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LALAPANZI

 

They say that everybody has a book in them. This is mine. Wether
you like it or not i will leave up to you. There may be some
mistakes, there may be some some good parts. Whatever you find in
it, as long as you enjoy it as much as i did writing it. 
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CHAPTER 1

The dry branch snapped like a thunderclap, immediately causing
perspiration to run funnels through his dust-covered face and
dripping onto his khaki colored shirt. The sweat caked the dirt
that clung to it into little balls of mud.

The sweat trickled into his eyes stinging and blinding him for
that millisecond it took to freeze into a statue as though carved
from the very limbs of the tree that has shed its branches in the
scorching rays of the sun.

Days of trekking through the harsh landscape of the African
plains could be ruined in this last effort of cunning and
determination between man and beast. With the minute effort honed
by years of experience, Ian slowly raised his eyes up from the
ground where he was looking at the spoor that he had been
following. His eyes, shaded by the broad rim of his bush hat,
scanned forward in his longing to get at last his clear shot of the
magnificent beast that had so far eluded his best efforts.

He knew that elephants had excellent hearing. They could hear a
sound so soft as to elude normal human hearing. They could pick out
a sound that would have had no meaning to other ears, even if they
were standing next to the thunderous roar of a mighty waterfall,
cascading down cliffs on its ancient path to the sea. This elephant
would have had no trouble hearing the harsh snap of a dry
branch.

For the last four days Ian had been following the elephant bull
over the dry land that formed part of the northern borders of
Southern Africa. Caught up in the thrill of the hunt Ian had
traveled for the last day without having enough water. The few
mouthfuls of water that he took were not enough to replace the
precious fluid expelled through his sweat glands in the
temperatures that sometimes reach forty-five degrees Celsius in the
shade.

Weak with hunger and thirst he ignored physical discomfort and
focused on this moment when he knew that the final confrontation
would end with one result only. If he did not get the ideal firing
position the hunt would have to end. The elephant would again be
able to distance himself from the puny hunter with his acrid
smelling stick that sent balls of lead pain into your flesh, with
the characteristically gentle run that could deceive the follower
with its speed, and keep up the pace from sunrise to sundown.



 


Ian would not be able to follow again. He had already lost too
much fluid that he could not replace. The heat and the threat
of sunstroke added to the danger. If the elephant had been
warned by the branch that snapped he would run again. If that
happened then Ian knew that he would surely die in this unforgiving
land. The vultures would indicate his position to his wagon
that was following at a pace more suited to the oxen that
were, by sheer strength, drawing it through this hard landscape.
If however his rifle sights lined up on this animal and
everything else was still in his favor the vultures would lead
the wagons to food and riches. Scanning the densely packed
"kameeldoring" thorn trees that the bull elephant had
turned to in his effort's to get rid of him, Ian slowly raised
the single shot turn bolt Mauser 11mm calibre rifle to his
shoulder. His eyes first went past the flicker of grey that
showed through the bushes, dismissing it as a
boulder. The elephant, for its size could walk the same path
as the man hunting him and make less noise. Its soft pads
under its feet cushioned the placement of each foot on dry twigs
and leaves. It could blend in with its surroundings like a
chameleon on the branches of a tree in autumn. The cursory
glance of the uninformed or inexperienced observer would
lead them right past the old elephant without ever knowing
that certain death was close at hand. With their great
bulk and inherent fear of the hunter they would charge any man that
came too close and the immense strength in those big bodies could
hurl a person like a rag doll, through the air.

Ian had for the last two years been tracking in this uncharted
territory, hunting and shooting game to feed and sustain his
wagon and if it was not for this, the elephant might have got
away with it. lan's eyes were drawn back to the grey boulder. A
mere fifty paces separated Ian from the elephant. With the
scrutinizing eyes that had seen the life of many an animal end
in the sights of his rifle, Ian could see for the first time the
light reflecting off the ivory that has been the downfall of
the biggest land animal that still walks the African
soil. With the utmost care and least amount of noise Ian
slowly inched the hammer back on his rifle and in the same
movement brought the sights up to put the huge body of the
elephant directly in the path of the bullet that would end his
sixty odd years.



 


Ian could still not pull the trigger. He needed to get a clear
shot through the heart. The brain was too easy to miss and Ian
could not chance the bullet ricocheting from the skull that was
covered with an inch of rubbery skin.

Ian would not have time to reload his rifle if the first shot
did not kill the bull elephant. Facing a charge from a two-ton
animal that could pick him up in his trunk, which has pushed down
and tossed about trees that were bigger than Ian was wide, was not
a thought to cherish. The thorn trees added to his frustration, as
they were so dense and could push a bullet from its path merely
wounding and not killing in a swift blow. The only thing in lan's
favor was the wind. The elephant, to add to its extraordinary
capacity for memory, had scent glands that when air is sucked
through his trunk and blown into his open mouth, could smell even
the faintest of smells. These smells could be associated to a
memory stored in the brain from a thousand sources. Ian knew that
the elephant would have heard the sound that has caused it to stand
so still as to become a part of his surroundings.

By chance or design the elephant stood facing the hunter that he
now hated with every fiber in his body. Since the time of his birth
the elephant herds had to move constantly from the little sticks
that cause devastation and tear apart a family herd that is held
together by generations of mothers and daughters staying as part of
the group. With each new birth, after 24 months as an embryo, the
youngster was welcomed and taken into a network of family relations
that is unrivalled in its complexity. Young bulls eventually leave
the herd but for Isazi "the wise one" the life of a young carefree
elephant was cut short when his mother was shot by poachers when he
was barely weaned from the rich milk in his mother's udder. On that
fateful day Isazi learned the hard way of the smells of the white
hunter.

The smell of tobacco and carbolic soap and the acrid smell of
gunpowder discharged from the sticks that thunder would never be
forgotten. The first shot was completely unexpected. The wisest of
the females who was the matriarch of the herd had been shot through
the lungs and bright red blood was sprayed through the air as she
tried to breathe. The herd started milling about because without
her there was no natural leadership.



Isazi remembered being pushed and jostled by his family, nobody
knowing which way to turn. The dust rose into the air in a thick
cloud and made it impossible for him to see his mother. Throughout
he heard the pop of the guns as they kept on shooting at his
family. Isazi finally stumbled across his mother as she lay in a
pool of her own blood. Her spine had been severed with a single
bullet that immobilized her and he was looking deep into her eyes
as another bullet ripped her away from him forever.


Taking him with her, one of his other aunts and her son managed
to escape to the other side of the clearing where the slaughter had
not yet reached. A stray bullet was lodged in his aunts' stomach
and she was dying slowly. Knowing this she led them away to the
thickets where she left them in the care of an older bull before
collapsing herself. From that day, he was taken into the care of an
older bull, and for thousands of miles he has traversed the
wide-open grassland. He had stood on the crest of a hundred hills
to watch the sun set in all its brilliance over the land that he
was born into and loved. The sticks that thunder and the annoying
bearers of that sticks had hunted and haunted his every waking day,
for they never seemed to go away, and always came closer and
closer. For long periods of time there were no hunters but as soon
as Isazi and his mentor settled down in an area, the white people
would come again.

Eventually his mentor died of old age, because there was still
among the elders knowledge of places never seen by the eyes of man.
Secret places that have stood since the dawn of time without the
ever-changing influence and interference from human habitation. It
was to one of those places that Isazi was going when once again he
had picked up the smell of the white man. Never before had Isazi
been followed like this. He had a lifetime of knowledge passed onto
him from his mentor. Places that the waters flow sweet and steady
all year to slake a thirsty throat. Places where the famous
Amarula tree shed its fruit to ferment in the baking sun
and cause a feeling of such total abandonment when eaten that many
an elephant has had the dubious pleasure of a throbbing pain in the
head the following day. Yet with all the knowledge that had been
passed onto him, nothing had prepared him for this encounter. Isazi
had tried every trick known to him. Crossing the open plains at
night was a favorite way of putting distance between you and the
hunter, but that did not work.



Hiding in the thick bushes when the sun was at its highest and
then running for the last day and night, eventually holing up in
the thorn bushes that had scratched even his skin with the thorns
that are as long as a man's small finger. Isazi was not yet as old
as he might have become but was older than most other elephants,
with tusks that are as thick as a man’s thigh and so long that as
he rested his weary head the two meter long tusks supported his
colossal head.


He had not eaten the juicy fronds of a tree or pulled up any
roots from the ground with his trunk for the last two days, and
like the hunter that was following him, he was tired. Tired of
running, tired of the blood thirsty ways that makes man hunt him,
tired of the value that had been placed upon the ivory that nestled
in the bone of his head. Also Isazi "the wise one" was angry. Angry
with man that had dominated his life from birth up to this moment.
He was angry at being pushed from the land of his fathers. This was
the moment when Isazi found the focus for his anger. The man that
he knew had followed him from further than the horizon to this very
spot that Isazi had chosen to wait for him. He had been standing in
the same spot for the last two hours. The wind was against him and
in his wisdom he knew that the only chance that he had to wreak the
vengeance of a lifetime of persecution was to wait. Wait for the
man to reveal himself by sound or sight. Although his eyesight was
not as good as that of a young bull, he could still hear very well
and when the sound of a branch sounded loudly in the underbrush to
his left Isazi knew that there could only be one reason for the
sound. Without a single noise to betray his position Isazi swung
his bulk to look at the dense trees, waiting for the slightest
noise or the reflection of the sun from an unguarded belt buckle or
rifle barrel. But even at fifty paces his eyesight could not pick
up the movement that had brought the rifle up and that was now
pointing straight at him. For a full minute the hunter and the
hunted stood in the age-old manner that could mean the death of the
loser. All time seemed to cease and even the bush seemed as though
it held its breath. It was as if the earth and its creature's knew
that within the time that it takes to draw a breath the life of one
of their own could be taken. Slowly Isazi turned his head back to
the right. Could another creature have caused the sound? Was it a
trick of his imagination? The sudden sharp pain ripped through
Isazi. The bullet had entered the vulnerable spot between his front
legs. The hot shearing agony of pain felt like nothing Isazi has
experienced before. The bullet continued into his body ripping
through flesh and muscle. It passed through his heart and the
bullet was stopped by the rib cage that had for so long protected
Isazi from a sharp penetrating tusk during the battles fought with
other bulls in the breeding period. In his dying moments the bull
knew that this was one battle that he was not going to finish.

lan's whole attention was fixed on that one moment when the
elephant turned his head to give him the vital clearance needed to
penetrate the thick skin without fear of striking bone. The
forefinger gently squeezed the half-crescent shaped trigger. The
recoil would have thrown a lesser man onto the ground. Ian rode out
the full force of the recoil in his right shoulder.

The bullet flew out of the barrel. In the fleeting instant that
it took to travel the fifty paces, Ian knew that the shot was
straight and true, with the instinct of a man that had lived from
what he hunts.

A small puff of dust on the thick skin was the only indication
that the bullet had entered the elephant at the right angle to
reach the heart. With a tremendous bellow of pain the elephant
shook itself, and turned back to face Ian. Then, with the last
effort that is borne from instinct rather than a conscious command
from the brain, the elephant charged through the
"kameeldoring" trees, brushing them aside as if they were
of no consequence. Ian knew that no amount of force could stop a
charging bull elephant or that he would be able to run from him and
so he stood his ground and faced the animal that even in his last
efforts, could even the score.

Ten paces from Ian the elephant suddenly started falling. The
elephant's front legs caved in, not able to carry the heavy burden
that had been his pride and proof of his manhood. The tusks were
worth their weight in gold for not another pair existed in this
year of 1889 that were as long and as heavy as this. With the force
of an earthquake, the huge body of the elephant hit the ground and
sheer momentum carried it over the last few paces where Ian was
still standing, rooted to the spot.

The tip of the master tusk slid over the ground and made its way
as though in slow motion towards lan's leg. With the deception of
time in an adrenaline loaded situation Ian could not move his leg
out of the way.



The bottom half of Ian's trousers opened up and the tusk entered
through the flesh of his calf and ripped it open to expose the bone
underneath.


Ian was flung back and landed with his body on the rocky ground
next to the elephant. For a few seconds nothing moved and time
stood still. After the shock of the impact Ian was dazed and
struggled to clear his head.

Ian was still lying next to the elephant and alarmed at the big
grey body next to him Ian quickly looked at the elephant. The big
eye that faced him slowly blinked for the last time and then he saw
the shine and life fading from the eye that had seen so much. The
pain in his leg was excruciating and the blood from the wound made
a rich red stroke like a painter's brush on a canvass, down the
side of the ivory tusk. The contrasting colors were depicted bright
and clear in the sharp rays of the burning sun. Weakened from the
constant companion of thirst and hunger, Ian knew that there was
little strength left in him. With the blood draining out of his
wound he would not last long. The odds seemed to be insurmountable
against Ian as he lay on the ground.

The wagon with his faithful Zulu driver was at least a week from
his position and he could not expect help from that source now when
it was most needed. His horse was tethered to the branch of a
Mopani tree a mile distant and carried his only means of
immediate survival. Two pints of warm water, a handful of dried
meat, called biltong, and a first aid pouch containing the most
rudimentary supply of medical provisions needed to survive in this
unforgiving land. lan's extra ammunition was also in his
saddlebags. Not wanting to spoil the hunt Ian had left his horse,
to trail by foot the last distance when the elephant settled in the
thorny bush. The thorns would also have pierced the thin skin of
his horse and caused unnecessary pain and discomfort. Given to him
as his leaving gift by his father, the horse that has been
christened "Skilpad" meaning turtle in the Boer language
and noted for his slow but deliberate pace had been a worthy
companion and means of transport.

Slowly and carefully Ian pulled his leg away from the tusk and
the blood started to drain from the wound at an alarming rate. With
the blood forming a dark puddle on the dry earth Ian managed to rip
his shirt between his teeth into long strips of dirty cloth and
wrapped it around the wound in his calf.



After a few minutes the combined pressure of the makeshift
bandage and the blood congealing in the material stopped it flowing
freely and with a grunt of effort Ian dragged himself up against
the forehead of the beast into a sitting position. The adrenaline
that had carried him this far was being soaked away and with a
blinding throb the pain started to run through his body.


'You fought me right to the end and I admire you for that, but I
am not about to give up yet.' Ian whispered to the elephant and
stroked the trunk that lay outstretched under his hand.

