own that cuts insistently acrossvibiees

of the lovers.

To the call of the inconvenient five-year-old themmes no answer. Unlovely, unloved, neglecteddry h
famous father, she has been passed from hand tbamehfinally given to the nuns to look after. Sy, h

so hot! she whines from the bed in the convent a/isée is dying of la mal'aria. Why have you forgott
me?

Why will her father not answer? Because he hasdmaligh of life; because he would rather be back
where he belongs, on death's other shore, sunksirold sleep. My poor little baby! sings Byron,
waveringly, unwillingly, too softly for her to heaGeated in the shadows to one side, the trio of
instrumentalists play the crablike motif, one lgang up, the other down, that is Byron's.

TWENTY-ONE

ROSALIND TELEPHONES. 'Lucy says you are back inmoWhy haven't you been in touch?'

“I'm not yet fit for society,' he replies. 'Werewever?' comments Rosalind drily.

They meet in a coffee-shop in Claremont. 'You'st leeight,' she remarks. 'What happened to yoit' ear
'It's nothing," he replies, and will not explaimther.

As they talk her gaze keeps drifting back to thestmapen ear. She would shudder, he is sure, Heaath&o
touch it. Not the ministering type. His best merasriare still of their first months together: steamy
summer nights in Durban, sheets damp with perspiraRosalind's long, pale body thrashing this way
and that in the throes of a pleasure that was tmatell from pain. Two sensualists: that was whaldh
them together, while it lasted.

They talk about Lucy, about the farm. 'l thoughe slad a friend living with her,' says Rosalinda¢a.'
'Helen. Helen is back in Johannesburg. | suspegthive broken up for good.’

'Is Lucy safe by herself in that lonely place?'

‘No, she isn't safe, she would be mad to feel €ieshe will stay on nevertheless. It has becorpeiat

of honour with her.'

'You said you had your car stolen.’

‘It was my own fault. | should have been more adref

'| forgot to mention: | heard the story of youatriThe inside story.

'‘My trial?'

'Your inquiry, your inquest, whatever you callliheard you didn't perform well.'

'Oh? How did you hear? | thought it was confiddritia



‘That doesn't matter. | heard you didn't make adgogpression. You were too stiff and defensive.’

'I wasn't trying to make an impression. | was siagdip for a principle.'

That may be so, David, but surely you know by rtbat trials are not about principles, they are abou
how well you put yourself across. According to noyice, you came across badly. What was the prcipl
you were standing up for?'

'Freedom of speech. Freedom to remain silent.'

That sounds very grand. But you were always atgrel&deceiver, David. A great deceiver and a grea
self-deceiver. Are you sure it wasn't just a cddeetng caught with your pants down?'

He does not rise to the bait.

'‘Anyway, whatever the principle was, it was tootakse for your audience. They thought you were just
obfuscating. You should have got yourself some loimgchbeforehand. What are you going to do about
money? Did they take away your pension?'

Il get back what | put in. | am going to selethouse. It's too big for me.'

‘What will you do with your time? Will you look fa job?'

‘I don't think so. My hands are full. I'm writingmething.'

‘A book?’

'‘An opera, in fact.'

'An opera! Well, that's a new departure. | hopaakes you lots of money. Will you move in with L@ty
‘The opera is just a hobby, something to dabblé aton't make money. And no, | won't be moving in
with Lucy. It wouldn't be a good idea.’'

‘Why not? You and she have always got on well tegretHas something happened?'

Her questions are intrusive, but Rosalind has neadrqualms about being intrusive. 'You shared ety b
for ten years,' she once said - 'Why should yoe ls@erets from me?'

‘Lucy and I still get on well," he replies. 'Buttiweell enough to live together.’

The story of your life.'

'Yes.'

There is silence while they contemplate, from thespective angles, the story of his life.

'| saw your girlfriend,’ Rosalind says, changing slubject. 'My girlfriend?’

'Your inamorata. Melanie Isaacs - isn't that hen@a She is in a play at the Dock Theatre. Didnit yo
know? | can see why you fell for her. Big, dark ®y€unning little weasel body. Just your type. Youst
have thought it would be another of your quickdbnyour peccadilloes. And now look at you. Youéiav
thrown away your life, and for what?'

'‘My life is not thrown away, Rosalind. Be sensible.

‘But it is! You have lost your job, your name is anyour friends avoid you, you hide out in Torrance
Road like a tortoise afraid to stick its neck ofitite shell. People who aren't good enough to tary
shoelaces make jokes about you. Your shirt isorted, God know who gave you that haircut, you'vie-go

' She arrests her tirade. 'You are going to endsupne of those sad old men who poke around ingibb
bins.'

'I'm going to end up in a hole in the ground, &gss 'And so are you. So are we all.’

‘That's enough, David, I'm upset as it is, | desht to get into an argument.' She gathers up &ekgyes.
‘When you are tired of bread and jam, give me bacal I'll cook you a meal.'

The mention of Melanie Isaacs unsettles him. Hertga®r been given to lingering involvements. When
an affair is over, he puts it behind him. But thexesomething unfinished in the business with Miglan
Deep inside him the smell of her is stored, thellsofea mate. Does she remember his smell too? Just
your type, said Rosalind, who ought to know. WHaheir paths cross again, his and Melanie's? Will
there be a flash of feeling, a sign that the affas not run its course?

Yet the very idea of reapplying to Melanie is cra?yhy should she speak to the man condemned as her
persecutor? And what will she think of him anywathe dunce with the funny ear, the uncut hair, the
rumpled collar?



The marriage of Cronus and Harmony: unnatural. Waest what the trial was set up to punish, oncehall
fine words were stripped away. On trial for his waylife. For unnatural acts: for broadcasting sékd,
tired seed, seed that does not quicken, contraamatuf the old men hog the young women, what !
the future of the species? That, at bottom, was#se for the prosecution. Half of literature isuathit:
young women struggling to escape from under thghteif old men, for the sake of the species.

He sighs. The young in one another's arms, heeairgsossed in the sensual music. No country, fitnis,
old men. He seems to be spending a lot of timarzigliRegret: a regrettable note on which to go out.

