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HE FIRST THING THE MIDWIFE NOTICED ABOUT MICHAEL K
when she heiped him out of his mother into the world
was that he had a hare lip. The lip curled like a snail’s
foot, the left nostril gaped. Obscuring the child for a moment
from its mother, she prodded open the tiny bud of a mouth and
was thankful to find the palate whole. L
. T the mother she said: *You should be happy, they bring luck
o the household.’ But from. the first Anna K did net like the
mouth that would not close and the living pink flesh it bared to
her. She shivered to think of what had been growin

g in her all
these months. The child could not suck from the breast and cried-

with hunger. She tried a bottley when it could not suck from the
bottle she fed it with a teaspoon, frewting with impatience when
it coughed and spluttered and cried. -

st will close up as he grows older;’ the midwife promised.
However, the lip did not close, ox did not close enough, nor did
the nose come straight. . . . o

She took the child with her to work and continued to take it
when it was no longer a baby. Because their smiles and whispers

turt her, she kept it away’ from other children. Year after year
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lengthened and the wind grew chilly. Unable to stand;, Anna K-
sat against -a wall with her legs before her like a beggarwoman
while Michael kept their place in the line. “When the bus came
there were no seats.- Michael held on to a rail and embraced-his
mother to keep her from- r:.nr_:m It was mqn o'¢clock ,Unmo:w ﬂrnw
arrived at-her room in-Sea Point, - : :

For eight years-Anna K had cnns nam_owmm as a manman ser-
vant by a retired hosiery manufacturer and his wife living in a
five-roomed flat in Sea Point overlooking the Atlantic Ocean. In
terms -of her contract she came in at nine in the morning and
stayed il eight at night, with a three-hour break in the afternocon.
She worked. alternately five and six.days-a week. She had-a fort=
night's paid holiday and -a.room of her ewn in the.block. The
wage was. fair, her employers were reasonable people, jobs were
hard to.come by, and Anna'K was not discontented: A yearago,
however, she had begun ro ‘experience. dizziness and tightness of
the chest when she bent down:-Then the dropsy had set.in. The
Buhrmanns kept her.on to do the.cooking; cut her pay by a third;.
and hired a younger woman for the housework..She was allowed
to stay -on-in her room, over which the. Buhrmanns- had the
disposal. The dropsy grew worse. For weeks before entering
hospital she had been: bedridden, unable to:work. mrn _E& in
dread of the end.of 'the Buhrmanns’ charity:.. - -

‘Her room under'the stairs of the Cote d’ Azur had vann Enmnmnm
for ait-conditioning equipment, which had never beeninstalled..
On-the doorwas a sign: 4 skull and crossed:bones painted inred,:
andunderneath the legend DANGER—GEVAAR—INGOZI. There was
no -electric light and no ventilation; the air was always musty.
Michael opened thé door for his mother, lit a candle; and stepped
outside while she prepared for bed. He spént this, the first evening
ofher return,~and every evening for the next week, with her: he

- watmed sop for:her on: the paraffin stove, saw to her-comfort

as.far:as-he-was. able, carried out necessary tasks, and :consoled
her:by .stroking. her .arms. when. she- fell into. one- of her fits of
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tears. One evening the buses from Sea Poirit did ot run at all
and he had to spend the night in' het room sleeping on the mat

‘with his'coat on. In the middle of the night he woke chilled' to

the bone. Unable to Emnv... unable to leave because of the curfew;

he sat m?ﬁnum on the nrmz. tilt n_mv.__mw.” while r_m Eoﬂrou mnom_unn_ :
and ‘shored.’

~Michael X did not like nvo wvwm_n& intimacy - that ..n_ﬁ long

evenings in the tiriy room: forced upon the twoof them. He found
the sight of his mother’s swollen'legs disturbing and turned his'
eyes away ‘when he had to ‘help-her out of‘bed. Her thighs and

armis were covered with scratch rharks (for a while she even wore

gloves at night). But he did' not shirk-any aspect of what'he saw

a5 his duty. The problem:that had exercised'him years'ago behind

the: bicycle shed ‘at Huis' Norenius, namely why he had been
brought irito- the world, ‘had- received ‘its answer: ‘he had been
brought into the world to-look after his mother. * .
Nothing that her son said could calm Anna K’s fear of what’
might Happen to hei if she lost'her room. Her'nights among the
dying in'the corridors of Somerset Hospital had brought it home
to her how indifferent the world ¢otld be to an old woman with
an-‘ansightly illness in-time of war. Unable to work; she saw'
heiself: withheld-from the ‘gutter only by the unreliable ‘good-
will of .Em:mnrnannnw. the dutifulness of a dull'son and, in the
last resort;-the! mmﬁnmm she rmmn ina handbag in a suitcase unt
der- her' bed, the new currency in o€ puirse, the- old currency;”
valueless now; thit she hiad been too suspicious-to nxn_umnmn ‘in.
another. e
*Thus whén Michael arrived one evening’ mwnmwﬁm of Fwomw in
Parks and Gardens; she tiegan to revolve in her'mind something.
she had hitherto only &_w ‘dreamed of: 2 praject of mz:aam a city:
that hield:little promise mou.. her and RE...E:m to the az_nnnn 8::..
tryside of her girdhood.” - s
AnniK had _unnn born ona farin inthie &w"nnn of Prince Ecn: .
Her father was not stéady; there was 2 problem with'drinking;-
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and in her early years they had 904&.?2.“— one mw:.s_ to m.uo%an..
Her mother had done laundry and worked in the various kitchens;
Anna had helped her. Later they had moved to the town of Os.aﬂ
shoorn, where for a while Anna went to school. After the birt

of her own first child she had come to Cape Hoé? There a._q»m
a second child, from another father, then a third one who died,
then Michael.-In Anna's memories the years before Qudtshoorn

remained the happiest of her life, a time of warmth and plenty.. .

She remembered sitting in the dust of the nE.nwg-E.a while the
chickens clucked and scratched; she remembered looking for .nmmm.
under bushes. Lying in bed in herairless room nrﬂ.osmr the winter
afternoons with rain dripping from the steps. outside, she mun».ﬁnw
of escaping from the careless violence, the packed wcmmm. a:.” moﬂ
queues, arrogant shopkeepers, thieves and _uo.mmma,. sirens in n.n_n
night, the curfew, the cold and wet, ».un_. returning to 2 countryside
where, if she was going t0 die, she would at least die under blue-
mwﬁw.ﬂrn plan she-outlined to Michael she m.mm not mention death
or ._&&..m. She proposed that he should quit Parks me Omﬁn:m
_unmonm he was laid -off and accompany her by- train to Prince
Albert, where she would hire a room while he looked for work
on a farm. If it happened that his quarters were large nsonmﬁ.ﬂ_.. she
would stay with him and keep. house;. if not, _.:m nos_.m visit rnn.
at.weekends. To prove her seriousness she had him bring out the
mc._wnm.....n from under the bed, and before his eyes nocannnm out .mrn
purseful of new: notes which, she said, she had been putting aside
for this purpose. . .
.mrn_.oann_n&_?mnrm&, to ask how she could believe that a small
country town would take to its bosom two ‘strangers, one of
them. an,old woman in bad health. She had even prepared an
ﬁ.mému.ww:n, not for an instant did Michael doub her. Just as he
had believed through all the years in Huis Norenius that his mother
had left him.there for.a reason which, if at first dark, would in
.nrm_.o_mm. become clear, so now he accepted without question the
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wisdom of her plan for them. He saw, not the banknotes spread
out on the quilt, but in his mind’s eye 2 whitewashed cottage in
the broad veld with smoke curling from its chimney,. and standing
at the front door his mother, smiling and well, ready to welcome
him home at the end of a long day. .
Michael did not report for work the next morning. With his
mother’s money stuffed in two wads into his socks, he made his
way to the railway station and the main-line booking office. Here
the clerk told him that, while he would happily sell him two
n._orma to Prince Albert or the nearest point to it on the line (‘Prince
Albert or Prince Alfred?’ he asked), K should not expect to board
a train without both a seat reservation and a permit to leave the
proclaimed Cape Peninsula police area. The earliest reservation
he could give him would be for the eighteenth of August, two
months away; as for the permit, that could be obtained only from
the police. K pleaded for an earlier departure, but in vain: the
state of his mother’s health did not constitute special grounds,

the clerk told him; on the contrary, he would advise him not.to~
mention her condition at all. _

From the station K went to Caledon Square and stood for two
hours in a queue behind a woman with a whimpering baby. He
was. given two sets of forms, one set for his mother, one for
himself. *Pin the train reservations to the blue forms, take them
to room E-s,’ said the policewoman at the. desk. _

When it rained Anna K pushed an old towel against the bottom
of the door to keep water from seeping in. The room smelled of
Dettol and talcum powder. ‘I feel like a toad under 2 stone living
here,’ she whispered, ‘I can't wait till August.’ She covered her
face and lay in silence. After a while K found that he could not
breathe, He went to the corner shop. There was no bread, ‘No
bread, no milk,’ said the assistant—'come tomorrow.” He bought
biscuits and condensed milk, then stood under-the awning watch-
ing the rain fall. The next day he took the forms to room E-3.
Permits would be mailed in'due course, they told him, after the
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applications had been seen and approved by the police in Prince
Albért. e : _ : o

-He wentback to De Waal Park and was told, ashe had expected,
that he was to be paid off at the end of the month. ‘It doesn’t
matter,” he told the foreman— we are leaving anyhow, my mother
and 1" He remembered his mother’s Visits t0’ Huis ' Norenius.
Sometimes she had brovght marshmallows, sometirhes-chocolate
biscuits, They had watked together on the ‘playing-field; then’
gone to the -hall for tea: On visiting ‘days the boys wore theit’
khaki best and their brown saridals. Some of the boys did not
have parents, of Had been forgotten. ‘My .@ﬂ#ﬂ. is’ déad, my
mothetis working,’ he Had said in respect of himself."

- He made 2 néstof ushions and blankets in the corner-of the-
room and sperit the’ evenings sitting ‘in the dark listening to his
miother breathé. She was sleeping rmore and more. Sometimes he
oo feli asleep where he sat; and missed the bus. He would wake’
in the :...o_.dmu.m..ﬁmnr,.mhrnumunrnwﬁcnwﬂm the day he wandered
about the streets. Everything was suspended while they waited
for the permits, which did not come. =~ " R

+ Barly'one Sunday morning he visited De Waal Park and broke
the lock on-the shed’ whete the gardeners kept their equipment.-
He took: tiand:tools and'a wheelbarrow, which he nEu&mm back
co-Séa Point, Working in the alley behind the flats, hie broke up
an old ‘crate and knocked together 2 platform two-feet square,
with a ‘raised back,’ which he lashed to’the: wheelbatrow with
wire. Then he tried to coax his mother out for a ride. “The air
will do*you good,’ he said. “No ohe will see; mn.m_mmnn_ five, the
it isempty:* ‘Péople can see from the flats;’ she replied: ‘T'm

. _...._o_a..,q&w#.im..nﬂ%w&m into aspectacle.’ The next day she ﬂ&m_..,.ﬂna.
Wearing her hat andcoat and slippers, she shuffled ott irito’ the’
- gréy late afternodn arid sllowed: Michdel to settle her in the'bar-

+ow  He. wheeled her across Beach Road ‘and -on'to the ;paved

._..wmomwnmumm. along the seafront. There was no one¢ about bist an

oldconple walking a dog."Anna K held stiffly to the sides of the
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platform, breathing in the cold sea air, while her son .érnnﬁm her
a hundred yards along the promenade, stopped o allow her to
watch the waves- breaking on the tocks, wheeled her another
hundred yatds, stopped again,’ then wheeled her back. He was’
disconcerted to find how -heavy she was and how-unstable the -
barrow. There was a rothent when it tipped-and nearly ‘spilled
her. “It does you good to get fresh- air in your lungs,’ be said.
The next afternoon it was raining and’ they stayed indoots.

He thought of building 2 kand-cart with a ox as body mounted
on a'pair of bicycle wheels, but-could not think where to'find an
agle, o e SR T

Then Jaté one afternoon in the last week of June a military jeep
travelling:down'Beach Road at high speed struck a youth crossing
the toad; hurling him back among the-vehicles parked'at the
curbsidé, "Thé jeep itsélf swerved off and ¢ame to°a’halt'on the
ovérgrown lawns outside the Céte d’Azur, where its two occu-
pants weré confronted by the youth’s angry comipanions. Theré
was a fight, and a cfowd soon gathéred. Parked cirs were smashed
open .wnm.u.nw:&.wwduamm_mm_anummno.. the' street. Sirens announced
the ‘curfew and were ighored. An ambulance that arrived with a
motortycle escort turned ibout short of the barriér and raced off,’
chased by a hail of stones.- Then froni thie bilcony of ‘a fourth-
floor flat a miaii began'to fire revolver shots. Amid ‘screaffis the’
crowd dashed for cover, spreading into the wmmorm&:m uw.uw.ﬁm_.nm__n,.
blocks; nu.&:m;&Oﬁmq%w,n%mmanm.._uoam&:m.._suau..mocnw, break-'
ing' windows and lights. The man with'the revolvér was hauled'
from his hiding-place, kicked into insensibility, and tossed down
to the pavement. Some Tesidents of the flats chose to cower i
the dark behind locked doors, others fled int the strects. A wornan,
trapped-at the end 'of 2 no.u.mmo.u.__.._.rmm,rmw ‘clothes totn féomi her
body; somieone slipped on'a fire escape and broke an‘anklé; Doors’

wefe beaten' down'and flats ransacked. Tn' the flit immediately
above ?_y.m.m. K’s room, looters tore ‘down curtains, heaped cloth-
ing on thé floor, broké furniture, anid lit a fire, which, though it’
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did not spread, sent out dense clouds of smoke. On the lawns
outside the Céte d’Azur, the Cote d'Or and the Copacabana a
constantly growing mob, some with piles of stolen goodsat their
feet, hurled stones:from the rockery gardens through the great
seafront windows till not a pane was left intact.

A police van' with a flashing blue light drew up on the prom-
enade fifty yards away. There was a burst of fire from a machine-
pistol, and from behind the barricade of cars answeting shots.
The van backed precipitately away, while amid screams and shouts
the crowd retreated down Beach Road. It was another twenty,
minutes, and darkness had fallen, before police and riot troops
arrived in force. Floor by floor they occupied the affected blocks,
encountering no resistance from an enemy who fled down, back
alleys. One looter, 2 woman who did not run fast enough, was
shot dead. From streets all around the police picked up abandoned
goods which they stacked on the lawns. There, late into the night,
the folk of the flats searched by flashlight to recover their own.
At Ewmu.mmrr when the operation was about to be declared con-
cluded, a rioter with a bullet through- his lung. was discovered
huddled in an unlit angle of a passageway in a block further down
the road and taken away. Guards were posted for the night and
the main force retired. In the early hours of the morning the wind
rose and heavy rain began to. fall, beating through the broken
windows of the Céte d'Azur, the Céte d’Or, the Copacabana,
as well as of the Egremont and the Malibu Heights, which had
hitherto. offered a sheltered prospect- of the east-west shipping
Janes around the Cape -of Good Hope, whipping the curtains,
soaking the carpets, and in some cases flooding the floors.

‘Throughout these events Anna K and her son huddled quiet

as mice in their room beneath the stairs, not stirring. even when

they smelled the smoke, even when heavy boots stamped past
and a hand rattled the locked door. They could not guess that
the tumult, the screams, the shots and the sound of breaking glass
were cotifined to a few adjoining blocks: as they sat side by side
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on the bed, barely daring to whisper, the conviction grew in them
that the real war had come to Sea Point and found them out. Till
long after midnight, when his mother at last dozed off, Michael
sat with his ears pricked, staring at the strip of grey light under,
the door, breathing very quietly. When his mother began to snore
he gripped her shoulder to make her stop. . :
Thus, sitting upright with his back to the wall, he finally fell
asleep. When he awoke the light under the door was brighter.
He unlocked the door and crept out. The passage was littered
with glass. At the entrance to the block two helmeted soldiers
sat in deckchairs with their backs to him, gazing out at the rain
and the grey sea. K slipped back into his mother’s room and went
to.sleep on the mat, o _ .
Later that day, when the tenants of the Céte d’Azur had begun
to return to clean up the mess or pack their belongings or simply-
stare at the damage.and weep, and when the rain had stopped
falling, K made 4 journey to Oliphant Road in Green Point, to
St Joseph’s Mission, where in earlier times.one had been able to
find a cup of soup and a bed for the night, no questions asked,
and where he hoped he might lodge his mother for a while away
from the devastated block. But the plaster statue of St Joseph
with his beard and his staff was gone, the bronze plate had been
removed from the gatepost, the windows were shuttered. He
knocked next door and heard a floorboard creak, but no one came.
Crossing the city on his. way to work, K rubbed.shoulders
every day with the army of the homeless and destitute who in
the last. years had taken over the streets of the central district,
begging or thieving or waiting in lines at the relief agencies or
simply sitting in the corridors of public buildings to keep warm,
finding shelter by night-in the gutted warehouses around the
docks or the blocks and blocks of derelict premises above Bree
Street where the police never ventured afoot. During the year
before the authorities had finally imposed controls on personal
movement, Greater Cape Town had been flooded with people
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from-the countryside looking for work of any kind: There was:

n.w s.oa_n. __u,o mnwoﬁaa%no: to be had: If they fell into that sea
o. .r...-:mu_w.ﬁo:nrm. K thought; what chance would he and his
thother have? How long cotild-he push her around the streets in

a wheelbarrow begging for food? He wandered aimlessly all day,

mn.m wﬁs...:& to the room sunk in gloom. For supper he laid out
soup arid rusks and canned pilchards; ‘shielding the stove behind
»”. E»E.nnﬂ. m_a case a show of light miglit draw attention to them
.ﬂ.ﬁ:. rn.in.m._,mo:_a.m. on the' permic thit would allow thern nﬁ.v
leave the city: Bat the Buhrimanis’ postbox, to which the police
,.‘..qonwm send thie permit if they ever meant to send it, was moﬂmn%
and after the night -of looting’ the Buhrmanns ._nwn..,:mo?mm in X
state om mr.unw. had been taken away by friends, leaving no .&o_n.“.
om._ .ﬁrm:. they would be back.-S6'Anna X sent her soni up to th
flat with H.nm.n._.__u.n&onw to feich'the mom_ﬂ_..uox,wn.w. o ? _ ..m
| K had :n<.nw,_r.mn#..m=no_ the flat before. He found-if in-chaos: In-
” ﬁu.&y o.». ﬁwﬂnn .amﬁa:._nrno:wr. the windows by high winds .—u%
w@.?u:. furniture; guitted mattresses, fragmients of glass and crock=
ery; sa.".rn_.nm, pot-plants, sodden bedding and carpeting. A paste
om, nm_,n..o” mnnﬁ.v.ﬁ»w@% cereal, sugar,’cat litret and earth stuck'to
E.m mrmnm....—n.nvn.wmnn:o:._.n_rm refrigerator:lay on its face, its motor
“mz.z purring, a yellow scum' leaking past its E...H,_mn.m.m:ﬁr the half-
Enr om ‘water on the tiled floor. Rows of jars had been swepf off
n_rn %n.?ﬁ. thete-was a“reek of wine. On the ,mﬂomiiﬁm _w _.
wall someorie had written in oven cleaner: TG 'HEL, - B e
] ,7.”,_.&»&. anmrmmnm.am __,._.g.o..mrmu. ._mm coime and see the destruction
or nmmo_h She-had not béen‘upstairs for two moniths: She stood
ona ._u.ummn_womnm in the'doorway of the living-rooni, wmm_..m, in her
eyes: @3.&“_ they ‘do-it?” she whispered: She &m_,_...on Smrn._.ﬂh
mwawnﬂﬂ nra _cnnra: “Such nice people!’ ‘she said. ‘I don't-kiiow
- ey are mou.s,m,......o_mmm.%wa.mz_ Michael helped her o hier
h oB again. m_rn wotld not settle down, ‘asking .again and agiin
Where'the Buhreanns were staying, who was going to cle b,
when they would be back. = - L g fo dean b,
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Leaving her, Michael returned-to the devastated flat. He righted
the refrigerator, emptied it; swept the broken glass into a comer,

mopped up ‘some of the water. .He filled half a dozen-garbage

sacks and.stacked them at the front. door. Food. that:was still
edible he put to one side. He did not try to clean the living-room,

but pinnéd the-curtains across the gaping windowframes as best
he could, I do what I do, he told himself, not for the old people’s.
sake but for my mother’s.

It was-plain that antil the windows were repaired.and the car-
pets, already beginning to stnell, were stripped away, the Buhr-
manns could.not live here.. Nevertheless, the idea of annexing the
apartment for himself did. not occur to him till he saw the bath-
room ‘for: the first-time. . T

.“Just for a night or two," he pleaded with his mother, ‘so that
you can have a chance to sleep by yourself. Till we know what
we are going to-do. I'll move a.divan into the bathroom, In the
morning: Il ‘puts'everything back. I promise. They-will never
Wﬂ.Oﬁ___..... L T N S o - . e -

He:made up the divan in the bathroom with layers of sheets
and tablecloths. He -wedged -cardboard. aver the. window and
switched onthe light. There was hot water: hehad a-bath:-In the
motning he hid his traces: The-postman came. There was nothing
for the Buhrmanns' box. It was:raining. He went outdoors and
sat in the bus shelter watching the rain fall. In the middle of the
afternoon, when it was clearithat again the Buhrmanns. were not

coming, he returned to the flat. - : ;
~Day after day it rained. There was no-word from the Buhr=
matmns. K-swept:the worst of the standing water out-on to-the
balcony-and unclogged the runoff pipes. Though the wind blew:
through. the flat, the stench .of mould grew worse. He cleaned
the-kitchen floor and took the garbage bags downstairs. -
He began t6 spend not only: the nights ‘but the days in the flat:
In a kitchen cupboard he discovered piles:of magazines: Helay
in bed, or lay in the bath, paging through picrures. of beautiful
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women and luscious food. The food absorbed him more deeply.
He showed his mother a picture of a gleaming flank of roast pork
garnished ‘with cherries and pineapple rings and set off with a
bowl of raspberries and cream and a gooseberry tart. ‘People don’t
-eat like that any moré,” his mother said. He disagreed. *The pigs
don't know there is a war on,” he said. ‘The pineapples don’t

know there is a war on. Food keeps growing. Someone has to

eat it.’

" He went back to the hostel where he lived and paid-the back
rent. ‘I've given up my job,’ he told the warden. ‘My mother
and I are going to the country to get away from things. We are
just waiting for the permit.’ He took his bicycle and his suitcase.

Stopping at a scrapyard he bought a metre length of steel rod.-

The wheelbarrow with the box seat stood where he had aban-
doned it in the illey behind the flats; now he retumed to the
project of using the wheels from his bicycle to mazke a cart in
which to take his mother for walks. But though the wheel bear-
ings slid smoothly over the new axlerod, he had no way of pre-
venting the wheels from spinning: off. For hours he struggled
without success to make clips out of wire. Then. he gave up.
Something will come to me, he told himself, and left the bicycle
dismantled on the Buhrmanns’ kitchen floor.

Among the debris in the front room had béen a transistor radio.
The needle was stuck at the end of the scale, the batteries were
weak, and he had soon given up fiddling with it. Exploring the
kitchen a.ﬂénﬂm. however, he found a lead that enabled him to
plug the radio into the mains. Sonow he could lie in the bathroom
in the-dark-listening to music from the other room. Sometimes
: sént him to sleep. He would wake in the mornings with the
music still playing; or there would be resonant talk in 4 language
he understood not a word of,. from which he picked out names
of faroff places: Wakkerstroom, Pietersburg, King William’s Town.
Sometimes he found himself singing tonelessly along.

Exhausting the magazines, he began paging through old news-
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papers from under the kitchen sink, so old that he remembered
none of the events they told of, though he recognized some of
the football players. KHAMIESKROON' KILLER TRACKED DOWN said
the headline in one, over a picture of a handcuffed man in a torn
white shirt standing between two stiff policemen. Though the
handcuffs brought his shoulders forward and down, the Kha-
mieskroon killer Jooked at the camera with what scemed to K a
smile: of quiet achievement. Below was a second picture: a rifle
with a sling photographed against 2 blank background .and cap-
tioned ‘Killer's weapon.’ K stuck the page with the story on the.
refrigerator door; for days afterwards, when he looked up from
his jntermittent work on the wheels, his eyes continued to meet
those of the man from Khamieskroon, wherever that was.

‘At 2 loss for things to do, he tried to dry out the Buhrmanns’
waterlogged books by hanging them over a line across the living-
room; but the process took too long and he lost interest. He had
never liked books, and he found nothing to engage hirh here in
stories of military inen or-women with names like Lavinia, though

he did spend-some time-unsticking the leaves of picture-books of

the lonian Islands, Moorish Spain, Finland Land of Lakes, Bali
and other places in the world. . :

Then one morning Michael K started up at the scrape of the
front-door lock and found himself facing four men.in overalls
who pushed past him without a word and set about clearing the
flat of its contents. Hastily he moved the pieces of his bicycle out
of their way. His mother shuffled out in her housecoat and stopped

one of the men. on the stairs. ‘Where's the boss? Where's Mr.

Buhrmann? she asked. The man shrugged. K went out into the
street and spoke to the driver ‘of the van. ‘Are you from Mr
Buhrmann?’ he asked. “What does it look like, man,’ said the
driver. , o -

. Michael helped his mother back into bed. “What I' don’t un-

derstand,’ she said, ‘is why they don’t let me know anything..