With another sharp stab of pain Ian finally succumbed to the
blackness behind his eyes and dropped into unconsciousness.

'Manje Umfaan.' Samson urged Umfaan to pull the two
leading oxen hi a straight line up the steep, crumbling red banks
of the dry riverbed. With the flick of his wrist Samson flicked the
long whip so that it cracked loudly inches away from the oxen's
ear. Manje means now in Zulu. The boy, which is also what
his name Umfaan translated means, took up the strain on the lead
rope plaited from the leather of impala skin. With bare feet
sliding on the dusty ground he pulled the heads of his favorite two
leading oxen to take on the challenge of leading the other 8 oxen
up the riverbank. Coaxing and swearing at them from the seat of the
wagon, Samson after a struggle that seemed to last a lifetime,
managed to pull the wagon over the lip of the bank.

Although the sun still had a couple of hours left in the clear
blue sky, Samson with his knowledge of the life of the African
escarpment decided to out span the oxen for the day. There were
some vestiges of grass left on the banks of the now dry riverbed
that they had crossed. The grass was not ideal but would provide
grazing for the cattle. The dry season had been particularly long
this year and good grass for his cattle was hard to find. With the
skill brought on by practice, the father and son that formed the
other part of Ian Smith's voluntary isolation from society quickly
set up camp. While Umfaan started the meager meal of maize porridge
that is the staple diet of Africa, Samson lead the only other horse
along the riverbank searching for the spoor that they have followed
thus far. Having met as teenagers on his father’s sugar cane
plantation in Port Natal Ian and Samson immediately struck up a
lifelong friendship that had led them into more trouble than they
cared to remember. It was only a natural continuation of their
friendship that made Samson leave his thatched hut on the slopes of
the green hills of Natal to join Ian on his quest for independence
and riches that the African veldt still had to offer. After having
set out, Umfaan, Samson's eldest boy, refusing to stay at home,
followed them for two days before revealing himself one morning
when hunger became too much to not join in the breakfast that
Samson was making. After scrutinizing the most likely areas Samson
finally picked up the spoor that Ian had left on his chase after
the elephant. Following it for the next half-hour showed that the
spoor continued in a straight line and with a heavy heart he turned
back to the camp. The dark that can settle so quickly in the bush
holds many dangers and with sunset an hour away Samson did not want
to be away from camp when it happened. Never before had Ian not
returned to camp and Samson was afraid that Nkosi Ian could be in
trouble. Caught between loyalty to his friend and taking care of
two years worth of hunting spoils and his son, Samson knew he
could not abandon the latter to the night. Four days had passed and
with each sunset the chances of finding Ian became slimmer.
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CHAPTER 2

Visions from his past swam through lan's head, as he lay
unprotected from the rays of the sun. Unwanted memories pushed to
the back of the mind because they were not always pleasant
memories. His father, taking the cane to him when tasks were not
performed to his exacting standards, was only one reason.

Peter Smith was a big built self-made wealthy entrepreneur.
Starting at the tender age of ten lan's father had bartered and
swapped anything he could lay his hands on and always seemed able
to make a profit from it. Leaving home at eighteen years of age
Peter Smith took the long road to central Africa and returned with
five wagons of trade goods and ivory. Having proved himself a
worthy hunter he set up one of the best trading posts on the coast
of Durban for the ever-increasing number of ships laden with wares
traveling on the Atlantic Ocean.

Scores of timber and wool from nearby farms and plantations and
the ever-increasing demand in the ivory trade had ensured that,
once again, Peter not only made a good return on his investments
but also became the young town's most eligible bachelor. After
finding and courting lan's mother Anna, they were finally married.
Not wanting the hectic pace set in the town, a manager was employed
at the warehouse and Peter bought a piece of land lying on the
green sloping hills of Pietermaritzburg. Twenty thousand hectares
of sugar cane ensured that the personal wealth of the Smith family
increased. Into this marriage was born a boy called Ian. From early
childhood his father had always expected the best from him and gave
him the best education money could buy. The only failing was that
Peter could never show his love as it was considered pampering a
young boy that one day must grow up into a man of his own stature.
For years Ian had tried to be the best that he could possibly be
just to please his father and to win the respect and affection that
he so desperately needed. The goals that he had set himself were
unattainably high and his own failure just added to the
embarrassment of competing with his father.

There were nice times as well and Ian could fondly remember the
times that he had run into trouble with the girlfriends that vied
for his attention. Ian never had to impress the girls because he
had a natural charm that attracted the opposite sex. Whenever he
was on the sugar plantation he and Samson was hauled in front of
his father many times. On one occasion Ian and Samson managed to
burn half an acre of green sugar cane from the wrong field before
they managed to put the fire out.




Ian could still remember the hiding that he and Samson received
that day. What made it worse was that the other farm laborers were
watching and that added to the humiliation of the hiding.

Ian had a very good relationship with his mother and from young
he could always rely on her to soothe the welts that the strap had
left when he received a hiding. Anna baked the loveliest of cakes
and Ian loved the days when he came home and found fresh biscuits
on a plate in his bedroom with a glass of milk.

The childhood years had passed too quickly and when his father
tried to push Ian into the family business he finally resisted.
Peter Smith was not used to receiving no to a demand and after a
furious argument the two men had parted. Only when Ian had
finalized his arrangements and got a loan from the bank for his
venture into the bush did they make peace. The only offer of
assistance was the horse called Skilpad, which Ian had used before,
on the farm. A week later Ian had left his home and family with
only Samson as his companion. Umfaan was a pleasant surprise two
days later and had proved his worth many times over in the months
that followed.

The sunset finally lingered for a moment on the horizon and the
last rays of the sun played among the trees casting indeterminate
shadows that eventually covered the still form lying propped
against the carcass of the elephant. A vulture more boldly than the
rest fluttered downs from a tree and landed next to Ian. As if from
the darkness of a deep well Ian struggled to fight of the blackness
that surrounded him.

Opening his eyes slowly, it took a moment to realize where he
was. With the sun disappearing over the horizon, the sun's heat was
quickly replaced by the dread that the night would offer. Flapping
his arms, he chased the bold vulture back into the trees where he
joined the rest of the vultures packed like sardines onto the limbs
of the trees. As bright as the day is, so dark the nights become
and Ian knew that he would not be able to find his horse that was
so close but still out of reach, with his right leg that still
throbbed with pain.



Drawing his rifle closer Ian checked the ammunition belt and
counted all six rounds into the palm of his hand. Only a fool would
not be scared of spending a night in the veldt when he was wounded
and sitting next to the carcass of an elephant that could feed a
pack of lions for two weeks, not counting the hyena and jackal.


Later that night a family of five female lionesses and two fully
grown black mane lions stalked through the night. The bigger of the
two males caught the scent of fear emanating from the horse
tethered to the Mopani tree. Changing their direction they slipped
into their hunting pattern with the females leading. The females do
the hunting and when the horse came into view they crouched down in
preparation of the attack. Stealth and surprise are what make the
big cats the best carnivorous hunters. On her stomach the nearest
female crawled forward and with a blinding burst of speed charged
the horse. When she came within range she bunched her muscles
tightly and leaped into the air. The horse did not even have time
for a last lung full of fresh air before the wind was driven from
him by the sheer weight of the dominant female. She closed her
claws into the rib cage on either side of the horse.

Dragged down by the female, the black mane lion clamped his jaws
with incisors the size of a man's finger over the nose and mouth of
the horse, cutting of any further supply of air and any noise that
it might have made. Satisfied with the kill the male trotted a
short distance from it and with a guttural growl roared his
dominance to all those in his territory, proclaiming his virility
and prowess over all that heard him.

With that roar, the last of lan's hopes of a reprieve vanished
and he knew with certainty that Skilpad would never again nuzzle
his pockets for a lump of sugar in the morning. There was a bigger
concern closer at hand though. The hyenas that are always on the
prowl for snatched meals, and themselves good hunters, have picked
this night to patrol the thorn trees that formed part of their
eastern boundaries. Cowardly as they were they would not let the
opportunity go for a potential free meal.

Ian, since the first star had risen in the South, had seen the
dark shapes moving around the periphery of his vision. Not close
enough to be certain of the numbers but never that far as to
disappear from his view. To sleep would mean certain attack from
these animals that could crunch through bone with the ease of
scissors cutting paper. Patiently waiting for their chance
they would circle their prey until the more courageous of them
would slink closer before scuttling off with the sounds of
maniacal laughter erupting from their throats.  All night
Ian would have to guard against an attack that would surely come at
the first sign of weakness.




At the first sight of dawn the wagon was packed, with the
camping gear stored beneath the cloth canopy that had been patched
so many tunes that it was nearly impossible to tell the original
canvass from the patches. Taking the spoor that Samson had picked
up the day before, the oxen started on their slow journey over the
rugged terrain. It was a long slow trek because the wagon was
heavily loaded with the tusks and skins from their expedition. Just
after midday, Samson saw the circling flight of the carrion eaters
in the skies a couple of miles distant.

'Umfaan, bring the wagon to those birds.' Samson shouted to the
boy, and with agility mounted the horse tied to the seat of the
wagon. Taking the rifle from the scabbard on the saddle Samson
checked that the rifle was loaded and set off at pace to the area
that had attracted the vultures.

As he drew nearer Samson could see in the distance more of the
vultures hopping around the ground. Slowing the horse to a walk he
mumbled the wish that it would not be Nkosi Ian. It would be too
much to bear if it was his friend's remains that had been pecked
and cleaned by the vultures. Suddenly the vultures flapped their
wings and hopped into the air. Samson could clearly see a male lion
dealing out jungle justice to those impertinent enough to disturb
him while he was eating.

The lion was about the size of a small pony and had it not been
for the fact that he had been gorging on meat all night, he might
have made an attempt at the inviting figure of man and horse that
was barely a hundred meters distant. As it was, he turned his
yellow eyes with contempt away from Samson and returned to the
carcass that had been dragged underneath the shade of the same tree
that it had been tied to.

With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, Samson
recognized the shape of a saddle where it had been discarded by the
feeding lions. Even Ian that had hunted these great cats could
be caught unawares and the fear of facing these animals sent chilly
fingers of ice down Samson's back.




He would not be able to go near the feeding cats until they have
had their fill of meat and left the bones for the vacuum cleaners
of the bush. He could not leave the gruesome task to the hyenas,
jackals, and vultures and with a despairing last look vowed to
return in the morning to seek out the bones of his friend and give
him a proper burial. He turned his horse around and slowly made his
way back to Umfaan who was still bringing up the wagon.

Barely a mile away Ian was still sitting against the carcass of
the elephant, surrounded by the thorn bush and scrubs that had
hidden him from the possibility of being seen by anybody that would
have cared to look. The hyenas had finally left to seek shelter
from the fierce sunlight. Ian could not move himself. Exhaustion,
hunger and pain were only alleviated by the fever that was slowly
spreading through his body. Thirst had caused his lips to crack and
sucking on a pebble to produce saliva for his parched throat had
eventually lost its novelty.

At dawn, he could still hear the lions squabbling over the tasty
morsels of the meat. The rest of the day had passed too slowly and
he had cursed only as a man could curse who knew that the odds were
stacked against him. If only he had never decided against his
father's wishes to take over the trading warehouse. If only he was
not as stubborn as his father was. If only he could turn back time.
Yet Ian knew it was a futile game playing if only and settled a bit
more comfortably against the rough skin against his back. Samson
would follow the trail that he had left and the only chance of
survival in his condition would be to conserve as much energy as
possible and wait for Samson to find him. A single shot from his
rifle at that moment would have had Samson charging up to him
within minutes, but unaware that salvation was nearby Ian closed
his eyes and drifted off into a nightmare filled sleep.

Having filled themselves on the horseflesh during the day the
group of lions spent the night resting under the cover of the
trees. They did not need to hunt that night for Skilpad was a horse
blessed with enough flesh to feed them all. The morning light broke
over the hills of the Zoutpans mountain range, throwing it
into a kaleidoscope of intermingling colors. The male that had been
the most dominant and therefore the leader of this pride of lions,
slowly stood up and stretched so that he suddenly seemed to be
twice the length of the others still slumbering away in the waking
hours of the morning. With a deep tremor he expelled his breath
from deep inside his chest uttering a haunting sound that carried
over the plains and in the still cool air of the morning,
'Uurmph. The sound could send chills through even the
toughest of Matabele warriors that would throw themselves upon
death in ranks when the wars with the white man started, only just
managed to wake the rest of the pride. The Lehlabe River
was a couple of miles distant and he wanted to get there before the
sun reaches its zenith.




The horseflesh made him thirsty and when he wanted to go for a
drink of water the rest of the pride would follow. With the slow
steady pace suited to the proudest of all cats in Africa the male
crossed over to the carcass and made a last attempt at licking the
remaining scraps of meat from the rib cage of the horse. Not even
enough meat left to feed the jackals he contemptuously dismissed
it. With a swinging gait he set of towards the distant hills that
held the sweet remains of a few stagnant pools of water even in
this dry season that had already taken the lives of weaker
animals.

Water was at a premium and he knew that to waste too much time
would mean that there would be less water for when they eventually
get there. Another 'Uurmph' rumbled from the depth of his
battle-scarred body. The last of the females stretched lazily and
got up and they eventually started off towards the river.

Samson watched the last of the lion pride walking away from the
bloody scene where he was sitting not too far away. He had made an
early start that morning, foregoing the customary cup of coffee to
make sure that he would get there before the rest of the animals
could set upon the remains of the lion feast. Knowing animals only
as well as somebody can that has grown up with them and understood
and loved each one in its own peculiar way, he knew that for the
rest of last night the bodies would remain under the protection of
the lionesses that were guarding it.