Until two years ago the Dock Theatre was a coldagt® plant where the carcases of pigs and oxen hung
waiting to be transported

across the seas. Now it is a fashionable enter@ihspot. He arrives late, taking his seat jushadights

are dimming. 'A runaway success brought back byllemlemand": that is how Sunset at the Globe Salon
is billed in its new production. The set is morgish, the direction more professional, there reeav lead
actor. Nevertheless, he finds the play, with itederhumour and nakedly political intent, as hardrtdure

as before.

Melanie has kept her part as Gloria, the novicednegser. Wearing a pink caftan over gold lametsigh
her face garishly made up, her hair piled in loopser head, she totters onstage on high heelslingse
she is given are predictable, but she delivers thatim deft timing in a whining Kaaps accent. She is
altogether more sure of herself than before - @b, fgood in the part, positively gifted. Is it piids that in

the months he has been away she has grown up, foenseélf? Whatever does not kill me makes me
stronger. Perhaps the trial was a trial for her pmvhaps she too has suffered, and come through.

He wishes he could have a sign. If he had a signdwd know what to do. If, for instance, those wals
clothes were to burn off her body in a cold, prevBiame and she were to stand before him, in daton
secret to him alone, as naked and as perfect #gblast night in Lucy's old room.

The holidaymakers among whom he is seated, rudmBdfacomfortable in their heavy flesh, are enjoying
the play. They have taken to Melanie-Gloria; thighert at the risque jokes, laugh uproariously wiles
characters trade slurs and insults.

Though they are his countrymen, he could not feeterralien among them, more of an impostor. Yet
when they laugh at Melanie's lines he cannot resfktsh of pride. Mine! he would like to say, timg to
them, as if she were his daughter.

Without warning a memory comes back from years ajocsomeone he picked up on the N1 outside
Trompsburg and gave a

ride to, a woman in her twenties travelling aloaméourist from Germany, sunburnt and dusty. Theyelr

as far as Touws River, checked into a hotel; hentad slept with her. He remembers her long, wegs!

he remembers the softness of her hair, its fedidfieiness between his fingers.

In a sudden and soundless eruption, as if he Hies fato a waking dream, a stream of images pours
down, images of women he has known on two contmesame from so far away in time that he barely
recognizes them. Like leaves blown on the wind;-ipelll, they pass before him. A fair field full édlk:
hundreds of lives all tangled with his. He holds Iweath, willing the vision to continue.

What has happened to them, all those women, adkthives? Are there moments when they too, or some
of them, are plunged without warning into the ocememory? The German girl: is it possible that at
this very instant she is remembering the man wiskeal her up on the roadside in Africa and spent the
night with her?

Enriched: that was the word the newspapers picketbgeer at. A stupid word to let slip, under the
circumstances, yet now, at this moment, he wowdddsby it. By Melanie, by the girl in Touws Rivéay
Rosalind, Bev Shaw, Soraya: by each of them heemashed, and by the others too, even the least of
them, even the failures. Like a flower bloomindhia breast, his heart floods with thankfulness.

Where do moments like this come from? Hypnagogicdoubt; but what does that explain? If he is being
led, then what god is doing the leading?



The play is grinding on. They have come to the ppaimere Melanie gets her broom tangled in the atect
cord. A flash of magnesium, and the stage is sugiggunged into darkness. 'Jesus Christ, jou dorane
screeches the hairdresser.

There are twenty rows of seats between himselfMeldnie, but he hopes she can at this moment, @icros
space, smell him, smell his thoughts.

Something raps him lightly on the head, calling iiack to the world. A moment later another objétd f
past and hits the seat in front of him: a spitb&lbaper the size of a marble. A third hits hinthe neck.

He is the target, no doubt of that.

He is supposed to turn and glare. Who did that?sheupposed to bark. Or else stare stiffly ahead,
pretending not to notice.

A fourth pellet strikes his shoulder and bouncdse ihe air. The man in the next seat steals a pdzzl
glance.

On stage the action has progressed. Sidney thérésser is tearing open the fatal envelope andngad
aloud the landlord's ultimatum. They have until @émel of the month to pay the back rent, failing chhi
the Globe will have to close down. 'What are wangdb do?' laments Miriam the hair-washing woman.
'Sss,' comes a hiss from behind him, soft enouglorize heard at the front of the house. Sss.'

He turns, and a pellet catches him on the tempgbndihg against the back wall is Ryan, the boyffien
with the ear-ring and goatee. Their eyes meetféBsor Lurie!" whispers Ryan hoarsely. Outrageous
though his behaviour is, he seems quite at easgeTib a little smile on his lips.

The play goes on, but there is around him now anilefflurry of unrest. Sss,' hisses Ryan agaie. 'B
quiet!" exclaims the woman two seats away, dirgdierself at him, though he has uttered not a sound
There are five pairs of knees to fight past (Excowe .. . Excuse me'), cross looks, angry murmaring
before he can reach the aisle, find his way ougrgminto the windy, moonless night.

There is a sound behind him. He turns. The poira ofgarette glows: Ryan has followed him into the
parking lot.

'‘Are you going to explain yourself?' he snaps. Ya going to explain this childish behaviour?'

Ryan draws on his cigarette. ‘Only doing you a tawvprof. Didn't you learn your lesson?'

'What was my lesson?'

'Stay with your own kind.'

Your own kind: who is this boy to tell him who Higd are? What does he know of the force that drive
the utmost strangers into each other's arms, makieign kin, kind, beyond all prudence? Omnis gens
guaecumgque se in se pecere vult. The seed of giemerdriven to perfect itself, driving deep intioet
woman's body, driving to bring the future into lepiDrive, driven.

Ryan is speaking. Let her alone, man! Melanie sylt in your eye if she sees you.' He drops hiareitje,
takes a step closer. Under stars so bright onetrtiigik them on fire they face each other. 'Findrgelf
another life, prof. Believe me.’