© What must I do if someone knocks oh the door and sa2ys | must
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clear out at once, he wants the room for his domestic? Where
must 1 go?" For a long while he sat beside her, stroking her arm,
listening to her lament. Then he took the two bicycle wheels and
the steel rod and his tools out into the alley and sat down in a’
patch of sunlight to confront anew the problem of how to prevent
the ‘wheels from spinning off the axle. He worked alt afternoon;
by evening, using a hacksaw blade, he had- painstakingly incised
2 thread down cither end of the rod, along, which he could wind
clumpsof one-inch washers. With the wheels mounted on the
rod between the washers, it was only a matterof tightening loop-
after loop of wire atound the'rod to-hold the washers flush-against
the wheels and:the problem seemed to be solved. He barely
ate or slept-that night, so impatient was he ‘to ‘get on with his

work. In the morning he broke down: the old barrow platform-

seat and rebuilt it as a narrow three-sided: box with two' long
handles, which he wired in:place ovér. the: axle. He now ‘had
a squat. rickshaw . which, thougly hardly of sturdy build, would
take his mothet’s weight; and the same evening; when a cold
wind from the north-west had driven all-but the hardiest prome-

naders-indoots, he was again able to take his mother, wrapped in .

coat and blanket, -for a seafront ride that brought 4 smile to her

" Now ‘wis.the time. No sooner had they returned to the.room
thin he came out with the plan he had been pondering ever since
building the firse barrow. They were wasting their time waiting:
for pertits; he said-The permits would never come. Andwithout

"

pérmits they could not leave by train; Any day now they would -

be expelled from the room. Would she therefore riot allow him

t6 take her to Pririce Albert in ‘the cart? She had:seen for hérself ._

how- comfortable it wis. The damp-Weather was not good for

her, nor was the unending worry about the future. Once settled -

i Prince Albert she would quickly recover her health: At most

they wotild be a day or two on the road. People ‘were:decent;

people. wonild stop and give them lifts." -
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_For hours he argued with her, surprising himself with the
adroitness of his pleading. How could :he expect her to sleep
in the open in. the middle of winter? she objected. With luck,
he responded, they might even. reach Prince Albert in a day—it
was,. after all, only five hours away. by car. But what would
happen if it rained? she asked. He would put a canopy over the
cart, he replied. What.if the police .stopped them? Surely the
police had better things to.do; he answered, than to stop two in-
nocent people who wanted nothing mote than a-chance to find
their own way out of an overcrowded city. "Why should. the
police want us to spend nights hiding on other people’s stoeps
and beg in the streets and make a nuisance. of ourselves?” So
persuasive _was -he- that- finally Amna- K yiclded, though on
two conditions: that he make z Jast visit to the police:to find
out about.the permits that had.not come, and-that she ready
herself for'the journey without. being hurried. Joyfully Michael
aocededi + - o et
-Next morning, instead of waiting for.a bus that might never
come, he jogged from.Sea Point to the'city along the main'road,
taking pleasure in the souridness of his heart,.the strerigth of his
limbs: There were already scores of people queneing under the
sign HERVESTIGING—RELOCATION; it was an hour before he found
himself at the counter facing a policewoman. with wary eyes.. .
He held .out the two train tickets. I just-want to ask if the
peemit-has come-throngh’. - .o e

. She pushed the familiar forms:towards him. ‘Fill in-the forms
and take them to E-s. Have your tickets and reservation slips with
you.’ Sheglanced over K’s shoulder to the man behindhim. “Yes?
.*No,’ said K, struggling to regain her atterition, ‘l already ap-
plied for the permit. All L want to know is, has the permit-come?’
. ‘Before you can have a permit you must have .2, reservation!
Have you got a reservation? Whenis it for?’ = -~
- *August eighteenth.. But my mother—'. e
. ‘August eighteenth isa mohth away! If you applied for a permit
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Then followed a.long and miscellaneous procession of heavy ve-
hicles, most of.them trucks empty. of cargo. K crept up-the verge
to his'mother; side by side they sat and watched in-a roar of noise
that seemed to ‘turn-the air solid. The convoy took mihutes to
pass. The rear was brought up by scores of automobiles, vans
and light trucks, followed by an olive-green army truck-with'a
canvas hood under which they glimpsed two rows of seated hel-
meted soldiers, and then another: pair of motorcyclists. -

One of the l¢ad motorcyclists had turned a pointed stare on K
and his mother as he went past. Now the last two motorcyclists
peeled off from the convoy. Oné waited at the roadside; the other
‘climbed the verge. Raising his visor he addressed’'them: *No stop-
ping along the expressway,’ he said. He glanced into the barrow.
“Is this your vehicle?” K nodded: ‘Where are you going?" K whis-
pered, cleared his'throat; spoke a second time: “ToPrince Albert.
In the Karco.” The motorcyclist whistled, rocked the barrow
_lightly, called down-something to his companion. He turned back
to K. ‘Along the road, just around the bend, there is a checkpoint,
You stop at. the .checkpoint- and' show. your _unz.::. You mon a
permit to leave the m.aa_:mz_mu_ B

Yes.! o o ST R

You:can’t nnuqam oEmEn "rn wnanm&m gn:ozn a'permit. Oo
to the. checkpoint-and show. them your permit and your-papers.
And-listen to:me: you want-to stop on the expressway, you pull
fifty métres. off the roadside. That’s the regulation: fifty metres
either side.. >=ﬁr§m Tearer, you:can get mron no €n55m. 1o
questions asked. Understand?’ - .

K nodded. The motorcyclists unEozsn& and roared om. after
theiconvoy. K could not meet Em mother’s mwn .aqn mros_m have
picked. a quieter road,’ he said., - K o

~+'He could have turned back at once; but at the risk'of a mnnoam
w.._E_Econ he helped his mother back into the barrow and pushed
her as far as the old hangars, where, indeed; there was a jeep
parked by the roadside and three soldiers brewing tea over 2 camp

22

Lire & TiMzs oF MicHAEL K

stove, His pleas were in vain. ‘Have you got a permit, yes or no?’
demanded the corporal in,command. ‘I don’t care who you are,

’

who your mother is, if you haven’t.got a permit you can’t leave

the area, finished.’ X turried to his mother. From under the black

canopy she gazed out expressionlessly at the young soldier. The
soldier threw up his hands, Don’t give me a hard time!” he shouted.
‘Just get the permit, then _.= let you through!’ He watched while

K hoisted the.shafts and wheeled the:cart nr,monmr an arc. One of

the &rnnmm had cnmza to ﬁowEn _ : _
Night had already mm:nn when they, mﬁmmam _&n nnummn _umrﬁ
Bﬁwﬁm the start of ._wn.mnt Road. The hulks that -had blocked the

road during the siege of the apartment blocks: had been pushed

on to the lawns. The key was still in the door under the stairway.
The room, was as they had left it, neatly:swept for the next
occupant. >==m K laid herself moéu in her coat and slippers on

-the bare mattress;. gnnrmn_ _unocmwﬂ in their belonpings. A shower

om rain had.soaked the cushions. “We'll try again in a day or. Lwo,

,' he. éEmwnn& She shook her-head. ‘Ma, the; permit. _ms t
moﬁm. to come!” he said. ‘We’'ll ery again, but next time we'll go
by the back roads. They can’t block every road out.’ He;sat down
beside her on_the mattress and. remained there, his hand on her
arm, till mrn fell asleep;. then he went :mmnﬁum to mwanw on the
chwnﬁﬁnm foor. .. . Vc

i

Two mm%m _mnn_.. mﬁw set; om. mm»_z _nmsum mnm moEn a ».a= roE,

..wnm.oﬂn dawn. The zest o». the. first venture was gone. K knew

now that they might have to m_uu:m many nights on the road.

Furthermore, his mother had lost all appetite, for travel to far
places. She. noEEmEnm of pains in her chest and sac stiff and sullen

in the _uox under the plastic apron K E::na across her to keep
out the worst of the. rain, At a steady trot,, with: ﬂra tyres hissing
on _&n wet tarmac, rn followed a new route. nwuosmr.. the centre
of the city, m_ozm Sir Lowry Road and &n suburban Main Road,

over the Mowbray railway, cnmmn. and past the one-time Chil-

.dren’s Hospital on to the old Klipfontein wo& Here, with only
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a trampled fence between them and the cardboard-and-iron shan-
ties clustered on the fairways of the golf coutse, they made their
first stop. After they had eaten, K stood at the roadside with his
mother clasped to his side, trying to flag down passing vehicles.
There -was little traffic. Three light tricks spéd past nose to tail,
wire mesh over their lights and windows. Later came a neat
hotsecart, the bay horsés wearing clusters of bells 6 their harness,
a troop of childrén in the back jeering and making signs at the
pair of them, Then after a long empty interval a lorry stopped,
the driver offering them a lift as far as the’ cement works, even
helping K to 1ift the barrow aboard. Sitting safe and dry in the
‘cab, counting off the kilometres out-of the corper of an eye, K
nudged his mother and met her prim answering smile. .

That was the end of good luck for the day. For an hour they

waited ourside the cement works; but though there was a steady
stream of pedestrians and cyclists, the'only vehicles to pass were
sewage department trucks. The sun was declining, the wind be-
ginning to bite, when K hauled his cart on to the road and set
off again. Perhaps, he thought, it was better when one did not
‘have to rely on other people. Since the first trip he had moved
the axlé two inches forward; now, once he got it going, the cart
was ‘as light as a feather. At 2 trot he overtook a man pushing a
barrow loaded with brushwood, nodding in greeting as he passed.
In her dark little cabin, pinned upright between the high sides,
his mother’sat with her eyes closed and her head drooping for-
ward. - ST S A S :
A hazy moon was coming through the clouds when, half a
mile short of the arterial toad, K drew up, helped his mother out,
and plunged into the dense Port Jackson scrub to seek out a

stopping-place for the night. In this half-world of straggling roots .

and damp éarth and subtle rotten smells ‘no site seemed more
sheltered from the elements than any other. He returned to the

roadside shivering. ‘It is not very nice,” he told his mother, ‘but -

for one night we will have to put up with it." He concealed the
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cart as best he could; supporting her on one arm, carrying the
suitcase, he groped his way back into the bush:

They ate cold food and settled down on a bed of leaves through
which the damp palpably seeped into their clothes. At midnight
a gentle rain began to fall. They huddled together as close as they
could under a scrib-tree while the rain dripped on the blanket
they' held over their heads. When the blanket- became soaked
Michael crept on hands and knees back to the cart and fetched
the plastic apron. He cradled his mother’s head on his shoulder
and heard the labouted shallowness of her breathing. For the first
time it occurred to him that the reason she had ceased complaining
niight be that she was too exhausted, or no loriger cared.

- His intention had been t6 set off so early as to reach the turnoff
to Stellenbosch and Paarl before it grew light. But at dawn his-
mother was still asleep against his side and he Wwas loath'to wake
Her. The air grew warmét, he found it harder not to riod himself.
Thus it was mid-morning before he helped her out of the bush
back to the road. Here, as they were packing their sodden bedding
into‘the cart, they were accosted by a ‘paif of passers-by who,
coming upon a man of meagre build and an old woman in'a
lonely place, concluded that they might strip them of their pos-
sessions ‘with impunity. As a sign of this intention one of the
strangers displayed to K {allowing the blade to slip from his sleeve
into his palm) a carving knife, while the other laid hands on the
suitcase. In the instant of the flash of the blade, K saw before him
the-prospect of being hiymiliated again while his' mother watched,
of trudging back behind the cait to the room in-Sea Point, of
sitting on the flaormat with his hands over his ears endiiring day
after day the burden of her silence. He reached into the cart and
brought out his sole weapon, the fifteen-inch length he had sawn
from thie axlerod. Brandishing this, lifting his left arm to guard
his face, he advanced on the youth with the knife, who circled
away from him towards his companion while Anna K filled the
air with shrieks. The strangers backed off. Wordlessly; still glar-
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ing, still menacing with the bar, K. recovered the suitcase and
helped his quaking mother into the cart with the robbers hovering
not twenty paces away. Then he hauled the.cart out backwards
on to the road and slowly drew her away from, them, For a:while
they trailed behind, the one with the knife ‘miming, obscenities
and threats to K's life with efaborate play of lips and tongue. Then
as mzamg_w as they had appeared they slipped into the bush.

. There were no vehicles on the expressway, but people, many
people, walking where none had walked- before, in the middle of
‘the highway, in their Sunday best. By.the roadside a nunmmo of
weeds grew as high as a man’s chest; the road surface was cracked,
and grass sprouted in the cracks. K caught up with three-children,
sisters. dressed in H&nsan& pink frocks on their way-to;, church.
They peered into Mis K’s little cabin and chatted:to, her. For the
last stretch,, before Michael turned off to Stellenbosch, the eldest

child. éu:n& holding Mrs K’s hand. gnb they parted, Mrs K
brought out her purse and gave each little. girl 2 coin... .

The. nr_Euan had, told.them :..uﬂ no CONvoys ran on mcum»ua.

.gﬂ on.the. Steltenbosch, road they wete passed by a farmers’
convoy,, a train of light trucks and cars. ?,.nnnmnm by. a lorry ar-
moured in heavy mesh in whose open: vmnw stood two men with
automatic rifles scapning the ground ahead. K drew off the road
till they had passed. The, passengers gave them curious glances,
the children pointing and saying things K could not hear.
... Leafless vineyards stretched before and, behind. A flock om spar-
rows: materialized out-of the sky, settled for a moment on -the
bushes all around them, then flitted. off,. Across._the fields they
‘heard church bells. Memories came:to. K.of Huis Norenius, of
sitting up in bed in-the. infirmary, slapping his pillow.and .ip_n,or.
ing the play of dust in-a beam of sunlight, .

- It was-dark-when he plodded into: mn&._nnwomnr .Hrn streets
:were empty, a no_m_iﬁa.mcm.ﬁn. He had not thought.where they
would sleep. His mother was coughing; after each spell she would

gasp:for breath. He stopped at 2 café and bought curried pasties.
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He ate three of them, she one. She had no appetite, ‘Mustn't you
see a doctor?” he asked. She shook her head, patted her chest. ‘It's
just dryness in my throat,” she said. She seemed to. expect to be
in Prince Albert the next day or-the day after, and he did not
disillusion her. ‘I forget the actual name of the farm,’ she said,
‘but we can umw people will _Soi There was a_chicken-run
against one wall of the ﬁmmozrocmn a long. chicken-run, and a
pump,up on the hill. We had 2 house on the hillside. .H.wmn_n,imm
prickly pear onnm_mn.n_rn back aooﬁ. Hrmm\_m the place you must
look for.’. . .
They mHavn in an mzn% ona can of. mmnn:n.m n»noum...gmnwma_
wnowm& a long side of cardboard at 2 w:nw over their: bed, but
the windblew it over. His mother nosmrnm Hw_.ocm_._osﬂ_ﬁra night,
keeping him, awake. Once a patrolling police van “passed slowly |
down the street and he had to hold his hand over her mouth.
At first rm_ﬂ he lifted her back into the cart. Her ro»m__o__nm
she did not know where she was. He stopped _&m first. person he
saw and asked the way to the hospital. Anna K- could no longer
sit :wumrr and .as she slumped, Michael;had to struggle to keep
the cart from toppling, She was feverish, she ,_..mcoE..nm to breathe.
‘My throat is so dry,” she whispered; but her, coughing was soggy.
_In the hospital he sat supporting her till it was her turn to be
taken. away. When next he saw her she was lying on a trolley
amid 2 sea of trolleys with a tube up her nose, unconscious. Not
__Soﬁﬁm what, to.do, he loitered in the corridor till he was sent
away. He spent the afternoon in the noszwmnm in the thin warmth

cof the winter sun.. Twice he sneaked _umnw in to check whether

the trolley had been moved. A third time. wn cwnomm up to. w_m
mother and bent over :nn. He could detect no sign of. vnnmnrﬁm
Fear gripping his heart, he ran to the nurse at the desk and tugged

at her sleeve; ‘Please come and see; quickly!’ he said. The nurse

shook. herself free. 'Who are you?’ she hissed. She followed him
to ﬂro trolley m:m took his mother’s pulse,.staring, into-the. dis-
.Bann. Then without a word mrw_ﬂonc_ﬁnm to her desk. K stood
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before her like a dumb dog while she wrote. She ..En._wm to him.
‘Now listen to me,’ she said in a tight whisper. Uw you see all
these people here?’ She gestured ﬂoémnam the n_o:a,oﬂ. and the
wards. ‘These are all people waiting to be attended to. We are
working twenty-four hours a day to »:a.:a.ﬂo mrﬂs. When ooﬂn
off duty—no, listen to me, don't go awayl'—it was she now éEo
tugged him back, her voice was tising, her mmnw was near to | mmm
he could see angry tears starting in her eyes— MS..S I come o
duty [ am so tired I can’t eat, I just fall asleep with my m?wnm on.
T am just one person. Not two, not %Rm.louw. Do you under-
stand that, or is it too difficult to understand?” K looked away.
.‘moﬁw._. he murmbled, not khowing what else to say, and nnncz..hnn__
to the yard, ; S o
“The suitcase was with his mother. He _..w@ no money save n.rn
change from-the previous evening’s meal. He bought a ao..h.mrn.ﬁn
and drank from a tap. He took a walk about the _.q,ﬂ.nna.ﬂm. w_nwﬁm
his feet in the sea of dry leaves on the pavement. Finding a patk,
he sat on & bench staring up through the bare vmmnn_wnm at the m.&n
blue sky. A squirrel chattered at him and he mn»ﬂma. m:mmn_&w
anxious that the cart might have been stolen, ma tushed ,.uunw.no
the hospital: The cartawas where he had left it in the parking wc.ﬂ.
He removed the blankets and cushions and stove ,a:n_ then did .
not know where to hide them. :

At six he saw the nurses from ‘the day shift F,.BS. and .ma: m..nn
to sneak back. His mother was nat in the nonummo_... ?. _nrn. desk
he asked where to find her and was sent to'a remote wing of mrn
hospital where no one knew- what he was S_E.:.m »_uo_.h,.r .In. Ie-
rurned to the desk and was told to come back in the morning.
He asked whether he might spend the night on one of the .onﬂnr.nm
in the hall and was refused. . .
E. Wn slept in the alley with his head in a cardboard __uox..u..ﬁo mmm
a dream: his mother came visiting him in Huis Zo._...ms_sm. bringing
a parcel of food. *The cart is too aoé..¢ she said in the .m_..n.u_ﬁl..
*Prince Albert is coming to ferch me.” The parcel was curiously
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light. He awoke so cold that he could barely straighten his legs.
Far away a clock tolled thrée or perhaps four. Stars shone on him
out of a clear sky. He was surprised that the dteam had not left
him upset. Withi a blanket wrapped around him he first paced up
and down the alley, then wandered out along the street peering
into the dim shop windows where behind diamond grillework
mannequins displayed spring fashions. _ :

When at last he was allowed into the hospital he found his
mother in the women’s ward wearing no longer her black coat
but a-white hospital smock. She lay with her eyes closed and the
familiar tube up her nose. Her mouth sagged, her face was pinched,
even the skin of her arms seemed to have wrinkled. He squeezed
her hand but met with no response. There were four rows of
beds in the ward with no more than a one-foot space between
them; there was nowhere to sit. . _ .

At cleven o’clock an orderly brought tea and left a cup at his
moother’s bedside with a biscuit in the saucer. Michael raised her
head and held the cup to her lips bug she would not drink. For a
long while he waited' as his stomach rumbled and the tea grew
cold. Then, with the orderly about to return, he gulped down
the tea and swallowed the biscuit. AT

He inspected the charts at the foot of the bed but could not
make out whether they referred to his mother or someone elsé,

In the corridor he stopped a man in a white coat and asked for
work. ‘I don’t want money,” he said, ‘just something to do. Sweep
the floor or something like that. Clean the garden.’ ‘Go and ask
at the office downstairs,’ ‘said the man, and: pushed past him. K
could not find the right office. L

A man in the hospital yard fell into conversation with him.
“You here for stitches?’ he enquired. Kishook his head. The man
looked critically at his face. Then he told a long story of a tractor
that had toppled over on him, crushing his leg and breaking his
hip, and of the pins the doctors had'inserted in his- bones, silver
pins that would never rust. He walked with ia ¢uriously angled
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asluminium stick. *You don’t know where [ could get something
to eat,’ asked K. ‘1 haven’t eaten since yesterday.’ *Man,” said the
man, ‘why don’t you go and get us both a pie,” and passed K a
“ one-rand -coin. K went to the bakery and brought back two hot
chicken pies- He sat beside E.,m.manam on the bench and ate. The
pie- was so delicious that_tears came to his eyes. “The man told
him of his sister’s uncontrollable fits of shaking. K listened to the
birds in the trees and. tried to remember when he had known such
happiness. - - o 0 B 0
He spent an hour at his mothet’s bedside in the afterrioon and
another hour in the evening: Her face was.grey, her: breathing
barely detectable. Once her. jaw moved:. fascinated, K watched
the string of saliva betwgen her withered mwm.mrpng.»nm“_nsmﬁrns.

PR 1

She seemed to be whispering; something, but he could not make

out what, The nurse who asked him to leave told. him she was
under. sedation. .“What for?! asked K. ‘He stole his mother’s. tea
».s_m.nr_»n of the old woman in the next:bed, gulping it:down like
a guilty. dog while the orderly’s.back, was.tumed.. ..o

. When he went back to his alley he found that the. cardboard
boxes had been cleared. away. He spent the night ina doorway
recessed from the street. A brass plate above his head read: LE
ROUX. & HATTINGH-—PROKUREURS, He woke when the police.cruised
past but soon fell asleep again. It was notas.c 1d as-on:the previous
.. His mother’s bed was .accupied - by- a strange woman whose
head - was wrapped in. bandages. K stood at. the foot of the bed
and. stared.. Perhaps I.am in. the: wrong: ward, -he thought. He

stopped a nurse. ‘My mother—she was here yesterday .. JCAsk

at the desk,’ said-the nurse. .~

__“Your mother passed away during the night,” the woman doctor .

told him, ‘We did what we could:to keep her,. butshe.was very
weak. We wanted to contact you but you didn’tleavea nurmnber.’
. He sat down on a chair in the corner. e :
..i'Do you want to make a phone «call?’ said the doctor. .
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..H.Emi»mnimn:mwmnomnmonmoﬂnm_msm.ro&muoﬂwaoﬁ
what. He shook his head.- e

‘Someone brought him a cup of tea, which he drank. People
hovering over him made him nervous. He clasped his hands-and
stared hard at his feet. Was he expectéd to say something? He
separated his hands and clasped them, over and over.

They tock him déwnstairs to see. his.mother. She lay with her
arms at her ‘sides, still wearing the sthock with the legend xea-
cpa on the breast. The tube was gone. For:a while he looked at
her: then he no longer knew . whete to look.. R

*Are there other relatives?’ asked the nurse at the:desk: ‘Do you
want to phone them? Do you want usto phone them?’ ‘It doesn't
matter,’ said K, and went and sat again on his chair in the corner,
After that he was left-alone, till at midday a tray of hospital food
appeared, which he ate. ._ S A .

He was still sitting in the corner wheni a man in a suit and tie
came to.speak- to him. What-had been his ‘mother’s name, age,
place. of-abode, religious:denomination? What had her business
been iri. Stellenbosch? Did K have: her travel documents? ‘[-was
taking her home,’ replied Ki ‘It was cold where she lived in Cape
Town, it-was- rainingall the time, it-was-bad for her-health: [
was. taking. her to a place where'she ‘could get better. We did_not
plan to stop in Stellenbosch.? Then he began to-fear'he was giving
away too much, and would answer no more questions. The man
gave up.and went away. -After:a while he came back, squatted in
front of K, and asked: ‘Have you yourself ever spent time in an
asylum or institution for the handicapped or place of shelter? Have

..wo:.,ncnn held paid. employment?” K-would not answer. *Sign
‘your name here,” said the man; and held out a-paper, pointing to

&m%mno.ﬁrnsmmroqwrﬁ&nmm.ﬂrmuamn .mmms&‘ﬂrn_wmwnu
himself. .1 Lo e S e e ,
The shifts: changed, and'K: wandered out into the parking lot.

He walked about and looked up into the clear night sky. Then
e returned to his chair against the wall. He was not told to leave.
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Later, when there was no onc about, he went downstairs to look
for his mother. He could not find her, or else the door that led
to her was Jocked. He climbed into a great wire cage containing
soiled linen and slept there, curled up like a cat.

The second day after his mother’s death a nurse he had never
seen appeared before him. ‘Come, it is time to go now, Michael,’
she said. He followed her to the desk in the hall. The suitcase
was waiting for him, and two brown paper parcels. 'We have
packed your late mother’s clothes and personal possessions in her
suitcase,’ the strange nurse said: 'you may take it now.’ She wore
glasses; she _mocnmnm as if she were reading the words from a card.
K noticed that the gitl at the desk was watching them out of the
corner of her eye. “This parcel;’ the nurse went on, ‘contains your
mother’s ashes. Your mother was cremated this' morning, Mi-
chael. If you choose, we can dispose of the ashes fittingly, or else
you can take them with you." With a fingernail she touchied the
parcel in question. Both parcels weré neatly sealed with brown
paper tape; this was the smaller. “Would you like us to take charge
of it?' she said. Her finger stroked it lightly. K shook his head.
‘And in this parcel,’ she went on, pushing the second one firmly
across to him, ‘we have put a few small. things for you that you
may find useful, clothes and toiletries.” She looked him candidly

in the eye and gave him a smile. ‘The girl at the desk turned back

to her typewriter.

. So there is a place for burning, K thought. He imagined the
old women from the ward. fed one after another, eyes pinched
against the heat, lips pinched, hands at their sides, into the fiery
furnace. First the hair, in 2 halo of flame, then after a while
everything else, to the last things, burning and crumbling. And
it was happening all the time.-‘How do [ know?’ he said. ‘How
do you know what?' the nurse said. Impatiently he indicated the
box. ‘How do I know?" he challenged:.She refused to aniswer, or
did not understand. O o
In the parking lot he tore open the bigger parcel. It contained
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a safety razor, a bar of soap, a hand towel, a white jacket with
maroon flashes on the shoulders, a pair of black trousers, and a
black beret with a shiny metal badge reading st JOHN AMBULANCE.

He held out the clothes to the girl at the desk. The nurse with
glasses had disappeared. ‘Why do you give me this?’ he asked.
‘Don’t ask me,’ said the girl. ‘Maybe someone left them behind.’
She would not look him in the face.

He threw the soap and razor away and thought of throwing
the clothes away too, but did not. His own clothes had ?.".mcs to
smell. . - o : ,

Though he had no more business there, he found it hard to
tear himself from the hospital. By day he pushed the cart m_.osnm_
the streets in the vicinity; by night he slept under culverts, behind
hedges, in alleys. It seerned strange ¢o him that children should
be riding their bicycles home from school in the afternoons, muwi.
ing their bells, racing one another; it seemed strange that people
should be éating and drinking as usual. For a while he went around
asking for garden jobs, but grew. to shrink from-the distaste that
householders, owing him no charity, showed as they .om.mm& their
doors on him: When it rained he crawled under the cart. There
were long periods -when he sat staring -at his hands, his mind
blank. . _ g g

. He fell into the company of men'and women who slept under
the railway bridge and haunted the vacant lot behind the liquor
shop on Andringa Street. Sometimes he lent them his cart. Th a
fit of largesse he gave away the stove. Then one night someone
tried to pull the suitcase from under his head while he was sleep-
ing. There was a fight, and he moved on. :

Once a police van stopped beside him in the street and two
policemen got-out-to inspect the cart. They opened the suitcase
and rummaged through its contents. They stripped the wrapping
paper from the second parcel.-Inside was a cardboard box, and
inside that a plastic bag of dark grey ash. It was the first time K
had seen it. He looked away. ‘“What's this?’ asked the womnaaum.
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“It's my mother’s ashes,” said K. The policeman tossed the vwn_ﬁnn

speculatively from hand to hand and made a comment t0 his

friend that K did not hear, - CL e
For hours at a time he stood across the street from the hospital.

{t was smaller than it had once seemed, merely a long low building

witha red gled roof. - . - - i : S
He ceased to observe the curfew. He did not believe that any
harm . would come to him; and if it should come, it would not
matter.- Dressed.in his-new clothes, the white jacket and black
pants and beret, he pushed his cart where and ‘when he wished.
Sometimes spells of airiness came over him. He felt weaker than
before, but not sick. He ate once a day, buying doughnuts or
pies with money from his-mother’s purse. There was pleasure-in
spending without earning: he took no heed of how fast the money
_ He tore a-black strip from the lining of his mother’s-coat and
‘pinned it around his arm. .But-he did not miss: her, he found,
except insofar as he had missed her all his life. .. .-~ . .
With nothing to do, he slept more and more. He discovered
that he.could sle¢p anywhere, at'any- time, in-any position: on
the sidewalk at noon, with people stepping-over his body; stand-
ing against a wall, with the suitcase between his legs. Sleep settled
inside his head like a benigri fog; he had no will to. resist it He
did, ot -dream of anyone ot anything. - , N

.One- day the barrow disappeared. He:shrugged off the loss.
.- It appeared- that he had to stay-in: Stellenbosch. for a-certain
length of time. There was no .way of shortening ‘the time.. He
stumbled through the days; losing his way -often.- .