Even when a lion is full, he would still guard the prize of a
good night's hunting if he felt that there was another meal to be
gained. If the lion was too full to eat any more he
would guard it just from pure selfishness and self-indulgence.
With the lions out of the picture it changed completely and the
hyenas with their laughing manner and loping strides would compete
with the jackals and vultures in a fierce battle of wills to find
the tastiest scraps. Kicking his horse in the flanks Samson made
his way over to the Mopani tree with a spare blanket that he had
brought along to wrap the remains of Ian in. With tears welling up
in his eyes he viewed the scene of carnage in front of him.
Suddenly unable to go closer for the moment Samson sat down on the
ground content that his presence would keep the other animals away
and took out his pipe that had lain unlit in his pocket since last
night. Smoking his pipe Samson could not bring himself to look at
the blood splattered grass stalks and pools of congealed blood
where the raking claws of the male lion had severed Skilpad's
arteries when he clamped the kiss of death on him. Samson took the
pipe in his mouth and drew the smoke deeply into his lungs. The end
of an era lay in front of him and he could not get up the courage
to add the final chapter on a friendship that had crossed so many
years of laughter, friendship, hardship and borders to end in this
fashion. Watching the shadows shorten on the ground and the grass
stalks losing the pearly luster that the dew drops from the night
had left, he clamped the pipe firmly in his mouth and taking the
last mouthful of smoke into his mouth he stood up with a sigh.




'Tsamaya Handle, Nkosi.' Go in peace he muttered in his native
tongue and spread the blanket in front of him so that he could
gather what remained to bury as a last sign of respect to his
friend.

The breeze flowed from the right to the left across the front of
the lions as they were making their way slowly over the rocky
ground. The first trace of a scent was carried to them of another
kill in their territory. Immediately the black mane lion tensed up
and grunting to his brother the two males stood testing the smell
that had caught their attention.

Changing direction the two finely sculptured males in the prime
of adulthood turned towards it and started off at a brisk pace to
investigate the source. Younger males are a constant threat to the
male population of breeding lions and an unchallenged entry and
killing on their ground would be an invitation for disaster. That
was of course if it was another lion. Death came easy in this
country to all animals for various reasons and the two brothers
were not to know that this time it was a human and an elephant that
was drawing them closer. The thorn trees provided excellent cover
for the two males as they drew nearer. Only the swish of the black
tufts of hair on the end of their long tails could betray their
presence. At thirty paces, they stopped to look at the inert forms
that seem to be made from one material. Ian was partially hidden
from view behind the elephant's head. The smells told them that
there was a human somewhere close to the grey bulk of the elephant.
The human at the same moment lifted his weary bloodshot eyes and
caught the slight movement of an ear flicking away the persistent
flies that followed the lions. If it were not for that Ian would
have been unaware of the lions. Any sudden movement would trigger a
charge as a self-preserving action from the felines and with
deliberate slowness Ian once again raised the rifle sights to what
seemed to be just bushes and light brown colored grass that covered
the ground in patches. He was not sure if his fever ridden body was
playing tricks on his mind, but he was not willing or that
incoherent to yet take the chance.




Aiming for a general body shot Ian pulled the trigger of the
heavy caliber rifle and fired the round at the place he thought he
had seen the movement. A number of reactions followed the action
that Ian had performed. First, Ian was rammed against the body of
the elephant, and pain shooting through him caused him to lose his
grip on the rifle. The rifle fell just out of reach of lan's
stretch as he sat in agony trying to fight away the oncoming rush
of blackness that once again wanted to engulf him.

The bullet whined its way past the lions like a bee that has
seen a field full of flowers and carried forward to ricochet off a
stone that sent sparks flying into the air. The bullet came to an
abrupt stop two hundred yards further on against the trunk of the
kameeldoring tree, scarring the already wrinkled and
knobbed bark of the tree.

The two lion brothers, in the sudden loud explosion of gunpowder
and the flight of the bullet over their heads, jumped up in
confusion. If it was not for the full stomachs of a good feed they
would have charged the man and killed him as easily as if he was a
new born baby gazelle still trying to find its feet.



Making a hasty retreat they disappeared as if they were never
there, glad that they had not come to harm and relieved that they
did not have to defend their territory on this beautiful day.


Most importantly though, a Zulu standing underneath a Mopani
tree, barely a mile away, trying to find even the slightest of
bones of his master and friend heard the report of the rifle. With
unbelieving ears the man numbly turned toward the sound that was
still echoing in his ears. Having already made peace with his
master's death, he could not possibly have hoped for a miracle to
occur right under his nose. Running to his horse, he mounted and
kicking the flanks of the horse in desperation he raced across the
veldt, blind to the dangers of the uneven ground.

Making good ground Samson wove in and out of the thorn bushes
and every now and then a thorn would reach out to scratch and grab
at Samson on his horse. Seeing the grey mass lying on the ground he
pulled up the reins and brought his horse to a skidding halt.
Dismounting he ran over to Ian lying on the ground with the rifle
discarded next to him.

'Nkosi?' Samson called to Ian taking him by the shoulders to
ease him into a more comfortable position.

'Wake up Nkosi Ian, You cannot lie here like an old man with
winter on his head.' Hearing the familiar voice Ian struggled to
rouse himself from the depths of the darkness that threatened to
overwhelm him again.

'Amanzi' Ian croaked through his parched throat.

Running back to his horse Samson opened his saddlebags and took
out the water that Ian had asked for. Taking a mouthful Ian rinsed
the dust and grit from his mouth and spat the water out. The next
mouthful went down his throat and Ian shivered in ecstasy at the
cool, refreshing feeling that coursed through his body.

'What has taken you so long?' Ian finally asked, 'Did you stop
at every kraal on the way to impress the woman with the snake under
your loin cloth?'

'You lie here to sleep like the old ones, while you leave the
work of men for me to do' Samson was quick to reply, relieved that
lan's quick wit had not deserted him. All pretense of humor
disappeared though when Ian tried to move himself into a more
comfortable position.



'Ngiyagula, my friend.' Ian whispered, "/ am
sick,"' and looked down at the bloody mess that was his
leg.


Samson has seen the injuries of most descriptions and was not
put off by the bandage. It had been caked with the dirt and blood
that has mixed to form a patch of red mud that helped to stop the
flow of blood through the makeshift bandage.

'You cannot ride like this' he said to Ian and leaving the water
bottle with Ian he mounted his horse again. 'I will be back for you
with the wagon.'

Later that day Samson pulled the wagon as close to the thorn
thicket as he could with the assistance of Umfaan. The oxen pulling
the wagon had been cajoled and forced at a pace that they were not
accustomed to and they stood with their heads down in the harnesses
on either side of the disselboom that tied them to the
wagon.

Taking the blanket that was to be used for the collection of
lan's bones earlier that morning Samson and Umfaan crossed the
broken ground to where Ian was awaiting their return.

The fever had come back with a cruelty that not even the intake
of water could relieve and Ian was fighting off his own demons in
that twilight world when Samson reached him.

Carefully they rolled him onto the blanket and with Umfaan
bringing up the rear and Samson walking in the front, they carried
Ian back to the wagon.

Making a makeshift bed for him under the canvas of the wagon
Samson set Umfaan scurrying around for kindling to start a
fire.

Boiled water was the only method of ensuring clean and germ free
liquid to clean the wound with. Samson was working quickly to get
the torn strips of shirt of the wound and fresh bleeding started as
soon as he lifted the last strip. Using a clean cloth that was
placed in the boiled water he started to wipe the dirt away from
the flesh that had been ripped from the bone.

Halfway through Ian regained his senses long enough for him to
feel Samson working on his leg. Aware again of his surroundings he
looked down to where Samson was working carefully, bent over his
leg with the basin of pink water where the blood had discolored
it.



The sweat formed little drops on his forehead and his hair lay
damp across his forehead. The only indication of the pain that ran
up his leg at every movement that Samson subjected him to was the
groans that escaped lan's lips.


Cleaning the last bits of dirt and dried blood away Samson could
see that the exposed bone of the leg, where the tusk had forced its
way through, was chipped and broken.

'I will have to force your bone straight. It is broken.' Samson
looked across at Ian who was still suffering in silence.

'As good an excuse as ever to break open the whiskey bottle.'
Ian replied. Calling over Umfaan to fetch the whiskey in the trunk
under the driver seat Samson took a wooden peg from the side box.
Using the whiskey to dull his senses Ian took a few deep gulps
before carefully handing it back to Samson.

Taking a mouthful himself he mumbled 'For courage' before
replacing the cap. Samson then handed the wooden peg to Ian to
clamp between his teeth as a horse would with the steel bit between
his teeth.

Lying back on the makeshift bed of cured animal skins, Ian
clenched his fists into tight balls in anticipation of the crude
surgical procedure about to be performed. With Umfaan kneeling down
behind Ian to hold his shoulders down, Samson took hold of lan's
foot. Pulling and at the same time turning his leg a fraction he
could hear the grating of the bones as they re-aligned
themselves.

Like the tidal waters of the sea at his hometown in Durban when
the gales lashed the waves against the cliffs and blasted the spray
thirty-foot into the air, the pain rushed through lan's body. With
a groan escaping from Ian as the pain washed over him, the sweet
relief of blacking out came to his rescue.

Carefully so as to not be the cause of further injury Samson
wrapped the leg in clean cloth and called to Umfaan to go and cut
two sticks of the same length from a nearby tree. After a short
while Umfaan returned and as the sun started to hide itself behind
the Zoutpans mountain range, Samson tied the two sticks as
carefully as possible to lan's leg to prevent him from turning or
bending it and causing the bone to move in its fragile
condition.

Ian slept the like the dead and did not hear the mournful
hooting of the night owl as it scanned the grassland for insects
and field mice.



The next morning Ian was still asleep in the wagon when the sun
rose as the earth completed its rotational spin on its axis. Umfaan
blew on the ashes from the previous night's fire and from the
embers a small coal started glowing hot and red. Adding a few twigs
to it he coaxed the flames into a fire and put the travel worn
black kettle on to boil water for the first cup of coffee for the
morning.


Having made the coffee he took it to Samson where he was lying
on his karos under the wagon to keep the morning dew from his
body.

Samson had a long day ahead of him. The tusks still had to be
removed from the elephant and with the carrion eaters circling the
carcass he wanted to move the wagon away before they became
potential prey for the lions and hyenas that would be drawn to the
blood spilled when removing the tusks.

lan's fever still raged through the day, giving him only small
periods that he could sit up straight with the assistance of
Umfaan. He could only keep down a few mouthfuls of the water that
Umfaan dribbled through his cracked lips. Samson had made an early
start that morning with the tusks and just before midday removed
the last tusk from the bone that held it in place in the elephant's
skull. Carrying the tusks to the wagon he laid them carefully on
the ground. Any damage to them now would seriously affect their
asking price. Taller than Samson the tusks made a perfect pair and
with a slight curve in each it formed an arched doorway lying cream
pale against the red earth.

Carefully Samson removed the nerve that runs inside the tusks to
prevent it from rotting and spoiling the beautiful ivory gold.
Great care was taken as the tusks were packed side by side in the
wagon to join the other thirty tusks that had been obtained during
the previous hunts.

With Umfaan at the head of the in spanned oxen, they set of in
late afternoon to the open veldt a couple of miles away leaving the
carcass to the hyenas that had returned. Having reached a clearing
as close to a natural water hole as he could, Samson set up a
temporary camp. Ian had always made the decision of where and when
they were moving the wagon next. With Ian in the state he was
Samson had to make the decision of putting up a temporary camp. The
wagon was not a comfortable ride for Ian and caused unnecessary
aggravation to his wound. That night Samson cleaned and dressed the
wound again. It had already started healing and the red scabs
formed hard edges around the still raw areas of exposed flesh.



For three days Ian was taken care of in the wagon and on the
evening of the third day he also managed a small amount of maize
cake dipped in gravy. On the morning of the fourth day Ian asked
Samson to set up the canvas camp chair under the canopy of ground
sail that Samson had stretched from the side of the wagon for
shade. It overlooked the water hole in the distance.

Umfaan was out in the field tending to the cattle. For a Zulu
there was no greater joy, or animal of more importance, than his
cattle and since joining the wagon Umfaan had tended them with
pride. They were always well looked after and taken to the water
hole first before Umfaan would slake his thirst. Sitting in
the chair Ian experienced a nostalgic feeling of missing a
permanent home for the first time since leaving Port
Natal. Samson was keeping himself busy with the repairs and
ongoing maintenance that was necessary on such a long trip.
The domesticity of the scene was not lost on Ian and the longing
for him to share this with someone was overwhelming.
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CHAPTER 3

'You have five days to pay what you owe or else!' Spittle flew
from the man's thick lips as he jabbed his finger in Colin's
chest.

Colin knew that he did not have much choice in the matter and he
did not have to be a college professor to figure out what the 'or
else' means. He was not going to give in easily though and with a
bit more force than necessary pushed the man backwards.

'There is no need to try and intimidate me. I know I have to pay
my debts to Mr. Driscoll. Another thing, don't spit in my face, my
handkerchief is not big enough to wipe it all off.'

'Listen here you dumb bastard, you can't push me around and
expect to get away with it.' James took a step closer to Colin
again but did so warily. Colin Harris was renowned for his quick
fists and even quicker temper. For the last two years James had
been working for Mr. Driscoll as a debt collector and knew how to
handle himself in any fight. There was no need to get violent yet
and he knew that he would eventually get the permission to take
care of the cocky man in front of him.

'First of all, don't call me a dumb bastard. I have got a damn
good sight more brain cells than you, and even though I do not know
who my father is, at least I know my mother which is more than you
can say.' Colin tensed himself as he spoke. In physical built they
were very evenly matched. The advantage that he had over James was
that he had known hard times growing up in the streets of London
and often had to fight his way out of tight spots. His willingness
to start and end a round of physical violence had ensured that he
had survived the constant battle that raged between the street
gangs.

'You are pushing me too far. One day I will make you eat those
words.' James could see that Colin was ready to fight and his
instructions from the boss had been just to remind Colin of his
gambling debt and not to try and force it from him. At least not
yet!

'Why don't you run along like a good boy to your Uncle Andy and
tell him that I will see him at the house in five days.'

With deliberate slowness James turned away from Colin and
casting a last glance over his shoulder he walked away.



Colin turned away and started walking along the Thames bank.
London was a big city and yet he knew that there was no place he
could hide that he would not be found. Andy Driscoll owned half of
the thieves and criminals that roamed the streets and the other
half would easily impart their knowledge to him for fear of
retribution. The cold winter day threw bleak shadows on the ground
as Colin walked. He was not an innocent bystander though. He had
done his fair share of criminal activities in the past and after a
very successful career as a burglar had turned his hand to
gambling. The money was easy and the players stupid. That was what
he thought at least for the first year that he was playing in the
sleazy clubs and back room gatherings.