He drives back slowly along the Main Road in GrBemt. Spit in your eye: he had not expected tHe.
hand on the steering wheel is trembling. The shoélexistence: he must learn to take them moreHigh
The streetwalkers are out in numbers; at a tréifflt one of them catches his eye, a tall girl imiaute
black leather skirt. Why not, he thinks, on thightiof revelations?

They park in a cul-de-sac on the slopes of Sigrithl Fhe girl is drunk or perhaps on drugs: he gt
nothing coherent out of her. Nonetheless, she deework on him as well as he could expect. Aftedsa
she lies with her face in his lap, resting. Sheasnger than she had seemed under the streetlights,
younger even than Melanie. He lays a hand on had.h€he trembling has ceased. He feels drowsy,
contented; also strangely protective.

So this is all it takes!, he thinks. How could kehave forgotten it?

Not a bad man but not good either. Not cold buthwdf even at his hottest. Not by the measure ofsee

not even by the measure of Byron. Lacking in fidll that be the verdict on him, the verdict of the
universe and its all-seeing eye?



The girl stirs, sits up. 'Where are you taking ngf@ mumbles. 'I'm taking you back to where | found
you.'

TWENTY-TWO

HE STAYS IN contact with Lucy by telephone. In thebnversations she is at pains to assure himathat
is well on the farm, he to give the impression thatdoes not doubt her. She is hard at work in the
flowerbeds, she tells him, where the spring cropo® in bloom. The kennels are reviving. She has tw
dogs on full board and hopes of more. Petrus iy ath his house, but not too busy to help out. The
Shaws are frequent visitors. No, she does not meecty.

But something in Lucy's tone nags at him. He teteygls Bev Shaw. 'You are the only person | can ask,’
he says. 'How is Lucy, truthfully?'

Bev Shaw is guarded. 'What has she told you?'

'She tells me that everything is fine. But she sisufike a zombie. She sounds as if she is on
tranquillizers. Is she?'

Bev Shaw evades the question. However, she sayd slee seems to be picking her words carefully -
there have been “developments'.

‘What developments?'

'| can't tell you, David. Don't make me. Lucy withve to tell you herself '

He calls Lucy. 'l must make a trip to Durban," bgss lying. 'There is the possibility of a job. Miagtop

off for a day or two?'

"Has Bev been speaking to you?'

'‘Bev has nothing to do with it. May | come?"

He flies to Port Elizabeth and hires a car. Tworkdater he turns off the road on to the track thatls to
the farm, Lucy's farm, Lucy's patch of earth.

Is it his earth too? It does not feel like his balespite the time he has spent here, it feetsdikoreign
land.

There have been changes. A wire fence, not paatigukkilfully erected, now marks the boundary
between Lucy's property and Petrus's. On Petriggsgsaze a pair of scrawny heifers. Petrus's hbase
become a reality. Grey and featureless, it stamdsaro eminence east of the old farmhouse; in the
mornings, he guesses, it must cast a long shadow.

Lucy opens the door wearing a shapeless smockniiutt as well be a nightdress. Her old air of brisk
good health is gone. Her complexion is pasty, sttentot washed her hair. Without warmth she rethiss
embrace. 'Come in,' she says. 'l was just makiag te

They sit together at the kitchen table. She poeas passes him a packet of ginger snaps. 'Tellboeta
the Durban offer,' she says.

“That can wait. | am here, Lucy, because | am ameckabout you. Are you all right?'

'I'm pregnant.’

'You are what?'

'I'm pregnant.'

"From whom? From that day?"

"From that day.'

'I don't understand. | thought you took care ofat) and your GP.

‘No.'

'What do you mean, no? You mean you didn't take ofit?'

'| have taken care. | have taken every reasonaiéeshort of what you are hinting at. But | am Ima¢ing

an abortion. That is something | am not preparegbtthrough with again.'



'| didn't know you felt that way. You never told mpeu did not believe in abortion. Why should thbesa
guestion of abortion anyway? | thought you took @vr

"This has nothing to do with belief. And | neveidsitook Ovral.’

'You could have told me earlier. Why did you keefpam me?'

'‘Because | couldn't face one of your eruptions.ifavcan't run my life according to whether or you
like what | do. Not any more. You behave as if gtling | do is part of the story of your life. Yaue the
main character, | am a minor character who doesake an appearance until halfway through. Well,
contrary to what you think, people are not dividiei major and minor. | am not minor. | have a lifie
my own, just as important to me as yours is to ymd, in my life | am the one who makes the decslon
An eruption? Is this not an eruption in its owrhtf® 'That's enough, Lucy," he says, taking her la@nolss
the table. 'Are you telling me you are going todnghe child?'

'Yes.'

‘A child from one of those men?"'

'Yes.'

‘Why?'

'‘Why? | am a woman, David. Do you think | hate d@réh? Should | choose against the child because of
who its father is?'

‘It has been known. When are you expecting it?'

'‘May. The end of May.'

‘And your mind is made up?'

'Yes.'

‘Very well. This has come as a shock to me, | cemfbut | will stand by you, whatever you decideer®e

is no question about that. Now | am going to takeal. We can talk again later.’

Why can they not talk now? Because he is shakeralge there is a risk that he too might erupt.

She is not prepared, she says, to go through wibdin. Therefore she has had an abortion befftae.
would never have guessed it. When could it havad&ghile she was still living at home? Did Rosalind
know, and was he kept in the dark?

The gang of three. Three fathers in one. Rapidteerahan robbers, Lucy called them - rapists cum
taxgatherers roaming the area, attacking womerlgit their violent pleasures. Well, Lucy was wgon
They were not raping, they were mating. It was the& pleasure principle that ran the show but the
testicles, sacs bulging with seed aching to pertself. And now, lo and behold, the child! Alreallg is
calling it the child when it is no more than a woimrhis daughter's womb. What kind of child candsee
like that give life to, seed driven into the womaot in love but in hatred, mixed chaotically, metmsoil
her, to mark her, like a dog's urine?

A father without the sense to have a son: is this h is all going to end, is this how his linegeing to
run out, like water dribbling into the earth? Whould have thought it! A day like any other day,atle
skies, a mild sun, yet suddenly everything is cledngtterly changed!