- He was waiking along the Banhoek road one day, as he some-
times-did,; with the suitcase: It was-a subdued, misty motning,.
‘He heard the clip-clop of a horse’s hoofs behirid him; first there
-was a smell of-fresh. manuré, then he was.slowly overtaken by 2
cart; an old green municipal refuse cart without hatches; drawn
by a Clydesdale and driven by an old man-in black oilskins. For
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a while they were moving side by side. The old man gave a lictle
nod; and K, hesitating a moment, peering down the long straight
avenue of mist, found that there was after all nothing any more.
to keep him.. So he hoisted himself up-and took his place beside
the old man. “Thank you," he said.-‘If you need help [ can help.’
_But the old man did not sieed help, nor. was he in the mood
for talk. He dropped K a-mile past the:top of the pass and turned
off down-a dirt track: K walked all day and-slept the night in-a
eucalyptus grove. with the wind: roaring in the branches high
overhead. By midday the next day he had skirted Paarl and was
heading northward along the national road. He halted only within
sight of the first checkpoint, and waited ina skulking-place till
he. was sure-that nio one on foot was being stopped.. o

Several times he was ‘passed-by long convoys of vehicles with’
muBm& escorts. Each time he left the road -and- stood well cledr,
not trying to hide, keeping his hands -visible,: as he saw.other
people do. B ‘ :

He slept at the roadside and woke wet with dew. Before him
the Toad wound upward into the mist. Birds flitted from bush to
bush, their chirping muffled. He carried the suitcase on a stick
over his shoulder: He had not eaten for two days; however, there
seemed no limit to his éndurance. - - o

A mile up the.pass a fite winked through the mist and he heard
voices. As he came closer the smell-of frying bacon .made his
stomach churn. There wére men standing ‘around a fire keeping
warm.-At his approach they stopped talking and stared at him.
He touched his beret but no ‘one responded:-He. passed them,
passed a second roadside fire, passed a column of vehicles patked
head to tail with their lights on, and then came upon the-réason
for.the stoppage. Lying onits side blocking the road, its rearmost
wheels hanging over thé lip of the gorge, wasan articulated truck
painted a blank eggshell blue. The cab was burnt out, the van
blackened with smoke. ‘A lorry loaded with sacks had. collided
with the wreck, and bursts of white flour marked the road. Backed
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up around the bend as far as K could see was the rest of the
convoy. Two radios played loudly on competing stations; from
up ahead came the forlorn bleating of sheep. K thought for a
moment of stopping to scOOp-upP pocketfuls of the spilled flour,
but was not sure what he would do with it. He plodded past
rruck after truck; he passed the truckload of sheep, packed 5o tight
that some stood on their hind legs; be passed a group of soldiers
around a fire who paid no attention to Him. At the rear of the.
convoy two beacons stood flashing, and farther on 2 tarbucket
burned in the middle of the road, tended by no one.

Once the convoy was behind him K. relaxed, thinking he was
free; but at the pext ‘bend in the road a soldier in camouflage
uniform stepped. from behind the bushes pointing an automatic
rifle-at his heart. K stopped in his tracks. The soldier lowered his
rifle, lit-a cigarette, took a puff, and caised the rifle again. Now,
K judged, it pointed at-his face, or at his throat.

‘5o who are you? said the soldier. “Where do you think you
are going?” : B

About to reply, K was cut short. ‘Show me,’ said the soldier.
‘Come. Show me what's in there.” - :

‘They were out of sight of the convoy, though faint music still
came on the air. K lifted the suitcase off his shoulder and opened
it. The soldier waved him back, pinched out his cigarette, and in
a single. movement overturned the case. Everything lay there. in
the road: the blue felt slippers, the white bloomers, thepink plastic
bottle of calamine lotion, the brown. bottle of pills, the fawn
plastic handbag; the floral scarf, the scallop-rim scarf, the black

_ woollen coat, the jewelry box, the brown skirt, the.green blouse,
the shoes, the other underwear, the brown paper packets, the
white plastic packet, the coffee tin that rattled, the talcum powder,
handkerchiefs, leteers, photographs, the box of ashes. K did not
stir. : : - . o

‘“Where did you steal all this?’ said the soldier. *You're a thief,

aren’t you? A thief running away over the mountains.’ He prod-
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ded the handbag-with his boot. ‘Show me,” he said. He touched
the jewelry box. He touched the coffee tin. He touched the other
box. ‘Show me,” he said, and stepped back.

K opened the coffee tin. It contained curtain rings. He held
them out in the palm of his hand, then poured them: back into
the tin and closed it. He opened the jewelry box and held it out.
His heart thundered in his chest. The soldier stirred the contents
around, picked outa brooch, and stood back. He was smiling.
K closed the box. He opened the handbag and held it out. The
soldier gestured. K emptied it on the road. There was a hand-
kerchief, 2 comb and mirror, a powder compact, and the two
purses. The soldier pointed and K handed him the purses. He
slipped them into his tunic pocket. o

K licked his lips. ‘That’s not my money,” he said thickly. “That’s
my mother's monéy,. that she worked for.” It was not true: his:
mother was dead, she had no need of money. Nevertheless, There:
was a silence. “What do you think the war is for?’ K said. ‘For
taking other people’s money? - . :

What do you think the war is for," said the soldier, parodying the
movements of K’s.mouth. ‘Thief. Watch it. You could be lying
in the bushes with flies all over you. Don’t you tell me about
war," He pointed his gun at the box of ashes. ‘Show me,” he said.

K took off the lid and held out the box. The soldier peered at
the plastic bag. “What's that stuff?* he said.

‘Ash,” said K. His voice was steadier:now. X

‘Open-it,” said the-soldier. K opened the bag. The-soldier took
a pinch and smelled it cautiously..Jesus,” he said, His eyes met
Ks. . , ‘ :

K knelt and packed his mother’s things back intothe suitcase.
The soldier stood aside. ‘So can go now?" said K.

‘Papers in order-—you can go,’ said the soldier. X hoisted the
stick with the suitcase on to. his shoulder.

._._..__w... a minute,’ said the soldier. “Yon work for the ambulance
or something?’ : -
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K shook his head. . . - : o :

- “Just a miniite, just a minute,’ said.the soldier. He took one of
the purses from his pocket, peeled a brown ten-rand note from
the roll, and flicked it in K’s direction. ‘T ip,” he said. ‘Buy yourself
an ice-cream.” . - - .. Cn

K came back and picked up. the note. Then he set off again. In
a minute or two-the soldier had receded into the mist.

It did not seem to him that he had beena coward. Nevertheless,
a little further on it-struck'him that there was no-point in keeping
the suitcase now. He clambered up a slope and left it in thie bushes,
retaining only the black coat, for-the cold, and the box of ashes,
leaving the lid open so that the fain could fall and the sun scorch
and the insects gnaw, if they wanted to, without hindrance.

The convoys from up-country were evidently halted, ‘for he

had the road to himself. By late afternoon he was:in sight of the _

tunnel through. the mountain and the:guard post’at its south
entrance. Quitting the-road, he took to the slopes and pushed his
way through dense, soggy bush till by: nightfall he-was high-on
the saddle overlooking the Elandsrivier and the road-to the north.
He heard baboons barking in the distance.. He slept-under an
overhang wrapped in his mother’s coat with a_stick beside him.
At dawn he was moving-again, making 2 wide arc down into the
valley to-avoid the road bridge. The first convoy of the new day
passed. . S PP S S
All day he walked, keeping off-the road: where that was pos-
sible. He spent the night in 4 bungalow in the comnér -of an ov-
ergrown field with rugby poles, separated. from the-road by a
line of eucalyptus trees. The windows of the bungalow were
shattered, the door broken off'its hinges. The-floor -was-covered
in broken glass, old newspapers and drifting leaves; pale yellow
grass grew in through cracks in the -walls; snails:clustered under
the waterpipes; but the roof was intact. He swept-a pile of leaves

and ‘paper into a cotner to'make 3 bed. He slept intermittently, -

woken by high winds and heavy rain.
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It was still raining “when hé got up. Dizzy with hunger, he
stood in the doorway staring out on the sodden grassland, the
nnnnnwﬂm trees, and the grey-misted hills beyond. For an hour he
waited for the rain to abate; then he turned up his collar and ran

into the downpour. ‘At the far énd of the field he clambered over
2 runwnm..ﬂmmn fence and entered an apple orchard overgrown with
grass and weeds. Worm-eaten fruit lay everywhere underfoot;
the fruit on the branches was undersized and infested: With the
beret beiten"flat over his ears by the rain and the black coat
clinging to his body like a pelt, he stood and ate, taking bites of
good flesh here and there, chewing as quickly as a rabbit, his eyes:
‘He 304& deeper into the orchard: Everywhere was evidence
of heglect: Indeed, he hdd begun to believe he was on abaridoried -
lahd when the apple-ttees gave way to a stretchdf cleared ground
wnw_oua_ which he saw brick cuthouses and the thatched roof and.
whitewashed walls of a farmhouse. In the cléared ground were
neatly terided patches of vegetables: cauliflowér, cartots, potatdes:
He emerged from the shelter of the trees into the downpour and’
on-harids and knees began to’ pull yellow halfigrown carrots out
of the soft earth. It'is God’s earth, hé thought, I am not a thief,
Nevértheless he imagired a shot ¢racking-out from thé back wins
dow of the farmhouse, he imagined a huge Alsatian streaking out
to attack him. When his pockets were full he stood- riervously
erect. Instead of taking the carrot-tops with him'to scatter under
the trees as he had initended, heleft them where they lay.
During the night the rain stopped. In the morning he was back
on the road in his damp clothes, his belly bloated with raw food.
When he heard the rumble of an approaching convoy he' would
créep away'into the bushes, thotigh hewondered whether by
:o.i_.. .im...ﬂ:. his filthy clothés and his air-of ‘gaurnt exhaustion, he
would not be passed over as a mere footloose vagrant from the
depths of the country, too benighted to know that one needed’
papers:to be on the roid; too sunk'in apathy to be of harm. One:
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of the convoys, with an escoxt of motorcycle outriders, armoured
cars and trucks full of heimeted boy soldiers, took a full five
minutes to pass. He peered steadily out from his hiding-place;
the machine-gunner in ‘the last car, ruffled in scarf, goggles and
woollen cap, seemed to look for an instant straight into his eyes
before being bome away backwards into the Boland.

He slept under a culvert. By nine o’clock the next morning he.
was in sight of the chimneys and pylons of Worcester. He was
no longer alone on the road but one of a straggling line of people.
Three young men passed him walking briskly, their breath leav-
ing them in white puffs. . . _

On the outskirts of the town there was a roadblock, the first
he had seen since Paarl, with police vehicles and people clastered
densely around them: For amoment he wavered. To his left were
houses, to his right a brickfield. The only way out was back: he.
pressed on. S

*What do they want?” he whispered to the woman ahead of

him .in the line. She Jooked at_him, locked away again, said

nothing. S : .
It was his turn.-He held out his green card. From the head of

the line, between the two.police trucks, he could see those who -

had vmmmnm_nrnocmw the check; but also, to one side, a silent group
of men, men only, guarded by a policeman with a dog. If I look
very. stupid, he thought, perhaps. they will let me through.

“Whete are you from?’ . o L

‘Brom Prince Albert.” His mouth was dry. ‘1 am going home
to Prince Albert.’ .

‘Permit?’

qlostit” . . - : :

‘Right. Wait there.”. The policeman pointed with his baton.

‘1 don’t want to stop, I don't have time,” K. whispered. Could
they.smell fear on him? Someone gripped his arm..He baulked,
like 2 beast at the shambles. A hand behind him in. the line was

holding. out a green card. No one was
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policeman with the dog made an impatient gesture. Shoved for-
ward, K walked the last paces himself and entered captivity, his
fellows shuffling aside as if to avoid contamination. He clasped
the box and looked back into the yellow eyes of the dog.

In the company of fifty strangers K was driven to the railway
yards, fed cold porridge and tea, and herded into a lone carriage
ata siding. The doors were locked and they waited, watched over
by an armed guard in the brown and black uniform of the Raik-
ways Police, till another thirty prisoners arrived and were loaded
aboard. . . .

Next to K, by the window, sat an older man dressed in a suit,
K touched his sleeve. ‘Where are they taking us?’ he asked. The
stranger looked him over and shrugged. “Why does it matter
where they are taking us?” he said. “There are only two places,.
up the line and down the line. That is the nature of trains.” He
brought out a roll of sweets and offered one to K. _

A steam locomnotive was backed up to the siding and, with
whistles and jerks and clashes, coupled to the carriage. ‘North,’
said the scranger. “Touws River.” When K did not reply he seemed:
to lose interest in him. . L

- They pulled away from the siding and began to move through
the back yards of Worcester, where women hung out washing
and children stood on fences to wave, the train gradually picking
up speed. K watched the telegraph wires rise and fall, rise and
fall. They passed mile after mile of bare and neglected vineyards
circled over by crows; then the engine began to labour as. they
entered the mountains. K shivered, He could smell his own sweat
through the musty odour of his clothes. .

They came to a halt; a guard unlocked the doors; and the
moment they stepped out the reason for stopping became clear.
The train could go no further: the track ahead was covered in a
mountain of rocks and red clay that had come pouring down the
slope, tearing a wide gash in the hillside. Someone made a remark,
and there was a burst of laughter.
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From the top of the earthslide they could see another train far:
down the track on the other side: there were men struggling like:
ants to roll a mechanical shovel out of a truck and down a ramp.

K found himiself assigned to a gang working on thetrack, which
was -dislocated for some-distance short of the obstruction. ‘Al
afternoon, under the eye of ‘an overseer and a guard, he and His
fellows wotked at moving the buckled rails, firming the bed of
the track, and Taying sleepers. By évening there was enough new
track for an’empty truck to advance to the foot of the slide They
broke off for a supper of bread and jam and tea. Then, ini the
glare of the locomotive headlight, they climbed the mound and
began to shovel clay and stones. At first they were high enough

to pitch a load straight into the ‘truck; as the mound gréw lower” .

each shovelful Had to be lifted over ifs side. When the truck was

filléd the locomotive haled it back down the track, and the same

men emptied it in darkness:

Revived by the suppertime break, K soon began to flag again.
Every spadeful He lifted cost him an effort; when he stood erect
there was a siabbing in his back and the world spun. He laboured
more and more slowly, then sat down at the trackside with ‘his

head between his kniees. Time passed, he had no'idea how rnuch

time: Sounds gréw fiint in his ears.

~ He ﬁwm,..ﬁvm_& on the knee. ‘Get up!’ said a voice. He scrambled -
to his feet and in the faint light faced the gang overseer in his .

black-coat and cap.” N
“Why have 1 got to work here?’ K said. His head swiriy the

wotds seémed to echo from far away. - . :

The overseer shrugged. ‘Just do what you're told;’ ke said: He

raised his stick and prodded K'in the chest. K picked up his shovel.
“Till midriight they toiled; moving Tike sleepwalkers. Herded
back into the carriage at last, they slept slumped against one

anothet on the sedts or sprawled on the bare floor, the windows -
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up and down and shivered afid cursed and took turns to sneak
into the cab'to warm their hands. - ) C
Tired and cold, K lay with the box of ashes in his arms. ‘His
neighbour préssed agdinst him and embraced him ‘in his -sleep.
He thinks [ am 'his wife, thought K, ‘the wife in' whose bed he
slept last night. He stared-at the misty window, loniging for the
night'to pass. Later he fell asleep; when the guards unlocked the
doors in the morning his body was so stiff that he could barely
sand. - e A T
Again there was poiridge and tea. He found himself sitting
besidé the man who had ‘spoken to him on
Worcestet.: S
‘Are you feeling sick?” said the'man.. -
" Kshiook his head R o _
““You doni’t talk," ‘said the mian. ‘T thought you'must-be ‘sick:"
- ‘I'm not sick,’ said' K. T Coe e e
“Theén don't be so miserable. This-isn’t jail. This isn’t a life
sentence. This is just labour mwmw“.—,ﬂ.m_ﬁnu:aﬂm... T el
'K 'could not finish thé lukewarm slab of mealié-porridge. The
guards’ and the two' overseers’ were going ‘among’ them now;’
clappitig their hands and prodding them to standup. T
“There’s nothing special ‘about 'you,’ said the' man. ‘There’s
nothing special about any of us.” His gesture émbraced them all:
prisoners, guards; foremen. K séraped the uneaten porridge out
on to the earthand they stood-up. The hooknosed overseer passed
by, slapping the tail ‘of his coat with his stick. *Cheer ‘up!’ ‘said
the-man, giving K a smiile, punching him lightly on the shoulder.
‘Soon you'll be your-6wn man again!’ elosT e
The mechanical shiovel had at last been brought up-on the other
side of the $lide anid was steadily biting'the earth away. By noon
a’'passage had been cut three metres wide, and thé regular repair
crew from Touws River could move it to raisé and re-lay the
uncovered track. The train on the north side began'to get up

the journey from
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stearn. In his filthy white ambulance jacket, carrying the coat and
the box, in the company of other silent and exhausted men, K
cimbed aboard. No.one stopped him. Slowly the train backed
away, heading northward up the single track, with the two armed
guards at the end of the carriage peering up the line. .

For all of the two-hour ride K pretended to be asleep. Once
the man sitting opposite him, perhaps looking for something to
eat, _Em,mna the box out from between his feet and opened it.
When he saw it held ash he closed it and pushed it back. K watched
through half-closed eyes but did not interfere.

They were unloaded at Touws River at five in the. afternoon.
K stood on the Ewﬂmoﬂnn.noﬂ knowing what was to happen next.
They might discover he had boarded the wrong train and ship

him back to Worcester; or they might lock him up in this strange .

bleak windy place for not having papers; or there might be enough
emergencies along the line, enough earthslides and washaways
and explosions in the night and broken tracks, to make it necessary
for a gang of fifty mento be shuttled north and south from Touws
River for years to come, unpaid, fed on porridge and tea to keep

their strength up. But in fact the two guards, having escorted

them off the platform, turned without a word and. abandoned
them. on the cinder expanse of the marshalling yards to resume
their interrupted lives. o o
Without waiting, K crossed the tracks, ducked through a hole
in the fence, and took the path tha led away from the station
rowards the oasis of filling stations, roadhouses and children’s
playgrounds on the national road. The gay paint on the rocking-

horses and roundabouts was peeling and the filling stations had

long been. shut down, but a small shop with a Coca-Cola sign

over the dootrway and a crate of withered oranges in the window
still seemed. to be open. K had reached the door, had even stepped
into the shop, when a little old woman in black scustled forward

with outstretched arms to meet him. Before he could brace him-
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self she had forced him back bodily over the threshold and with
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a rattle of bolts closed the door in his face. He peered through
the glass and knocked; he held up the ten-rand note to show good
faith; but the old woman, without so much as alook, disappeared
behind the high counter. Two other men from the train, follow-
ing behind K, had seen his repulse. One of them angrily hurled
a handful of gravel at-the window; then they turned and left.

K stayed on. Beyond the rack of paperback books, through
the sweets in the display cases, he could still see the edge of the
black dress. He shielded his eyes with his hands and waited. There
was nothing to hear but the wind across the veld and the creaking
of the sign overhead. After a while the old woman brought her
head up over the counter and met his stare. She wore glasses with
thick black rims; her silver hair was drawn back tight. On shelves
behind her K could make out canned food, packets of mealie-
meal and sugar, detergent. powders. On the floor in.front of the
counter was a basket of lemons. He held the banknote flat mmazmm
the glass above his;bead. The old woman did not budge.

He tried the water-tap beside one of the petrol pumps, but it
was dry. He drank from 2 tap at the rear of the shop. In the veld
behind the filling station stood the hulks of scores-of cars. He
tried doors till he found one that opened, The back seat of the
car had been removed, but he was too tired to search further.
The sun.was going down behind the mountains, the clouds were
wurning orange. He pulled the door to, lay down on the dusty
concave floor with the box under his head, and was soon asleep.

In the moming the shop was open, ‘There was 2 tall man in
khaki behind the counter, from whom, without any trouble, K
bought three cans of beans in tomato sauce, a packet of powdered
milk, and matches. ‘He retreated behind the filling station and
made a fire;-while one of the cans was warming he poured milk
powder into his palm and licked at it. Having eaten, he set off,
teudging along the highway with the sun on his right. He walked
steadily all day. In this flat landscape of scrub and stone there was

‘nowhere one could hide. Convoys passed in both directions, but
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he ignored them. When dusk fell he broke from the road, crossed
a fence, and found a place for the night ina dry river-course. He
made a fire'and ate the second can.of beans. He slept close'to the-
embers, oblivious of the night noises, the tiny SCULTyings across
the pebbles, the rustle of feathers in the trees. s
Having once crossed the ferice into the veld, hie found it more:
restful to walk across country. He walked all day. In the fading
light he was lucky ¢riough to bring down a turtle-dove with 2
stone’ as it camie to Toost in' 3 thorntree. He twisted its neck,
cleaned it, roasted iton 2 skewer of wire, and ate it withi the last
can of beans. Lo C e
In-the morning he was wokern roughly by an old countryman
in a tattered brown army coat: With strange vehemience the ‘old
mrian warned hitn- off the land. ] just slept here; hothing else,” K
objected. ‘Don’t come looking for trouble!” said:the old man.
“They find you in theit veld, -they shoot youl You just make
trouble! Zoé,..mo_.._ﬁ. asked for ditections, but the old'man waved
him off and began to kick dirt over the ashes of the fire. So'he
reireated, and for an hour trudged along the highwayj; then, feel-
ing safe, He recrossed the fence. R
“Erom a feeding trough beside a dam he-scooped: half a'tinful
of crushed siealies and bonemeal, boiled it in water, and ate thé
gritty mush. He filled his beret with more of thie feed, thinking:
At last T any liviig ‘off-the land. e e
Soietirmes the only Sound He could hiear was that of his trouser- -
legs whipping together. From: horizon to hotizon the landscape
‘was empty. He clifibed a hill and Jay on his back listening to the -
silence,’ mmomsm.&o_émna%. of the sun $oak irito Liis bones. o
.Three strange creatures, little dogs with big ears, started from
behind a bush-and raced away. . R
1 -could live here forever, he thought, of ¢l 1 die” Nothing |
would happen, every day would be the same as the day ‘before, -
there would be riothing to say. Tbe dnxiety that'belonged to'the ¢
time on the Toad began to feave him. Sometimes; as he walked,
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he did not know whether he was awake or asleep. He could
understand that people should. have retreated here and fenced
themselves in with miles and miles of silence; he could understand
that they should have wanted to bequeath the privilege of so much
silence to their children and grandchildren in perpetuity (though
by what right he was not sure);he wondered whether there were
not forgotten corners and angles and corridors between the fences,
land that belonged to no one yet. Perhaps if one flew high enough
he thought, one would beabletosee. . - ' - . - .
Two aircraft streaked actoss the sky from south to north leaving
vapour trails-that slowly faded, and a noise like waves. . .
The sun was declining as. he climbed the last hills outside
Laingsburg; by the time he crossed the bridge and reached-the
wide.central avente-of the town the light was a murky violet.
He passed filling stations, shops, roadhouses, all closed. A dog:
began barking and, having begun, went on. Other dogs joined
in. There were no street lights. - . C e
He was standing before a display of children’s clothing in: a
dim shop window when someone passed behind him, halted, and
came back. ‘It’s curfew when the bell goes,” said a-voice. "You'd
better get off the street.’ C e
K tumned. He saw a man younget than himself wearing a:green
and gold track suit and carrying a wooden tool-chest: What the
stranger-saw he did not know.. T
‘Are you all right?’ saidithe young man. .. e
I don't want to.stop; said K. ‘I'm going to Prince Albert and:
it’s a long way.’ - S
But he went home with the: stranger-after-all-and. slept at his:
house; after a meal of soup and pan-bread. . There:were three

} children. All the . while K ate, the youngest,a girl, sat-on her

mother’s lap staring and, though her:mother ‘whispered in her
ear, would not tike her eyes off him. The two elder children kept
&&n gaze severely on their plates: After hesitating, K spoke of
his joirney. ‘1 met a man the other day,’ he said, ‘who told me
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they shoot people they find on their land.” His friend shook his
head: ‘T've never heard of that,” he said. ‘People must help each
other, that’s what 1 believe.’

"K allowed this utterance to sink into his mind. Do I believe in
helping people? he wondered. He might help people, he might
not help them, he did not know beforehand, anything was pos-
sible. He did not seem to have a belief, or did not seem to have
a belief regarding help. Perhaps I am the stony ground, he thought.

When the light was switched off, K lay for 2 long time listening
1o the stirring of the children, whose bed he had taken and who
now slept on-a mattress on the floor. He woke once during the
night with: the feeling that he had been talking in his sleep; but
no one scemed to have heard him. When he woke next there was
a light on and the parents were getting their children off to school,
trying to hush them for the sake of the guest. Mortified, he slipped
on his trousers under the bedclothes and stepped outdoors. The
stars were still shining; in the east there was a pink glow on the
horizon. o . o ) .

“The boy came to summon him to breakfast. At the table the
urge again came over him to speak. He gripped the edge of the

children stared’at him; a sitence fell; their parents looked away. -
The two elder children were instructed to watk with him as.
far as the turnoff to Seweweekspoort. At the turntoff, before they
parted, the boy spoke. ‘Are those the ashes?’ he said. K nodded.
‘Would you like to see?’ he offered. He opened the box, unknotted-
the plastic bag. First the boy smelled the ashes, then his sister did-
the same. “What are you going to do with them?’ asked the boy.”
said K. ‘That was what she wanted me.to do.’ ‘Did they burn,
her up?’ asked the boy. K saw the burning halo. ‘She didn’t feel
anything,” he said, ‘she was already spirit by then.’ :
It took him three days to cover the distance from Laingsburg
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rable and sat stiffly upright. His heart was full, he wanted to utter |
‘his thanks, but finally the right words would not come. The

‘[ am taking them back to ‘where my mother was bomn long ago,’
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to Prince Albert, following the direction of the dirt road, making
wide circles around farmhouses, trying to live off the veld but
for the main part going hungry. Once, in the heat of the day, he
stripped off his clothes and submerged himself in the water of a
lonely dam. Once he was called to the roadside by a farmer driving
a light truck. The farmer wanted to know where he was going.
“To Prince Albert,’” he said, ‘to visit my family.’ But his accent
was strange and it was clear that the farmer was not satisfied.
Jump in,’ he said. K shook his head. Jump in,” repeated the
farmer, ‘T'll give you a ride.” T'm OK;’ said ¥, and walked on.
The truck drove off in a cloud of dust; and at once K left the
road, cut down into a river-bed, and hid till nightfall.

Remembering the farmer afterwards, he could recall only the
gaberdine hat and the stubby fingers that beckoned him. On each
joint of each finger there was a little feather of brofize hair. His
memories all seemed to be of parts, not of wholes.

On the morning of the fourth day he was squatting on a hill
watching the sun come up over what he knew at last to be Prince
Albert. Cocks crowed; light blinked on the windowpanes of houses;
a child was driving two donkeys down the long:main street. The
air was utterly m&?m he descended the hillside towards the town,
he begah to be aware of a man’s veice rising up to meet him in
an even and unending monologue without visible origin, Puzzled,
he stopped to listen. Is this the voice of Prince Albert? he won-
dered. I thought Prince Albert was dead. He tried to make out
words, but though the voice pervaded the air like a mist or an
aroma, the words, if there were words, if the voice wete not
simply lulling or chanting tones,:were too faint or too smooth
wo.raun. Then the voice ceased, giving way to a tiny faraway brass

and. : , B -

K joined the road that entered the town from the south. He
passed the old millwheel; he passed fenced gardens. A pair of

1liver-coloured dogs galloped up and down inside a fence baying,

cager to get at him. A few houses further along the street a young
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woman was kneeling 2t an outside tap washing a bowlk. She glanced
over her shoulder at him; he touched - his beret; she looked

away.

Now there were shops on both sides of the street: a bakery, a

café, a clothing store, a bank agency, 2 welding shop, a general

dealer, garages. Grids of steel mesh werelocked across the front
of the general dealer's: K sat down on the stoep with his back to
the mesh and closed his eyes against the sun. Now-1am here, he

thought: Finally.

An hour later K was still sitting there, asleep, his mouth agape.
Children,  whispering -and piggling, had gathered around him.
One of them delicately lifted the beret from ‘his head, put it on;
and twisted his mouth in parody. His friends stiorted with laugh-

ter. He dropped theberet askew.on K’s head arid tried to-worm-

the box away from him; but both hands were folded over it.

The shopkeeper arrived. with. his keys; the children fell back:

and when he began to remove the grillework K -woke up.

. The interior of the shop was dim and cluttered. -Galvanized
iron bathtubs and bicycle wheels hung from the ceilingalongsidé

fan belts and radiator hoses; there were bins of nails and pyramids
of plastic buckets, shelves of canned. goods, patent medicines,”

sweets, babywear, cold drinks:

K stepped to the counter. ‘Mr Vosloo or Mr Visser,'-he said.
Those were the names his mother had remembered from the past.”

‘'m looking for a Mr Vosloo or a Mr-Visser who.is'a farmer.’

“Mrs Vosloo,' said the shopkeeper. ‘Is that. who you mean? Mrs

Vosloo at the hotel? There is noMr Vosloo.”. "

‘Mr Vosloo or Mr Visser who was a farmer long ago; that mm..”
who T am looking for. 1 don’t know the name for sure, but if ¥

find the farm T will recognize it.’