One day, not that long ago, he was invited to a poker game by
Andy Driscoll. Colin had made a reputation for himself at the card
table and the invitation was for a few handpicked players only.
Colin had enough cash to think that he could play with the big boys
and take away some of their ill-earned money.

Little did he know that the other players were versed in every
duty trick in the book and a few that had not been written down
yet! He could not however turn it down because an invitation from
Andy Driscoll was as good as an order.

When the evening came Colin played with all the finesse of a
flapping fish on the docks compared to the others and very soon his
cash had evaporated like the morning mist that drifted on the
Thames on a cold day. Not wanting to lose face he borrowed heavily
from Andy and before the night was out lost it all again. Twenty
pounds was enough to make any man weak at the knees and after the
game had finished the message to Colin was made clear. One month to
repay his debt or certain body parts would be fed to the dogs. With
only a few days to go Colin had tried every game and gambling spot
in town but have not been able to raise more than ten pounds. James
was Andy's nephew apparently and Colin knew that because Andy had
sent his own henchman instead of the usual rough 'em up crowd that
there was not going to be any leniency when the time came for him
to pay up.

Colin made his way back to the rented room that he lived in and
carefully locked the door behind him. There was no telling who
might want to pay him a visit. After a small dinner Colin lay back
on his unmade bed staring at the ceiling. There was only one option
left to him and he did not want to go back to it. Breaking into
homes used to pose risks that he was glad to rid himself off,
but there seemed to be no other alternative to his predicament. The
thrill that he had experienced as a teenager when stealing from a
bedside table while the owners slept had faded when he had reached
adulthood. The exciting world of gambling and playing cards for
money soon replaced it. The other problem was how to get rid of the
stolen goods in a manner that was not traceable back to him. He had
lost most of his contacts that used to buy his liberated
possessions from him.




A sudden thought leapt through Colin's mind and he sat upright
in bed again. Why hadn't he thought of it earlier? Instead of
nicking goods, why not just nick money? That way he would pay his
debts and there would not be the hassle of selling stolen goods.
The only place that he could think of that had that kind of money
lying around though was the banks and the gambling establishments
that he had visited so often in the past. The banks were definitely
not an option. The security was too tight and the money was locked
into big safes with armed guards at night. The gentleman's clubs
always did a bit of betting as a private members only sideline and
usually locked the money in a safe and left it alone for the night.
It was Wednesday today and Saturday was horseracing day again and
Colin knew that there was going to be a lot of money at the
Johnson's Club. That left him with two days to figure out how to do
it.

Drawing a pen and paper closer Colin crossed his legs under him
on the bed and started on a rough plan for his job. His trusty
tools of the trade were still stored safely at the bottom of his
cupboard. Jumping up from the bed again he quickly pulled the bag
out of the closet and spread the contents on the bed. His wire
cutters and pliers, screwdrivers and sharpened knife were still in
pristine condition.

The anticipation coursed through his body and Colin suddenly
realized that he was actually starting to look forward to doing
another break in. The dark clothing and gloves that protected his
hands from broken glass needed a good wash and Colin set it
aside.

The morning was still hi its infancy when Colin made himself
comfortable against the wall opposite Johnson's Club. It was a very
fancy establishment but had a bar that catered for the non-members
that sometimes visited. He wanted to make sure of the times that
the club opened. To his relief he saw the manager open the shop
just after eight in the morning and open the door for the
punters at just after eleven. There were not a lot of people going
in and out and by mid afternoon Colin ventured into the bar
himself. A couple of tables and chairs were scattered on the wooden
floor and old newspapers with the horse racing results were
scattered on the counter and tables. A few punters were standing
around discussing the race results and gave Colin the opportunity
to have a good look around.  The manager was sitting on a
chair behind a counter and looked disinterested in the
conversations of the people spread out on the floor. The bets were
placed at the bar and a receipt with the necessary information was
passed to the person that placed the bet. Once the results were
printed and received the people that had the winning numbers would
come in and collect their winnings. There was nothing exciting
about his job but he made more than enough money to live
comfortably. Colin pretended to read the notice of the upcoming
races for the Saturday and could see the counter clearly. A short
period of time passed before Colin saw a man approaching the
counter. Handing over his money the manager quickly wrote a receipt
for him and the man turned away again. Keeping an eye on the
manager Colin saw him take a key from his pocket and entering the
back room with a bag that he assumed was filled with money. Colin
smiled to himself as he made his way out of the shop again. He knew
hi which room the money was kept and he knew what time of the
morning the man opened the shop up. All that remained was to choose
a time to make a nocturnal visit to relieve the man from his cash.
Colin could not believe how easy it seemed.




All of Friday Colin stood outside the gentleman's club and
watched punter after punter entering and then leaving the shop. It
seemed like an active ant's nest and the more people that went in
the bigger the smile on Colin's lips. When the clock struck six o'
clock the last non-member customers were shown the door and Colin
watched as the manager busied himself cleaning up the shop. The
race results will only be in officially by tomorrow evening and
Colin hoped that the man was going to leave the cash at the club.
If he took the cash to his home then Colin could just as easily
break in there but would prefer not to. After a few more minutes of
anxious waiting Colin saw the manager pull the door to behind him
and started walking up the road. The only possession the man
was carrying was a bunch of keys in one hand and an umbrella
in the other to protect him from elements. Colin made his own
way home and on the way mentally ran through a checklist of the
equipment that he needed.

When he arrived at home he changed into his now washed dark
clothing and spread himself on his bed again. No need to rush
when he still had time to waste. Listening to Big Ben tolling
two 'o clock Colin raised himself again and with his bag held
casually in his hands he quietly left his home. When he locked
his door he did not know that it was going to be the last time
that he did so.

Colin wiped the sweat from his brow. For a few hair-raising
moments he did not think that he was going to be able to pick
the lock, that his talents that had served him so well in the
past had abandoned him. Eventually the door did open and Colin
stepped inside the darkened room. With the door closed the
only source of light was a small sliver of moon that peeped
through the window that was set high up in the wall.

There was still enough light left for Colin to see what he was
doing and carefully he made his way to the counter and lightly
vaulted over it. The office door posed no threat and within
seconds Colin had forced the lock. An untidy desk and a floor
covered with piles of old newspapers and racing results
faced him as he carefully made his way to the middle of the
floor. He could not see a safe and he did not expect to have
it advertised. Making his way to the desk he carefully
stepped over the piles of paper that cluttered his way. The
desk drawers were unlocked and Colin eased open drawer after
drawer to find more of the disorganized mess that covered
the desk surface. The manager was clearly not too bothered
about tidying his office.

The desk provided no quick source of income and Colin scanned
the rest of the office with his eyes that had got used to the
dark light. A flicker of a smile played across his lips as he
saw the painting of a horse that hung on the wall. There was
nothing wrong with the painting, but rather with the way that
it was hanging lopsided on the wall. Crossing over to the wall
Colin pushed it to one side and saw the safe hidden underneath.

Colin knew that the gods of fortune were smiling upon him as he
saw the keyhole in the door of the safe. From experience
Colin knew that it would be best to wait until the first people
started walking in the streets before emerging from the club. If he
was seen carrying a bag in the dark hours of the early morning a
suspicious policeman might stop and question him, but if he waited
until there were other people he would be just one more traveler to
work. He had spent the last couple of hours counting the money and
to his surprise had found more than fifty pounds in the safe. The
manager obviously did not trust banks to his detriment and Colin's
delight.




Making sure that he was unobserved Colin slipped from the club
and walked down the street. While he had the money he might as well
go and pay his debts. Walking past an alley Colin dumped his tools
that he had used vowing that he would not need them again. Fifty
pounds was stuffed in his coat pocket and the rest hidden on the
rest of his body. An hour later Colin stopped in front of a big
detached house. A light in the upper floor told him that people
were already awake and without giving it a second thought he
quickly rapped his knuckles on the door.

The door opened suddenly and Colin could not hide his surprise
at seeing James standing in front of him.

'What the bloody hell time do you call this?' James called out
as he stared at Colin.

'Now I know why you are not married. Have you looked in the
mirror this morning? Wait a second, no, my mistake, you always look
this ugly don't you!' Colin greeted James.

James was clearly at a disadvantage being dressed in his pajamas
and with a withering look on his face spoke to Colin. 'I hope you
have a damn good reason for being here this early. Mr. Driscoll is
not even awake yet.'

At the mention of the name a voice could clearly be heard from
upstairs asking who was at the door.

'About fifty good reasons, but the best one is that I forgot to
tell you a bed time story last night so I thought I would come and
apologize.' Colin answered James before calling up the stairs at
the person who had appeared. 'Mr. Driscoll, it's Colin, I have come
to pay my debts.'



'Invite the man in James, where is your manners? I will be with
you in a minute.' Andy Driscoll admonished his nephew before
disappearing into one of the upstairs rooms.


Reluctantly James stepped aside and taking it as an invitation
Colin stepped into the hallway.

'You can wait right here, and try not to mess on anything!'
James turned away and started climbing the stairs.

'Only if you promise to wipe your nose and clean behind your
ears.' Colin could not prevent himself from getting the last word
in.

Half an hour later a differently clad figure made his way down
the stairs to where Colin was patiently waiting. Andy Driscoll was
not physically a big man, but had a reputation for being ruthless
when needs be. With the right chances taken and the right people on
his side he had risen to heights where even the police were afraid
to tackle him without evidence set in stone.

'Mr. Harris. So good of you to come and visit me. Would you like
some breakfast or a cup of coffee perhaps?' Andy asked in a voice
that sounded so gentle that you would never have believed that the
same man could give the order to permanently maim or disfigure a
person.

'A cup of coffee is fine thank you. I brought your money.' Colin
started pulling the money from his pocket.

Turning away from him Andy walked towards the back of the house
where the kitchen was. 'I don't do business before breakfast Mr.
Harris. Please join me.' Colin made his way behind Andy to the
kitchen and soon found himself in a room so spacious that his whole
apartment would have fitted in with some space left for the pots
and pans.

Sipping his coffee that Andy had poured himself Colin felt awed
at the wealth that surrounded him. The rumors have not done the
real thing any justice.

'As you can see, I do not need the twenty pounds. It is the
principle that counts.' Andy spoke to Colin in the same gentle
voice that he had used earlier.

'I am a man of my word, here is your money!' Colin placed the
wad of notes in front of Andy and continued sipping his coffee.



At that moment a knock on the door interrupted the silence and
in the background Colin could hear excited voices from the
front door.


A couple of minutes later James entered the kitchen and
whispered urgently in Andy's ear.

'Excuse me for a minute please?' Andy said to Colin and put the
bread knife down on the plate where he was buttering his toast.
Closing the kitchen door behind them Colin could not hear what was
discussed. A moment later Andy and James returned to the
kitchen.

James sat himself down at the breakfast table and stared
sullenly at Colin. The little hairs at the nape of his neck stood
up and Colin knew that Andy had received some bad news.

'Tell me how you were able to get the money so quickly. James
said that you did not have it a few days ago.' Andy looked at
Colin.

'Does it matter where I got it from?' Colin felt uncomfortable
under the direct stare from Andy.

'Only if it affects me directly! Now are you going to tell me
where you got the money from?' Andy's voice had dropped to just
above a whisper.

Not seeing the point in not telling Andy, Colin decided to tell
the truth. When he had finished there was a moment of silence
before James's face lit up in a big smile.

'You really have done it this time!' James glared eagerly like a
bloodhound at Colin.

'What on earth are you on about? You need to brush your teeth
more often. You speak so much shit that it must be rotting in
there.' Colin returned the glare.

'What he is on about is that you gave me back my money.' Andy
interrupted.

'That was the deal as far as I remember.'

'Yes that was the arrangement. The only difference is that you
nicked my money to pay your debts to me.' Andy played with the
knife on his plate and Colin stared as if mesmerized. It had never
occurred to him that it would be Andy's business. He had not given
any thought as to the ownership of the gentleman's club.

'I didn't know.' Colin finally managed to whisper.

'James, please escort Colin outside to the shed. It is time for
a lesson.' Andy turned his attention back to his toast as if
nothing had happened.



With a speed that surprised Colin his arm was suddenly wrenched
up behind his back. He had forgotten about James's presence and now
it was too late. Caught unawares Colin was forcibly moved through
the kitchen back door. The lawn was meticulously cut and at the
bottom of the garden Colin could see a big shed that stood isolated
from the rest of the house.


Forcing his arm upwards even further Colin could not get the
strength back to resist him and was marched unceremoniously towards
it. Once inside the shed James gave Colin a hard push and hitting
his head on the reinforced timbers he could feel blood trickling
down his forehead.

'I have been waiting for this moment!' James said and lashed out
with his foot. He caught Colin on his thigh and unbalanced, Colin
crashed into a pile of garden tools. Jumping up again he turned to
face James.

'Cheap shot. It runs in the family doesn't it? I heard your
mother was just as cheap!' Colin sidestepped the wild swing that
James aimed at his head. As his momentum carried him past Colin a
sharp, short, right fist shot out and connected James on his chin.
Turning around James made a mad rush at Colin again and bending
down to tackle him, James did not have time to move out of the way
as Colin brought his knee up. The knee to the face halted James's
forward sprint abruptly and with a glazed look in his eyes he
toppled backwards.

As James landed his eyes rolled over in his head before spasms
wracked his body. Colin stared at James, as his body seemed shake
from head to toe. As suddenly as it started it ended and with
disbelief Colin watched the unmoving form that lay in front of him.
He had been in a few fights before and he had beaten many a person
that tried to take liberties. Yet nothing like this had ever
happened.

Taking James by the shoulders he shook him before he realized
that the head still hung limply from the shoulders. There was a
piece of wood under James's head and Colin tried to ease the board
away from the head. As he moved the wood the head moved with it.
Sudden panic rushed through Colin and picking up James's shoulders
he lifted the upper body from the floor. The piece of wood was
still stuck to his head and taking a firm grip on it Colin gave it
a hard pull.



The nail that was stuck into the wood had penetrated at least
three inches into the skull.


The brain had stopped functioning in that split second that it
took the nail to force its way through the brain tissue. The
body had reacted as the nerves suddenly stopped
receiving signals.

Dropping James again Colin sat back on the floor. He did not
expect this. He was expecting a good old punch up before being
overpowered by the men that Andy must surely have called by
now and then to be dumped on the side of the road with a
few broken bones. That had changed now. Andy would not forgive
him for causing his nephew's death and would definitely kill
him too.