Standing against the wall outside the kitchen,rgdnis face in his hands, he heaves and heaves and
finally cries.

He installs himself in Lucy's old room, which shashot taken back. For the rest of the afternoon he
avoids her, afraid he will come out with somethiagh.

Over supper there is a new revelation. 'By the g says, 'the boy is back.'

‘The boy?'

'Yes, the boy you had the row with at Petrus'sypéie is staying with Petrus, helping him. His namne
Pollux.'

'Not Mncedisi? Not Ngabayakhe? Nothing unpronoubleggust Pollux?'

'P-O-L-L-U-X. And David, can we have some religdrr that terrible irony of yours?'

'l don't know what you mean.'

'Of course you do. For years you used it againstmmen | was a child, to mortify me. You can't have
forgotten. Anyway, Pollux turns out to be a brotb&Petrus's wife's. Whether that means a reahbrdt
don't know. But Petrus has obligations toward Hamily obligations.'



'So it all begins to come out. And now young Pollaturns to the scene of the crime and we mustuaeha
as if nothing has happened.’

'Don't get indignant, David, it doesn't help. Aatiog to Petrus, Pollux has dropped out of schodl an
can't find a job. I just want to warn you he isward. | would steer clear of him if | were you. Ispect
there is something wrong with him. But | can't artdien off the property, it's not in my power.'
'‘Particularly - ' He does not finish the sentence.

'Particularly what? Say it.'

'Particularly when he may be the father of thedchibu are carrying. Lucy, your situation is becognin
ridiculous, worse than ridiculous, sinister. | ddmiow how you can fail to see it. | plead with ydeave
the farm before it is too late. It's the only s#émag left to do.’

'Stop calling it the farm, David. This is not arfarit's just a piece of land where | grow thingse both
know that. But no, I'm not giving it up.'

He goes to bed with a heavy heart. Nothing hasgddbetween Lucy and himself, nothing has healed.
They snap at each other as if he has not been atvedly

It is morning. He clambers over the new-built fenBetrus's wife is hanging washing behind the old
stables. 'Good morning,' he says. 'Molo. I'm logKior Petrus.'

She does not meet his eyes, but points languielgrd the building site. Her movements are slowyhea
Her time is near: even he can see that.

Petrus is glazing windows. There is a long pal@fegreetings that ought to be gone through, bushie

no mood for it. 'Lucy tells me the boy is back agaie says. 'Pollux. The boy who attacked her.'

Petrus scrapes his knife clean, lays it down. &4ay relative,' he says, rolling the r. 'Now | mtedt him

to go away because of this thing that happened?'

'You told me you did not know him. You lied to me.’

Petrus sets his pipe between his stained teetlswic vigorously. Then he removes the pipe andsgive
wide smile. 'l lie," he says. 'l lie to you.' Hecks again. Tor why must | lie to you?'

'Don't ask me, ask yourself, Petrus. Why do yov lie

The smile has vanished. 'You go away, you come hgein -why?' He stares challengingly. "You have no
work here. You come to look after your child. laleok after my child.’

"Your child? Now he is your child, this Pollux?'

'Yes. He is a child. He is my family, my people.’

So that is it. No more lies. My people. As nakedamswer as he could wish. Well, Lucy is his people.
'You say it is bad, what happened,' Petrus consinuialso say it is bad. It is bad. But it is §ihi' He takes
the pipe from his mouth, stabs the air vehemenitlly the stem. 'It is finish.'

‘It is not finished. Don't pretend you don't knowat | mean. It is not finished. On the contrarysijust
beginning. It will go on long after | am dead arwliyare dead.'

Petrus stares reflectively, not pretending he dudsunderstand. 'He will marry her,' he says dt lake
will marry Lucy, only he is too young, too younghie marry. He is a child still.'

‘A dangerous child. A young thug. A jackal boy.'

Petrus brushes aside the insults. 'Yes, he isdoog; too young. Maybe one day he can marry, but no
now. | will marry.'

'You will marry whom?'

‘| will marry Lucy.'

He cannot believe his ears. So this is it, thatliat all the shadow-boxing was for: this bid, thiew!
And here stands Petrus foursquare, puffing on g\ pipe, waiting for a response.

'You will marry Lucy," he says carefully. 'Explaia me what you mean. No, wait, rather don't explain
This is not something | want to hear. This is n@ivtwe do things.'

We: he is on the point of saying, We Westerners.

'Yes, | can see, | can see,’ says Petrus. He isvebschuckling. 'But | tell you, then you tellucy. Then

it is over, all this badness.’

'‘Lucy does not want to marry. Does not want to gnarman. It is not an option she will considerah't
make myself clearer than that. She wants to liveolas life.’



'Yes, | know,' says Petrus. And perhaps he doethé&now. He would be a fool to underestimate Betru
'‘But here', says Petrus, 'it is dangerous, tooefaug. A woman must be marry.'

' tried to handle it lightly," he tells Lucy afteards. 'Though | could hardly believe what | waarirgy. It
was blackmail pure and simple.’
‘It wasn't blackmail. You are wrong about thatopk you didn't lose your temper.'
'‘No, | didn't lose my temper. | said | would relhis offer, that's all. |1 said | doubted you would b
interested.’
'‘Were you offended?’
'‘Offended at the prospect of becoming Petrus'sefatilaw? No. | was taken aback, astonished,
dumbfounded, but no, not offended, give me crextitliat.'
'‘Because, | must tell you, this is not the firatdi Petrus has been dropping hints for a while ridwat |
would find it altogether safer to become part f é@stablishment. It is not a joke, not a threatsétne
level he is serious.'
'I have no doubt that in some sense he is serfidesquestion is, in what sense? Is he aware thaay® .