““There is no Vosloo or Visser who farms. Visagie—is that-who

you mean? What do you want the Visagies for?" -
[ have to take something there.” He held up- the box.
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at the Visagies' place, it has been empty for years. Are you sure
the name you want is Visagie? The Visagies left Jong 2go.’

K .asked for a packet of ginger snaps. .. -

- “Who sent you here?’ asked the shopkeeper. K locked stupid.
“They should .rmq_n.moﬂ._moanosn who knows what he is doing.
Tell them that whén you sée them." K mumbled and left.

He was walking up the street wondering where:to try next
when-one of the-children came running after-him. ‘Mister, 1 can
tell you where Visagies is!’ he called: K stopped. ‘But it's empty,
there’s no one there,” the child said. He gave directions that would
take K north along the road to Kruidfontein and then east by 2

farm road along the valley of tlie Moordenaarsrivier. ‘How far

is the farm from the big road?” asked K. “A long:way or a short
way? The boy was vague, nor did his companions know. “You
turn off at the-sign of the finger pointing,” he said. ‘Visagies is
before the mountains, guite a long way if you are walking." K
gave them money-for sweets.. S A

It was noon before he reached the pointing finger and:turned
off:on to a track that led into desolate -grey- flats; the sun was
going down when he climbed 2 crest and came in sight of a low
whitewashed: farmhouse beyond which the- land-rose from. rip~
pling fats to, foothills and: then to. the steep:dark slopes of the
rmountains themselves. He approached the house and.circled it.
The. shutters were closed and a rock-pigeon flew.in.at a hole

:where one of the gables had crumbled, leaving timbers exposed

and galvanized: roof-plates. buckled. A loose plate-flapped mo-
notonously in the wind: Behind the house.was a rockery garden
in. which nothing -was-growing. There was no.-old wagonhouse
such as he had imagined, bur a wood-and-iron shed, and against
it an empty chicken-run with streamers-of yellow plastic blowing
in the netting-wire. On.the rise behind the house stood 2 pump
whose head was missing: Far out in.the veld the vanesofa second
pump glinted. oo L
Eront and back doors were locked. He yanked at a'shutter and
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led by an old male with curling hotns. K stood up in his bed t4

‘on them, K felt his whole body begin to tremble. It 'was hard tg
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the restraining hook came loose. Cupping his eyes he peereq
through the window but could make our nothing,
As he entered the shed a pair of startled swallows flew out. A
harrow covered in dust and cobwebs occupied most of the floor
Barely able to see in the gloom,; breathing an odour of parafti
and wool and tar, he scratched along the walls among picks ang
spades, odds and ends of piping, loops of wire, cartons of empt]
bottles, till he came.upon a pile of einpty feed-sacks, which h
dragged into the open, shook &nu:. and laid out as a bed fo
himself on the stoep, ‘ _
-He ate the last of the biscuits he had bought, He mnE had hal
of his money left but no more use for it. The light faded. Ther
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brown and white neck of the ram the blade of the penknife would
fold back and cut his hand. Then the goats would trot off again,
and to keep up his spirits he would have to say to himself: They
have many thoughts, [ have only one thought, my one thought
will in the end be stronger than their many. He tried to herd the
goats against a fence, but always they slipped away.

They were leading him in a great circle, he found, round the
pump and dam he had observed from the farmhouse the previous
day. From closer by he could see that the square concrete dam
was in fact full to overflowing; for yards around it there was
muddy water and lush marshgrass, and as he approached he could
hear the plop of frogs. Only after he had drunk did it occur to

was a flutter of bats under the eaves. He lay on his bed m.mnnams,w him to be puzzled at this luxuriance and to ask himself who saw

to the noises on the night air, air denser than the air of day. No
1 am here, he thought. Or at least [ am somewhere. He wetit t
sleep.
The first thing he discovered in the morning was that ther
were goats running on the farm. A flock of twelve or fourteel
appeared from behind the house and crossed the yard at an amblel

look, whereupon the goats started and clattered down the tracl i
to the river-bed, In'a moment they had vanished from sight. H
had sat down and was idly tying his shoelaces before it cam|
home to him that these snorting long-haired beasts, or-creature
like them, would have to-be caughit, killed, cut up and eaten i

to it that the dam was full, Later in the afternoon, as he pursued
his dogged chase, the goats now ambling ahead of him fiom one

Jpatch of shade to the next; he had his answer: a light wind rose,

the wheel creaked and began to turn, from the pump came 4 dry
clanking, and an-intermittent trickle of water ran from the pipe.

Famished and exhausted, too deeply committed to the hunt
now to give it up, fearful of losing his quarry duting the night
in these miles of uriknown veld, he fetched _:m wmmm. made his
bed on the bare earth under the full moon as near t6 the goats as
he dared, and fell into a fitful sléep. He was woken in the middle
of the night by splashing and snorting as the mo»a drank. Still
dizzy with exhaustion, he rose and stumbled towards them. For

he hoped to live. Armed with nothing but his penknife he Ec:mnﬂ_ an instant they bunchied together, turning to face him, in water

off after the goats.- He spent all day hunting them down. Wild 4
first, they later grew used to the human being trotting after them
as the sun became hotter they sometimes stopped all together and
allowed him to approach to*within a few paces before casually
showing him their heels. At such moments, closing stealthily:in

up to their hocks; then, as he plunged into the water aftér them,
they scattered in all directions in an explosion of alarm, Almost
under his feet one slipped and slid, kicking likea’ fish'i in the mud
to regain its footing, K hurled the whole weight of his body upon
it. I must be hard, the thought came to him, I must press through
to the end, I must not relent. He could feel the goat’s E:masmnonm

believe that he had become this savage with the bared knife; nof heaving beneathi him; it bleated mmpﬁ and again isi terrof; its body

could he shake off a fear that when he stabbed into the dappleq
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jerked in spasms. K straddled it, clenched his r»smm around its
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neck, and bore down with all his strength, pressing the head under
the surface of the water and into the thick ooze below. The hind-
quarters thrashed, but his knees were gripping the body like a
vise. There was a moment when the kicking began to.weaken
and. he almost let up. But the impulse: passed. Long after the last
snort and tremor he.continued to press-the goat’s head under the
mud. Only when the cold of the water had vamcs to numb. his
limbs_did he rise and .drag-himself out.

..For the rest- of the night he did not sleep but: mﬂam_oa »_uo_._.“ in
Em wet -clothes, his teeth chattering, while the moon traversed
the sky: When dawn,.came .and it was light enough to see, he
returned to the farmhouse and. without a second thought put an
elbow. through a windowpane. The last tinkle of the last shard
died away and silence closed in-as deep as ever before.- He loosened’
the catch and opened.the window wide. From room to room he
wandered. But for moa_n larger pieces of ?gmnc_.nilncvco»n&
beds; im_.n_novamllﬂrono was nothing. His feet left prints on the
dusty floor. Q_.ra: he nnﬂon& the kitchen ﬂrnnn was a mE.Q om
wings as w.sim m_ms__ out through the r&n in ﬂro uoom Uaovm_nwm
lay nqnérnnn. there was a. ?rw of masonry qu:.;n the far wall
where the m.w_u_o rmm nnE.aEnn_ out of which there was even a
tiny 4056_»5" growing. .

Off the’ kitchen led 2 23: wmnnq X ovgnm Ea ﬁanmoé mum
nrnni. _umn_n nru shutters. Along one. ss: stood a row of wooden’
Euw. all empty save one. that nosﬂ_anm érun looked Eﬁ sand and’
mouse &om?amm On one rack were items of w_nn_..naimnn. om@
Bn:._vna of sets, E»mnn n:E m_umm Jars, u= no¢nunm in dust and,
nocs.nvm. Oa another, were rm_m.nn._mé _uoz_nm of oil usm 4.=nmm_...
._uu om _n_sm;mzmﬁ. nsm ﬁosinnnn_ milk, and three voﬁ_nm of pre-]
serves. K opened one, m_._m away. the. nna&nﬁux seal, and ﬁo_mo.
noﬁ: iwmn tasted like. mwnnonm The uinnnnnmm of the m.En in his;
EoEr :.:amr& s..nv ‘the smell of old, m__Bn rising from his 569

nﬁonrnm mum Emmn r:ﬂ nann_.. ma noo_n nrn coao ocm_nn »:a.h
mnma&:m E ﬂro msa_mrn mnn nrn rest om : EOR m_oﬁ_w

sS4 _ m
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_ He crossed the mile of veld back to the dam. Though the air
was warm he was still shivering.

The mud-brown hump of the goat’s flank stuck out of nra
water. He waded in and, using all his strength, hauled the corpse
out by the hind legs. Its teeth were bared, its yellow eyes stood
wide; a trickle of water ran out of its mouth..Jt was a ewe. The

urgency of the hunger that had possessed him yesterday was gone.

The Eonmrﬂ of cutting up and devouring this ugly thing with its
wet, matted hair repelled him. The rest of the goats stood on a
rise some distance away, their ears pricked towards him. He found
it hard to believe that he had spent a day chasing after them like

a madman with a knife, He had a vision of himself riding the

ewe to death E&nu the mud by the light of ...ro moon, and shud-
dered. He. éo&ﬁ_ have liked-to bury the ewe somewhere and

forget nro %_mo%. or ejse, _ummn of all, to m_nm. the creature on its

haunch and see it scramble to.its feet and trot om. ._n took him
hours to drag it back across the veld to the house.- There was no
way of unlocking the doors: he had to lift it through 2, window
to get it into the kitchen. Then it occurred to him that it .would
be stupid to butcher it indoors, if the kitchen with its plants and
birds could.be counted as part of the indoors. So he hauled it out

“mmm:_. He had a feeling that he was losing his grip on why he

had come all these hundreds of miles, and had to pace about with
his hands oyer his face before he felt better againy :

. He had never n_nmnnm an. animal before. There was =onr_=m to
use but the penknife. He shit, the- _oa=< »nm.vnmw& Ahis.arm into

;the slit; he expected Eoom.w@»ﬂ but. inside the goat ¢ annonu_ﬁn&

again the clammy wetness of E»G_Tasm He ﬁ_..nnnr& and the
.organs came tumbling out at his feet, blue and purple and pink;
.he had to drag the carcase m.&mﬂann..mim%,.c.nmoﬂn he could. con-
tinue.- He peeled back as much of the skin as he was able but
could not cut.off the feet and head until, searching in.the shed,
he mo::m a voi..mmi In the end the flayed carcase that.he hung
mBE the pantry ceiling mnnanm diminutive by comparison with
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the mound of remains that he rolled in a sack and buried in the
top tier of the rockery. His hands and sleéves were full of gore;
there was no water nearby; he scoured himself with sand but was
still followed by flies when he returned to the house.

He brushed the stove cléan-and made a fire. ‘There was nothing
to cook in. He cut off 2 haunch and held it over the open flame
il it was charred on the outside and juices dripped. He ate without
pleasure, thinking only: What will [ do when the goat is con-
sumed? T _

He was sure he had caught a cold. His skin felt hot and dry,
his head ached, he swallowed with difficulty. He took glass jars
to the dam to fill with water. On the way back his strength
suddenly deserted him and he had to sit down. Sitting in the bare
veld with his head between his knees he allowed himself to imag-
in€ lying in a clean bed between crisp white sheets. He coughed,
and gave a little hoot like an owl, and heatd the sound depart
from him without trace of an echo. Though his throat hurt, he
made the sound again. It was the first time he had heard his own
voice since Prince Albert. He thought: Here I can make any sound
I like. . : R

By nightfall he was féverish. He dragged his bed of sacks into
the front room and slept there. He had a'dream in which he lay
in pitch darkness in the dormitory of Huis Norenius. When he
stretched out his hand he touched the head of the iron-bedstead;

frorn the coir mattress came the smell of old urine. Afraid to]

move lest he wake the boys sleeping all about him, he lay with
his eyes openso that he would hot lapse back into the perils off
sleep. Tt is four o'clock, he said to himsélf, by six o'clock it will
bé light. No matter how wide-he opened his eyes he could not
miake out the position of the window. His eyelids grew heavy. |
am falling, he thought. . ; _ . _

" In the morning he felt stronger. He put on his shoes and wan-
dered about the house. On top of a wardrobé he found a suitcase;
but it contained only mu.owg,..noﬁ. and pieces of jigsaw puzzle.
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‘There was nothing in the house of use to him, nor anything that
gave 2 clue to why the Visagies who had lived here before him
had departed.

- The kitchen and pantry were noisy with the buzzing of flies.
Though he had no appetite, he lit a fire and boiled a little of the
goat-meat in water in a jam tin. He found tealeaves in a jar in
the pantry; he made tea and went back to bed. He had begun to
cough. | o :

- The box of ashes waited 'in a corner of the living-room. He
hoped that his mother, who was in some sense in the box and in
some sense not, being released, 2 spirit released into the air, was
more at péace now that she was neater her natal earth. .

There was a pleasure in abandoning himself to sickness. He
opened all the windows and lay listening to the doves, or to the
stillness. He dozed and woke throughout the day. When the after-
noon sun shone straight in on him he closed the shutters. .

In the evening he was delirious again. He was trying to cross
an arid landscapé that tilted and threatened to tip him over its
edge. He lay flat, dug his fingers into the earth, and felt himself
swooping through darkness. o :

After two days thethot and cold fits ended; after another day
he began to recover. The goat in the pantry was stinking. The
lesson, if there was a lesson, if there were lessons embedded in-
events, seemed to be not to kill sich large animals. He cut himself
a Y-shaped stick and, with the tongue of an old shoe and strips
of rubber from an inner tube, made himselfa catapult with which
to knock birds out of the trees, He buried the remains of the goat.

He explored the single-roomed cottages on the hillside behind
the farmhouse. They were built of brick and mortar, with cement
floors and iron roofs. It was not possible that they were half a
century old. But a few yards away a little rectangle of weathered
mudbrick .stood out from the bare earth. Was' this where his
mothier had been born, amid a garden of prickly pear? He fetched .
the box of ashes from the house, set it in the middle of the
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rectangle, and sat down to wait. He did not know what he ex-
pected; whatever it was, it did not happen. A beetle scurried across
the ground. The wind blew. There was a cardboard-box standing
in_the sunlight on a patch.of baked mud, nothing. more, There _
was another step,. apparently, that he had to take but could not
yet imagine. . .. ... CL . . o

He. followed. the perimeter fence all the way around the farm
without meeting any living sign of neighbours. In a trough cov-
ered with a, sheet of iron he found mouldering sheep-feed; he
picked out a handful of mealies and put them in his pocket. He
returned to the pump-and fiddled with it till he discovered how
the brake mechanism worked. He rejoined the. broken cable and
stopped the crazy dry spinning.of the wheel. . o
. Though he continued ta sleep in the house he was not at case
there. Roaming from one empty room to another he felt 2s in-
substantial as ,.&_.._. He sang to. himself and heard his voice. echo .
from walls and céiling. He shifted his bed to the kitchen, where
he could at Jeast see stars through the hole in the roof. .

His days he spent at the dam. One morning he took off all his -
clothes and washed them, standing nrnm.......nnnw. in the water and
pounding them against the wall; for the rest of the day, while the
clothes.dried, he.dozed in the shade of a tree.. o
.. ‘The time came to return his mother to the earth. He tried to -
«dig a hole on the crest.of the hill west of the dam,-but an inch
from the surface the spade met solid rock: So he moved to the
edge of what had been cultivated land below: the dam and dug a
hole as deep as.his elbow. He laid the packet.of ash.in the hele .
:and dropped. the first spadeful of earth on top of it. Then he had -
‘misgivings. He closed his_eyes and concentrated, hoping that a -
voice would speak reassuring him that. what he was doing was
right—his mother’s voice; if she still had a voice, or-a voice

sometimes spoke. telling him what to do. But no-voice came..So }

:

e extracted the packet from the hole, taking the responsibility
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o himself, and set about clearing a patch a few metres square in
the middle of the field. There, bending low so that they would
not be carried away by the wind, he distributed the fine grey
fakes over the earth, afterwards turning the earth over spadefil
by spadeful. S . .
This was the beginning of his life as 2 cultivator. On a shelf in
the shed he had found a packet of pumpkin seeds, some of which
he had already idly roasted and eaten; he still had the mealie
kernels: and on the pantry floor he had even picked up a solitary
bean. I the space of 2 week he cleared the land near the dam and
restored the system of forrows that jrrigated.it. Then he planted
a mﬁ_p: patch of pumpkins and a small patch of mealies; and some
'Jistance away on the river bank, where he would have to carry

water t6 it, he planted his bean, so that if it grew it could climb

into the thomntrees. o s
For the most part he was living on ‘birds that he killed with his
catapult, His days were divided between this form of hunting,
which he ‘carried on nearer the farmhouse, and the tilling of the
m..om. ,_E_mm. mnomnmﬂ pleasure came. at sunset when :0.23&__ open
the cock at the dam wall and watched the stream of water run
down.its channels to soak the earth, turning it from fawn to deep
_vumﬁm. Hn is because.] am a gardener, he thought, because that is
my nature. He sharpened the blade of his spade on a stone, the.
better to savour the instant when it clove the earth. The impulse
10 Epm,ﬂrmm_v.ona reawoken in. him; now, in a matter, of weeks,
e found. his waking life bound tightly to the patch of earth he
had begun to cultivate and the seeds he had planted there..
"There were times, particularly in the mornings, when a fit of
exultation would pass through him at the thought that he,.alone
-and :.:w.:o.&.z.._ was making this deserted farm bloom, But fol-
lowing upon the exultation would sometimes come 3 Sense of
pain: that was_obscurely connected. with the future; and then it
was oawu.vmww...uéonw,nrﬁ could keep him from lapsing into
gloominess. - e
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The. borehole, pumped dry, yielded only a weak and inter-
mittent stream. It became K's deepest wish for the flow of wate
from the earth to be restored. He pumped only as much as his
garden needed, allowing the level in the dam to drop to a fe
inches and watching without emotion as the marsh dried up, th
mud caked, the grass withered, the frogs turned on their back
‘arid died. He did not know how underground waters replenishe
thernselves but knew it was bad to be prodigal. He could no
imagine what lay beneath his feet, a lake or a running stream o
a vast inner sea or a pool so deep it had no bottom, Every timn.
he released the brake and the wheel spun and water came, i
seemed to him a miracle; he hung over the dam wall, closed hi
eyes, and held his fingers in the stream. "

" He lived by the rising and setting of the sun, ina pocket ottsidg
time. Cape Town and the war and his passage to the farm slippea
further and further into forgetfulness. _

Then one day, returning to the house at noontime, he saw the
front door wide open; and while he still stood confounded a figurs

emerged from the interior into the sunlight, a pale plump youn:
man in khaki-uniform. ‘Do you work here?’ were this stranger’
first words: He stood at-the head of the steps as if he owned th
house. There was nothing for K to do but riod. ‘I have neve
seen you before,’ said’ the stranger. ‘Are you looking after th
farm?' K'nodded. “When did thekitchen fall in like'that?” he asked
Trying to bring out words, K stumbled: The stranger did no
shift his gaze from K's bad mouth. Then he spoke again, ..Mo...ﬂ
don't know who I am, do you?' he said. ‘I am boss Visagie's

grandson.’ .

K removed his sacks from the kitchen to one of the rooms o
the hillside and yielded the house to the new Visagie. He felt thy
old hopeless stupidity invading him, which he tried to beat back
Perhaps he will stay only a day or two, he thought, when he se€s
that there is nothing good enough fot him here; perhaps he wil
be the one to go and I will be the one to stay.
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But the grandson, it emerged, was not able to go. That same
evening, when K had made a fire up on the hillside and was
broiling a pair of bushdoves for his supper, the grandson appeared
out of the dusk and hung around so long that K felt obliged to
offer him a share. He ate like 2 hungry boy. There was not enough
for both of them. Then his story came out. “When you go to
Prince Albert, ] want you to take care not to mention it to anyone
that T am here,’ he began. He was, it turned out, a deserter from
the army. He had slipped off a troop train at Kruidfontein siding
the previous evening and walked across country all night, arriving
at Tast at the farm e remembered from his schoolboy days. ‘Our
family used to spend every Christmas here,’” he said. ‘Family
would keep coming till the house was bursting at the seams. I've
never seen such eatinig as we used to do. Day after day my grand-
mother would pile the table with food, good coutry food; and
we would eat every last scrap. Karoo lamb like you never taste
any more.” K sat on his heels poking the fire, barely listening,
thinking: I let myself believe that this was onie of those islands
without an owner. Now [ am learning ‘the .Hﬁr.. Now T am
learmning my lesson. : o . _ _.

Meanwhile the more he talked the more vehement the grandson
became. He was anaemic, he said, he had a wedk heart, it was in
his papers, no one contested it, yet here they were sending him
to the front. They were reassigning clerks and sending them to
the front. Did they think they could do without clerks? Did they
think they could run the war without a paymaster’s office? If they
came looking for him, the regular police or the military police,
to take him back and make an example of him, K must play
dumb. He must play the idiot and reveal nothing. Meanwhile he,
the grandson, would make a hiding-place for himself. He knew
the farm, he would find a place where they would never dream
of looking. It would be better if K did not know the hiding-
place. Could K find him a saw? He needed a saw, he wanted to
begin work first thing in the morning. K agréed to look. Then
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followed a long silence. “Is this all you eat?’ asked the grandson.
K nodded: ‘You should plant potatoes,” said the grandson. ‘Po-
tatoes, onions, _mealies—anything will grow here if you give it
enough water. This is good soil. I'm surprised you don't.grow
2 few things for -yourself down by the dam.” A pang of disap-
pointment cut, through K: even the dam was known:about: 'My
grandparents were lucky to find you,' the grandson went on.
‘Peqple have a hard time finding good farm servants; nowadays.
What is -your name? ‘Michael, - answered K. It was dark now.
The grandson stood up uncertainly. "You haven’t.gota torch?’
he asked. *No,” said K; and watched:him pick his way down the
hillside in.the moonlight. S
Morning came and there- was no-longer anything for him to
do. He could not go.to the dam without betraying his garden.
He sat_on his heels against. the wall of the room, feeling the sun:
warm his body, feeling time pass, till.the grandson came climbing
the hill again. He is ten. years:younger than me, K thought. The
climb brought a fush to his-skin. - e O
. _*Michael, there is nothing to eat!’ the, grandson complained.
‘Don’t you ever go to the shop?’ Without waiting for a reply he
pushed open the door-of the room Emenn..nm,mnm.&n,,.mm seemed
about to pass a coniment, but then stopped himself. .
o meiuaznr do they pay you, Michael?’ he said.. .. -
_ . He thinks I am truly an idiot, thought K. He thinks I am an

idiot who. sleeps on the floor like an-animal and lives on birds
and lizards. and does not know there is-such a thing as money.
He looks at the badge-on my beret and asks himself what -child
gave it to me out of what lucky- packet. L
“T'wo rand,’ said K. “Two rand a week.” S
‘So what news do you have of my grandparents? Don’t they
ever visit? . o o o T Y Co.
K was silent. [ R
. *Where do you come.from? You are not from here, are you?’
¢ have been-all over,’ said X. ‘I have been in the Cape too.’;
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’

‘Aren't there sheep on the farm? said the grandson. ‘Aren’t
there goats? Didn't I see goats yesterday, ten or twelve goats out
beyond the dam?’ He looked at his watch, ‘Come, let's go and
find the goats.” - -~ ¢ _ - :

K remembered the goat in the mud. ‘Those are goats that have
gone wild,” he said. ‘You will never catch them.’ S

" wwe'll carch them at the dam: The two of us will manage.” -

“They come to the dam at night,’ said K. ‘During the day they
ase out-in the veld.’ To himself he thought: A- soldier. without-a
gun. A-boy on an adventure. To him the farm is justa place of
adventure, He. said? ‘Leave the goats, T'll- get you something to
Om.n.m : . ’ St T o

So while the sound of sawing came from the house, K- took
his catapult-and walked.down to ‘the tiver.and in an hour had
killed three sparrows and a dove. He brought-the dead birds to
the front.door and knocked. The grandson, stripped to the waist ~
and sweating, came to meet him. 'Very good,’ he said. ‘Can you
clean them quickly? l-would appreciate that.” R

K held-up. the four dead birds, their feet-together in a tangle
of claws. There was a pear] of blood at the beak of one of the
sparrows.-‘So small youdon’t taste it as it goes down,” he said.
“You wouldn’t get youtself dirty, not even your little finger.”

*What .the hell ‘does that mean?".said: the Visagie grandson.
“What the fuck do you mean? If you want to-say something, say
it! Put those’ things: down, T'll take. care of them!’: So K laid the
four birds down on the'stoep at the front door-and departed, -

. The first stubby pumpkin leaves were- pushing through. the
earth, one here, ‘one there. K- opened the sluice for the last time
and watched the water wash slowly across the field, turning the
earth dark. Now when T am most needed; he thought, I abandon
my children. He closed the sluice and bent the stem- of the ball
down till the cock was jammed shut;cutting the flow to the
trough from which the goats-drank, .- T oo
+ He brought four jars of water back and set them on the steps.
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The grandson, wearing his shirt again, stood with his hands in
his pockets staring into the distance. After a long silence he spoke.
‘Michael,’ he said, ‘'m not the one who pays you, I can’t put
you off the farm just like that. But we have to work together,
otherwise—' He turned his gaze on K.

The words, whatever they stood -for, accusation, threat, re-
primand, seemed to K to smother him. It is nothing but a manner,
he told himself: be calm. Nevertheless he felt stupidity creep over
him like 2 fog again. He no longer knew what to-do with his
face. He rubbed his mouth ahd stared at the grandson’s brown.
boots, thinking: You can’t buy boots like that in the shops any
more. He tried to hold to the thought to steady himself.

‘ want you to go to Prince Albert for me; Michael,’ said the
grandson. ‘I will give you a list of things I want, and money. I

will give you something for yourself too. Just don't talk to any-

one. Don’t say you have seen me, don’t say who you are getting
the things for. Don’t say you are getting them for anyone. Don't
get everything at the same shop. Get'halfat Van Rhyn's and half
at the café. Don't stop and talk——pretend you-are in . hurry. Do
you understand?’ L :

Let me not lose my way, K thought. He nodded. The grandson -

went on. . . _ .

‘Michael, I am speaking to you as one human being to another. .
There is a war on, there are people dying. Well, I am at war with
no one. | have made my peace. Do you understand? I make my

peace with everyone: There is no war here on the farm. You and

I.can live here quietly till they make peace everywhere. No ose
will disturb us. Peace has got to come one of these days.

‘Michael, I. worked in the paymaster’s office, I know-what is -

going on. Iknowhow many menare going eleven~63 every month,

whereabouts unknown,- pay stopped, docket opened. Do you .
know what I mean? I could give you figures that would shock
you. I'm not the only one. Soon they.are not going to have enough

men, I'm telling you, they are not going to have enough men to
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track down the men who are running away! This is a big country!
Just look around you! Lots of places to go! Lots of places to hide!
q just want to keep out of sight for a litcle while, They will
soon give up. I'm just a little fish in a big ocean. But I need your
co-operation, Michael. You must help me. Otherwise there is no
future for either of us. Do you see?” - y
So K left the farm carrying the list of things the grandson n eded
and 6Tty rand in notes. He picked up an old tin by the roadside,
and at the gate of the farm buried the money in the tn undet
a stone. Then he cut.across country, keeping the sun on his
feft and avoiding 4l habitation. In. the. afternoon he began to
climb, till the neat white houses of the town of Prince Albert
emerged below him to the west. Keeping to the slopes; he skirted
the town and joined. the road that led up into the Swartberg,.
He tramped uphill.in. dark shadow- wearing'his mother’s coat
against the chill. : : _ _ :
High above the town he cast-around for 2 place to sleep and
found a cave that had evidently been used before by campers.
There was a stone fireplace, and a béd of fragrant dry thymebush
was spread over the floor. He made a fire and roasted a lizard he
had killed with a stone. The funnel of the sky above turned a
darker blue and stars emerged. He curled-up, tucked his-hands
into his sleeves, and drifted towards sleep. Already it was hard
to believe that he had known someone called the Visagie grandson
-who had tried to turn him into a body-servant. In a day or two,
he told himself, he would forget the boy and remember only the
farm. P BT
He thought of the pumpkin leaves pushing through the earth.
Tomorrow will be their last day, he thought: the day after that
they will wilt, and the day after that they will die, whilé I am
out here in the mountains. Perhaps if [ started at sunrise and ran
all day T-would not be too late to save themn, them and the other

“seeds that are going to die underground, though they do not

know it, that are never going to see the light of day. There was
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a cord of tenderness that stretched from him to the patch of earth

beside the dam and must-be cut. It seemed to him that one could

cut a cord like that oz:‘ so many times before it would not grow
again, - _

He spent a m»< in _m_nanmm. E:Em in .._rn Eosﬂr of his cave
gazing up at the farther peaks on which there were still patches
of snow. He felt hungry but did nothing.about it. Instead of
listening to. the crying of his body he tried to listen to the great
silence about him. He went to.sléep easily and had a dream in
which he was running as. fast as the wind along an open road
with the cart. mo»aam behind him on tyzes-that wmnnE m_un.::na
the ground. S v , : .