A few more seconds passed before Colin became aware of time
again. He could not afford to waste any more time. He had to
get away. He still had the money on him that he had stolen
earlier. Standing up Colin peered through the partially open
door of the shed. The only way out was to either jump the
fence or go through the house to reach the front door and the
road.

Somehow he did not think the latter option was viable at all and
carefully made his way out of the shed and around it to the
back. No alarm from the house had been raised yet so he had
time before they would discover that he was gone.

Jumping over the fences Colin quickly made his way into the
heart of London. There was not going to be any let off on this
one. No way that he could pull a rabbit from a hat and produce
a live James. He was now a hunted man. The hunter was probably one
of the most dangerous in all of London, Andy Driscoll.

There was only one possible solution to Colin and that was to
disappear and do it so well that he could not be traced or
found. He did not have any relatives or people close to
him that he had to worry about and he had no reason to return
to his flat.

With that decision made he took the shortest route possible to
Tilbury docks. If he could stow away or find work or even pay
for passage on the next outbound ship then he would feel a lot
safer.

Colin looked at the Royal Mail Steamer with disgust. He had
expected a cabin to himself and instead was given a small room next
to the kitchen. His explanation that he needed urgent passage was
secondary to the Captain when he had produced the fair for the
trip. No questions asked. The Captain did not however tell him that
the exorbitant price paid was for this small box room. The U.R.M.S.
2 was the newest addition to the Union Royal Mail Steamer Company
that provided a service to various countries. The previous mail
steamer, which was in the service of F. Stumore and Company of
London, ran ashore in the Red Sea a year ago on fifteenth of
February 1887 at Abu Madaff, forty miles from Suakim. She was a
total wreck and many a person had lost their lives because of it.
Colin did not trust the new one that was built along the same lines
and dreaded the passage. It was however more preferable than being
made into fish food by Andy Driscoll and his heavy knuckled
friends.



The mail ship left for passage to Cape Town and Colin spent the
first two weeks throwing up everything he tried to keep down, but
eventually found his sea legs. Once he got used to the constant
smell from the kitchen and the relentless roll of the ship the
adjustments to sea life became easier. His good spirits were not
going to be confined and before long he became a good companion to
the sailors. One evening he went for a stroll along the ships rail
and before long found himself looking at a group of sailors that
were concentrating fiercely at the cards in their hands.

He recognized that they were playing poker and before long
invited himself to play cards with them.

No matter how well he played Colin always seemed to lose. The
other players were delighted though because of the amount of money
that Colin was losing. Cornering a sailor one day that always
seemed to win more than the rest, Colin convinced him to teach him
the finer points of the game. The art of hiding and slipping in
cards at the right time was alien to Colin but very soon he was
adept at cheating at the cards just as well as the other
players.


The other sailors had become fond of Colin and when his cheating
method was too blatant or obvious they helped him correct and
refine the delicate touch needed to observe and cheat.

The pupil soon surpassed the teachers and practicing often he
added a few cheats himself to his already expanded knowledge.
Before they finally reached Cape of Good Hope, Colin was able to
enter into a card game and be assured that he would walk away a
winner. They could not catch him at cheating and therefore lost
more than their fair share of money to him.



With pockets bulging Colin stood at the rail when the lookout
saw the first signs of land. The Cape of Good Hope was spoken of
quite frequently in England and the rumors were already flying
around that it would be the next notch on the old block for the
Queen when she finally raised the British Flag and claim all the
land as British Territory. Table Mountain suddenly loomed from out
of the mist and Colin peered at the mountain. He had heard that
there was a mountain so big that it could be seen from miles away
and that the top was as flat as a table. To actually see it was
something that he had not thought would happen. Now that he did, he
felt a certain sense of destiny had been fulfilled. Something had
made him come to this Dark Continent and he was not referring to
Andy Driscoll.
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CHAPTER 4

Slowly over the next few days Ian started to get his strength
back. He still could not get up and walk around on his leg.
Wherever he wanted to go Samson had to assist him. Watching
the sun coming up in the morning and going down at night was a fact
taken for granted. Never was he forced to sit and watch it do
it. After the first week of enforced inactivity the
frustration was replaced by a deep feeling of awe and wonder for
this exquisite land that he could call his own by right of
birth.

The water hole attracted a myriad of animals. The animals soon
got used to the wagons and Samson usually went a fair distance
away from camp to shoot the impala for their rich meat that
they offered, as part of their daily meal. At night the lions
could be heard roaming the valley that stretched away below the
small hillock that they were camped under. The deep "Aruumph"
of contentment punctuated their loud roars when the hunt was
successful. The yapping of jackals following the lion prides
and the comedian laugh of the hyenas completed the sound of the
night.

At day Ian watched the herds of zebra in their striped pajamas
carefully sniffing the air for danger. They would turn and
dart away at the slightest suspicion of danger and get worked
into such a terrified frenzy that they sometimes turned and ran for
no reason at all. The bluish purple of the wildebeest as
they came in herds of fifty or more was always a sight to
behold. Herds of thousands could be seen when the migration started
and the rain was about to be poured onto the dry landscape.
They would dot the earth like an ant colony for as far as the
eye could see. For the smaller groups of wildebeest that visited
the water hole there was always time for interaction and they
would chase each other around the edges of the water for hours
on end. Turning and weaving their way through the more sedate
adults, the youngsters would occupy themselves in this fashion
for hours.

During their second week camped out, an elephant herd came past
their sleeping forms during the night and at dawn as Ian
hobbled a short distance from the wagon with the homemade
crutch to support his leg, he saw them standing at the water’s
edge. Quickly turning back to the wagon he called for Samson
to bring his hunting rifle which was lying in the wagon.



Wiping the sleep from his eyes Samson crawled from underneath
the wagon. Looking at the direction that Ian was staring in, he saw
the reason for the call for the gun. Slowly walking towards Ian he
could see the anticipation of the hunt coming over Ian.


'Where is my gun?' Ian asked, barely able to keep the excitement
from his voice.

'Do you not think that to hunt with your eyes only would be
better Nkosi?' 'Then I will get the gun myself.' Ian replied again.
With elephants on his mind Ian carelessly put his weight down onto
his recovering leg, to walk at a fast pace to the wagon.

A sudden shout of agony burst from his lips, as his tender bones
still in the healing process twisted at an angle away from his body
and with dust rising in soft clouds around him Ian fell face
down.

'Maybe now you will listen to me.' Samson said in a harsh voice
as he rushed over to help Ian up from the ground.

Between Samson and Umfaan they led Ian over to the camp chair
and sat him down in it. Looking at his foot Ian saw the damage that
he had done in his driving passion for ivory. The foot was at an
ever so slight angle to his leg and had already started to swell up
over the healing wound.

'Can you set the leg straight again?' Ian asked of Samson as
they sat down having a cup of freshly brewed coffee.

Giving it some serious thought Samson in a grave voice
eventually replied. 'With the wound and your leg already healing,
what has been done cannot be fixed again.' With those words Ian
knew that he, for the rest of his walking life, would suffer from
his inability to keep his impulsive actions under control. It was a
crippling injury and Ian knew it. Ian sat looking at the elephants
in the distance leaving the water hole an hour later.

Six more weeks they spent on the little hill overlooking the
water hole in the distance. In those six weeks Ian had to curb his
impatience to set out on the wagon trail to another destination to
be explored. Ian saw the elephant herd returning to the water hole
and a strange bond seemed to instill itself on Ian with the
elephants. He finally looked at their graceful elegance as they
stood under the shade of a tree daydreaming about tender grassland.
He saw with empathy the leading matriarch as she led the rest of
the herd into the water and then squealing and trumpeting her
delight as the water was splashed over her warm, wrinkled and
weary body.


He watched with fondness as a calf struggled to get that long
piece of flesh that hung down from his mouth to pluck a piece
of grass out of the ground. Never had Ian seen this before,
because the only sight he ever saw was over the sights of his
rifle. He never quite understood the animals and never had the time
to appreciate the beauty that even the ugliest of warthogs
displayed.

Slowly Ian was able to start using his leg again. He suffered
from a slight limp where the bones were forcibly twisted when
he fell. Every day Ian walked a bit further out of
camp exploring the field and surrounding land.

The rainy season could not be far off but there was still good
grazing for the animals to be had and the cattle grew fat and
lazy under Umfaan's care. A makeshift kraal had been fashioned
by Umfaan to keep the cattle in at night. The abundance of
thorn trees provided the interlocking branches and when twisted
together the barrier that it formed kept the cattle in at
night and the carnivores out. One dark night after the other
the cattle had slept peacefully in the kraal. In the camp the three
men were growing lazy and careless.

After a nice hot day Umfaan had chased the cattle into the kraal
and after the evening meal the three men had sat around the
campfire for a few hours before going to bed. The campfire
eventually burned down to ashes and the glowing embers turned dark.
The starlight was the only means of light for the spotted
animal that carefully circled the camp. When the leopard
walked past the kraal the inviting smell of livestock was
too much to resist. Hunting exclusively in the night the
leopard was an old male that wandered aimlessly through the
other leopard territories. It still had enormous strength
in its legs and could easily jump up two meters to reach the
lower branches of a tree.

The cattle smelled the leopard and had started milling around hi
the enclosure, unsure of where the leopard was. Their fears
became a reality as the leopard effortlessly vaulted the wall
of thorns and landed silently amongst the cattle. Panic spread
through the cattle and their bellowing woke up Umfaan where he was
lying fast asleep on the ground under the wagon next to
Samson.




Inside the enclosure the leopard had chosen his quarry and
determinably stalked it where it tried to escape through the
thorns that kept it in. The leopard with another
effortless jump landed on the bull that it had chosen, trying
to get a firm hold in the tough skin.

At that moment Umfaan dragged the branch out of the way that was
used as the doorway. The leopard would not ordinarily hunt
prey as big as cattle, but the old leopard had not eaten for a
few days and had taken the risk of tackling the bull. The bull
was trying everything possible to rid himself of the leopard.
Bucking and turning the leopard had to hold on tight with his
claws to make sure that he was not thrown off and trampled
under the milling hooves. Umfaan saw all this happening and
grabbing a stick as thick as his arm he bravely ran towards the
fighting pair of animals. Without thinking Umfaan lashed out with
the stick and caught the leopard a telling blow over the
snout. The leopard had his jaws clamped onto the back of the
neck of the bull and the surprise at the sudden attack from
another direction was more than the pain that shot through his
face. Umfaan lashed out repeatedly and each blow connected the
leopard.

Disorientated the leopard finally retracted his claws and
dropped away from the bull that was his intended victim.
Facing the human in front of him the leopard crouched
down ready to attack. By this time all reasoning had left
Umfaan and he made the first advance on the leopard. The stick
whistled through the air and connected the leopard behind
the ear on the top of his skull. The force of the blow sent
shock waves through Umfaan's arm and he dropped the stick from
his numb fingers.

The leopard was dumbfounded at the ferocity of the human and was
a fraction too late to start his own attack. The blow when it
landed on his skull was the last thing he ever felt. It
cracked the same as if it was an egg dropped on the floor and
before the leopard dropped onto the ground it was already
dead.

When Ian and Samson reached Umfaan he was shaking like a leaf
from the adrenaline and shock of what he had done. For Umfaan
it felt as if he was in there with the leopard for ten minutes
when in reality barely two minutes had passed since he was first
woken up from his sleep.




Ian led Umfaan back to the campfire and Samson quickly blew life
back into the coals. When the fire was burning brightly once more
Samson brewed a cup of coffee and Ian laced it with the last of his
whiskey.

Samson silently left them and returned a couple of minutes later
with the leopard. It was a big cat and he struggled under the
weight of it.

‘This is yours my son!' Samson laid the carcass hi front of
Umfaan. Samson was as proud of his son as he has never been before
and the respect for his son shone in Samson's eyes.

The sun was already baking the ground when the three men emerged
from under their blankets. Umfaan went to the kraal and carefully
examined the cattle for injuries before having a cup of coffee
himself. The bull that had the unfortunate attention of the cat was
not seriously injured and would heal soon.

Samson spent the rest of that day skinning and then carefully
scraping away all the excess fat and meat from the skin of the
leopard before packing it in coarse salt to cure. Only the bravest
of warriors killed a leopard and his son had done so armed only
with a stick. That night Ian called for a camp meeting. Ian, Samson
and Umfaan sat around the campfire keeping the chill from their
bodies as the night air cooled down, lan's leg had healed
sufficiently for him to move around with ease and the few scabs
that remained covered the scars that would stay with him
forever.

Ian opened the meeting with a few words of thanks for the work
and effort that father and son had put in over the last two years
of travel away from their family and home. Then he started on the
more serious matters. Putting the question across to them Ian asked
what their thoughts were on returning home.

Umfaan's eyes immediately lit up and a broad smile showed his
teeth where he sat opposite Ian. Samson glanced across but no
expression could be read on his features.

'Speak Umfaan, and tell us what your thoughts are.' Samson
invited his son to open the conversation.

Clearing his throat in his sudden self-importance, Umfaan who
had never been asked for an opinion struggled to find the words for
his new importance.

'I am speaking as a man now?' He asked his father.



'I would not ask for a boy to speak on serious matters.' Samson
replied looking at his son with pride. 'You have walked with us
this far and you have grown into a strong man. You can join the
indaba and speak your mind for you have proved yourself
along the trail many times. From today you have to answer to Nkosi
Ian and not me, for he is the master of the wagon, and you are your
own man.'

Ian felt like an outsider in this moment between father and son
when Samson acknowledged in company that Umfaan was now a young man
that must make his own choices.

Looking at Samson Ian could see how Samson seemed to be
overwhelmed with pride at his son that he had now declared a man.
Umfaan stood up and clapped his hands in the tradition of
expressing gratitude he bowed to his father.

Sitting down again he returned to the conversation. 'Nkosi, I
have followed you, and looked after your cattle, on every road that
you wished to take. I would be honored if I can continue doing so
until we reach the place that you call home.'

'You will always be welcome, and if we go back you can choose
two of the cattle from the team you are now looking after, as your
own.' Ian said hi response. As a valuable possession Ian knew that
he could not offer any greater reward than cattle to Umfaan who was
positively preening across from him.

'What do you say Samson? What are your thoughts of returning
home or do you wish to continue with the traveling?' Ian looked at
Samson who was sitting cross-legged next to him.