o
'You mean, is he aware of my condition? | havetalat him. But | am sure his wife and he will havat p
two and two together.'
'‘And that won't make him change his mind?'
‘Why should it? It will make me all the more pattloe family. In any event, it is not me he is aftee is
after the farm. The farm is my dowry.’
"But this is preposterous, Lucy! He is already nealrIn fact, you told me there are two wives. Hoan
you even contemplate it?'
'I don't believe you get the point, David. Petrasnbt offering me a church wedding followed by a
honeymoon on the Wild Coast. He is offering araaltie, a deal. | contribute the land, in returrvibich
| am allowed to creep in under his wing. Otherwlse wants to remind me, | am without protectioatl
fair game.’
'‘And that isn't blackmail? What about the persaidg? Is there no personal side to the offer?'
‘Do you mean, would Petrus expect me to sleep Wiiti? I'm not sure that Petrus would want to sleep
with me, except to drive home his message. Buthddrank, no, | don't want to sleep with Petrus.
Definitely not.'
‘Then we need not discuss it any further. Shalbrivey your decision to Petrus - that his offer & n
accepted, and | won't say why?'
‘No. Wait. Before you get on your high horse witbtrgs, take a moment to consider my situation
objectively. Objectively | am a woman alone. | hangebrothers. | have a father, but he is far away a
anyhow powerless in the terms that matter herewfiom can | turn for protection, for patronage? To
Ettinger? It is just a matter of time before EtBngs found with a bullet in his back. Practicadlyeaking,
there is only Petrus left. Petrus may not be anag but he is big enough for someone small like Amel
at least | know Petrus. | have no illusions abaot. h know what | would be letting myself in for.'
‘Lucy, | am in the process of selling the houseCape Town. | am prepared to send you to Holland.
Alternatively | am prepared to give you whateveuywed to set yourself up again somewhere safar tha
here. Think about it.'
It is as if she has not heard him. 'Go back touBétshe says. 'Propose the following. Say | achipt
protection. Say he can put out whatever storyKeslabout our relationship and | won't contradiot. Hf
he wants me to be known as his third wife, so bAdthis concubine, ditto. But then the child beesm
his too. The child becomes part of his family. As the land, say | will sign the land over to himlang
as the house remains mine. | will become a termamisland.’
‘A bywoner.'
'A bywoner. But the house remains mine, | repeat. tho one enters this house without my permission.
Including him. And | keep the kennels.’
'It's not workable, Lucy. Legally it's not workabMou know that.'



"Then what do you propose?'

She sits in her housecoat and slippers with yesyésdewspaper on her lap. Her hair hangs lankjsshe
overweight in a slack, unhealthy way. More and nebre has begun to look like one of those women who
shuffle around the corridors of nursing homes wéisyg to themselves. Why should Petrus bother to
negotiate? She cannot last: leave her alone adiddrcourse she will fall like rotten fruit.

‘I have made my proposal. Two proposals.’

‘No, I'm not leaving. Go to Petrus and tell him whhave said. Tell him | give up the land. Telirhthat

he can have it, title deed and all. He will lovatth

There is a pause between them.

'How humiliating," he says finally. 'Such high hepand to end like this.’

'Yes, | agree, it is humiliating. But perhaps tisah good point to start from again. Perhaps thathat |
must learn to accept. To start at ground levelhWithing. Not with nothing but. With nothing. Nards,

no weapons, no property, no rights, no dignity.'

‘Like a dog.'

'Yes, like a dog.'

TWENTY-THREE

IT IS MID-MORNING. He has been out, taking the lolaly Katy for a walk. Surprisingly, Katy has kept
up with him, either because he is slower than leeforbecause she is faster. She snuffles and pants
much as ever, but this no longer seems to irrfiate

As they approach the house he notices the boyritbevhom Petrus called my people, standing with his
face to the back wall. At first he thinks he isnating; then he realizes he is peering in through t
bathroom window, peeping at Lucy.

Katy has begun to growl, but the boy is too absibtioegpay heed. By the time he turns they are upon h
The flat of his hand catches the boy in the fateu 'swine!' he shouts, and strikes him a second,tsn
that he staggers. "You filthy swine!"

More startled than hurt, the boy tries to run, toigls over his own feet. At once the dog is upan.hier
teeth close over his elbow; she braces her foreladgugs, growling. With a shout of pain he tteegull
free. He strikes out with a fist, but his blowskdorce and the dog ignores them.

The word still rings in the air: Swine! Never hasfhlt such elemental rage. He would like to ghe boy
what he deserves: a sound thrashing. Phraseslithi kife he has avoided seem suddenly just agplak:r
Teach him a lesson, Show him his place. So thighit it is like, he thinks! This is what it is like be a
savage! He gives the boy a good, solid kick, sblibaprawls sideways. Pollux! What a name!

The dog changes position, mounting the boy's badyging grimly at his arm, ripping his shirt. Theyb
tries to push her off, but she does not budgeyérga ya ya!' he shouts in pain. 'l will kill yote shouts.
Then Lucy is on the scene. 'Katy!" she commands.

The dog gives her a sidelong glance but does reot.ob

Falling to her knees, Lucy grips the dog's cokbmeaking softly and urgently. Reluctantly the delgases
her grip.

‘Are you all right?' she says.

The boy is moaning with pain. Snot is running frbis nostrils. 'l will kill you!" he heaves. He segion
the point of crying.

Lucy folds back his sleeve. There are score-maiks fthe dog's fangs; as they watch, pearls of blood
emerge on the dark skin.

‘Come, let us go and wash it,' she says. The beksdn the snot and tears, shakes his head.

Lucy is wearing only a wrapper. As she rises, tshslips loose and her breasts are bared.



The last time he saw his daughter's breasts they thhe demure rosebuds of a six-year-old. Now #drey
heavy, rounded, almost milky. A stillness falls. ldestaring; the boy is staring too, unashamedbgeR
wells up in him again, clouding his eyes.

Lucy turns away from the two of them, covers hdrdnla single quick movement the boy scrambles to
his feet and dodges out of range. 'We will kill yalll' he shouts. He turns; deliberately tramplihg
potato bed, he ducks under the wire fence andatstteward Petrus's house. His gait is cocky onmem
though he still nurses his arm.