- The sides of mrw valley were so steep nwmn nro sun &m not emerge
till. noon -and had gone behind the western peaks by mid-after-
noon, He was cold all the time. So he climbed higher, zigzagging
up the slope till the road through the pass disappeared from sight
and he was looking over the vast plain of the Karoo;. with- Prince
Albert itself miles below. He. found 2. new cave and cut bushes
for the floor. He thought: Now surely I.have come as far-as a
mian can come; surely no-one will be mad enough to cross these
plains, :climb- these mountains; search these rocks to find ‘me;
surely now that in.all the wotld only I know ﬁrn_.o Lam, I can
think of myself as lost. - Co : - :

- Everything else was behind him. é.rm: rn awoke in ﬂ:n motn-
ing he faced only the single huge block of the day, one dayata
time.-He thought of himself.as a termite-boring its way through
a rock., There seemed nothing to do but live. He sat so still that
it ‘would not-have startled him if birds rmm moéﬁ down mum

perched on-his shoulders,

. Straining his eyes he could sometimes-make out the dot.- om a
vehicle crawling down the. main street of the-toy town. of:the
plain below; but-even on the stillest of days no sound’ reached
him-save the scurrying of insects across the ground, and the buzz
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of flies that had not forgotten him, and the pulse of blood in his
ears. . .

He did not know what was going to happen. The story of his
life had never been an interesting one; there had wsually been
someone_to tell him what to do next; now there was no one, and
the best thing seemed to be to wait.

His thoughts went to Wynberg anw. one of a.ﬁ Emnnm_..iroun_

he had worked in the old days. He Hnﬂnﬁcﬂnn the young moth-
ers who had brought their children to play on. the.swings, and
the couples lying together in the shade of the trees, and the green
and brown mallards in the.pond. Presumably the grass had not
stopped growing in Wynberg Park because there was a war, and
the leaves had not stopped falling. There would always.be a need
for people:to.mow. the grass and sweep up the leaves. But he was.
no longer sure that he would choose green lawns and oak-trees
to live among. When he thought -of Wynberg Park: he thought
of an earth more vegetal than mineral, composed of last year’s
rotted leaves and the year before’s and so on back 1ill the beginning:
of time, an earth so soft that.one could dig and never come to
the end of .the momgnmm_ one could dig to the centre. of the earth

from Wynberg Park, and all the way to ﬂro centre it would be.

cool and dark and damp and soft. 1 have lost'my love for that
Enm of nmnr he /thought, I no. _oumnﬂ care 8 feel that kind of
aunr vngaos my m:m_...m It is no _cumnn the green: and the wﬂoﬁu
that [ want dE the wé.:oi and the red; not the wet 9: ?a m%.
not the dark but the rmrn. not the soft but the hard. I am wanoﬁnm
a &m.nnasn w:.a_ of man, he thought, if 503 are Bzo. kinds of
5»: m. I 4.63 cut, he nwonm_.:. voa_nm Em énma o:r _oo.cum
at his wrists, the Eoon would no longer mﬁw from’ me but seep,
and mmoq a __En mnnv_sm dry and heal..I am wnnonunm smalier and
ru&au »um drier .every mﬁw If 1 s__ann to &o here, .ﬁs:m in the
Eo_._nr of :.Q cave moo_cnm out over- _"rn Eﬁb with my knees

E&nn my nr:... I icﬂ_u wn mnnm out 5. the .E:& E m..n_&: 1
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would be preserved whole, like someone in the desert drowned
in sand.

In his first days in the mountains he went for walks, turned
over stones, nibbled at roots and bulbs, Once he broke open an
ant-nest and ate grubs one by one. They tasted like fish. But now
he ceased to make an adventure of eating and drinking: He did
not explore his new world. He did not tumn his cave into'a home
ot keep'a record of the passage of the days. There was nothing
to look forward to but the sight, every morning, of the shadow
of the rim of the mountain chasing faster and faster towards him
il all of 2 sudden he was bathed in sunlight. He whould sit or lie
ina stupor at the mouth of the cave, too tited to move or.perhaps
{00 lackadaisical. There were whole aftémoons he slept through.
He wondered if he were living in what was known as bliss. There
was a day of dark cloud and rain, after which tiny pink flowers
sprang up all over the thountainside, flowers without any leaf
that he could see. He ate handfuls of fowers and his stomach
hurt. As the days became hotter the streams ran faster, he could
not see why. In this crisp motintain water he missed’the bitter
savour of water from under the earth. His gums bled; he drank
the blood. o R

As 2 child K had beeh hungry, like all the childfen ‘'of Huis
Norenius. Hunger had turned them into animals who stole from
one another’s plates and climbéd the kitchen enclosure to rifle the
garbagé catis for bones and ‘peelings. Then he had grown older
and stopped wariting. Whatever the nature of the beast that had
howled inside him, it was starved into stillness. His fast years at
Huis Norenius ‘were the best, ‘when there wére no big boys to
torment hir, when he could slip off to his place behind the shed
and be left alone: One of the teachers used to make his class sit
with their hands on their heads, their lips pressed tightly together

and their eyes closed, while he patrolled the rows with his long -

ruler, In time, to K, the posture grew to lose its meaning as
punishment and became an avenue of reverie; he remembered
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sitting, hands on head, through hot afternoons with doves cooing:
in the gum trees and the chant of the tables coming from other
classrooms, struggling with a delicious drowsiness. Now, in front
of his cave, he sometimes locked his fingers behind his head,
closed his eyes, and emptied his mind, wanting nothing, looking
forward to nothing. . :
There were other times when his mind would return to the
Visagie boy in his hiding-place, wherever that was, in darkness
under the floor among the mouse-droppings, or shut up in a
cupboard in the attic, or out in his grandfather’s veld behind a
bush. He thought of the nice pair of boots: they seemed wasted
on someone who lived in a hole.- .. e
It became an effort not to shut his eyes against the glare of the
sun. There was a throbbing that would not leave him; lances of
light pierced his head. Then he could keep nothing dovn; even .
water made him retch. There was a day when he was too tired
to get up from his bed in the cave; the black coat lost its warmth
and he shivered continually. It cime home ‘to him that he might
die, he or his body, it was the samie thing, that ke might lie here
till the moss on the roof grew dark befoté his eyes, that his story
might end with his bones growing white in this faroff place. .
It took him ail of 2 day to creep down the mountainside., His
legs were weak, his head hammered, every time he looked down-
ward he grew dizzy and had to grip the earth till the whirling
stopped. When he reached the level of the road the valley was in
deep shadow; the last light was fading by the time he enteréd the
town. The smell of peach-blossom enveloped him. There was a
voice too, coming from all sides, the calm even voice he had
heard the first day he saw Prince Albert. He stood at the head of
the High Street among the, verdant gardens, unable to make out
a word, though he listened hard, of the distant monotone that
after a while blended with the twitter of the birds in the trees and
then gave way no_aﬁ_m.ﬁ._. o T
There was no one on the streets, K made his bed in'the doorway
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of the Volkskas office with 2 rubber doormat under his head.
When his body-had cooled he began to shiver. He slept in fits,
clenching his-jaws against the pain in his head. A flashlight woke
him but he could not separate it from the dream in - which he was
involved. To the questions of. the police he gave unclear answers,
shouts and gasps. ‘Don’t! . . . Don't! . . . Don’tl .. . he said,
the word coming.out like a .cough from his lungs. Cumnnmnuunﬁw
ing nothing, repelied: by his. smell, they .pushed him into .%m_n
van, took, him back to the station, and locked him in 2 cell.with

five other men, ‘where he resumed his shivering and his delirious

sleep. . T T

HM the motning, when they led the. prisoners out for ablutions
and breakfast, K was rational but.unable to stand. He.apologized
to the R..E..SE& at the door. ‘It is cramp-in my legs, -it will .mo.
away,’ he said. The_constable. called the duty officer. ‘For a while
they watched the skeletal figure that sat with its back ﬂo..z.ﬁ iwm
rubbing its, exposed calves; then together they bore K bodily.into
the yard, where he cringed from the brilliant sunlight, and mo-

tioned to another of: the prisoners to give him food. K accepted -

a thick slab_of mealie-po? idge but, even before the first spoonful
had reached his mouth, had begun his retching. . . .

No one _muni_.frmnn.amm iwm from. He had no. papers oD, him,
:o.n nmmn._u. mmr...n..n..n.u. O= the .n#»nm.n sheet he was _._m.m:..n— ..gmnrp&_

Visagie—CM-—40—NFA—Unemployed, and charged with leav- .

ing his magisterial district. withont .authorization, not being, in
m..owwwmmmmu.. of an, En&&&mmmoam%ncﬁnﬁ. infringing .nw:.._. .n:&..nﬁ,_
and being drunk and. disorderly.. Attributing his debilitation .»JQ_
incoherence to alcohol poisoning, they permitted him to stay 1n
nmo,ww.n,a ,_ﬁ.u.;..n .%n other waw_o_._,nmm_éa_nn returned to the __nn=m.. then
at noon took him in Enhr.mwr of the van to the hospital. There
he was mimmm@. of his clothes and lay naked on 2 rubber ..mrnw.n,
while a young nurse, washed and shaved him and dressed him in
a white smock. He felt no shame, “Tell me, I have always wanted
to know, who is Prince Albers? he asked the nurse. w,r.n paid no
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to0?’ He waited for the soft warm rdg to ﬂonn#Emmmnn.o_o&:m
his eyes, willing it to come. - : L

housing, as far ashe could see; ‘only children 2nd-old. men. Arow
of light bulbs hung on long cords from the bare rafters, swaying
out- of time with-one another. A’ tibe ran out-of his arm to-a
bottle on a rack; out of the corner of his eye he could watch the-
fevel fall Hour by hour, if he wanted: to. o
Once when he awoke there were a rurse and a policéman in

in' a long wood-and-iron extension at the rear of the hospital

policeman catried his cap under his arm.

ort hiis mouth. He waved it away. It-circled and settled again. He
yielded; his lip underwent the tiny cold searching of its proboscis.:

- An orderly came in with 4 trolley. Everyone got a'tray except
K. Smelling the food; be felt the saliva seep in his mouth: It was

the fifst hunger he had known for a long time. He ivas riot $ure .

that he'wantéd to becorne a servant to hunger agaifi; buta hospital,
it seemed, wasa place for bodies, whete ‘bodies assérted 1
rights. * T R o
Diisk fell; and then darkness. Somieone switched on the lights,
in two banks of three: K closed His eyes and stept. When he openéd-
them again the lights were still ori. Thenashe watched they faded
and went off, Moonlight fell in four silver slabs throughi thie four
windows. Somewhere nearby 4 diesel motor sputtered. The lights
came on dimly. He fellasleep. == 7o n T
It the morning he ate and kept down a breakfast of baby cereal
and mitk; He felt'strong enough to get up, -but wias 100 shy to
do. 50 till he saw an old than wrap“a dréssirig-gowii over his
pyjamas and leavé the room. After that e walked up-and down
beside his bed for a while, feeling odd in the Hosm.m.nwoﬁw.. .
In the néxt bed was a young boy with'a bandaged stump of

asserted their

FI

attention. ‘And who is Prince Alfred? Isn't there a Prince Alfred.

So he lay again between clean sheets, not in the main ward but’

the doorway looking in‘his ‘direction, murfuring together. The -

The afternioon-sun glared through the window. A'fly settled -
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an arm. ‘What happened?’ said K. The boy turned away and did
not reply. :

If ! could find my cothes, K thought, I would leave. But the

~ cupboard beside his bed was empty.

He ate again at midday. *Eat. while you can,’ said the. orderly.
who brought his food, ‘the great hunger is still to come.” Then
he moved on, pushing the trolley of food before him. It seemed
a strange thing to say. K kept an eye on him as e went his round.
From the far end of the ward the orderly felt Ks gaze, and gave
him a mysterious smile; but when he returned to fetch the tray
he would say nothing more. . X

The sun beating down on the iron roof turned the ward into
an oven, K lay with his legs spread, dozing. From one of his
spells he awoke to see the same policeman and nurse standing
over him. He shut his eyes; when. he opened them they were
gone. Night fell. . g

In the morning 3 nurse fetched him and led him to a bench in

the main building, where he wiited an hour il it was. his. turn.

‘How.are you feeling today?' asked the doctor. K hesitated, not

knowing what to say, and the doctor stopped listening.. He told.
K to breathe and listened to his chest. He examined him for
venereal infection. In two minutes it was over. He wrote some-
thing in the brown folder on.his desk. ‘Have you ever seen a

did not offer to correct it. R ...
K returned to his bed-and waited with his hands under his head

and shorts, neatly- ironed. ‘Put these on,’ she said, and busied

were too big. When he stood up he had to hold the waist-band

7%

doctor about your BDEE. he .asked while he wrote. No," said
K. ‘You could get it corrected, you know,’ said the doctor, but

wll the nurse brought him clothes: underpants.and 2 khaki shirt
herself elsewhere. Sitting up in bed, X put them om. The shorts |
to stop them from slipping down. Then he saw the policeran at :

the door. ‘These are too big,” he said to the nurse, “Can’t I have -
my own clothes?” “You will get your own clothes back at the .
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desk,’ she told him. The policeman led him down the corridor
to the reception desk and there took charge of a brown paper
parcel. No words passed. There was a blue van in the parking
Jot. K waited for the back to be unlocked;. the tarmac was so hot
under his bare soles that he had to dance where he stood.

He expected to be taken back to the police station, but instead
they drove all the way through the town and then five kilometres
down a dirt road to a camp in the bare veld. K had seen the ochre
rectangle of Jakkalsdrif from his perch in the mountains wrﬂ had.
thought it was a construction site. Not for a moment had he
guessed that it might be one.of the resettlement camps, that the
tents and unpainted wood-and-iron buildings might house peo-
ple, that its perimeter-might be 2 three-metre fencé surmounted.
with a strand of barbed wire. When he climbed out of the van
holding up his pants, he did so under the eyés of a hundred curious
inmates, adults and children, lining the fence on either side of the
gate. - . : :

By the gate stood a Jittle hut with 2 covered porch on which
identical grey-green succulents grew out of two tubs of earth.
On the porch. waited a stout man in military uniform. K rec-
ognized the blue beret of the Free Corps. The policeman .mnonz&
him and they retired together into the hut. With his parcel under

his arm K was left to endure the inspection of the crowd:. He

stared first into.the distance, then at his feet; he did not know
what expression to wear.. “Where did you steal those pants?’ called,
out someone. ‘Off Sarge’s linel’ came another voice, and there
was a ripple of laughter. . . oo .
Then a. second Free Coyps man emerged from the hut, He
unlocked the camp, gate and conducted K ﬂrnc.s_mm the crowd,
crossing the bare earth of the assembly square to one of the éo_o.mu
and-iron buildings. It was dark inside, there were no windows.
He indicated an empty bunk. “That’s your home from now on,’
he said. ‘It’s the only home you've got, keepitclean.’ K clambered’
up and stretched out on the bare foam rubber no more nrmn. an
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armslength from the-iron roof. In the dim light, in the stifling
heat he waited for the gudrd to leave. o

All afternoon he lay on his bunk listening to the sounds of
camp life outside. Once a troop of children rushed in and chased
one another noisily over and under the bunks; when they left
they slammied the door shut: He'tried to sleep but could not. His
throat was parched: ‘He thought of the cool of his cave up in the
Bo__.:,.w&:.m. of the streams that never stopped running. This is
ike Fuis Norenius, he thonght: I am back in Huis Norenitis a
second time; only now [ am too old to bear it. He took off the
khaki shirt and shorts and opened the package; but the clothes*
whose smell used to be simply his own smell had in the space of
a few days grown stale and frowzy and alien. Spreadeagled on
the hot mattress iri his undershorts, he waited for the afternoon
to pass.

Someone opened the door and a@no.nm_nn_n.om_m the floor. K pre-

tended to be asleep. Fingers touched his bare arm. He flinched at -
the touch. "Are you all-right?’ said a ‘man's voice. ‘Against the -

dazzle of light fromi the doorway he could not make out the face.

T'm finie,’ he said: the words seenied to come from far away.’
The ..m.n.nmzmmm.&vno& off again. K’ thought: I neéded more warn-
ing, T should have beentold T was going to be-sent back amongst

people. -

you got soap?" she said. “Yes,” he lied. ©

t6 have a shower, but when he tried the shower tap there was
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Later he put on the' khaki clothes and ‘went outside. The sun
baked dowh, theté was 1o breath of wind. Two women ‘lay
togecher on 2 blanket inf the shade of 2 tent, Onk was asleep, the .
other had a sleeping child at her breast. She gave K a smile; he -
nodded and passed. He found the cistern and drank copiously. -
On his return heé addresséd her. ‘Is there anywhere ] can wash' :
some clothes?” he asked.” She pointed out the washhouse. *Have

1 the washhousé weré two basins and two showers, He wanted

—
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no water. He washed the white-St John's jacket, the black trousers,
the yellow shirt and underpants with the sagging elastic; he found
pleasure in soaking and wringing, in-standing’ with his eyes shut
and his arms plunged to the elbows in cold water. He put on his
own shoes. Afterwards, when he went to drape his clothes over’
the washline, he saw the painted sign against the wall: JAKKALSDRIF
RELOCATION CAMP / BATH TIMES / MALES 67 AM f mmzﬁmm_%mol,
8.30 AM /'BY ORDER / SAVE WATER / BE SPARING: Following the line
of the waterpipé from the cistern, he saw it run under the camp’
fence. and- thien o to a pump on highground some distance
The woman with the baby stopped ‘him as lie passed. “You
leave your clothes-there;” she’ warned, “they’ll be gone in ‘the
morhing.’ So he fetched the damp clothing’ back.and spread’ it
over his bunk. - S
- THe'san wa$ setting; there were more people about now, and
children ‘everywhere. Three old fiien were playing ‘cards outside
the néxt hut, Fora while he stood and watched. =~ =
He counted thirty n.n..snm.mqmnq spaced over the camp terrain, g
and seven huts besides the ‘bathhouse and latrines. Foundationis
for a secotid fow of huts had been laid, ‘and rusty bolts jutted
from the comcrete. "~ T e
“He walked over to'the gate: On the guardhouse porch one of
the two Free Corps sentries sat in-a-deckchair monmsm.._rmm shirt’
open to the waist. K leanied ‘his head against theé mesh, willing
the guard to-wake. “Why ‘have 1 beensent ‘here?’ he wanted to’

sdy. ‘How long do hiave to stay?’ But the guard wént on'sleeping,

and K lacked the courage to’shout.

~ He wandered back to the hut, and from the hut to the cistern.:
He did not know what to'do with himself. A young girl came
with a bucket to fill, but stopped when she saw him and went
aivay. He retreated-to the back fence'of the camp-and stared out
over the empty veld, Lo
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In one or two of the stone fireplaces amongst the tents there

were now fires-burning; there was a bustle of people coming and
going; the camp was coming to life. = . .
A blue potice van arrived in a cloud of dust and puiled up at
the gate, followed by an open truck with men standing packed.
together in the back. Every child in the camp rushed to the gate.
The guard let the van through, and it drove slowly to the fourth
in the row of huts, the one with the stovepipe. Two women got
out and unlocked the hut; behind them followed the police driver
carrying a cardboard box. From the back fence K could faintly
hear the crackling of the radio in the van. Soon a first puff of
black smoke came from the pipe.

Men from the truck were unloading
stacking them inside the gate. . , ) .

The policeman returned to his van and sat in the cab combing.
his hair.. One of the women, the large one in slacks,, emerged
from the hut and beat on.a wiangle. Before the last note had died
away there was a crowd of children jostling at the door, -carrying
mugs or plates or tin cans, and mothers with infants. The woman
cleared 2 space and began to let the children in two by two. K

bundles of mmnéoom and

wandered over and joined the back of the crowd, When the chil-

dren emerged, he saw; they had soup and slices of bread.
A little Boy, bumped as he came out, spilled his soup over his

legs: Walking gingerly, as though he had wet himself, he rejoined -
the line. Some of the children sat down on the bare ground outside. .

the hut to eat; others carried their supper back to the tents, .
K approached the woman at the door. ‘Excuse me,” he said,

the hospital.’ .
_‘It’s for the children only,’

away. .

were still damp. The khaki shorts he tossed under a bunk.
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replied m._.n womarn, .mwn._ Homw&.

“ican | have something to eat? I haven't got.a plate. I come from

mn.énsn.vunw to his hut .una_. put .o: ﬂ,wn .o_wnw.n.no..,am,a. ~which
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He spoke to the policeman in the van. ‘Where do 1 get some-
thing to eat?’ he said. I didn’t ask to come here.. Now where
must 1 get food?’ _

“This isn’t jail,” said the policeman, ‘this is a camp, you work
for your food like everyone else in the camp.’

‘How can.] work when I am locked up? Where is the work 1
must do?’ _ .

‘Fuck off,” said the policernan. ‘Ask your friends. Who do you
think you are that I should give you a free living?’ |

It was better in the mountains, K thought. It was better on the
farm, it was better on the road. It was better in O»vm Town. He
thought of the hot dark hut, of strangers lying packed about him
on.their bunks, of air thick with derision. It is like going back to
childhood, he thought: it is like a nightmare. -

There were more fires w&ﬂ&sm now, and a smell.of cooking, .
even of meat grilling. The woman in slacks beckoned him over
to the kitchen and handed him a plastic bucket. “Wash this," she
said, ‘and put it inside here. Lock the -door. You know how a
padlock’ works?” K nodded. There was a layer of mosw. mush at
the bottom of the bucket. The two women got into the van-with
the policeman; as they drove off, K noticed, they looked straight
shead of them as though there were nothing left to be curious
about in the camp. . . T

Darkness fell. Around the fires there were mno.%m.u»n:m and
talking; later on someone began to play a m&&u _mzm. there was
dancing. At first K hung about in the shadows looking on; then,
Mn&wum foolish, he went and lay down on his bunk in ﬂwn,,nn.u_mﬂ_

uf, N
. Someone entered: he turned as the dark shape approached him.
Want a cigarette?’ said a voice. K accepted the &mmnm.ﬂn and sat
up hunched against the wall.. By the light of the match he saw a
man older than himself. o L
“Where are you from?’ said the man.
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‘T'walked around the back fence this aftetnoon,’ said K. "Any-
oné can climb it. A child -could climb it in 2 minute: de. mo
people stay here?’

“This isn’t 2 prison,’ said the man.. ‘Didn’t you hear the po-
liceman tell you it isn’t a prison? This is Jakkalsdrif. This is a
camp: Don’t yoi know what a camp is?-A camp is for people
without jobs. It is for all the people who go around from farm
to farm bégging for work because they haven’ t got food,’ they
haven’t got a roof over their heads. They put all the peaple like
that together in a camip so- that they won't-have t6 beg any more.

You say why don’t I run-away. ‘But why should’ mnov_n with’

nowhere to go run away from the nice life we've got "hére? From
soft beds like this- and free wood and a man-at the gafe with a
gun to stop the thieves: front coming in’ the night’ to stéal your

money? Whete mo q.oc corme m.oﬁ that u.os ao: 14 wnoé :..mmn

things?’
K was silent. He did hot understand who was voﬁm blamed.
“You climb the fence;’ the man said, ‘and you have left your
placeof abode. Jakkalsdrif is your place of abode now. Welcome.
You~leave ‘your place’ of abode, they pick 'you up, you are
a’ vagrant.- No- place -of abode, First time; Jakkalsdrif. Second
time, Brandvlei. You want.to o to' Brandvlei, penal ‘fervitude,

hard labour, brickfields, guards with whips? You climb thefence,

they pick -you ‘up, it'sa ‘second offence; you'go ‘to Brandvlei.

Rememmber that: “Tt's your ‘choice. - Where' do you, want to
go -antyway?” He mnouvnm Em 428.. .m‘o: émnn to’ mo to En.

mountains? ¢
K did not know what wn.. meant. The man slapped him on the

leg. ‘Comeout znd joiri the party,’ he sdid.*You' see'them séarch-

ing people at the: ‘gate? Searching for’ _Esoﬁ. No _EcoH. in ﬂ:n
camp, by order, So comie out arid have a drink.” -

Thus K allowed himself to be led out to the group mmnrnnnm.

around the guitar-player. The music stopped. "This is Michakl,’

the man said. ‘He has come all the way to Jakkalsdrif for his
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holiday. Let’s make him welcome.’ K was pressed to sit down,
offerad wine out of a bottle wrapped in brown paper, and besieged
with questions: Where did he come from? What was he doing in
Prince Albert? Where had he been picked up? No one could un-
derstand why he should have left the city and come to this lonely
part.of the world where there was no- work and where entire
farnilies had been turned off farms nrnw had lived on. m.op. gener-
ations. S Lo

. ‘I was bringing my mother to rﬁ.. in wnanw Ewﬂr. ﬁ.._.inm
to explain. ‘She was sick, her legs were giving her trouble. She
wanted to live in the country, to get away from the zain..Jt was
raining all the time where we lived. But she died on the way, in
Stellenbosch; -in the hospital there. So she never saw Prince Al->
bert.:She was born here.’ : -

‘Poor lady,” said a womian. ‘But rm4g t you mon Welfare in
the Cape?’ She did not wait for K’s answer: ‘There is no Welfare
here. This is our dq&mm_..n. She waved an arm-to nEcBno the
camyp. .

K pressed on. “Then I ioannn on .&o na_émwm rn mﬁn_ “Thelped
to-clear the line when there was a-blockage. Then I came here.’