The fire crackled and the sparks from a thick log as it was
burning down flew from the flames as if a thousand fireflies had
erupted from the ground. Staring at the orange and red flames
Samson sat deep in thought for a few minutes, only taking a sip
from the enamel mug filled with coffee when he had finished
thinking about the question.

'Your wagon is filled with your skills as a hunter Nkosi.
Already the oxen will struggle to get through the loose sand that
we have to cross.'

Samson lit a small twig he held in his fingers hi the fire and
pulling his pipe from his pouch he brought the glowing tip to the
bowl filled with his sparingly used tobacco. With patience Ian
waited. There was nothing that Samson liked better than a serious
discussion and his pipe and Ian knew that Samson still wanted to
say a few more things.

Eventually after another deep drag on his pipe Samson asked. 'The
rain season is not far away is it Nkosi?'


'The rain season should be on us in the next month.' Ian
replied.

"Then I think that it is time that I should return also to my
wife. We will have to leave soon or the wheels will not cross the
rivers.'

Ian looked at the blackness around him. He had set out to prove
that he could make a success of this venture with nothing but a
wagon and a team of oxen and a bank loan from the Volkskas Bank in
Pietermaritzburg. The loan and interest he could repay with the
spoils from this venture and the wagon could be sold along with the
cattle left over. From the profit of the sales of his ivory and
animal skins he could set up in his own business and buy a small
property.

'It is decided then.' Ian put into words what he had been
thinking of for the last few days.

'We shall leave in the morning. When we return you can make your
wife a happy woman again and you can have four of the oxen after
Umfaan have chosen his.'

'I accept this gift, thank you Nkosi.' Samson replied in a voice
filled with the longing of returning to his own land again.

Before the sun could peek through the trees Umfaan had all ten
oxen circling around the wagon calling each by name as though they
were his brothers. Putting the two lead oxen in to pull tight the
disselboom Samson and Ian quickly put the yokes on the
shoulders of the rest. The wagon slowly left the camping area as
Ian let his eyes roam across the ground to see if anything had been
left behind. The sun had just started breaking through the morning
clouds and as he looked across to the water pan he was left with a
big sense of loss.

Vowing that one day he would return again to that spot he turned
the only horse they had between them and set off towards the wagon
that left its deep ruts in the ground. The going was good because
the ground was still hard. The rain could turn this into a mess 9f
mud but with the drought a man would break his back trying to dig a
latrine hole in the solid ground.




For the first ten days they covered seventy miles across the
African Savannah. With approximately four hundred miles to go,
not counting the twists and turns to follow the course of the
rivers the journey should not take more than two months to
complete. The Elephants River proved to be the first obstacle
for the heavily loaded wagon and Ian spent a couple of days
investigating the easiest and shallowest ford for them to cross
over.

Having found a likely place they camped the night on the
riverbank before they attempted it in the morning. With
Umfaan grasping the lead rope the following morning he started to
lead the first oxen to the water edge. Samson sat on the wagon
and cracked his whip an inch above the oxen's ears, coaxing
them down the slope to enter the water. Ian had walked his
horse midway into the stream and kept a sharp lookout for the
dinosaurs of the water. The feared crocodile could clamp its
huge jaws around the neck of an ox and drag him under water in
the time that it takes to blink your eyes. Waist high water made
it impossible to see the bottom but the tell-tale sign of a
log drifting upstream was a sure indication that the log would
turn out to be a crocodile.

As a tributary of the great Limpopo River the water was always
flowing and well stocked with fish, keeping a constant stock
of food for the dangerous crocodiles. With a last lurch the
oxen entered the water and dragged the wagon into the stream.
They had to keep the wagon moving once in the water. If the
wagon stopped the mud would greedily close over the rims of
the wheels and the wagon would get sucked into the muddy silt
on the bottom. Cracking his whip and speaking to them in his
language Samson persuaded the oxen to drag the suddenly wet
weight over the last twenty yards of the river. With a sigh of
relief they reached the far bank safely.

It was difficult crossing it the first time when they saw it
such a long time ago and twice as difficult returning back over it.
Ian was glad to see the first of the big rivers behind his back in
such a relatively easy fashion.

During the long hot days Ian walked a good deal of the time. He
still favored his right leg and would always have a slight limp in
his step. The days passed fitfully. The nights, with millions
of diamonds shining brightly down on them, was spent in a deep
sleep. The trek back was not an easy one and every day
brought its challenges.




Not long after the crossing of the Elephants River Ian made a
stop just past the southern edge of the Zoutpans Mountains.
The skies were filled with clouds and the air had
turned clammy on their faces. All three men and animals were
tired. Since the decision was made to return back to Natal
they have had no rest, wanting to get as much distance as was
possible before the rains started.

The baobab tree next to which they camped out was so big that
ten men holding hands would not be able to form a circle
around it. The rainy season was about to start and not wanting
to be caught in the first flash floods, Ian set up camp
quickly. 

Chopped branches from nearby thorn bushes made a makeshift
kraal. Umfaan linked the branches together to keep the cattle
in. The thunder and lightning could easily scare the oxen into
running off into the veldt. Without somebody to guard them the oxen
would become a tasty meal for the predators that roamed the
bush. Just before sunset that evening the first raindrops
started to fall from the grey skies. Brown puffs of dust
appeared as the first raindrops hit the bare ground and very
soon little rivulets appeared as the excess rain started
following the contours of the land.

Further up the country the rain had been coming down in huge
quantities. The water filled up the dry riverbeds and where
once was great mighty rivers a stream appeared to replenish
what the drought had taken away. The zebra and impala stood with
their shaggy coats dripping wet facing away from the onslaught
of the rain. Ian, Samson and Umfaan sat under the canopy of
the wagon watching as the night turned dark and the rain
continued to pour down unchecked.

The wind made an appearance around midnight and blew
relentlessly for the rest of the night driving the rain in
front of it. It whipped the canvas of the wagon and ensured a
very restless night for the three people that sat huddled in
the cold. A couple of hours before the new day were to start
one of the most spectacular light shows on earth started.
Thunder and lightning as only the gods could provide.
Brilliant flashes of white that threw into brightness
everything you could see for that split second that the energy
charge needed to spend itself on the ground.




Followed by a rumble and crack as the sound waves followed in
the wake of the lightning, the thunder blasted it sound on the ears
of those listening. It was the perfect weather for a witch doctor
to cast his spells in. Rain and wind, lightning and thunder formed
a cacophony of orchestral music.

The wind howled through the branches of the leafless baobab tree
and the haunting sounds were punctuated with flashes of lightning
that let you glimpse the swinging, claw like branches.

Samson who sat looking out of the flap of the canvas reached
across and pulled a biltong stick from the meat bag. Biltong is
game meat, cut into strips, salted and then wind dried to a hard
chewable substance that was favored by all the Afrikaner folk that
hunted for a living. Biltong would last for a long period of time
and when the game was scarce there was always the biltong left over
from previous hunts to assuage a hungry stomach.

Ian and Umfaan were also awake and sat morosely in the dark. It
was impossible to sleep with the noise that nature was
providing.

'The upside down tree is fighting a true battle with the gods
tonight!' Samson whispered in the dark, referring to the baobab
tree.

'Tell us again the story, Ubaba.' Umfaan asked his
father with the inquisitiveness of the younger and even the older
generation Umfaan could not resist a good story. Umfaan has heard
the story of the baobab tree probably a hundred times but was
always ready to listen to the tales of his forefathers passed on
from father to son. The written word was something the Zulu did not
understand and had no wish to learn. All the history and folklore
tales has been told and retold from generation to generation
countless times until the father knew it word perfect so that he
could tell it to his son in exactly the same manner.

Samson cleared his throat and made sure he had the attention of
Ian and his son before he told them the story of the baobab
tree.

'Long ago when the earth was still empty God came down from the
skies to look at the ground that was lying empty before him. Then
God decided that He was going to plant lots of trees and grass. He
then put all the animals on the ground so that they could play in
the grass and stand under the trees. He also put water on the
ground to flow between the trees and grass so that the animals
could drink and wash in the water and that the trees and grass
could grow and bear flowers and fruit.'




Samson looked at them and could see that he had the attention of
both with the art that only a true storyteller could master.

Shuffling into a more comfortable position he continued. 'When
the God was done He went back up to the sky and watched every day
as His creation started to grow and the animals started to bear
children. The baobab tree was very greedy though and took more
water than the rest of the trees. The tree grew quickly and very
soon was the biggest tree on the ground. Every day it would shake
its branches and show off the beautiful colors of its leaves. Then
one by one the trees started to get flowers. The baobab tree had
the brightest flowers of them all and the God was pleased with the
beauty of the baobab tree.' Taking a bite from his biltong Samson
chewed on it for a while. When Umfaan started to get impatient
Samson took a swig from his water bottle to clear his mouth before
continuing with the story.

'Every day the baobab tree would call to the other trees and
animals saying that they should look at his colorful flowers and
green leaves. The baobab claimed that he was prettier than all of
the other trees and animals.'

'Trees cannot talk Samson.' Ian interrupted the flow of Samson's
story.

'Nkosi, the time I am talking about is when your great
grandfather was still a baboon swinging in the trees.' Samson was
quick to reply.

Suitably chastised for his interruption Ian sat back against the
side of the hard wagon with a smile on his lips.

'As I was saying!' Samson started again. 'The baobab tree was
indeed magnificent, but all the other animals and trees were
getting upset and angry at this tree that thought he was better
than the rest of them. They stopped playing and stood in little
groups complaining all day. This made the God very mad, because he
liked to watch them play. Then the God decided that He was going to
teach the baobab tree a lesson that he would never forget. With the
thunder rolling over the hills He charged through the clouds and
the lightning lit up the way for him as He came back down to the
ground.'

'You have made me very angry the God said to the tree as He
stood before it. The tree answered the God saying that he was truly
the biggest and strongest and most beautiful tree of them all.
It was not his problem if the other trees and animals were pale and
uninteresting compared to him. The God became really angry at the
insolence of the baobab tree and with a swing of his arm commanded
the wind to blow.' The wind whistling outside the wagon added
emphasis to Samson's story and Ian and Umfaan sat in absolute
silence, imagining the wind blowing and the thunder and lightning
crashing and rolling over the hills as it was doing at that moment
all around them. Samson spoke again and Ian and Umfaan leaned
closer in anticipation. 'The God then whispered to the wind and the
wind started to flow around and around the baobab tree. The tree
was still standing tall but its branches started to shake and
rattle with sudden fear as the wind blew around him. The wind grew
stronger and stronger and with a last big pull it lifted the baobab
tree out of the ground. Shaking him left and right the tree finally
had to let go of the ground that it still held firmly in its roots.
The wind suddenly turned him upside down. Then there was a moment
of silence as the wind disappeared. Everything was quiet. The other
trees and animals stood in awe at the anger of the God. With
nothing to hold him in the air any more the baobab tree came
falling back to the ground. The tree was still upside down. It
landed in the hole where its roots had been buried and the lovely
branches with the bright flowers and green leaves disappeared into
the hole. With the roots pointing into the sky a slight moan could
be heard coming from the tree as the breeze that was left by the
wind blew through it.' Samson sighed as if to emphasize the gravity
of the moment.




'The god looked sadly at the tree and then he said to him. Never
will you be pretty again. From today I will call you the upside
down tree and your roots will point to the sky. Since then when the
wind blows and the thunder and lightning plays across the sky you
can hear the baobab tree fighting with the god to put him the right
way up and to show off his pretty flowers again.'

Ian and Samson sat in silence for a while and when it was light
enough to see outside the rain finally stopped. Only the baobab
tree outside the wagon could be heard as the wind still whistled
through his roots that were now pointing in constant battle to the
sky. Exhausted they spent the rest of the day catching up on the
sleep they had missed out on during the night.




The following day they started off again towards the Crocodile
River that was the next water crossing. The sky was still grey and
the wind blew with cold fingers through their clothes. A small
miracle was happening at their feet though. Seeds lying dormant in
the dry months suddenly started to shoot green sprouts from the wet
earth and the whole area seemed to come alive with animals that
were taking advantage of the fresh greenery. It was difficult going
for the oxen as they slogged through the mud and Ian called a stop
in the early afternoon. Shooting a young kudu with his hunting
rifle they made a fire from dry branches kept in the wagon before
the rain started. Dining on fresh liver and steaks done over the
hot coals they had an early night.

The following morning after two hours of trekking through the
low veldt Ian could hear the rush of water coming from the
Crocodile River.

'Follow with the wagon!' Ian called to Samson and set of at a
gallop on his horse to find a suitable point to cross the
river.

Drawing closer he first heard the shout of a man and the crack
of the whip. The bellow of cattle followed this. He crossed the
distance at full sprint and came to the riverbank. What he saw sent
icy fingers of dread through him.

The river was in full flow. Not far into the water he saw a
30-foot wagon stuck firmly in the brown water. The water was making
whirlpools through the wheels as it rushed past. The oxen were
being shoved sideways in the pull of the water and could not get a
firm grip on the bottom to pull the wagon through. The black boy
leading the two front oxen was having no effect on trying to
straighten them out.

'Hello, friend.' Ian had to shout to make sure that he was heard
above the roar of the river.

From the driver box on the wagon a man turned around and called
back in Afrikaans; 'Goeiedag Meneer.' "Good day, sir."
Pushing his horse into the river Ian reached the driver.

'Can I offer a hand?' Ian summed up the situation quickly. The
oxen would not be able to pull the wagon through in this water. The
rain had pushed the level up in the river and it would be a miracle
if anybody could get a wagon across. 'I would appreciate a hand.'
The man replied.




'My wagon is not far off, you have to cut your oxen loose and
let them make their own way across. Your lead boy can look after
them. I will get my team to pull the wagon back out of the river.'
Ian told the man.

The Afrikaner pondered the suggestion for a few seconds. 'I
would be much obliged.' He finally made up his mind as he saw the
reasoning behind the proposal. Ian raced back out of the water to
lead his wagon to the river crossing. While he was away the
Afrikaner went to his oxen and cut them loose one by one. Freed
from their burden they floundered and finally grasping the
occasional footing they made their way across the expanse of water
to the other side where the lead boy was waiting to gather them
together.