Lucy is right. Something is wrong with him, wrong his head. A violent child in the body of a young
man. But there is more,

some angle to the business he does not under$iérad.is Lucy up to, protecting the boy?

Lucy speaks. 'This can't go on, David. | can cofib Retrus and his aanhangers, | can cope with lyatu,

| can't cope with all of you together.'

'He was staring at you through the window. Are gauare of that?'

'He is disturbed. A disturbed child.'

'Is that an excuse? An excuse for what he did t®ybucy's lips move, but he cannot hear what alge.s

‘| don't trust him," he goes on. 'He is shifty. isldike a jackal sniffing around, looking for miseh In the
old days we had a word for people like him. DeftieMentally deficient. Morally deficient. He shoube

in an institution.’'

‘That is reckless talk, David. If you want to thililke that, please keep it to yourself. Anyway, whau
think of him is beside the point. He is here, hentvdisappear in a puff of smoke, he is a facifef'IShe
faces him squarely, squinting into the sunlighttykdlumps down at her feet, panting lightly, plehagth
herself; with her achievements. 'David, we can'pbgdike this. Everything had settled down, eveirygh
was peaceful again, until you came back. | musehaeace around me. | am prepared to do anything,
make any sacrifice, for the sake of peace.’

'And | am part of what you are prepared to sa@#icShe shrugs. 'l didn't say it, you said it.'

Then I'll pack my bags.'

Hours after the incident his hand still tinglesnfrthe blows. When he thinks of the boy and hisatsehe
seethes with anger. At the same time, he is ashafmeithself. He condemns himself absolutely. He has
taught no one a lesson - certainly not the boyhAalhas done is to estrange himself further fromyLtle

has

shown himself to her in the throes of passion, @dedrly she does not like what she sees.

He ought to apologize. But he cannot. He is nolvatild seem, in control of himself. Something about
Pollux sends him into a rage: his ugly, opaquéelitlyes, his insolence, but also the thought ikatd
weed he has been allowed to tangle his roots witty land Lucy's existence.

If Pollux insults his daughter again, he will s&ikim again. Du musst dein Leben andern!: you must
change your life. Well, he is too old to heed, tdd to change. Lucy may be able to bend to the éstp
he cannot, not with honour.

That is why he must listen to Teresa. Teresa mathédast one left who can save him. Teresa is past
honour. She pushes out her breasts to the supiaygthe banjo in front of the servants and dat<are

if they smirk. She has immortal longings, and sihgslongings. She will not be dead.

He arrives at the clinic just as Bev Shaw is legvifhey embrace, tentative as strangers. Hardlieviee
they once lay naked in each other's arms.

'Is this just a visit or are you back for a whilsf?e asks.

‘I am back for as long as is necessary. But | wman'staying with Lucy. She and | aren't hittingfit | am
going to find a room for myself in town.'

‘I'm sorry. What is the problem?’

'‘Between Lucy and myself? Nothing, | hope. Nothingt can't be fixed. The problem is with the people
she lives among. When | am added in, we becomentnty. Too many in too small a space. Like spiders
in a bottle.'



An image comes to him from the Inferno: the grearsh of Styx, with souls boiling up in it like
mushrooms. Vedi I'anime di color cui vine l'ira.uBoovercome with anger, gnawing at each

other. A punishment fitted to the crime.

'You are talking about that boy who has moved ithwietrus. | must say | don't like the look of hiBut

as long as Petrus is there, surely Lucy will beight. Perhaps the time has come, David, for yostand
back and let Lucy work out solutions for herselfomMén are adaptable. Lucy is adaptable. And she is
young. She lives closer to the ground than younTéither of us.'

Lucy adaptable? That is not his experience. 'Yoepkielling me to stand back,' he says. 'If | hasbdt
back from the beginning, where would Lucy be now?'

Bev Shaw is silent. Is there something about hiat Bev Shaw can see and he cannot? Because animals
trust her, should he trust her too, to teach hilesson? Animals trust her, and she uses that toust
liquidate them. What is the lesson there?

'If | were to stand back," he stumbles on, 'andeso@w disaster were to take place on the farm, how
would | be able to live with myself?'

She shrugs. 'Is that the question, David?' sheqskdy.

'I don't know. | don't know what the question iy amore. Between Lucy's generation and mine a gurtai
seems to have fallen. I didn't even notice whéeillit

There is a long silence between them.

'‘Anyway," he continues, 'l can't stay with Lucy, Isam looking for a room. If you happen to hear of
anything in Grahamstown, let me know. What | maicdyne to say is that | am available to help at the
clinic.'

That will be handy,' says Bev Shaw.

From a friend of Bill Shaw's he buys a half-tonkpig, for which he pays with a cheque for R woo and
another cheque for R7000 postdated to the enceahtimth.

'‘What do you plan to use it for?' says the man.

‘Animals. Dogs."'

'You will need rails on the back, so that they wamhp out. | know someone who can fit rails fouyo

'‘My dogs don't jump."'

According to its papers the truck is twelve yedds but the engine sounds smooth enough. And anyway
he tells himself, it does not have to last for elathing has to last for ever.

Following up an advertisement in Grocott's Mail,Hiees a room in a house near the hospital. Hesgive
his name as Lourie, pays a month's rent in advaalig his landlady he is in Grahamstown for outet
treatment. He does not say what the treatment i®in knows she thinks it is cancer.

He is spending money like water. No matter.

At a camping shop he buys an immersion heater adl gas stove, an aluminium pot. Carrying themaup t
his room, he meets his landlady on the stairs.déf€t allow cooking in the rooms, Mr Lourie,' slays.

'In case of fire, you know.'

The room is dark, stuffy, overfurnished, the magreumpy. But he will get used to it, as he hasuyed

to other things.

There is one other boarder, a retired schooltea@iey exchange greetings over breakfast, forgsedo

not speak. After breakfast he leaves for the climid spends the day there, every day, Sundaysadtiu
The clinic, more than the boarding-house, beconefidme. In the bare compound behind the building
he makes a nest of sorts, with a table and anroldlair from the Shaws and a beach umbrella to keep
off the worst of the sun. He brings in the gas sttty make tea or warm up canned food: spaghetti and
meatballs, snoek and onions. Twice a day he fdedaimals; he cleans out their pens and occagjonal
talks to them; otherwise he reads or dozes or, Wigehas the premises to himself, picks out on lsucy’
banjo the music he will give to Teresa Guiccioli.