There was a silence. Now [ must speak about the ashes, thought
K, so as to be complete, so as to-have told the whole story: But
he found that he could not, er could not yet. The man:with the
guitar began to pick out a new melody. :K felt-the attention of
the group drift away from him to the music. ‘There:is nio Welfare
in Cape Town either,’ li€ said. “The Welfareistopped. The tent
next door glowed, lit from within by a candle; figures: moved in
silhouette against the walls _mmmon ﬁrpn life. He unn__:& msm msm&
up at the stars. : Lo SR C

‘We've been in for five Eonﬂrm now, man_ a voice woman ES.
It was the man from the hut. His name was:Robert. -‘My wife,
my. children, three girls and a boy, my sister and her children. I
had: work near Klaarstroom, on a farm.: I'd-been .there'a long
time, twelve years: Then suddenly there was no ‘wool marke.
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Then they started the quota system—only so much wool per There was a long silence. A tiny light flashed across the heavens. :
farmer. Then they closed the one road to Oudtshoorn, then they | K pointed. ‘A shooting star,” he said. . - :
dosed the other one, then they opened them both, then they The next morning K went out to work. The Railways Admin- ;
closed them for good. So one day he came to me, this farmer, | istration had first call on the men ‘from Jakkalsdtif, followed by
and he said, “T've got to let you go. Too many mouths to feed, | the Prince Albert Divisional Councdil, followed by the local farm-~
I can’t afford it.”” “Where must I go?”” I said: *“You know there ers. The truck came to fetch them at six-thirty, and by seven- :
are no jobs.” “Sorry,” he said, “nothing personal, I just can’t thirty they were at work north of Lecu-Gamka, clearing under- |
afford it any more.” So he let me go, me with a family, and he growth from the river-bed upstream and downstream , from a . _
kept on a man who had been there only a short.time; a young | railway bridge, digging holes and mixing cement for a security |
man, single. Just one mouth to feed—he could afford that. Lsaid | fence. The work was hard; by mid-morning K was flagging. The .
to him, “I've got no work now, what can I afford?” Anyway, | time in the mountains has turned me into an:old man, he thought. _
we packed everything and left;-and on the road, I'm not lying, Robert paused beside him. ‘Before you break your back, my _
on the road the police picked us up, he had phoned them, they | friend:’ he said, ‘remember what they pay you. You get standard ﬂ
_
_

picked us up and that same night we were here in Jokkalsdrif | wage, one rand a day. I get one rand. fifty ‘because I have depen-
behind the wire. *“No fixed abode.” I said to them, “Last night | dants. So don't kill yourself. Go and take-a pee. You've been in
I had a fixed abode, how do you know tonight I won't have a hospital, you're not well.”

fixed abode?” They said, “Where would you rather sleep, out in | Later, when the midday break came, he offered K one of his
the veld under a bush like an animal or in‘a camp with a proper - sandwiches and stretched out beside him in the shade of a tree.
bed and running water?” 1 said, *Do T get a choice?” They said, | ‘Out of your five—six rand a week,’ he told him, ‘you have to _
“You get a choice and you choose Jakkalsdrif. Because we are provide your own-food. The camp is just 2 place to:sleep. The
not going to have people wandering around being a nuisance.” | ACVV ladies—yon saw them yesterday—they visit three times -
But Il tell you the-real reason, I'll tell you. why they were so | 2 week, but that is charity work for the children only. My wife
quick to pick us up. They want to stop people from disappearing has a job in the town three half~days a week as a domestic. She
into the mountains and then coming back one night to cut their | takes the baby E_mnr her and leaves the other children with my
fences and drive their stock away. Do you know how many men sister. So we bring in maybe: twelve rand a week. From that we
there are in this camp—young men?’ He leaned towards K and | have to feed nine people, -three grownups, six children. Other
dropped his voice. “Thirty. You are thirty-one. And how many ' people have it harder, When there isn’t work, too bad, we sit
women and children and old people? Look around, count for-} behind the wire and tighten our belts. Co .

yourself. So I ask you, where are the men who aren’t here with]  ‘Now the money you carn, there is only one place to spend it,
their families?’- . . . that is Prince Albert. And when you go into a shop in Prince
‘ was in the mountains,” said K. didn't see anyone.* _ Albert, all of a sudden prices go up. Why? Because you are from

‘But. you ask any of these women where their menfolk are, ’ the camp. They don’t want a camp so near their town. They
they will say, “He has got a job, he sends me money every )| never wanted it. They ran a big campaign-against the camp at
month,” or, “He ran away, he left. me.” So who knows? - ° the beginning. We breed disease, they said. No hygiene, no mor-
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als: A nest of vice, inen and women all together. The way they
talked, there should be a fence down.the middle of the camp,
men on one side, women on the other, dogs to patrol it at-night.
What they would really like—this is my opinion—is for:the camp
to be miles away in the ‘middle of the Koup out of sight. Then.
we could come on tiptoe in the iniddle of the night like fairies
and do their work, dig their gardens, wash their pots, and be:
gone in the morning leaving everything nice-and clean.

'So 1 hear you ask who is in favour of the camp? I'll tell. you.
First, the Railways. The Railways would like to have a Jakkalsdrif
every ten miles along the line. Second, the farmers. Because from-
a‘gang from Jakkalsdrif a farmer’gets a day’s work blood cheap,
and-at the end of the day the truck fetches them and they are’
gone and he doesn’t have to worry-about them or their families,
they can starve, they can be cold, he knows nothing, it’s none of
his business.’ T B

A short distance away, out of earshot, sat the gang foreman
on:a little folding stool. K watched him pour coffee out ‘of his:
vacuum flask. His long flat fingers could not all-find a place on'

 the ear of the mug. With two-fingers in the air he raised it and;

drank. Over the rim his eyes-met K's. What does he see? thought.
K. What am I to him? The foreman set down the mug, raised.
his‘whistle-to his lips, and, still sitting, blew a long blast. o
Later that .afternoon; while he was chopping at the roots of a’
thornbush, the same foreman came and stood behind him. Glanc
ing- under his ‘arm, -he saw-the two' black shoes. and the rattan!
stick-tapping idly in the dust, and felc himself trembling with the)
old nervousness. He went on-chopping; but there was no strength!
in his arms. Onily when the foreman moved off could he begin’
to.collect himself. . | - S o
In the evening he Was too tired to-eat. He took his mattress,
outside and lay. watching the stars appear one by one out of the!
violet sky.- Then someone on the way to-the latrines: stumbled!
over him. There was 4 commotion, from. which he retreated:i
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Moving the mattress back to the hut, rn._mw oft his bunk in the

datk under the roof-plates. S

On Saturday they were paid and the commissary lorry came.
On Sunday a pastor visited the camp to conduct a prayer service,
after which the gates were thrown open dll curfew time, K went
to the service. Standing émong the women and children, hejoined
in the singing. Then the pastor bent his head and. prayed. ‘Let
peace enter our hearts again, O Lord, and grant it to us:to return
to our-homes cherishing bitterness against no man, resolved to
live together in fellowship in Thy name, obeying. Thy com-

mandments.’ Afterwards he spoke-to some of the.old-people,

then climbed into the blue van that had waited for him at the
gate and was driven off. . L
. Now.they were free to go to Prince Albert, or visit friends, or
simply take a walk in the veld. K saw a family of eight, the man
and wife in their best sober black," the. girls in: pink- and white
dresses with white hats, the boys in grey suits and ties with their
feet stuffed into shiny black shoes, ses off down-the long road-to
the town.- Others followed: a band of girls, laughing, arm in.arm; _
the man with the guitar together with his sister and his girlfriend.
‘Why don’t we go?’ suggested K to Robert. ‘Let the youngsters
go if they-want to, replied Robert, *What's so special about Prince
Albert.on a Sunday? T've seen it before, it's nothing to me. Go
with them if you want to. Buy yourself a cool drink and sit outside
the café and scratch your fleabites. There is nothing else to do. 1
say, if we-ate going to be in jail; let's bein jail, let’s-not pretend.”
Nevertheless K- left the camp..He strolled. down the Jakkals-

rivier till the wite and the huts and the pump.were ‘out of sight.
‘Then he lay. down in'the warm grey sand with his beret over his

face-and fell asleep. He awoke sweating, He lifted the beret. and

squinted into the sun, Striking all the colours of the rainbow from
his eyelashes, it filled the sky..1 am like an ant that does not know-
- where its hole is, he thought: He dug his hands into the sand and
let it pour through his fingers over and over again. . o ¢
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The moustache they had shaved off at the hospital was begin-
ning to cover his lip again. Still, he found: it hard to relax with
Robert and his family around the fire where the eyes of the chil-
dren were continually upon him. There was one little boy in
particular who pursued him wherever he sat, clutching at his face.
The child’s mother, embarrassed, would fetch him away, where-
upon he would wriggle and whine to be let loose till K did not
know what to do or where to look. He suspected that the older
girls laughed at him: behind his back. He had never known how
to behave with women. The Vrouevereniging ladies, perhaps
because he was so thin, perhaps because they had decided he was
simple, regularly allowed him to clean the soup-bucket: three
time a week this made up his meal. He gave half his wages to

Robert and carried the other half about in his pocket. There was
nothing he wanted to buy; he never went to town. Robert still
looked: aftet him in various ways but spared him his speeches
about the camp. ‘I have never seen anyone as asleep as you,’
Robert said. ‘Yes,” replied K, struck that Robett: too had seen it,

“The work around the bridge was finished. For two days the
men were.laid off, then the Council truck came to fetch them to
do road grading. X lined up at the gate with the other men, but
at the last moment declined to board the truck. ‘I'm sick, 1 can'tf
work.” he told the guard.. ‘Suit yourself, but you won’t be paid,]
:said the guard: : . .

.So K brought his mattress out and lay next to the hut in th
shade. with an -arm over his face while the camp lived its Life
around him. He lay so still that the smaller children, having firs!
kept their distance, next tried to rouse him, and, when he would
not be roused, incorporated his body into their game. They clamy

bered over him and fell upon him as if he were part of the earth,
stilt hiding his face, he rolled over and found that he could doz
even with little bodies riding on his back. He found unexpected
pleasure in these games. It felt to him that he was drawing healt}
from the children’s touch; he was sorry when men from i
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Council arrived to spread lime in the latrine pits and they rushed
off to watch.

Through the fence K spoke to the guard: ‘Can I go out?

. “ thought you were-sick. This morning you told me you were
sick.’ : :

Lm,mou.ﬂ want to work. Why do I have to work? This isn’t a
jail. : . -

.%w:. don’t want to.work but you want other people to feed
you. , _

‘T don't need to eat all the time. When [ need to:eat, I'll work.’

The ghard sat in his deckchair on the porch of the tiny guard-
house with his rifle leaning at his side against the wall. He smiled
into the distance. : : - ; _

-‘So cari you open the gate?” said K, R I

“The only way to leave is with the work party,’ said the guard.

‘Andif climb the fence? What will you do if I climb the fence?’

*You climb the fence and I'll shoot you, I swear to God :mo:.n
think twice, so don’t try.’ : -

K caressed the wire as if weighing the risk.

.ﬁnn. me tell you something, my friend,’” said the guard, ‘for
your own good, because you're new here. If [ let-you out now,
in three days you’'ll be back pleading to belet in. T know..In three
days. You'll be standing at the gate here with tears in your eyes
pleading with me to let you back. Why do.you want to runaway?
You've. got a home here, you've got food, you've got a bed.
You've got a job. People are having a hard time out there in the
world, you've seen it, I don’t need to tell you. For éw»n. do wmc
want to join them?’ . = - S

‘I don’t want to be in a camp, that’s all,’ said K. ‘Let me climb
the fence and go.: Turn your back. Nobody will notice 'm gone.

You don’t even know how many people-you've got here.’ .

J.wos climb the fence and I'll shoot you dead, mister. No hard
feelings. I'm just telling you.’ o T
The next morning K lay in bed while the other men went to
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work. Later he walked:over to the gate again. The same guard
was on duty. He and K talked about football. ‘T've got diabetes,’
said the guard. “That’s the reason they never sent me north, Three
years now I've been- on paperwork, stores, guard duties. You
think it's bad in the camp, you try sitting out here twelve hours
a day with nothing to dobut look at the thornbushes. Still, Il

tell you one thing, my. friend, and this is the truth: the day I get .
orders to go north I walk out. They’ll never see me again. It's .

not my war, Let them fight it, it’s their war.’

.He winted to-know:about K’s mouth (‘Just curious,’ ra_mwm&
and K told him. He aomm& ‘I nronmwn so. But nrn: I thought
maybe someone cut you.’ :

In the guardhouse he had a m5m= wm_,mm.:.umcnznm unmnmnnmﬂoH..

He brought out a lunch of ¢old. chicken and bread and shared it

with X, wummmnm the food through the mesh. ‘We live pretty well,

I suppose,’ he said, nosm_m_ncsm nranu '3 War.om, En gave a &% .

smile., -+ . - - Coal

He spoke about ﬂrn women in %n SB? about the visits. ra )

and his colleague reccived at night. “They’re starved for sex,’ he;
said. Then he yawned arid returned to his deckchair. ;

The next morning K-was shaken awake by Robert: ‘Get dressed, -
you've got to-work,” Robert said: K pushed his arm away. ‘Come :
on,’ said Robert, “they. want- everyone today, no excuses, no
arguments, you've got to come," Ten minutes later K was stand-
ing outside the gate in the chilly early-momming wind, being counted,

Prince Albert and then out in'the direction of Klaarstroom; %o%
took a farm road past a sprawling shaded homestead and halted ;
beside 2 lush field of lucerne where two police reservists 4:"_:‘
atmbands and: rifles stood waiting: As they-climbed down they
weré handed sickles by a farm-worker-who did not speak or meet;
their eyes. ‘A tall man in- freshly-pressed khaki slacks appeared. |
He held up a sickle. “You all know how to use a sickle,” he n&-&
out,. “You've got two morgen-to cut.So get down to it!’
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‘Lined up three paces apart, the men began to work their way
across the field, bending, gathering, cutting, taking half a step
forward, in a rhythm that soon had K sweating and dizzy. *Cut
clean, cut-clean!” bellowed 2 voice right. behind him. X turned
and faced the farmer in khaki; he could smell the sweet deodorant
he used. ‘Where were you brought-up,. monkey?” shouted the
farmer. ‘Cut low, cut clean!” He took the sickle from K’s hand

pushed him aside, gathered .the next tuft of lucerne, and cut it
dlean and low. ‘See?’ he shouted. K nodded. ‘Then do it, man,
do it!" he shouted. K bent.and mmﬁam :ﬁ next tuft off close to
the earth. “Where do.they. E&a up rubbish like that?’ he heard the
farmer call to one of the reservists. ‘He's half-dead! Hwnw..z_ be

digging up corpses for us next!’
~ ‘I can’t go on!" K gasped to Robert at zﬁ man vnnmw .?:w wmnw
is breaking, every time I stand ,_mnnm_mwﬂ the ﬂon_@\mnEm.

..?m" go slow,’ said Robert.. ..Hrov. can't Ewn you.do what you
can't do.!

K Hoow& at:the. ummm& uﬁwnrn he. had ¢ cut.,

“You want to know who this is?” murmured. Robert: ..EE,..mE..,
is the brother<in-law of the captain of police, Oosthuizen. His

machine breaks down, so what happens? He. picks up the phone,

calls the police station, and first thing in the morning he has thirty
pairs of hands 8 cut his lucerne for w:n That’s how it works

‘here, the system.’

They finished nzﬁrm the m_aE in :27%1539 _npﬁnm the

&»r:m for the next day. K was reeling with exhaustion. Sitting

in, the truck he closed his eyes and felt as if he were hurtling
nwﬂosm_._ endless empty space. Back in the hut he fell into 2 dead
sleep. Then in the middle of the night he was woken by. the

<rying of a baby. There were discontented murmurs from around

him: everyone seemed to be awake, For what seemed hours they
lay and listened as the baby somewhere in the tents went through
cycles of whimpering, wailing; and shricks that left it gasping for
breath. Aching to sleep, K felt anger mount inside himself. He
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lay with his fists clenched agaifst his breast, wishing the child
annihilated. .

In the back of the truck, with the slipstréam roaring on them, .
K mentioned the crying in the night. “You want to know how
they shut that child up in the end?’ said Robert. ‘Brandy. Brandy
and aspirin. That's the only medicine. No doctor in the camp,
no nurse.’” He paused. ‘Lét me tell you what happened when they
opened the camp, when they opened the new home they had
built for all the homeless-people, the squatters from Boontjies-
kraal and the Onderdorp, the beggars off the streets, the unem-
ployed, the vagrants who sleep on the mountain, the people chased
off the farms. Not a month after they opened the gates everyone
was sick. Dysentery, then measles, then flu, one on top of the
other. From being shut up like ‘animals in a cage. The district
nurse came in, and you know what she did? Ask anyone who
.was here, they will tell you. She stood in the middle of the camp
where n.4oQo=o could see, and she cried. She looked at children
with the bones sticking out of their-bodies and she didn’t know
what to do, she just stood and cried. A big strong woman. A
district nurse. - e : T _

‘Anyway,” said Robert, ‘they got a big fright. After that they
started dropping pellets in the water and digging latrines and,
spraying for flies and bringing buckets of soup. But do you think:
they do it because they love us? Not 2 hope. They prefer it that
we live Because we look too terrible when we get sick and die.
If we just grew thin'and turned into paper and then into ash and
floated away, they wouldn't-give a stuff for us. They just don’t
‘want to get upset. They want to go to sleep feeling good.” -

‘[ don’t know;’ said K. ‘1 don’t know.’ o

‘You don't look deep enough,’ said Robert. ‘Take a good-look
in their hearts, then youll see.’ .

K shrugged. -

“You're.a baby,’ said Robert. "You’ve been asleep all your life.
It's time to wake up. Why do you think they give you charity,

88

L1re & TimEs oF MicHaAEL K

you and the children? Because they think you are harmless, your
eyes aren’t opened, you don’t see the truth around you.’

Two days later the baby that had cried in the night was dead.
Because it was an iron rule from above that under no circum-
stances was a graveyard to be established within or in close prox-
imity to any camp of any type, the child was buried in the back
block of the town cemetery. The mother, a girl of eighteen,
retitrned from the burial service and- refused to eat. She did not
weep, merely sat beside her tent staring out in the direction of
Prince Albert. The friends who came to comnsole her she did not
hear; when they touched her she pushed their hands away, Mi-
chael K spent hours standing against the fence where she could
not see him, watching her, Is this my education? he wondered.
Am I'at last learning about life here in a camp? It séémed to him
that'scene after scene of ife was playing itself out before him and
that the scenes all cohered. He had a presentiment of a single
meaning upon which they were converging or threatening to
converge, though he did not know yet what that might be,

For 4 night and @ day the girl kept her vigil, then retired into
the tent. She still would not cry, word went about, nor would
she eat. K’s first thought each morning was: Will I see her téday?
She was short and fat; no one knew for sure who the father of
the child had been, though it was ramoured that he was away in
the mountains. K wondered whether he was at last in love. Then

‘after three days the girl re-emerged and resumed her life. Seeing

her in the midst of other people, K could detect no sign that she
was different from them. He never spoke to her. :
One night in December, woken by excited shouts, the people
of the camp stumbled from their beds to behold on the horizon
in the direction of Prince Albert a vast and beautiful orange blos-

som’ unfolding ‘itself against the murk of the sky: There were
gasps and whistles of amazement, “What's the bet it’s the police

station!"’someone shouted. For an hour they stoodand watched
while the fire poured out like a fountain consuming itself and
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being consumed. There were moments. when they were sure they
could hear shouts and cries and the roar. of the flames across the
miles of empty veld. Then by degrees the flower grew redder

and duller, the fountain lost its strength, till at last, with some

of the children asleep in arms and others rubbing their eyes, and
with nothing left to see but a smoky glow in the distance, it was
time. to go back to bed. . :

. The police struck-at dawn. Ina ma:mm om. twenty, nnm&mu police
mnm,mnroo_wou. reservists, with dogs and. guns, with an officer
standing on the roof of a van shouting commands through a
megaphone, they moved down the rows pulling out the pegs,
collapsing the tents, beating at the shapes struggling in the folds.
..H,.rn«._ burst into the huts.and beat the sleepers in their beds. A

-youth wheo dodged them and ran away was chased into a corner

behind the Jatrines and kicked into insensibility; a small boy was

_Son_nmn_ over by a mom and rescued screaming with fright, his

scalp Fnu..»nnm and Enn&um Half-dressed, some wailing, some .

praying, some mEsunm with fear, men, women and children were
herded on to the open terrain before nrm huts and ordered (o sit |

down. mnoa there, under the eyes of dogs and men with.cocked

guns,  they émﬁnr& while the rest of the squad moved like a
swarm of locusts through &n_r,snm. of tents, turning them inside

tying suitcases. and boxes, till the site looked like a trash-heap,

.out, hurling everything they had contained into the open,-emp- -

with clothes, bedding,.food, cooking utensils, crockery, toiletries |

scattered everywhere; after a érmn."rnw.ioc& on to n..rn.. huts

and turned them to chaos too. . .,

Through all this K sat with his _unumn m:__nm over. Em ears mmuuumn )

the early-morning wind. The woman beside him. had a crying

baby . with a bare bottom and two little girls who clung tightly .
to her, one to each arm. ‘Come and sit here with me,”. whispered
K. to the.smaller of the girls. Without taking her eyes from the
destruction being visited on them, she stepped over his legs and

stood within the protective circle of his arms sucking her thumb.
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Her sister joined her. The two stood pressed together; K. closed
his eyes; the baby continued to kick and whine,

They were made to line up at the gate and file out one 3. one.
even the blankets some of them wore wrapped over their night-
clothes. A dog-handler plucked a little radio out of the hands of
a woman in front of K: he dropped it to the earth and mnmn._wna
on it. ‘No radios,” he explained. |

Outside. the gate the men: were herded. left, nrn 8053 »E.s_
children right. The gates were locked and the camp stood empty.
Then- the captain, the big blond man who had shouted orders,
brought the two Free Corps guards out to face the men ér,o_.o
they stood in a row .against the fence. The m:..:.mm were unarmed
and &m_.aqn:& K wondered what had gone on in the guard-

- house. .Zoé. ' said the captain, ‘tell us who is missifig.’

" There were three missing, three men who slept in one of the

other huts, with whom K had never exchanged a word, .
‘The captain was shouting at the guards,, who had .come to

mznbzos before him. At first K thought he. shouted because he

was used to the megaphone; but soon the rage behind the shouting

became too clear to be missed. “What-are. we keeping here in our
back yard!” he shouted.:‘A nest of criminals! Criminals and sab-

.oteurs.and idlers! And you! The two of you! You eat and sleep
‘and get fat and from one day to the next you don’t wuoé where

the people are you are supposed to be guarding! What do. you
think you are doing here—running, a holiday camp? It’s a work
camp,. man! It's a camp to teach lazy people to work!. Work! And
if they don’t work we close the camp! We closeit down and chase

| all these vagrants away! Get out and. don’t comg back! You've

had your chance!” He turned to the group of men, ‘Yes, you, you
ungrateful bastards, you, 'm talking about you!” he shouted. *Yon
appreciate nothing! Who builds houses for you when you have

‘nowhere to live? Who gives you tents.and blankets when you are

shivering with.cold? Who nurses you, who takes care of you,
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who comes here day after day with food? And how do you repay
us? Well, from now on you can starve!” ,

He drew 2 deep breath. Over his shoulder the sun made is
appearance like a ball of fire. ‘Do you hear me?" he shouted. ‘I
want everyone to hear me! You ask for war, you get war! I'm
putting my own men on guard here—fuck the Army!—I'm put-
ting my own men on guard, and I'm locking the gates, and if
my men see any of you, man, worian or child, outside the wire,
they have orders to shoot, no questions asked! No one leaves the
camp except on’ labour calls. No visits, no outings, no picnics.
Roll-calls morning and evening, with everyone present to answer.
We've been kind to you long enough. ..

‘And I'm locking.up these monkeys with you!" He raised an
arm and pointed dramatically at the two guards, still standing to
attention. ‘I'm putting them in to teach them who runs things
hérel You! You think I haven’t kept an eye on the two of you?
You think T don’t know about the nice life you lead? You think

1 don’t know about all the pussy-fucking that goes on-when you

should be on guard?’ The thought seemed to inflame him further,
for suddenly he wheeled. stormed into the guardhouse, and 2
motnent later teappeared in the doorway bearing a small white-
enamelléd refrigerator clutched to his belly. His face glowed with
the strain; his cap, brushing against the lintel, fell off. He'stepped
to the edge of the parch, raised the refrigetator as high as he
could, and flunig it down. It hit the ground with 2 crashi; paraffin
began to seep from the ‘notor. *You see?* he panted. He tipped

“the refrigeratot on to its side. The door fell operi and with a clatter

disgorged a one-litre bottle of ginger beer, a tub of margarine, a
Joop of sausage, loose peaches and onions, a plastic water-flask
and five bottles of beer. “You seel’ he panted again, glaring.

* Al morning they sat waiting in the sun while two young po-
licemen and 2 helper ift 2 blue T-shire with the legend SAN JOSE
sTATE on front and back searched with officious slowness through
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the debris. In the huts they found caches of wine, which they
emptied into the earth. They threw all the weapons they found
in a pilé: a kierie, an iron bar, 2 length of piping, a pair of sheep~
shears, several folding knives. Then at midday the search was
declared over. The police shepherded the inmates back in, locked
the-gates, and in a few minutes were gone, leaving behind two
of their number, who sat all afternoon under theawning watching
the people of Jakkalsdrif scratch in the mess for their- belongings.

From one of the new guards they later learried what had ‘brought
down Oosthuizen’s wrath upon them. In the middle of the night
a loud explosion had come from' the welding shop on the High
Street, followed by-an uncontrollable fire that had spread to the
building next door and thence to the town’s culeural history mu-
seum. The museum, with its thatchied roof and yellowwood ceil-
ings and floors, had been gutted in an hour; though some of the
antique farming equipment on display it the courtyard had been
rescued. Searching by torchlight in the smoking rubble of the
welding shop, the police had found evidence of forced entry; and
when one of theit own drivers recollected that at dusk the previous
evening he had stopped three strange men on two bicycles near
the ..._uwrhmmmm ‘turnoff (he had warned them that they were on
the point of infringing the curfew; théy had pleaded that they
were hurrying back as fast as they could to the Onderdorp, where
they lived; he had thought no more of it), it seemed. clear that
camp people were implicated in an act of arson against the town.

It cost K little trouble to gather his few belongings together;
but other men from. the huts who had had trunks or suitcases
wandered moodily through the debris searching for what was
theirs. A fight broke out over.no more than a plastic comb. K
retreated, _ : Co

Though it was 2 Wednesday, the-ladies with the soup did not
arrive. A deputation of women went to the gate to ask permission
to use the stove in the camp kitchen; but the guards.claimed not
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to have the key. Someone, wﬂrmvu a n_ﬂ_n_ threw a rock through
the kitchen window. .

Nor did the truck come ﬂro next day to mznr nrn QQ.W gang.
In mid-morning the police guards were replaced by two new
men. ‘They are going to starve us,’ said Robert, loudly enough
for others to hear. “That fire was the excuse they were lookirg
for.. Now they are going to do what nrnw &éﬁa énbﬂnn_l.wn.nw
us up and wait:for us to die.’ o

- Standing against the wire Hoo_.u:m out over, nw.n ﬂ&m N wuoom&
on Robert’s words. He no longer found it so strange to think. of
the camp as a place where people were deposited to. be.forgotten.
It no fonger seemed an accident that the camp.lay. out of sight.of
the town on a road that led nowhere else. But he could not. yet
believe that the two young men on the guardhouse porch would

sit and watch with equanimity, yawning, smoking, going indoots
every now. and again for a nap,-while people were dying before
their eyes. When people died they. left bodies behind, Even people

who died of starvation left bodies behind. Dead bodies could be
as offensive as living bodies, if it. was true that a living. body could
be offensive. If these people really wanted to. be rid of us, he
thought (curiously he watched.the thought begin to, unfold itself
in his head, like a plant growing), if they really wanted to forget
us.forever, they would have to,give us picks and spades and
command .us to- dig; then,-when. we had- exhausted ourselves
digging, and had dug a great hole in the middle of the camp,
they would have to order us to climb.in and lay ourselves down;
and. when -we were lying.there, all of us, they would have to
break down the huts.and tents-and tear down the fence and throw
the huts and the fence and the tents as well as every. last thing we
had owned upon us, and cover us with earth, and flatten the

-earth. Then, perhaps, they:might begin to forget about us: But

who. could dig a hole as big as that? Not thirty men, even with
-women and children and old -people to help, not in our present
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state, with nothing but picks and spades, here in the stone-hard
veld.

It seemed more like Wo_unn than like him, as he knew _.:Emn:.
to think like that, Would he have to say that the thought
was Robert’s and had merely found a home in hir, or could he
say that thongh the seed had come from Robert, the thought,

‘having- grown up inside him, was now his own? He did not

know. : T P S :

Then on Monday morning the Divisional Council truck arrived
as usual to take them to work. Before they climbed aboard, the
guards checked their names on 2 list; otherwise nothing seerhed
to have changed. They weére dropped off at various farms in the
district according to a roster the driver kept. With two comrades
K found himself at the job of repairing fences. The work was
stow, for they were using not new wire but lengths of old wire
which when joined together coiled in inconsistent-directions. K
liked the leisureliness of the work and-its repetitiveness. Coming

in' the mornings and going in-the evenings, they spent 2 week on

the same farm, on some days doing no more than a few hundred
metres of fencing: Once the farmer-took K. aside; gave him-a
cigarette, and commended him. *You have a feel for wire,’ he
said. ‘You should go into fencing. There will always be 2 neéd

for:good fencers in this country, no inatter what. If you ‘carry

stock, you need fences: it’s as simple as that.” He too loved wire,
he went on.. It pained him to have to.use ragtag materials,; but
what else was there? At the end of the week he paid the three
men the standard rate for their labour; but gave them in addition

packets of fruit and green mealies, and used clothes: For K he

had an old sweater, for the other men a carton of. castofis for

their wives.and children. On the way back,-on the truck, one of

K's companions, picking around in the box, came up withalarge -

ppair of cotton panties: He held it at a distance between his fin-

gertips, wrinkled his nose, anid let it go. The slipstream caught
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it and whirled it away. Then he pitched the whole box over %a
side.