Taking his riempies rope, which was a length of rope
platted with lengths of leather cut into fine strips and joined
together, he tied it to the rear axle of the wagon. He finally
managed to tie a secure knot by feel alone, as the axle was
completely submerged underneath the dirty brown water.

Just as Ian led his team of oxen closer to the edge the man
finally emerged from underneath the wagon.

Unhooking his disselboom from the wagon, where it was
held in place with an iron ring, Umfaan led the cattle away in a
circle to face away from the river.

The man climbed wearily from the river and passed the rope
across to Ian. Tying it to his team of oxen Ian and Umfaan led them
across the ground.

The riempies rope stretched under the strain that it
was put under, but it held and little by little the oxen managed to
pull the waterlogged wagon free from the suction of the mud. After
an energy draining half-hour the wagon rolled the last few meters
out of the water to come to a rest on the side of the bank>

Walking over to the man Ian stretched his hand out. Gripping it
in his big calloused hands the man pumped it up and down.

'The name is Johannes Fouche, but my friends call me Jan, and
you mister, I would be glad to call a friend.' The man gave Ian a
friendly smile.

Ian, smiling back introduced himself. Jan turned around to his
wagon and called out. For the first time in a long time his mouth
fell open and he was lost for words. Long dark brown hair preceded
the slim figure of a young woman in her early twenties as she
bent




down to climb through the flaps of the wagon canvas. She
carefully stepped down the footrest on the side of the driver's box
and finally turned to face Ian. Behind her an elder lady made her
way out of the wagon but Ian scarcely noticed it.

With eyes as blue as the deep waters of the ocean and a smile
that must have broken a few hearts already she walked up to Ian and
Jan.

'May I introduce my daughter, Elizabeth?'

Still lost for words Ian mumbled a few words. He had not spoken
to a woman since leaving Natal, and to be confronted unexpectedly
with one sent the blood rushing to his head.

'This is my good wife, Ruth.' Jan's voice reached Ian. With an
effort Ian dragged his eyes away from Elizabeth and getting his
composure back, ripped his stained veldt hat from his head.

'Begging your pardon ladies, I can only apologize for my
manners!' Ian finally spoke. Elizabeth stared at the man in front
of her. His scruffy appearance belied his upbringing, which was
portrayed by the gentle tone of his voice.

'No need to apologize sir. It is us that should be thanking
you.' Ruth spoke and gripped lan's hand firmly in her own.

'That fool husband of mine nearly drowned us all and we can only
thank you for your assistance.' Ruth despite her words looked
lovingly at her husband.

'That goes for me as well. Thank you.' Elisabeth spoke to
Ian.

Her voice was sweet music in his ears and flustered by all the
attention Ian did not know what to do with himself.

Seeing his predicament Jan came to the rescue. 'Give the man a
break. Why don't you girls set up camp for the day while we get
cleaned up.' With a last look at Ian Elizabeth turned away and made
her way back to their wagon.

'I don't know about you, but I could do with a cup of coffee.'
Jan made the invitation and immediately sent two of his servants
scurrying around to try and find dry wood for the fire.

Ian took the chance to appraise himself and was shocked at the
result. His beard had been left unchecked as he only bothered to
shave once a week. The clothes that he wore were patched and
dirty from the traveling and were hi desperate need of some
attention. His hair was growing into a wild bush on his head.



Suddenly ashamed at his appearance he made an excuse and darted
back to his wagon before Elizabeth had a chance to re-appear from
her wagon. 



 










Chapter 5
New Chapter



CHAPTER 5

With Samson and Umfaan setting up camp Ian went to the river
edge for a quick shave. His five-day-old beard was already
scratching him, was the excuse he used to himself and has got
absolutely nothing to do with a certain young lady that had
suddenly appeared out of a wagon. Scraping his razor along the edge
of his hard jaw Ian took stock of himself. Son of a self-made rich
man, 25 years old, good hard strong body, toned by the harsh living
of the bush. He had a clear conscience, no girlfriends or ladies
expecting any sort of proposal from him, in Pietermaritzburg.

There were a few drawbacks though. No home, a debt that would be
cleared off, but only if he gets the wagon back to Port Natal and
at the moment, no education to assist him in courting a woman.

After cutting himself a couple of times with his razor, Ian got
up slowly and walked back to where the two wagons were now camped
out together. Samson was sitting a few paces away looking
upset.

'What is the matter with you?' Ian asked as he drew up next to
him.

'Nkosi, I have looked after your wagon and made us our meal
every night, have I not?' Samson replied.

'Yes and you have done a good of it also. Why are you asking?'
Ian asked with a puzzled expression.

'The two women have chased me away. They said that you would eat
with them tonight.' Samson explained his sulk.

lan's heart gave a little jump. He will be eating with Elizabeth
tonight. Trying to placate Samson was a different story altogether
and it was only with the last bottle of half empty whiskey that
Samson walked with dignity to where Jan's servants had lit their
own fire.

The camp had been transformed into a scene of domesticity and
from Jan's wagon the servants had taken out a folding table and
camp chairs.

Busying herself by setting the table Ian only had stolen glances
of Elizabeth as she scurried around the wagon and the cooking fire.
Between Ruth and Elizabeth there was soon a very pleasant smell of
stew drifting over the camp. Jan and Ian sat on the camp chairs
next to the lit fire exchanging the news and events that Ian
had missed out on during his period in the veldt. Jan who had also
spent the last few months prospecting the countryside as an
employee of the British South African mining consortium had
not been able to keep up with events. Cecil John Rhodes had
laid claim to all of Kimberley and was now looking at
claiming mining rights in the mineral rich soil of Africa.
Traveling down from Nylstroom Jan and his family made a slow
journey across the escarpment. The Fouche family decided that
they would move down to Port Natal where Jan wanted




to start up his own cattle farm. That was why Ruth and Elizabeth
joined him in the long and sometimes dangerous trek. The
Matabele impi's still sent raiding parties into Southern
Africa from Matabele land and every so often they would raid a
solitary wagon and kill the occupants.

Ian relied on the maps that his father had passed onto him from
his travels that indicated friendly villages that his father
had visited. That way he was able to stay out of the
danger areas and avoided the impi regiments. As
the sun cast its last rays over the camp, Ruth called Ian and Jan
to the dinner table. Not having sat down for a meal at a table
for such a long time Ian felt rather awkward. Directly
opposite him sat Elizabeth. Her hair was tied back neatly in a
ponytail hanging down her back. The long days in the sun had
burned little freckles across the bridge of her

nose and made her look mischievous.

Folding his hands in front of him Jan said grace when the dinner
was laid on the table.

The table was loaded with the stew that had been simmering away
in the big three-legged

cast iron pot. Serving a big helping onto his plate Ruth clucked
her tongue. Her

motherly instinct had taken over when she saw how thin Ian
was

'Now you eat up all your food. A young man like you should not
be so skinny.' She admonished him gently.

It had been a long time since he had such a good meal and with
gusto he cleared his plate. Conversation was not for the table in
the Afrikaner household and they all ate in silence.



 


Only the occasional offering of another helping punctuated
knives and forks clattering on the plates.

Ian caught Elizabeth looking at him from under her dark
eyelashes. The paraffin lamp cast shadows across then- faces, but
he was sure he could see a blush spreading across her cheeks.
Having finished dinner the servants quickly cleared the table.
Lighting his pipe Jan sat back contentedly.

'Waar is die koffie vrou!' Jan asked his wife.
Elizabeth stood up quickly.

'I will get us some coffee father. Mom did most of the cooking.'
She set about making the coffee and minutes later the coffee stood
steaming on the table.

'Where are you from Mr. Smith?' Elizabeth started a conversation
with Ian.

'Please call me Ian, if I may call you Elizabeth?' Ian
suggested.

'Where are you from Ian?' Elizabeth asked again in her gentle
voice. Ian answered haltingly and told her about Port Natal.

Not used to city life she asked him several questions about
Durban and Pietermaritzburg. Growing up in Nylstroom she had been
brought up in a farming community and the tales of fashion and
social etiquette were a new experience for her.

After the coffee had gone cold, Jan stood up and calling to his
wife made his way over to their wagon.

'Don't stay up late Elizabeth. It has been a long day for
everybody. Good-night Ian.' Ruth reminded Elizabeth subtly of the
fact that Ian was single and that it was not acceptable behavior to
stay up late without a chaperone in his presence. An awkward
silence descended between Ian and Elizabeth. He definitely felt
attracted to this woman that had suddenly walked into his life and
he could tell that she was interested in him.

Talk about his father's farm kept the conversation going for a
few more strained minutes After another pause in the conversation
Ian invited Elizabeth to go for a ride with him tomorrow to search
for another crossing point on the river.

Elizabeth was aware of the attraction she felt for the man
opposite her and she gladly accepted. Once the invitation was made
and both were aware that they would be able to spend time alone the
conversation soon flowed.



As the night grew older Ian told her about his ambitions and
goals and without omitting


too many details he told her about his family life.

A loud forced cough from the wagon where Jan and Ruth lay made
Ian aware of the time that had flown past so quickly. Aware of
the thin canvass sheet that separated them from Elizabeth's parents
he did not want to push his luck any further and hastily bid her
goodnight. With the wagons only a few feet apart Ian could
hear the rustle of material as Elizabeth climbed into the
wagon. His stomach was tied in knots yet at the same time he felt
like his bowels needed emptying. It was not just the food that
did it to him and he knew that he definitely wanted to get to
know Elizabeth a lot better.

When the morning finally appeared, Ian was already dressed in
his cleanest set of clothes and sitting next to the fire that
Samson had coaxed from the ashes of the previous
night. Waiting for the first sign of movement from the Fouche
wagon he felt like a schoolboy getting his first kiss.

Samson showed his teeth in a huge grin, as he had to offer the
coffee mug twice before Ian heard him.

'You have been bitten, Nkosi.' Samson stated as a matter of
fact.

'Where?' Came the automatic response from Ian while he held the
mug in both his hands.

'Somewhere you cannot rub any cream on.' Samson replied before
walking off to find Umfaan.

Ian did not know that it was that obvious and not wanting to
make a fool of himself he walked over to the river that was shining
with a sparkle in the early morning light. Jan's lead boy had
collected the cattle from yesterday into a small knot and they were
busy slaking their thirst with the sun reflecting from their
horns.

Waiting until the smell from breakfast drifted over him he
slowly made his way back to camp. For breakfast they had
freshly baked pot bread and left over stew from last night. The
leftover food was as good if not better than the previous night and
again Ian ate as if it was the last meal he would ever have.



Wanting to make an early start Ian saddled up his
horse. Elizabeth was dressed in a light cotton dress and hair
platted down her back. When she had finished clearing up the
breakfast remnants she saddled her pony where it was grazing the
short grass growing along the edge of the riverbank.


'I have invited Elizabeth to ride with me to find another
crossing, if you approve Oom Jan.' Ian asked using the
term of respect used in Afrikaans meaning uncle.

'Just make sure you are back before lunch.' Jan gave his
permission and with a light mood Ian set off to catch up with
Elizabeth who had already started riding away from camp.

As they followed the river downstream, Ian regaled Elizabeth
with tales of his life in the bush. Around mid-morning they came to
a promising stretch of the river that to LAN's experienced eye
looked calm and shallow enough to cross with the wagons. Leaving
the horses to graze the short grass Elizabeth sat down on the
gentle slope of the riverbank with Ian next to her.

'Thank you for what you did for Pa yesterday.'

'I would have done the same for any man.' Ian looked across the
brown waters flowing by, 'What I did not expect was to find was
somebody as beautiful as you on the wagon.'

'You flatter me Ian, but you do not even know me.'

'Then would you tell me who you are?' Ian invited her.

'I am not yet ready to tell anybody. When I am, I will tell
you.' Elizabeth gazed across the river where a herd of wildebeest
was gathering on the far side. How do you tell someone that you
have loved and lost both lover and child within a year? Would it
make a difference to this strong man when he found out that she was
no longer a maiden and that the main reason for her being on this
trip was to escape the shame of being with child and not yet
married?

Craig was a neighboring farmer and swept her off her feet. He
turned her innocence into a burning passion and before long they
were lovers.

One of their passionate meetings had left her with a child and
when she told Craig she was bursting with joy. He was not. Twelve
years older than her, he smashed her world to pieces. Scorning
her love and their child he told her that it was nothing but a roll
in the hay for him. He never loved her and could not care what
happened to her. Completely at a loss she confessed to her mother
and between them they went to see the local Doctor. After a very
painful and dangerous procedure she had a miscarriage. All this
happened a few months ago, and when the opportunity arose for her
to move to Port Natal with her parents she jumped at the
chance.




Ian sensed that Elizabeth was withdrawing from him and pointed
out the wildebeest that were converging on the opposite
bank. 

"They will be coming down for a drink in a minute and we can see
how deep the bank is without getting ourselves wet.' Ian made sure
to point it out to Elizabeth who had sat so deep in thought a
moment ago.

With an effort Elizabeth turned her thoughts back to the
present. The wildebeest were at the edge of the water now. A herd
of about fifty animals was standing packed closely right at the
water edge. They were spread out along the bank, but yet there was
more wildebeest at the back trying to force their way closer to the
water to slake their thirst. Ian watched carefully and to his
satisfaction the leading wildebeest seemed able to walk gradually
down the slope of the ground until the water reached the flanks of
the wildebeest. That would indicate that the oxen would be able to
enter and drag the wagons through and out of the river without
difficulty.

Pandemonium suddenly erupted. The wildebeest started to scatter.
They turned and their hooves thrashed the water. Plumes of water
rose into the air and the sunlight caught the droplets and sparkled
like diamonds as they cascaded among the retreating herd. All but
one wildebeest was able to leave the water.

Standing as if suspended hi time with the bottom half of his jaw
submerged under water, the wildebeest stood with his legs splayed
and the eyes above the water opened wide. The whites of his eyes
seemed to look straight at Ian and Elizabeth as they sat mesmerized
by his predicament.

The reason for his inability to leave the water made itself
known. Rising from the murky water like a dinosaur from the past
the crocodile showed itself.

The scales on its back shone brightly as the water flowed from
it as it rose up from where it stalked its prey. The immensely huge
jaws clamped shut tightly over the face of the wildebeest.
Teeth with razor sharp points that could slice through skin and
cartilage prevented the wildebeest from shaking itself
free. Straining against the pull of one another the crocodile
and wildebeest stood for what




seemed an eternity, hi reality it was a matter of seconds. With
its fifteen-foot long body made up of iron hard muscles the
crocodile twisted and thrashed his tail and with a seemingly
effortless jerk pulled the wildebeest into deeper water. Only
releasing his vice like hold on the wildebeest for a split
second the crocodile found a better grip on the exposed
neck.