Until the child is born, this will be his life.



One morning he glances up to see the faces of litileeboys peering at him over the concrete wik.
rises from his seat; the dogs start barking; theslolvop down and scamper off whooping with excitetme
What a tale to tell back home: a mad old man wtwasnong the dogs singing to himself?

Mad indeed. How can he ever explain, to them, &ir tharents, to D Village, what Teresa and herrove
have done to deserve being brought back to thisd®or

TWENTY-FOUR

IN HER WHITE nightdress Teresa stands at the bedraindow. Her eyes are closed. It is the darkest
hour of the night: she breathes deeply, breathirtge rustle of the wind, the belling of the budlis.

‘Che vuol dir," she sings, her voice barely abowheper - "Che vuol dir questa solitudine immen&d?

io,' she sings - 'che Sono?'

Silence. The solitudine immensa offers no replyeriethe trio in the corner are quiet as dormice.

'‘Come!" she whispers. '‘Come to me, | plead, my BYyr8he opens her arms wide, embracing the
darkness, embracing what it will bring.

She wants him to come on the wind, to wrap himaedfind her, to bury his face in the hollow between
her breasts. Alternatively she wants him to aravethe dawn, to appear on the horizon as a sun-god
casting the glow of his warmth upon her. By any nseat all she wants him back.

Sitting at his table in the dog-yard, he harkenthésad, swooping curve of Teresa's plea as stfeoats

the darkness. This is a bad time of the month fre3a, she is sore, she has not slept a wink,sshe i
haggard with longing. She wants to be rescued -flloenpain, from the summer heat, from the Villa
Gamba, from her father's bad temper, from evergthin

From the chair where it rests she picks up the wiamdCradling it like a child, she returns to thadow.
Plink-plunk goes the mandolin in her arms, softly,as not to wake her father. Plink-plunk squavales t
banjo in the desolate yard in Africa.

Just something to dabble at, he had said to Rasalifie. The opera is not a hobby, not any mote. |
consumes him night and day.

Yet despite occasional good moments, the truthasByron in Italy is going nowhere. There is nd@g

no development, just a long, halting cantilena daitby Teresa into the empty air, punctuated now and
then with groans and sighs from Byron offstage. fihgband and the rival mistress are forgotten, tigh
as well not exist. The lyric impulse in him may @ dead, but after decades of starvation it cawlcr
forth from its cave only pinched, stunted, deformidd has not the musical resources, the resoufces o
energy, to raise Byron in Italy off the monotondtk on which it has been running since the stiaas
become the kind of work a sleepwalker might write.

He sighs. It would have been nice to be returniednphant to society as the author of an eccerittie |
chamber opera. But that will not be. His hopes nwgsinore temperate: that somewhere from amidst the
welter of sound there will dart up, like a bird,smgle authentic note of immortal longing. As for
recognizing it, he will leave that to the scholafshe future, if there are still scholars by thEor he will

not hear the note himself, when it comes, if it esmmhe knows too much about art and the wayst ab ar
expect that. Though it would have been nice foryliachear proof in her lifetime, and think a lithhetter

of him.

Poor Teresa! Poor aching girl! He has brought femkkfrom the grave, promised her another life, and
now he is failing her. He hopes she will find ithar heart to forgive him.

Of the dogs in the holding pens, there is one Isechene to feel

a particular fondness for. It is a young male wathwvithered left hindquarter which it drags behind i
Whether it was born like that he does not know.Miéitor has shown an interest in adopting it. ksied

of grace is almost over; soon it will have to suttmithe needle.



Sometimes, while he is reading or writing, he redsait from the pen and lets it frisk, in its gsgjee
way, around the yard, or snooze at his feet. mois'his' in any sense; he has been careful ngivoit a
name (though Bev Shaw refers to it as Driepootyertbeless, he is sensible of a generous affection
streaming out toward him from the dog. Arbitrariynconditionally, he has been adopted; the dog avoul
die for him, he knows.

The dog is fascinated by the sound of the banjoeMne strums the strings, the dog sits up, coeks it
head, listens. When he hums Teresa's line, antuimening begins to swell with feeling (it is as tigbu
his larynx thickens: he can feel the hammer of #loohis throat), the dog smacks its lips and seems
the point of singing too, or howling.

Would he dare to do that: bring a dog into the @jeglow it to loose its own lament to the heavens
between the strophes of lovelorn Teresa's? Why 8&otely, in a work that will never be performed, al
things are permitted?

On Saturday mornings, by agreement, he goes to iDoBguare to help Lucy at the market stall.
Afterwards he takes her out to lunch.

Lucy is slowing down in her movements. She has bdguvear a self-absorbed, placid look. She is not
obviously pregnant; but if he is picking up sighew much longer before the eagle-eyed daughters of
Grahamstown pick them up too?

'How is Petrus getting on?' he asks.

‘The house is finished, all but the ceilings arelglumbing. They are in the process of moving in.'

'‘And their child? Isn't the child just about due?'

'Next week. All very nicely timed.'

'Has Petrus dropped any more hints?'

'Hints?'

'‘About you. About your place in the scheme.'

'‘No.'

'Perhaps it will be different once the child' -thakes the faintest of gestures toward his daugtaegrd

her body - 'is born. It will be, after all, a chibdi this earth. They will not be able to deny that.

There is a long silence between them.

‘Do you love him yet?'

Though the words are his, from his mouth, theytlst&im.

The child? No. How could 1? But | will. Love wiljrow - one can trust Mother Nature for that. | am
determined to be a good mother, David. A good modmel a good person. You should try to be a good
person too.'

'| suspect it is too late for me. I'm just an @d kerving out my sentence. But you go ahead. Yowall

on the way.'

A good person. Not a bad resolution to make, itk tiares.