That night there was _E:om in the camp and a fight broke out.
When K looked again, one of the Free Cotps men, the one who
said he had diabetes, was standing in the firelight gripping his
thigh and calling for help. His hands glistened with blood, his
trouser-leg was wet. ‘What is going to happen to me?" he cried,
over and over. One could even see the blood oozing between his
fingers, thick as oil. People came running from all quarters to
stare.

K rushed to-the gate, where the two wcrnn guards stood peering
in the direction of the commotion. “That man has been stabbed,’
he stammered—he is bleeding, you must take him to the hos-
pital.’

The mcmﬂmm mxnrmzm& m_unnnm ‘Bring him over,’ said one,

‘then we'll see.” :
. K ran back. The wounded man was sitting with his trousers

around his ankles, talking without cease; gripping his thigh; from

which blood continued to gush. “We must take him to the gate!’
K shouted; It was the first time he had raised his voice in the
camp, and people looked at him curiously. *Take him to the gate,
then they will take him to hospitall’ The man on the ground

‘nodded Smoﬂoc.&w “Take me to hospital, look how I'm Enn&umz

he cried,

His comrade, the other mnnn Ooﬁum man, m:mrom r_m way to his

side, bringing a towel which he tried to tie around-the wound.
Someone nudged K: it was one of the men from the other huts.
‘Leave them, let them look after each other,’ he said. The crowd
began to break up. Soon there were only children left, and K,
watching the younger man bind the older man’s m:mr in the
flickering light. -

. K never discovered who had mﬂm_u_unn_ the guard or whether he
recovered; for this was his last night in the camp. While everyone

else was going to bed, K quietly bundled his belongings in the
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black coat, slipped out, and settled down behind the cistemn to
wait till the last embers had died, till there was nothing to hear
but the wind across the veld. He waited an hour longer, shivering
from sitting still so long:. Then he took off his shoes, hung them
about his neck, tiptoed to the fence behind the latrines, tossed
the bundle over, and climbed. There was a moment when, strad-
dling the fence, his trousers hooked on a barb, he was an easy
shot against the silver-blue sky; then he unpicked himself and
was away, tiptoeing across ground surprisingly like the mnocsn_

-inside the fence.

'He walked all night, feeling no fatigue, trembling sometimes
with the thrill of being free. When it began to grow light he left
the road and moved across open country.. He saw no human
being, though more than once he was startled by buck leaping
from cover and racing away into the-hills. The dry white grass
waved in the wind; the sky was blue; his body was overflowing
with vigour. Walking in-great loops, he skirted first one farm-
house, then another. The landscape was so empty that it was not
hard to believe at times that his was the first foot ever to tread 2
particular inch of earth or disturbia particular pebble. But every
mile o two there was a fence to remind him that he was a
trespasser as well as a mnaway. Ducking through the fences, he
could feel a craftsman’s: pleasure in wire spanned so taut that it
hummed when it was plucked. Nonetheless, he could not imagine
himself spending his life driving: stakes into the ground, erecting
fences, .dividing up the land. He thought of himself not as some-
thing heavy that left tracks behind it, but if anything as a speck
upon the surface of an earth too deeply asleep to notice the scratch
of ant-feet, the rasp of butterfly teeth, the tumbling of dust.

He climbed the last rise, his heart beating faster.. As he reached
the crest the house came into sight below, first the roof and the
broken gable, then the whitewashed walls, everything as it had
been before. Surely, he thought, surely now I have outlasted the
last of the Visagies; surely every day I spent living on air in the

-
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mountains or being devoured by time in the camp was as long a
day for that boy to endure, eating or starving, sleeping or émwﬁm
in his hiding-hole.

The back door was unlocked. As K pushed open the top.flap
something leapt-out nearly into his face and raced away-around
a corner: a cat,-a huge cat with mottled black and mEmmn fur. He
had never seen a cat on the farm before.

The house.smelled of heat and dust, but also of old fat u:m
uncured leather. The smell grew worse as he approached the

kitchen. At the kitchen doot he hesitated. There is still time, he

thought, time to. brush away my foorprints and tiptoe out. Be-
cause whatever | have returned for, it is not to live as the Visagies
lived, sleep where they slept, sit on their stoep looking ‘out over
their land. If this house were to be abandoned-as a homie for the
ghosts of all the generdtions of the Visagies, it would not matter
to:me. It is not for the house that { have come,

The kitchen, into- which a béam-of sunlight shone from" nro .

hole in the roof,. was empty; the smell came from the pantry,
where, peering into shadow, K made out 2 side of sheep or goat
hanging from a hook: Though there was little left of the carcase
but-bones held together by a.dry grey vmnn_.:.:nsﬂ. green-bellied
flies. still buzzed about it.

‘He left the kitchen and went &Hdsmr ﬂrn rest om the rosmn
seeking in-the gloom for signs-of the Visagie boy or clues to his
hiding-place. He found- nothing. The floors were covered in a
fresh film of dust. The attic- door was padlocked on the outside.
Furniture stood where it had always stood, there were no tellrale
‘marks. He stood in the. middle of the dining-room .and held his
breath, listening for- the faintest stirring from above or-below;
but the very heart of the grandson, if there were a mnmzmmon and
he were alive; beat in time with his own. : S

He emerged into.sunlight and took the ﬂpnw -across the <nE to
the dam and the field where once he had scattered his mother’s
ashes. Every stone, every bush along the way he recognized. He
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felt at home at the dam as he had never felt in the house. He lay
down and rested with the black coat rolled under his head, watch-
ing the sky wheel above. I want to live here, he thought: [ want
to live here forever, where my mother and my grandmother lived.
It is as simple as that. What a pity that to live in times like these
a man.must be ready to live like a beast, A man who wants to
live cannot live in a house with lights.in. the windows. He must
live in a hole and hide by day. A man must live so-that he leaves
no trace of his living. That is what it-has come to.

The dam itself was'dry, the once lush grass around it brittle,
white, dead. There was no trace of the pumpkins and mealies he
had sown. Veld-grasses-had taken over the wunnw he had m_._m and
were growing briskly.

He released the. brake of'the pump, The wheel cresked: uuﬂ_

swung and shuddered and began to turn, The pistén plunged and
came up. Water gushed, in rust-brown gouts at first, then clear.
All: was as-it. had been before; as he had remembered it in the
mountains. He held. his hand inthe flow and felt the force beat
his-fingers back; he climbed into the dam and stood under the
stream, turning his face up like 2 flower, drinking and wnﬁm
bathed; he could not get enough of the water.

He slept. in the: open; and awoke from a-dream in iEnr the

Visagie boy, crouched in a ball in the dark beneath the floor-
boards, with: spiders walking over.him and the great weight of
the. wardrobe pressing down above his head, thouthed words,
pleas or.cries or orders, ke did not know, that he could not hear
or.understand. He sat.up feeling stiff and exhausted. Let him not
steal my first day.from me! he groaned to himself. I did not come:
back to be.a nursemaid! ‘He has looked after himself all these
months, let him-look- after- himself a while longer! Wrapped in’
the black coat he clenched his jaw. and waited for dawn, aching
after the pleasures of digging and planting he had promised him-'
self, impatient to be Enocmw with the gm_nnmw of Euw_sm a ns.&_..

ing.
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All morning he tramped the veld, searching along the shallow
gullies that led from the hillsides and along the faults where the
rock broke in sheer lines, Three hundred yards from the dam two
low hills, like plump breasts,:curved towards each other. Where
they met, their sides formed a sloping crevice as deep as a man's
waist, three ot four yards long. The bed of the crevice was of a
fine dark blue gravel; the same gravel could be chipped from the
sides. This was the site K settled on. From the shed beside the
farmhouse he fetched his tools, a'spade and chisel. From the roof
of a sheep-pen he removed a five-foot sheet of corrugated iron,
Laboriously he freed three fenceposts from the tangle of broken
fencing below the dead orchard. All this he carried back to the
dam, and set to work. N

His first step was to hollow out the sides of the crevice till it
was wider at the bottom than the top, and to flatten the gravel
bed. The narrower end he blocked with a heap of stones. Then
helaid the three fenceposts across the crevice, and upon them the
iron sheet, with slabs of stone to hold it down. He now had a
cave or burrow five feet deep. When he backed -away. towards
the dam to inspect it, however; his eye at-once picked out. the
dark hole of the entrance: So he spent the rest of the afternoon
looking for ways to disguise it: When dusk fell he realized with
surprise that he had spent a second day without eating. .

The next morning he dragged in bagfuls of river sand to spread

over the floor. He split flat stones. from the hillside strata and -

built up the front wall, leaving himself only an irregular shit through
which to wriggle. He made a paste of mud and dry grass which
he stuffed into the cracks between roof and walls. Qver the roof
he spread gravel. All day he did not eat or feel any need to eat;
but he noticed that he was working more slowly, and that there
were spells when he simply stood or knelt before his handiwork,
his mind elsewhere. - : :
‘As he was prodding mud into the cracks and smoothing it flat,
it occurred to him that at the next hard rain all his careful mor-
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tarwork would be washed out; indeed, rainwater would come
pouring down the gully through his house. I should have laid a
bed of stones beneath the sand, he thought; and I should have
allowed myself an eave, But then he thought: [ am not building
a house out here by the dam to pass on to other generations.
What T make ought to be careless, makeshift, a shelter to be
abandoned without a tugging at the heartstrings. So that if ever
they find this place or its ruins, and shake their heads and say to
each other: What shiftless creatures, how little pride they took in
their work!, it will not matter.

In the shed there remained a last handful of pumpkin and melon
seed. On the fourth day of his return K set about planting these,
clearing a spot of ground for each individual seed in the sea of
veld-grass that waved over the cemetery of the earlier crop. He.
no longer dared to irrigate the entire acre, for the-greenness of
new grass would betray him. So he watered the seeds one by
one, carrying water from the dam in an old paint-tin. After this
labour there was nothing to do but wait for the seed to shoot, if
it would. In his burrow he lay thinking of. thése poor second
children of his beginning their struggle upward through the dark
earth toward the sun. ‘His one misgiving was that by planting
them in the latter days of summer he had not provided well.

As he tended the seeds and. watched and waited for the earth
to bear food, his own need for food grew slighter and slighter.
Hunger was a sensation he did not feel and barely remembered.
If he ate, eating what he could find, it was because he had not
yet shaken off the belief that bodies that do not eat die. What
food he ate meant nothing to him. It had no taste, or tasted like
dust. o : : .o :

When food comes out of this earth, he told himself, I will
recover my appetite, for it will have savour,

After the hardships of the mountains and the camp there was
nothing but bone and muscle on his body. His clothes, tattered
already, hung on him without shape. Yet as he moved about his
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field he felt a deep joy in his physical being: His step was so light
that he barely touched the carth. It seemed possible to fly; it
seemed possible to be both body and spirit.:

He returned to eating insects..Since time w
him in such an unending stream, there were
could spend lying on his belly over an’ ant-nest picking out the
jarvae one by one with a grass-stalk and putting them in his
mouth. Or he would peel the bark from dead trees looking for

or knock grasshoppers out of the air with hisjacket,
nd their bodies

as poured out upon
whole momings he

beetle-grubs;
tear off their heads and legs and wings, and pou
to a pulp which-he dricd in the sun- :
He also ate roots. He had no- fear of being’ poisoned, for he
seemed to know the difference between a benign bitterness and
a malign one, as though he. had orice been an apimal and -the
knowledge of good and bad plants had not died in his soul.’
‘His retreat was little more than a mile from the track that passed
-thirough the farm and ‘then looped back to rejoin the secondary
road leading into the farther reaches -of the Moordenaarsvallei.
Eﬁo.mnomsnsnnﬂ_.ﬂrocmr.nrm track was, there was still redson to
be wary. Several times, hearing the faroff drone of a motor;: K
had to duck and hide. Once,: walking idly in the river-bed, he
chaniced to Took up and saw 2 donkey-cart passing within hailing .
distance; driven by an old man: with someone else; a woman of
child, beside him. Had they seen him? Afraid to stir and draw
attention to himself; he stood frozeri-in his tracks in full view of

down the track and behind the next-hill.”

As irksome as this incessant watchfulness was the restraint ot
the use of water. The vanes of the pump must never be seen to
be moving, the dam must always seem to'be empty; therefore it
was only by moonlight; or else anxiously at dusk, that he dared
release the brake, pumpa few inches, and carry water tohis plants.

'Once ot twice he:came agross hoofprints of buck in the damp

soil, but gave no thought to them.

i02

whoever cared to see; watching the gentle progress of the cart

Then onenighthe was woken |
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Whammw”nw Mnm n M.H»:mn.om hoofs.'He crawled out of his house;
g themn before he saw them: the goat .
. : the goats he had thought fled
MM”.“H"M M&.n:. the dam-dried up. Stumbling after them, mMoEmMm
sbus ,o rw.os._n% stones, fuddled with sleep but driven by a mummnm
ve his garden, he fell and drove a thorn deep i i
. eep into his palm.-
M:o ns..wmrn _wnrwnﬂo:nm the acre. The goats emerged in n.rw MB.H..
ng light, dotting’ the hillsides in ¢ .
for him to'go; and all day s on oo, e
vl : y he had to’ i \ i
sorties after them with stones, ° qumS ou gusrh Bmw._.-.._m
It was these wild 5, which . . o but
It ws . goats, which not only threatened hi
ww their presence rendered the acre conspicuous, that %MMMMW.%E
) o ' gl
EM.WM.MM”%M__ ﬁ.ﬂocﬁa M_..m_” by day arid stay up at night to protect
. : it. At'furst he could work ohly or orilit ni
i’ the dense blackness wheén there v o o o
he e bla b ere was no moon he would stand
wﬂmﬁm. mﬂnnnrﬁm out his hands, fedrful of the Homamwm. mMMEH
nrn_wﬂmmﬁmm%wown ”H:m But as time passed he began to ._mnahnm.
ence of a blind ‘'man: ‘with a switch held before hi
would ‘make his way along the trac “wor rore o e
vould'r g the track he had ‘worn 'beé
House and the field, release the brake ohi g
eand the field, 1 rake on the pump, open the cock; -
m.E r_.m.n”.E, and carry water to one vine after nnomrnw WEMHOMW_.
WMMMM Mman Mw find them: Gradtally he lost all fear’ m.m .n.rn.:mwmr%.
déed, waking sometimes'ini-the daytime and' peering ,
he would wince at the sharpness- b light and arihe M
e would s . pness-of the light and withdraw to hi
w_nm M_Mr d strange green glow behind-his eyelids. et
had grown to-be late summer; and over : mo ce h
) a month: siti
Mwm _n..mcn_rn camp at Jakkalsdrif.- He hdid not mnm.nnrmmmm.““ﬂ”
isagie boy, nor did-it seer -he would: t
: Y, nor did do-so.-He tried n
to think of him, but sometimes found hi el rering whette
ink ofhim; ) ound himself wondering wheth
“”w wow ﬂ_mrn not have dug a hole for himself in wrnM&mmﬁh_
mmmn:nihwﬂﬂm_wm.oa the farm- be living a life v»ﬂ:&_&. his w.q.ﬁ.
m. ar i . .HH. Q nip . . . S
g Lz .a::_nnn_ww_. _ m ew, ,.....ﬁnn.m.. »,.on. .n_,.a »_.n.é to. wﬁmnn him..
. .._.__Hn mgmmm.m,... nr.n.. farmhouse as a place of the dead, except éwmn.
¢ had to visit it to ‘hunt for necessities. He needéd means of
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making fire, and in the suitcase of broken toys had the good
fortune to find a red plastic telescope, one of whose lenses would
focus the rays of the sun sharply enough to coax smoke out of 2
handful of dry grass. From a buckskin he found in the shed he
cut strips and used them in making a catapult to replace the one
he had lost. . : o .
There was much else he could have taken to make life easier
for himself: a grid, a cooking-pot, a folding chair, slabs-of foam
rubber, more of the feed-sacks. He scratched among the odds
and ends in the shed and there was nothing for which he could
not imagine a use. But he was wary of conveying the Visagies’
rubbish to his home in the earth and setting himself on a trail
that might lead to the re-enacument of their- misfortunes. The

_worst mistake, he told himself, would be to try to.found a new-

house, a rival line, on his small beginnings out at the dam. Even
his tools should be of wood and leather and gut, materials the
insects would eat when one day he no longer needed them.
He stood leaning against the frame of the pump, feeling the
tremor that passed through it each time the piston reached the
bottom of its stroke, hearing the great wheel above his head cut
through the dark on its greased bearings. How fortunate that I
have no children; he thought: how fortunate that I have no desire
to father. I would not know what to do with a child out here in
the heart of the country, who would need milk and clothes and
friends and: schooling. 1 would fail in my duties, I would be the
worst of fathers. Whereas it is not hard to live a life that consists
merely of passing time. I am one of the fortunate ones who escape
being called. He thought of the camp at Jakkalsdrif, of parents
bringing up children behind the wire, their own children and the
children of cousins and second cousins, on earth stamped so tight
by the passage of their footsteps day after day, baked so hard by
the sun, that nothing would ever grow there again. My mother
was the one whose ashes 1 brought back, he thought, and my
father was Huis Norenius. My father was the list of rules on the
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door of the dormitory, the twenty-one rules of which the first
was ‘“There will be silence in dormitories at all times,’ and the
woodwork teacher with the missing fingers who twisted my ear
when the line was not straight, and the Sunday mornings when
we put on our khaki shirts and our khaki shorts and our black
socks and our black shoes and marched two abreast to the church
on Papegaai Street to be forgiven. They were my father, and my
mother is buried and not yet risen. That is why it is a good thing
that I, who have nothing to pass on, should be spending my time
here where I am out of the way. . _ ..

In the month since his.return there had been no visitor K knew
of. The only fresh footprints in the dust on the farmhouse floor
were his.own and those of the cat, which came and went as it
pleased, he did not know how. Then, passing the house one day
on a dawn walk, he was thunderstruck to see thie front door
which was always closed, standing ajar. He halted not :.E.S. wunnw
from the open eye of the door, feeling suddenly as naked as a

mole in daylight. On tiptoe he retreated to the cover of the river-
bed, then stole back to his burrow. .

. For a week he did not go near the farmhouse but crept about
in the dark tending his acre, fearful that the merest clatter of
pebble against pebble would echo across the veld and give him
away. The young pumpkin leaves now seemed nothing mo. much
as vivid green flags proclaiming his occupation of the dam: he
spread grass painstakingly over the vines, he even considered
cutting them back. He could not sleep but lay on his bed of .mﬂmm
beneath the oven-heat of the roof straining his ears for nwn noises
that would herald his discovery. S

Yet there were times when his fears seemed absurd, spells of
clarity in which he would recognize that, cut off from human
society, he was in danger of becoming more timorous Hmmn a
mouse. What grounds had he for thinking that the omal door
meant the return of the Visagies or the arrival of the police come
to consign him to the notorious Brandvlei? In a vast 8;2.3.
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scross whose face hundreds of thousands of people were daily
following their cockroach pilgrimages in flight from the war, why
should: he be alarimed if soine refugee or other hid away in an
eripty farmhouse in a desolate strip of country? Surely he, of
they (K had a vision of a man pushing 2 barrow loaded with
household goods, and a woman rrudging behind him,; and two
children, one holding the wornan’s hand, the other seated on top
of the pile in the barrow clutching 2 mewling kitten; all dead’
tired, the wind blowing dust in their faces and sending grey clouds’
scudding across the sky)—surely such people had more cause to
fear him, w..éwa man all skin‘and boneand rags rising up out of
the earth at the hour of batflight, than he had to fear them?

‘But then he would ‘think: Yet what if they are of the other
kind, ‘ranaway soldiérs, off-duty policemen coine to shoot the
goats for sport, hefty men who wduld hold their sides laughing
at my pathetic tricks; my pumpkins hidden in. the grass, my
burrow disguised with mud, and kick my backside and tell me-
to pull myself together and turn me ifito’ a servant to cut wood
and carry water for them and chase the goats-towards their guns
so that they could édt'grilled chops while I squatted-behind a bush
with Ty plate of offal? Would it not be better to hide day and
night; would it not be better to bury myself in the bowels of the
carth than Beéome a creature of theirs? (And would-the idea of
turning me into 4 ‘servant even cross their minds? Seeing a wild
mah making his way towards ‘them across the veld, would they

niot statt laying bets on who could put'a bullet theough the brass’

badge on his headgeard) -~~~

"The days passed and nothing happened. The sun shone, the
birds skipped from bush to bush, thé great silence reverberated
from horizon to horizon; and K's confidence came back. He spent

a whole day lying under cover watching the farmhouse, while -
the sun moved in its arc fom left to right and the shadows moved -

across the stoep from right toleft. Was the strip of deeper darkness
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to see. When night came and the moon tose, he approached as
far as the dead orchard. There was no light in the house, no
sound. He tiptoed into the open, across the yatd, to the very foot
of the steps, from where he could finally see that the door was’
open, as it must have been all'the time. He climbed the steps and-
entered the house. In the pitch darkness of the hallway he stood-
listening. All was silence. . - .

He spent the rest of the night lying on 4 sack in the shed,
waiting. He even slept,-though he was not used to sleéping by
night. In the morning he re-entered the house. 'The floor had been
freshly swept, as had the grate. A faint smell of smoke still hung"
i the corners, In-the rubbish tip behind the shed he found six
new shiny unlabelled corned-beef cans.- . R

‘He went back to his burrow and spent the day in'hiding, shaken-
by the certainty that soldiers had been on the farnrand that they
had ﬂno&n.on_moan. If they were hunting tebels in the mountains
of tracking down deserters or a«:n_f#uﬁ”nm a tour of inspéction, °
why had they not come in jeeps or trucks? Why were they being
stealthy, why were they hiding their tracks? There might be many -
explanations, there might be a thousand explanations, he could
riot read their minds; all he knew was that’it-was the merest luck
that had pfeserved him. St :

He did not pump’ water thiat night, hoping the sun and wind
would dry-out the fldor of the dam. He pulléd out more grass,
armfuls of grass, and spread ‘it over the telkale pumpkin vines.
He lay low and breathed quietly. - M

A day passed, and another day. Then, as _nrn,,m._.w.m.ﬁ»w..momn_m.
down and K had émerged from his‘house to stretch his limbs,
shapes moving across the flats ¢aight his eye. He dropped to the'
earth.'He had seén a marn on Horséback heading towatds thé ddim, -
and another man on foot beside him; he had also clearly seen the’
barrel of the gun poking over the horsemati’s' shoulder. Like a
waorm he ‘began to slithér towards his hole, ‘thinking only? Let-
darkness fall soori, let the earth swallow e up and protect me:’
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From behind the swell of the hillock near the mouth of the
hole he raised his head for a last look.

It was not a horse but a donkey, a donkey so tiny that its rider’s
feet almost touched the ground. Further back there was a second
donkey, riderless but with two bulky grey packs strapped to its
sides; and between the two donkeys he counted eight men, with
a ninth at the tail of the train. All of them had guns; some seemed
to carry packs as well. One wore blue trousers, another yeliow,
but otherwise they were in camouflage uniform.

As quietly as he could K slid backwards into the hole. From

the doorway he could no longer see anything of them, but on
the windiess. air he heard them dismount at the dam, heard the
rattle of the chain as they released the brake on the pump, even
heard 2 murmur of words. Someone climbed the ladder to the
platform high above the ground, then climbed down again.

It grew darker, till it was only the snorting of the donkeys that
revealed how nearby the strangers were. K heard the thud of an
axe down in the n:__n?_unm. later the contour of the ridge above
him began to be visible against the faint orange glow of their fire.
There was a puff of wind; the rudder swung, metal groaned, the
wheel of the pump turned once and stopped. “Why no water?'—
he heard the words clearly. There were more words he could not
make out, followed by a burst of laughter. Then the wind stirred
again, the pump groaned and turned, and through the palms of
his hands and the soles of his feet X heard the first boom of the
piston deep in the earth. There was a muted cheer. On the wind
came the smell of roasting meat,

K closed his eyes and rested his face on his hands. It was clear
to hiin now that it was not soldiers who were camping at the
dam, who had earfier. camped in the house, but men from the

mountains, men who blew up railway tracks 2nd mined roads
and attacked farmhousgs and drove off stock and cut-one town
off from another, whom the radio reported exterminated in scores
and the newspapers published pictures of sprawling gape-mouthed
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in pools of their own blood. That was who his visitors were. Yet
they seemed to him. like nothing so much as a football team:
eleven young men come off the field after a hard game, tired
happy, hungry.

His heart was pounding,. When they leave in the morning, he
thought to himself, I could come out of hiding and trot along
behind them like a child following a brass band. After a while
they would notice me and stop to ask what I wanted. And I could
say: Give me a pack to carry; let me chop wood and build the
fire at the end of the day. Or I could say: Be sure to come back
to the dam next time, and 1 will feed you. I will have pumpkins
and squashes and melons by then, I will have peaches and figs
and prickly pears, you will lack nothing. And they would come
next time on their way 1o the mountains or wherever it is they
go by night, and I would feed them and afterwards sit with them
around the fire drinking in their words. The stories they.tell will
be different from the stories I heard in the camp, because the
camp was for those left behind, the women and children, the old
men, the blind, the crippled, the idiots, people who have so_”E:m.
to tell but stories of how they have endured. Whereas these young
men have had-adventures, victories and defeats and escapes. They
will have stories to tell long after the war is over, stories _mo_. a
lifetime, stories for their grandchildren to listen to open-mouthed,

Yet in the same instant that he reached down to check that his
shoelaces were tied, K knew that he would not crawl out and
stand up and cross from darkness into firelight to announce him-
self. He even knew the reason why: because nbonww men had
gone off to war saying the time for .gardening was when the war
was over; whereas there must be men to stay behind and keep
gardening alive, or at least the idea of mmannmsm“ because once
that cord was broken, the earth would grow hard and forget her
children. That was why. . . |

Between this reason and the nznr thathe éo:E never announce
himself, however, lay a gap wider than the distance separating

]
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him from the firelight. Always, when he tried to explain himself
to himself, there remained a gap; a bole, a darkniss before which
his understanding baulked, "into “which it was useless to pour
words. The words were eaten up, the gap remained. ‘His was
always a'story with a'hole in it: a wrong’ story, always wrong.
He remembered Huis Norenius and the classroom. Numb with
terror he stared at the problem before him ‘while the teacher
stalked the rows counting off the minutes till it should be time
for them to lay down their pencils and be divided, the sheep from
the goats. Twelve men éat six bags of potatoes. Each bag holds
six kilograrns of potatoes. What is the quotient? He saw himself
writedown 12; hesaw himself write down 6. Hedid notknow what
to do with the numbers.’ He ‘crossed both out. He stared at the
word quotienit. It did not change, it did’ u@n dissolve, it did not
vield its mystery. I will die, he thought, still not knowing what
the quotient is. S T

He lay awake much of the night listening to'the dam slowly

fill, peering ouit océasionally into the starlight to'sec whether the .

donkeys had settled or were still browsing on his pumpkins. Then
he must have dozed; for the next thirig he knew, someone was
stamping heavily through thé grass-below him, clapping ‘his Hands,
chasing the donkeys, and the shountdins wete already outliried
blue on pink against the sky. The wind was still; on the air came
faint 'sounds: the tinkle of a buckle, the clash of a spoon-on a
mug, the splash of water, ~ * o T
Now, heé thought, waking fully, now is my last chance: now.
He'slid out of the burrow into the open, crept forward on hands
and knees, and peered over thé shoulder of the ridgé. o
‘ There was '4’man clamberirig out of the dam. Out of the cold

night-water he came, lifted himself on to-the wall, and stood
there drying himself with 2’ white towel, the first soft’ light of

day shining from his wet naked body. o
Two men weré loading s dénkey, onie holding the bridle, the
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other settling and strapping two bulky canvas bags over its bac|
and a long tubular parcel also tied in canvas. . . .

The rest of the party were behind the dam. wall; sometimes K
saw a head move.

+

The man who had stood on the wall reappeared, mnnmmam.uoﬁ._
He bent down and opened the cock. Water gushed out along the-

old furrows K had dug during his first stay, flowing into the field.
That is a mistake, thought K, that is-a sign. . .. .
The same man fastened the-brake on the pump. - -

- Ina long straggling line they began moving out eastward mnn._umm.

the veld heading for the mountains, one donkey at the head of
the line, the other.at the tail, the sun, now over the rim of:the
world, catching them full in. the face. K watched from behind
the ridge till they were nothing but bobbing specks against the
yellow of the grass, thinking: It is not too late to run after them,
it is not too late yet. Then when they were finally gone he came
ouit and made a tour of the flooded acte to see the devastation the
donkeys had done. - .. - A
- 'Their marks were everywhere, They had not only cropped the
vines but in many places trampled them. There were long severed
creepers winding through the grass whose: leaves: were already
furling and drooping; the few kernels. that had shot, little green
nuts no bigger than marbles; were devoured. He had lost half his
crop. ‘Otherwise the strangers had left behind no trace of their
passing. Over the site of the fire they had spread soil and pebbles
so painstakingly. that it was only by its:warmth-that ‘he could
mnnﬂnn the spot. The dam had long emptied: itself; he closed the
cock, - oL . . TR
‘He climbed the hillside-above his burrow and, lying on the
crest, peered-into the sun. There was nothing to be seen.: They
had merged into the hills. o o

-I-am-like a woman. whose nganas_rmqo. _n_m.«. nro.romun. he

thought: all that-remains is to tidy up-and listen to the silence. I
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would have liked to give them food, but all I fed were their
donkeys, that could have eaten grass. He crept into the burrow,
stretched out listlessly, and closed his eyes.

He was woken later in the morning by the clatter of a helicopter.
It passed overhead, following the course of the -river. Fifteen
minutes Jater it was back, sweeping further to the north.

They will see that the land has been flooded, he thought. They
will see that the grass is greener. They will see the green of the
pumpkins. The leaves are like flags waving to them. They can
see everything from the air, everything that by its nature does
not hide underground. I should. be growing onions.

There is still time to run away to the mountains, he thought,
even if all I do is hide in 2 cave. But the listlessness would not
leave him. Let them come, he %o:mrn what-does it matter. He
went back to sleep.

For a week K was more cautious than ever. He did not emerge
from the burrow at all during daylight hours, and he watered the
wE.&ﬂr.__m vines so meagrely that the leaves drooped and the ten-
drils withered, The vines that had been cropped he tore out. If
every flower turns to fruit, he told himself, looking at what was
left, 1 shall not have forty pumpkins; if they bring their donkeys
back this way I shall have none. [t was no longer a matter of
growing a fat crop, only of growing enough for the seed not to
die out. There will be another year, he consoled himself, another
summer in which to try again. :

‘It was the last of summer. After days of sultriness and heavy
cloudbanks there was a thunderstorm. The gully came washing
down and K was flooded out of his house. He crouched in the
lee of the dam wall, sodden, feeling like a snail.without its shell.
After an hour the rain stopped, the birds began singing, a rainbow
appeared in.the west. He dragged the mat of sodden grass out of
his burrow and waited for the stream to stop running. Then he
made mud and set about plastering the roof and walls again.

The donkeys did not come back, nor did the eleven men, nor

112z

Lire & TimEes orF MICHAEL K

did the helicopter. The pumpkins grew. In the night K would
creep about, stroking the smooth shells. Every night they were
palpably larger. As time passed he permitted the hope to grow
up again in his breast that all would be well. He woke during the
day and peered out over the acre; from under the camouflage of
grass a shell here and there glinted quietly back at him.,

Among the seeds he had sown had been a melon seed. Now
two pale green melons were growing on the far side of the field. -
It seemed to him that he loved these two, which he thought of
as two sisters, even more than the pumpkins, which he thought
of as a band of brothers. Under the melons he placed vmmm.om
grass so.that their skins should not bruise,

‘Then came the evening when the first pumpkin was ripe enough
to cut. It had grown earlier and faster than the others, in the very
centre of the field; K had ‘marked it out as the first fruit, the
firstborn. The shell was soft, the knife sank in without a struggle.
The flesh, though still rimmed . with green, was a deep orange,
On the wire grid he had made he laid strips. of pumpkin over a
bed of coals that glowed brighter and brighter as.the dark came
on. The fragrance of the burning flesh rose into the sky, Speaking
the words he had been tanght, directing them no longer upward
but to the earth on which he knelt, he prayed: ‘For what we are
about to receive make us truly thankful.’ With two wire skewers
he turned the strips, and in mid-act felt his heart suddenly flow
over with thankfulness. It was exactly as they had described it,
like a gush of warm water. Now it is completed, he said to
himself. All that remains is to live here quietly for the rest of my
life, eating the food that my own labour has made the earth to
yield, All that remains is to be a tender of the soil. He lifted the
first strip to his mouth. Beneath the crisply charred skin the flesh
was soft and juicy. He chewed: with tears of joy.in his eyes. The
best, he thought, the very best pumpkin I have tasted. For the
first time since he had arrived in the country. he found pleasure
in eating. The aftertaste of the first slice left his mouth aching
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with sensual delight. He moved the grid off the coals and took.
a second slice, His teeth bit through the crust into the soft hot
pulp. Such pumpkin, he thought, such pumpkin1 could eat every
day of my life and never want anything else. And what perfection
it would be with a pinch of salt—-with 2 pinch of salt, and a dab
of butter, and a sprinkling of sugar, and a little cinnamon scattered
over the top! ‘Eating the third slice, arid the fourth and fifth, till
half the pumpkin was gone and his belly was full, K wallowed
in the nnno:nnsos of the flavours of salt, butter, sugar, n_:smaon.
one by one.

" But the ripening of nrn pumpkins’ vnocmrn a new anxiety. For-
while it had been possible to conceal the vines, the pumpkins
themselves created hollows which even at a distance gave the field
an odd look, as though a flock of lambs were sleeping in the knee-
high grass. K-did’ what he could-to fold the grass back over the
puinpkins but dared not cover them wholly, for it was the pre-
cious late~summer sun that was ripening them, All he could do
was. pick them: as early as possible, before the stems. withered,
sometimes even when there were- mwnan flecks. Fm on-:the shell,.
msm bear them away. . . =~ .- - :

~ The days were growing shorter, nrn Emrnm colder. mon._nas._nm
K had to wear his black coat to-work in the field; *he slept with
his feet: wrapped in a bag.and his hands between his thighs. ‘He

slept more and more.- He no longer sat.outside ‘when his tasks.

were finished, Jooking ar the'stars; listening to the night, or walked
about in the veld, but crept into his hole and fell into deep sleep.

All morning he would sleep. At noen he would begin to emerge

into aninterval of languor and waking dreams, bathed in'a gentle
warmth that radiated down'from the roof; then as the sun set he
would comé-out; stretch himself, and go down to-the river-bed
to chop wood ill he'could no-longer see his mark.

He had dug a pit for his fire so that-it should not be seen ata
distance, and constructed a vent-tunnel. After he had eaten he
would lay two stone slabs*over the pit and sprinkle them with
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earth. The embers would then continue to smoulder tll the next
night. In the earth around the pit there grew up a multifarious
insect life drawn by the benign; continuous warmth.

He did not know what month it was, though he guessed it was
April. He had kept no tally of the days nor recorded the changes
of the moon. He was not a prisoner or a castaway, his life by the
dam was not a sentence that he had to serve out..

He had become so much a creature of twilight and night nr»n
daylight hurt his eyes. He no longer needed to keep to paths in
his movements around thé dam. A sense less of sight than of
touch, the pressure of presences upon his. eyeballs and the skin
of his face, warned him of any obstacle., His eyes remainied- un-
focussed for hours on end like those of a blind ;person. He had
learned to zely on smell too. He breathed into his lungs the clear

sweet smell of water brought up from inside the earth. It intox-.

icated him, he could not have enough of it. Though he knew.no
names he could tell one bush from another-by the smell of their
leaves. He ¢could smell rain-weather in the air. .

But most of all, as summer slanted to.an end, he was. _umn::m
to love idleness,. idlenéss no longer as stretches of freedom re-
claimed by stealth here and there from involuntary labour, sur-
reptitious.thefts to be enjoyed sitting.on his heels before.a flower~
bed with-the fork dangling from his fingers, but as a yielding up
of himself to time, to a time flowing slowly like oil from horizon
to horizon-over the face of the world, -washing over his bedy,
circulating in his armpits and- his_groin, stirring - Em eyelids, He
was neither anmam nor.displeased 'when. there was work to-do:

it was all the same. He could lie all afternoon with his eyes open

-staring at the corrugations in-the roof-iron and the tracings of

rust; his mind would not wander, he would see nothing but the
iron, the lines would not transform themselves into pattern or
fantasy; he was himself, lying in his own house; the rust was
merely rust; all that was moving was time, bearing him onward
in its-flow. Once or twice the other time in which the war had
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its existence reminded itself to-him as the jet fighters whistled
high overhead. But for the rest he was living beyond the reach
of calendar and clock in a blessedly neglected corner, half awake,
“half asleep. Like a parasite dozing in the gut, he thought; like 2

lizard under a stone. .

Parasite was the word the police captain had used: the camp at
Jakkalsdrif, a nest of parasites hanging from the neat sunlit town,
eating its substance, giving no-nourishment back. Yet to K lying
idle in his bed, thinking without passion (What is it to me, after
all? he thought), it was no longer obvious which was host'and

_ which parasite, camp of town. If the worm devoured the sheep,

why did the sheep swallow the worm? What if there were mil-
lions, more millions than anyone knew, living in camps, living
on alms, living off the land, living by guile, creeping away. in
corners to escape the times, too canny to put out flags and draw-
attention to themselves and be counted? What if the hosts were
far. outnumbered by the parasites, the parasites of idleness and
the other secret parasites in the army and the police force and the
. schools and factories and offices, the parasites of the heart? Could
the parasites’ then still be called parasites? Parasites too had flesh
and substance; parasites too could be preyed upon. -Perhaps in
truth whether the camp was declared 2 parasite on the town or
the town a parasite on the camp depended on nio more than on
‘who made his voice heard loudest. :

‘He thought of his mother. She had asked him to bring her back
to het birthplace and he had dore so, though perhaps-only by a
trick of words. But what if this farm was not her true birthplace?
Where were the stone walls of the wagonhouse she had spoken
of? He made himself pay a daylight visit to the farmyard and to
the cottages on the hillside and the rectangle of bare earth beside
them. If my mother ever lived here [ will surely know, he told
himself, He closed his eyes and tried to recover in his imagination
‘the mudbrick' walls and reed roof of her stories, the garden of]
prickly pear, the chickens scampering for the feed scattered by
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the little barefoot girl. And behind that child, in the doorway
her face obscured by shadow, he searched for a second &05»5”
the woman from whom his mother had come into the world.
When my mother was dying in hospital, he thought, when she
knew her end was coming, it was not me she looked to but
someone who stood behind me: her mother or the .m_womn of her
mother. To me she was a woman but to herself she was still a
child calling to her mother to hold her hand and help her: And
her own mother, in the secret life we do not see, was a child too.
I come from a line of children without end. .

. He tried to imagine a figure standing alone at the head of the
line, a woman in a shapeless grey dress who came from no mother;
but when he had to think of the silence in which she lived nrm
silence of time before the beginning, his mind rméﬂnm. .

Now that he slept so much, animals came back to prey on his
field, hares and little grey steenbok. He would not have minded
if they had merely nibbled the tips of the vines; but he lapsed into
fits of gloomy anger when they bit through a vine and left the
fruit to wither. He did not know what he would do if he lost his
two beloved melons. He spent hours trying to construct a game-
trap out of wize but could not get it to work. One night he made
his bed in the middle of the field. The glare of the moon kept
him awake, he started at every rustle, the cold numbed his feet.
How much easier it would all be, he thought, if there were a
fence around the dam, a fence of stout wire mesh with its bottom
edge staked a foot underground to stop the burrowers.

" There was a continual taste of blood in his mouth. His bowels
ran and there were moments of giddiness when he stood up.
Sometimes his stomach felt like a fist clenched in the centre of
his body. He forced himself to eat more of the pumpkin than he
had appetite for; it relieved the tightness in his stomach but-did
not make him better. He tried to shoot birds but had lost his skill
M,rmﬁrn catapult as ‘well as his old patience. He killed and ate a

wn. :
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The pumpkins were ripening all together, the vines turning
yellow and withering. K had not thought of how he could store
them. He tried cutting the flesh in strips-and drying it in the sun,
but it rotted and attracted ants. He piled the thirty pumpkins in
a-pyramid near his burrow; it looked like a beacon. They could
not be buried, they needed warmth and dryness, they were crea-
tures of the sun. Eventually he deposited them fifty paces apart
up and down the river-bed in the undergrowth; to disguise them
he made a paste of mud and painted each shell in a mottled pattern.

Then the melons ripened: ‘He ate these two children on'suc-
cessive days, praying thavthey would make him well. He thought
he felt better afterwards, though he was still weak. Their flesh
was ‘the ‘colour of orange river-silt, but. deeper.. He had -never
tasted fruit-so sweet: How. much of: that sweetness came from
.the.seed, how much from the earth?- He scraped their seeds to-
gether and spread them t6-dry. From one seed a whole handful:
that was what it meant to say the bounty.of the earth.

The first ‘day. passed when K did not come out. of his burrow
at atl.-He awoke'in the afternoon feeling ‘no hunger, There was'
a cold wind blowing; there was nothing that needed his attention;
his work for the year was done. He turhed over and went to sleep.
again.-When next he knew, it .was dawn and birds were singing,

He lost track of time. Sometimes, waking stifled under the
black coat with his legs swaddled in the bag, he knew. that it was
day: There were long periods when he lay in a gréy stupor too.
tired to kick himself free:of sleep: He could feel the processes of
his body slowing down.. You are forgetting to breathe, he would
say to himself, and yet lie' without breathing. He raised-a hand
heavy as leadand put it over his heart: far away, as' .m in mnonrn_.

country, he felt a languid stretchingand closing. -

nwnn he was being shaken by an old man. The old man wore: mﬁé
tattered ‘clothing and smelled of tobacco. He bent over K; grip-
ping his shoulder. “You must get off the land!" he said. K tried
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to shrug him off but the claw gripped tighter. “You will getinto
trouble!’ the old man hissed. .

. He also dreamed of his mother. He was é»_Enm ﬁanr her in
nrn mountains, .Hrozmw her legs were heavy, she was young and
beautiful. With great sweeps he was gesturing m.ou._ herizon to
horizon: he was happy -and excited. The green lines of nﬂm?
courses stood out against the fawn of the earth; _.&ﬂ.o were
no roads or houses  anywhere; the air was still. In Em dﬁa gestur-
ings, in the great windmill sweeps of his. -arms, he Hourn& he
was_in n_mumﬂ. of losing his footing. m_.& ‘being carried over the
edge of the rock-face into the vast airiness of space between. the
heavens and the earth; but he had no fear, he knew he would
float. _

- Sometimes he éoz_m o.sﬂ.mo into ém_nn?_:omu _.EwEd é-..n&on
e had slept a &Q or a week or a month. It occurred to him that
he might not be fully in possession of himself, You must eat, he
would say, and struggle to_get up and look for a pumpkin. Wu«
then he would relax again, and stretch his legs and yawn in sensual

pleasure so sweet that he. wished for nothing but to lie.and let it

ripple through him. He had no appetite; eating, picking up things

.and-forcing them down his mczan into his body, seemed a strange

activity,

~Then step by mnov r_m m_nnm. Erew to vn H_mrnnn »um nrn vanoam
of wakefuulness more frequent., He began to be visited by trains
of images so rapid and unconnected that he could not foilow
nrnE. He.tossed and turned, unsatisfied by m_nnv vzn too drained

of strength to rise, He vnmms to. ?:6 wnmmmornm. he mnzmm his

teeth, wincing with every pulse of blood in his skall, ,

There was a thunderstorm, As long as the mucnmnn 3:& m:..
away K barely- poticed it, But then 2 clap _uE.mn directly over him
and it began to.pour. Water seeped down the sides of the burrow;

.3

Streaming down the gully, it washed away the mud plaster and

flooded through his sleeping-place. He sat up, head and shonlders
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Propped in a corner in the rushing water with the sodden coat
pulled tight around him, he slept and woke,

He emerged into daylight shivering with cold. The sky was
overcast, he had no way of making a fire. One cannot live Iike
this, he thought. He wandered about the field and past the pump.
Everything was familiar, yet he felt like a stranger or a ghost.
There were pools of water on the ground and water in the river
for the first time, a swift brown stream yards wide. On the far
side something pale stood out against the gun-blue gravel. What
is-it, he marvelled, a great white mushroom wnocm—: ot v% :.F.
rain? With a start he recognized it as a pumpkin,

The shivéring would not stop. He had no strength in his limbs;
when he set one foot in front of the other it was tentatively, like
an old man. Needing to sit all of a sudden, hé sat down on the -
wet earth. The tasks that-awaited him seemed too many and too
great. | have woken too éarly, he thought, T have not finished
my sleeping. He suspected that he ought to eat to stop the swim-
ming in front of his eyes, but his stomach was not ready, He
forced himself to imagine tea, 4 cup of hot tea thick with mnmun
on hands and knees he drank from a puddle.- :

* He was still sitting when they discovered him. He rn»nn_ nrn
drone of the vehicles when they were far off but thought it was
distant thtinder. Only when they had'reached the gate below the
farmhouse did he see tHem and realize what they were. He stood
up, grew-dizzy, sat down again. One of the vehicles stopped
before the house; thie other, a jeep, bumped across the veld to- -
wards him. It held four men; he énﬂnwnm ﬂrnE noEo. hopelessness .
settled over him. _ ;

At first they were ready to believe he was simply a vagrant, a
lost soul the police would have picked up in the course of time .
and found -a home for in Jakkalsdrif. ‘1 live inn the veld,” he said,
teplying to their question; ‘I live nowhere.’ Then he had to test
his head on his knees: there was a hammeéring inside his skull and ~
a taste of bile in his mouth. One of the soldiers picked up an arm
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between two fingers and dangled it, K did not pull away: The
arm felt like something -alien, a stick protruding from his body.
*What do you think he lives on?’ the soldier asked—‘Flies? Ants?
Locusts?’ K could see nothing but their boots. He closed his eyes;
for a while he was absent. Then someone gave his shoulder a slap
and pushed something at him: a sandwich, two thick slices of
white bread with polony between thém. He pulled back and
shook his head. *Eat, man!” his benefactor said. ‘Getsome strength
into yourself!’ He took the sandwich and bit into it Before he
could chew, his stomach began to retch drily. With his head
between his knees he spat out the mouthful of bread and meat
and handed the sandwich back. ‘He’s sick,’ mu& one voice, ‘He's
been drinking,’ said another. .
But then they found his house, the stonework of the front wall
nakedly visible after the rain. First they took turns on hands and
knees to peer inside. Then they lifted off the roof and uncovered
the neat interior, the spade and axe, the knife and spoon and plate
and mug on a shelf cut into the gravel, the magnifying glass, the
bed of wet grass. They brought K over to confront his handiwork,
holding him upright, nolonger disposed to be kindly. Tears ran

‘down his face. ‘Did you make ¢this?’ they asked. He nodded; ‘Are

you alone here?” He nodded. The soldier holding him brought
his arm up sharply behind his back. K ‘hissed with pain. ‘The
truth!’ said the soldier. ‘It is the truth,” said K.

The truck arrived too; the air was loud with voices and the
squawks and rasps of the two-way radio; soldiers were crowding
around to see K and the house he had built, ‘Spread out!” one of
them shouted: ‘T want the whole aréa searched! We are looking
for footpaths, we are looking for holes and tunnels, we are looking

forany kind of storage site!’ He dropped his voice. He was dressed

in camouflage uniform like everyone else; there was no badge K
could see to'tell he was in charge. *You see what kind of people
they are,” he said: his eyes moved around restlessly, he did not
seem to be speaking to anyone in particular. “You think there is
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nothing and all the time the ground beneath your feet is rotten
with tunnels. Look around a place like this and you would swear
there wasn’t a living soul in miles, Then turn your back and they
come crawling out of the ground. _Ask him how long he's been
here.’ He turned on K and raised his voice. ‘You! How long have
-you been-here?’ : S e
‘Since last year,’ K said, not knowing whether it was a good
lie or a bad lie. R RIS
‘So when are your.friends coming? When are.your friends
.coming again?’ . L
K shrugged. . o o
. *Ask him again,-said the officer, turning away. ‘Keep asking
him. Ask him when his friends are coming. Ask him when they
~were last here. See if he's got a tongue. See if he is such an idiot
as he looks.” . P L
The soldier who was holding K gripped the nape of his neck
‘between thumb and forefinger and guided him down till he was
kneeling, 'till his face was touching the earth. ‘You heard what
the officer said,” he said, ‘so tell me. Tell me your story.’ He
flicked the beret away and pressed K’s. face hard into the earth.
‘With nos¢ and lips squashed flat, K tasted the damp soil. He
sighed. They lifted him and held him up. He did.not open his
eyes. ‘So.tell us about your friends,’ the soldier said. K shook his
head, He was hit aterrific blow in the pit of the stomach and
- - They spent the aftemoon hunting -for. the stocks of food and
arms they were convinced _s__o_nn hidden there. First they mncc,n&
the area around the dam, then they explored further up and down
‘the river. There was an instrument, with earphones and a black
box that one of them used: K watched him.move slowly along
the shoulder of the river bank, where the earth was soft, prodding

kins, which they tossed in a heap at the edge of the field. The

-f22

his rod.into theiearth. Many ‘of .the pumpkins, .perhaps all of ..
them, were discovered: young men kept returning bearing pump- :
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pumpkins only made them more certain that there .were stores
hidden (‘Otherwise why would they leave this monkey here?” K
overheard). : Lo
They wanted. to.interrogate him again but he was E&:; too
weak. They gave him.tea, which he drank, and tried to reason
with him. ‘You're sick, man,’ they said. ‘Look at w.o:.. Look at
how your friends treat you. They don’t.care: what happens to
you. You want to go home? We'll take you home and give you
a new start in life.” o L. oo
_They -sat him "up against 2 wheel of the jeep, One of them
fetched the beret and dropped it in his lap. They offered him a
slice of soft white bread. He .m.éuzo%& a mouthful, leaned
sideways, and brought it up, together with nrm.ﬁp.,. ‘Leave him

- alone, he’s finished,” someone said. K wiped his mouth on. his

m_nnqn.Hrn%mnooams»&Hn_.n_wwosng.vnv»mwmﬁomsmh%@
did not know what to do.. . . R
He spoke. ‘I'm not. what. you think,” he said. ‘I .was sleeping
and you woke me, that’s all.” They gave no sign omﬁpanumnp:&lm.
They quartered themselves in the farmhouse. In the kitchen
they.setup their ownstove; soon K could smell tomatoes noo_a:m

‘Someone had hung .2 radio.on a hook on the stoep;. the air was

full of nervous electric rhythms. that nnwnﬁan_ him, -

They put him in the bedroom at the end of the corridor, on a
tarpaulin folded in four, with a blanket over EE They gave him
warm milk and two pills.which they said were aspirin and which

he wmvn down. Later, mmnu,%ww. n_._.uow.rmcﬁmrn him 2 plate of

food. ‘See if you can eat just u.Eos&w&.. he said. He shone a

_mﬁwmmrn on the plate. K saw two sausages in a thick gravy, and
mashed potato. He shook his head and turned to the wall. The

boy left the plate at the bedside (‘In case you change your mind’).

- After that they did not disturb him. Hé drowsed uneasily. for a

while, troubled by the smell.of the mooa..bn last he got.up and put
Ea.w_nﬂ_o in a corner. Some of the soldiers were on the stoep, some
in the living-room., There was talk and laughter but no light.
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The next morning the police arrived from Prince Albert with
dogs to help in the search for tunnels and hidden supplies. Captain
Oosthuizen recognized K at once. ‘How could I forgeta face like
that?* he said. “This joker ran away from Jakkalsdrif in December.
His name is Michaels. What name did he give you?" ‘Michael,’
said the army officer. ‘It’s Michaels,’ said Captain Qosthuizen.
He poked K in the ribs with his boot. ‘He’s not sick, he always
looks like this: Hey, Michaels?’

So they took K back to the dam, where he watched the dogs
drag their handlers back and forth across the acre of grass and up
and down the river banks, whining with eagerncss, tugging at
thé léash, but finally able to lead them to nothing better than old
porcupine butrows and hare sets. Oosthuizen gave K a cuff on
the side of the head. ‘So what's this about, monkey?” he said.
‘You playing games with us?' The dogs were loaded back into
the van. Everyone was losing interest in the search. The young
soldiers stood about in the sun tatking, drinking coffee.

K sat with his head between his knees. Though his mind was
clear, he conld not control the dizziness. A string of spittle drooled
from his mouth; he did not bother to stop it. Every grain of this.
carth will be washed clean by the rain, he told himself, and dried
by the sun and scoured by the wind, ‘before the seasons turn
again. There will be not a grain feft bearing my marks, just as
my mother has now, after her season in the earth, been washed
clean, blown about, and'drawn up into the leaves of grass.

"So what is it, he thought, that binds mé to this spot of earth
as if to a home I cannot leave? We must all leave home, after all,
we must all leave our mothets, Or am I sucha child, such a child
from such a line of children, that none of s can leave, but have
to come back to die here with our heads upon our mothers’ laps,
I upon hers, she upon her mother's, and so back and back, gen~
eration upon generation?’ . o

There was 2 heavy explosion, and at once a' second explosion.

The air shook, there was a clamour of birds, the hills rumbled .
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and echoed. K stared around wildly, ‘Look!’ said a soldier, and
pointed. S

Where the Visagie house had once stood there was now 2 cloud
of grey and orange, not mist but dust, as if a whirlwind were
carrying the house away. Then the cloud stopped growing, its
substance thinned, and a skeleton began to emerge: part of the
back wall with the chimney; three of the supports that had held
up the verandah. A sheet of roofing swooped out of the air and
hit the ground noiselessly. The reverberations went on, but K

did not know any more if they were in the hills or in his head. -

Swallows flew past, so low above the ground he could have
touched them had he stretched out a hand.- . X

Afterwards there were more explosions, for which he did not
look up, guessing that the outbuildings had gone. He thought:
No longer do the Visagies have anywhere to hide.

The jeep came bumping back across the veld. All around him
they were clearing and packing up. In the acre itself, however, a
lone soldier was still at work. He was digging up tufts of grass
and laying them carefully to one side. With some anxiety K rose
1o his feet and stumbled across. ‘What are you doing?” he called.

The soldier did not answer. He began to shape a shallow pit,.

laying the earth on a black plasti¢ sheet. This was the third hole
he had dug, K saw: both of the others had neat piles of earth on
plastic sheets beside them, and tufts of grass 'with-the earth still
clinging to their roots. “What are you doing? he asked again. The
sight of the stranger digging up his ezith agitated him more than
he would have guessed. ‘Let me do it,’ ‘he offered—'T am used
to digging.’ But the soldier waved him away. Completing the
third hole, he stepped off eight paces and laid down another plastic
sheet, As the spade bit into the earth, K squatted and covered the
grass with his hands. ‘Please, my friend!" he said.  The soldier
stood back, exasperated. Someone hauled K back by the scruff
of his neck. ‘Just keep him out of my way,’ said the soldier.

K stood by the pump and watched. When he had dug five holes

. 125