By unspoken agreement, he does not, for the timgbeome to his daughter's farm. Nonetheless, one
weekday he takes a drive along the Kenton roadetethe truck at the turnoff, and walks the resef
way, not following the track but striking out ouvée veld.

From the last hillcrest the farm opens out befane the old house, solid as ever, the stablespyBstnew
house, the old dam on which he can make out spkaksnust be the ducks and larger specks that Ineust
the wild geese, Lucy's visitors from afar.

At this distance the flowerbeds are solid blockscofour: magenta, carnelian, ash-blue. A season of
blooming. The bees must be in their seventh heaven.

Of Petrus there is no sign, nor of his wile or jaekal boy who runs with them. But Lucy is at work
among the flowers; and, as he picks his way dowrhthiside, he can see the bulldog too, a patdawh

on the path beside her.

He reaches the fence and stops. Lucy, with her tmabkm, has not yet noticed him. She is wearipzale
summer dress, boots, and a wide straw hat. Asegshover, clipping or pruning or tying, he can thee



milky, blue-veined skin and broad, vulnerable tamlof the backs of her knees: the least beaut#ttl gf

a woman's body, the least expressive, and therptteaps the most endearing.

Lucy straightens up, stretches, bends down ag#&d-Rabour; peasant tasks, immemorial. His daughte
is becoming a peasant.

Still she is not aware of him. As for the watchdthge watchdog appears to be snoozing.

So: once she was only a little tadpole in her m&haody, and now here she is, solid in her exggen
more solid than he has ever been. With luck shelagt a long time, long beyond him. When he isddea
she will, with luck, still be here doing her ordigdasks among the flowerbeds. And from within it
have issued another existence, that with luck mélfjust as solid, just as long-lasting. So it @il on, a
line of existences in which his share, his giftll\grow inexorably less and less, till it may aslwee
forgotten.

A grandfather. A Joseph. Who would have thoughtMbat pretty girl can he expect to be wooed intd be
with a grandfather? Softly he speaks her namey!Luc

She does not hear him.

What will it entail, being a grandfather? As a fatthe has not been much of a success, despitg tryin
harder than most. As a grandfather he will probalyre lower than average too. He lacks the virtifies
the old: equanimity, kindliness, patience. But

perhaps those virtues will come as other virtuestige virtue of passion, for instance. He must have
look again at Victor Hugo, poet of grandfatherhobdere may be things to learn.

The wind drops. There is a moment of utter stiknetich he would wish prolonged for ever: the gentl
sun, the stillness of midafternoon, bees busyfirld of flowers; and at the centre of the pictargoung
woman, das ewig Weibliche, lightly pregnant, inteaw sunhat. A scene ready-made for a Sargent or a
Bonnard. City boys like him; but even city boys aacognize beauty when they see it, can have their
breath taken away.

The truth is, he has never had much of an eyeui@ tife, despite all his reading in WordsworthotN
much of an eye for anything, except pretty girls avshere has that got him? Is it too late to edutad
eye?

He clears his throat. 'Lucy,' he says, more loudly.

The spell is broken. Lucy comes erect, half-tusnsiles. 'Hello,' she says. 'l didn't hear you.'

Katy raises her head and stares shortsightedlyisrdinection. He clambers through the fence. Katy
lumbers up to him, sniffs his shoes.

'Where is the truck?' asks Lucy. She is flushechfheer labours and perhaps a little sunburnt. Sblkslo
suddenly, the picture of health.

'| parked and took a walk.'

'‘Will you come in and have some tea?'

She makes the offer as if he were a visitor. Gdgltorship, visitation: a new footing, a new start

Sunday has come again. He and Bev Shaw are engaged of their sessions of Lésung. One by one he
brings in the cats, then the dogs: the old, thedblihe halt, the crippled, the maimed, but alsoybung,

the sound - all those whose term has come. One by

one Bev touches them, speaks to them, comforts, taedputs them away, then stands back and watches
while he seals up the remains in a black plastiouh

He and Bev do not speak. He has learned by nom frer, to concentrate all his attention on the ahim
they are killing, giving it what he no longer hafidulty in calling by its proper name: love.

He ties the last bag and takes it to the door. Tyvdmee. There is only the young dog left, the o
likes music, the one who, given half a chance, @alteady have lolloped after his comrades into the
clinic building, into the theatre with its zinc-jopd table where the rich, mixed smells still linger
including one he will not yet have met with in kife: the smell of expiration, the soft, short st the
released soul.

What the dog will not be able to work out (not imanth of Sundays! he thinks), what his nose woli n
tell him, is how one can enter what seems to berdimary room and never come out again. Something



happens in this room, something unmentionable: theresoul is yanked out of the body; briefly it ban
about in the air, twisting and contorting; thensitsucked away and is gone. It will be beyond Himg
room that is not a room but a hole where one leak®f existence.

It gets harder all the time, Bev Shaw once saiddéla yet easier too. One gets used to thingsngetti
harder; one ceases to be surprised that what osee &s hard as hard can be grows harder yet. e ca
save the young dog, if he wishes, for another wBek.a time must come, it cannot be evaded, when he
will have to bring him to Bev Shaw in her operatnogm (perhaps he will carry him in his arms, pecha
he will do that for him) and caress him and bruabkbthe fur so that the needle can find the veid, a
whisper to him and support him in the moment whmawilderingly, his legs buckle; and then, when the
soul is out, fold him up and pack him away in hag pand the next day wheel the bag into the flaanes
see that it is burnt, burnt up. He will do all tfat him when his time comes. It will be little ergh, less
than little: nothing.

He crosses the surgery. 'Was that the last?' ask$SBaw. 'One more.'

He opens the cage door. 'Come,' he says, bendss bgearms. The dog wags its crippled rear, shiffs
face, licks his cheeks, his lips, his ears. He amtising to stop it. 'Come.’

Bearing him in his arms like a lamb, he re-enthesgurgery. 'l thought you would save him for aroth
week," says Bev Shaw. 'Are you giving him up?'

'Yes, | am giving him up.’'