Unable to bite chunks of meat from its prey the crocodile
thrashed its head from side to side in an attempt to rip a
piece of meat from the still live wildebeest. In crimson
waves of water the lifeblood started flowing from the
wildebeest. Very soon another companion of the same size
joined the reptile. Taking a firm hold of the hindquarters the
death roll started. The first crocodile rolled its body while
maintaining his hold on the neck of the wildebeest. Due to the
inability of the crocodile to bite off meat the only method
used was to literally tear of huge chunks of meat and
swallowing it whole. Hooves, horns and skin all go down into the
gaping jaws and like a rag doll the wildebeest was torn limb
from limb.

Looking across at Elizabeth he was touched with a sense of awe
as he saw a tear making its way across her cheek. 

'Why does life have to be so cruel?' She finally managed to ask
Ian. Sensing the deeper meaning of the question Ian pondered the
question to give himself time to think.

'Life is only as cruel as we make it.' Ian finally answered. Tor
the wildebeest, he has given his life and so saved the others from
the same fate. For the crocodile, he has to eat to live and
survive. It is a vicious circle we live in. The hunter and the
hunted have been in a contest since time began. There has always
been a battle, and one that will continue long after we have left
this world.'

Getting up from the ground they remounted and set off towards
the wagons. Not wanting to let the opportunity slip by him Ian
asked Elizabeth whether he could visit her when they have set up
home in Durban.



'I would like that, yes.' Elizabeth said and a slight smile
brightened up lan's day even further.


Reaching camp Ian and Jan discussed the possibility of crossing
the aptly named Crocodile River at the crossing that Ian and
Elizabeth had found that morning. Reaching a consensus it was
decided that they would do so hi the morning.

Jan's lead boy that was still encamped on the opposite bank
started driving the oxen in his care along the river while
Samson and Umfaan split lan's oxen into two groups and started
the outward journey with the two wagons early the next
morning. Reaching the crossing Ian searched the waters of the
river for the big crocodiles that had made their presence
known the day before. Not seeing them he loaded his rifle with a
new cartridge and waved Jan's lead boy into the water driving
the cattle before him.

Having crossed the water uneventfully they quickly in spanned
Jan's oxen again and started the return journey. Halfway
across Ian saw the telltale signs of a crocodile approaching from
downstream. Drawn to the bellowing and splashing of the oxen
the crocodile lazily made its way closer to the wagons. lan's
wagon had also entered the water. Standing on the driver seat
Ian took careful aim and with a delicate pull of his finger
detonated the gunpowder that sent the lead bullet flying from
the barrel. The bullet struck the crocodile in its head
and entered the skull. White plumes of water rose around the
body of the reptile as it thrashed in convulsive spasms and
then finally started drifting back downstream again.

Looking across from Jan's wagon Ian caught Elizabeth staring at
him. Suddenly feeling guilty for having shot the crocodile Ian
lowered his rifle. Never before had he felt this feeling of
guilt at having taken the life of an animal that was not to be
eaten.

The rest of the river crossing went without any problems and
continuing, until an hour before sunset, they made good
ground. That night around the campfire Elizabeth seemed
withdrawn and finally getting her on her own after Jan and
Ruth made their way to their wagon for the night, Ian
asked Elizabeth what it was that was bothering her.



'Promise me that you will not shoot another animal if you do not
have to.' Elizabeth finally said looking straight at
Ian. Looking at him like that Ian would have promised
Elizabeth anything in the world. He had done his hunting and
will not have to hunt again unless it was for the cooking pot. 'You
will have my promise if I can have your promise that I may court
you when we get back to Natal.' Ian replied.


Seeing a blush spread across her features enhanced by the
flickering fire that glowed brightly, Elizabeth cast her eyes
down and softly answered, 'you may, but only when I am
ready.'

Ian sat long after Elizabeth had departed to her sleeping
quarters, pondering on her answer. There was so much he wanted
to tell her and so much about her that he still had to find
out, but whatever it was, it would not dim this fluttering in his
chest every time that he looked at her. Gently rubbing
the scars on his twisted ankle he vowed that he would not hunt
for pleasure again. His crippled right leg still gave him a
hard time when he had walked for a long distance or had to
turn suddenly. It would serve as a reminder for the rest of his
life not to hunt unnecessarily.

Instead he would devote himself to a life in town. Working for
or with his father and setting up a home of his own he could
make good his promise to Elizabeth and get her to keep her
part of the promise. 

Three months later the two wagons made a slow passage across the
Drakensberg mountain range. Ian could smell the
salty air from the sea driven by the winds inland. He was
finally coming back home. The green rolling hills of Natal lay
in its entire splendor before him. Next to him Samson took a
deep lung full of air. 'You have taken us away for a long time
Nkosi, but now we are back.'

'I pity your wife when we get home Samson.' Ian said with a
twinkle in his eye.

Looking suitably upset Samson drew himself up to his full length
and first tried to ignore

the personal remark. 




'When you have enough lead in your pencil to write a story that
woman wants to read again and again, Nkosi, then you can comment on
things that you are so inexperienced in.' Samson finally replied
indignantly.

Laughing at him Ian threw his hand over Samson's shoulder and
looked at the wagons rolling forward.

'Very soon my friend I aim to visit the stationary shop and buy
a whole pack of pencils.' Ian whispered softly to himself. A
few days later on the outskirts of Pietermaritzburg Jan approached
Ian. Thanking him for his assistance and company Jan told Ian that
they were now splitting off from lan's wagon to make the rest of
the journey on to Durban, fifty miles distant. Ian screwed up all
of his courage and finally asked Jan for his blessing to visit his
daughter once they had settled down in Durban.

Jan had grown to like the young man that stood in front of him.
He was always polite and even though the attraction to his daughter
was clear enough for even a blind man to see, Ian had not made any
inappropriate advances.

The journey through the rugged terrain could fray even the best
of tempers but not once did Jan see any indication that Ian was
anything that he did not claim to be. Now with his last parting
words Jan's estimation of Ian reached a new level and he respected
the young man even more.

'It would be an honor and privilege for you to visit us, but
where Elizabeth is concerned you will have to ask her. She is
already of an age to decide these things herself.' Jan replied to
lan's question.

Looking at the wagon where Elizabeth sat waiting for her father,
Ian smiled and waved his good-bye. Elizabeth waved back at him.

Seeing this Jan turned back to Ian. 'Looks like you have already
got that permission.' With a last lift of his hat Jan waved his
farewell and spurred his horse on to get his wagon going again.

The last few miles to his parent’s farm seemed to drag on
forever, and Ian impatient as always gave Samson orders to come
along at his best pace and set off towards the home that he had
grown up in.

Set against one of the rolling hills the whitewashed walls of
the farmhouse stood out clearly against the green of the sugar
plantations.



Reining his horse in Ian overlooked the farmhouse. Happiness at
being back washed in waves over him. His home that he knew and
loved lay in front of him again and he had missed it.
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CHAPTER 6

The glittering lights were definitely an attraction for Colin.
In the two months that he had been in Cape Town he had made quite a
few friends. Doing odd jobs for a while he kept himself busy. He
did not need to work, as life was cheap in Cape Town. His money
that he had stolen in England was sufficient to provide a
comfortable living. After a while he gave up work altogether and
rented a small cottage with a stunning view of the harbor. That
left him with more than ample time to pursue the lucrative business
of playing cards. When he had found upon his arrival that the card
games were played quite frequently in many an establishment he did
not waste time in assuring that he were invited. The entertainment
was provided by the constant invitations to dances in the more
affluent households and on more than one occasion he had broken a
few hearts already. Colin Harris was not shy with his attentions
and the ladies seemed to like his accent and flippant manner.

Not wanting to be cornered into a marriage proposal he made it
clear to his conquests that one night of passion was more than
enough to satisfy him. The eligible maidens had other ideas though
and the constant vying for his attention had become a bit of a
challenge to see who would be able to win his heart.

Among his many tributes that attracted the female attention was
the obvious wealth that he displayed. Always spending money on a
night out on the town and buying the most expensive clothes he
flaunted his wealth. Nobody had questioned him when he claimed that
he came from a rich family. In a sense it was true, but what nobody
suspected yet was that his wealth was not gained from a rich family
but from a rich gangster in bonny England that he had robbed. His
gambling completed the finishing touches on his income and at least
three nights a week were spent visiting establishments that held
card games. These establishments ranged from the more upper class
card rooms for the distinguished players to the back room of
brothels in the dark streets at the waterfront. Colin was not picky
about whose money he took provided that he won. The days went by
leisurely for Colin and his pot of money seemed to grow by the day.
The invitations to the eligible maidens' ballroom parties came in
thick and fast and more than once he had to cancel one to attend
another.

During the weeks that had followed his arrival he had become a
friend to some of the more influential wine farmers that frequented
the town to sell their wines. Sending an invitation to the wine
farms was never wasted on Colin and one fine sunny morning he had
taken his horse out to a farm only to return later that day with
more than his fair share of alcohol consumed. On his return he
remembered that he had another party to attend. Dismissing it as
soon as he remembered it he decided not to bother with it. He did
not even like the girl that was trying to get into his trousers. It
would however not do to show his face at a party when he was
already slightly inebriated. Instead he would go out into the town
and increase his wealth by playing a few hands of poker. Feeling
that he had made the right decision he collapsed on his bed for a
rest.

Later that evening Colin dressed again after having a bath and
set off towards the lower part of town. He needed to get some more
alcohol down him to keep the euphoric feeling going and he knew the
perfect place to go. He had stumbled onto the dark pub one night
after he was flung from another pub that was closing. He was
welcomed into the pub and the bar had remained open until the next
morning when the few people that were playing poker had finally
spent their last money on the drinks.

Because Colin had only been once before the barman welcomed him
back into the pub like a long lost friend. If his memory served him
right then this customer had a lot of money that he spent the
previous time.

It was still too early for the card game and Colin settled down
in a corner of the pub watching disinterestedly at the punters as
they bought their drinks at the counter. When a man asked if he
could join Colin he recognized him as a card player from another
night that he had played. Settling down they was soon joined by two
more men who wanted to join in.

The man that first joined Colin introduced himself eventually as
Frank and the two men cleared the table between them from the other
card players that wanted to try their luck. As the punters started
to get drunker a few more tried to play a few hands but once again
it did not take Colin and Frank long to rid them from their
hard-earned money.

'It looks like there is no serious competition around!' Frank
sighed and pushed his pile of coins around that lay in front of
him,

'That is because we keep on winning.' Colin replied looking at
Frank.

All night long he had been carefully watching him, but did not
pick up any indication that




the man had been cheating. The competition had not been that
brilliant so far and Colin

had not yet reverted to his tricks yet. A nice pile of coins
also lay in front of him. Just before the two men decided to
call it a night three men asked if they could join in the fun.
Immediately agreeing the poker game started in all seriousness
again. Colin and Frank played well but the other three men
played just as well and although the money changed hands
nobody seemed to be winning or losing.

Colin recognized the skill that had suddenly made its appearance
and using all the fine points that he had picked up playing a
straight game of poker seemed to come to no use. The four men
that faced him were doing exactly the same thing and they had drawn
a crowd of onlookers to the game.

Colin picked his moment carefully and managed to deal cards from
the bottom of the pack so that his hand would be better than
the others would. Raising the stakes he raked in the money at
the end of the round. Frank looked at Colin and a frown creased
his forehead.

Frank was from the old school of thinking and enjoyed a fair
game of cards. He had done the same as Colin and had kept a
wary eye on the competitors throughout the game. The last hand
was just won too comfortably to be accidental and he had seen the
look of satisfaction on Colin's face before he had even looked
at the cards that he had dealt himself. As the dealer changed
after every hand that was played it went well for four more
rounds before the pack ended up in front of Colin again.

Keeping a close eye on the cards Frank saw the quick flash of
the wrists as Colin dealt another card from the bottom. He had
definitely seen him cheating and as a gentleman he could not
let it go.

Standing up from the table Frank looked at Colin. Colin stared
straight back at the man. 

'You have just dealt yourself an Ace of Spades from the bottom
of the pack.' Frank pointed at the cards that lay in front of
Colin.

'What? Are you saying that I cheated?' Colin struggled to find
words. He knew that he has been caught in the act. The Ace was
definitely lying in front of him. How Frank knew was beyond him.
Whenever he was caught cheating on the ship he was laughed at and
the situation was passed off as a joke. He could not see any signs
of humor in Frank though.




'Yes, I am saying that you cheated, and the proof is right in
front of you.' Frank looked straight at Colin and could see that
Colin was starting to panic. Shooting his hand out he clamped the
cards that lay in front of Colin half a second before Colin could
reach it.

'Take your hand away. These are my cards you bastard!' Colin
lashed out with all the bravado he could muster. His attempt at
grabbing the cards had been foiled and he knew that trouble was
brooding. The other three men that were sitting with them quickly
scooped up their money that lay in front of them and put it away
safely in their pockets.

'Let us see the cards first!' Frank demanded without removing
his hand.

'I don't have to let you see anything.' Colin claimed straight
away.

'I think that I will have a look.' One of the three men spoke up
and before Colin could protest pulled the cards from under Frank's
hand and flipped them over on the table. Three aces and two kings
lay in front of their eyes and a gasp went through the onlookers.
'You are a disgrace. I have a good mind to kick your teeth in.'
Frank shouted and grabbed Colin by his jacket.

More by luck than design Colin managed to pull free from the
grip and swung a punch at Frank's face as it loomed in front of
him.

Frank saw the punch coming and with agility for such a big man
managed to duck under the punch. The onlookers quickly made way for
the two men that grappled each other and formed a clearing around
them.

Locked in a grip Colin could not move his head away as Frank
reared back and head butted him. The sudden blow to the bridge of
his nose was excruciatingly sore and blood spurted from his
nostrils.

'I will fucking kill you for this!' Colin shouted and made a
grab for his boots. Inside his boot there was a special holder. He
had sewn a pouch for the long bladed knife that was hidden inside
of it. It was a good suggestion made to him by one of the sailors
that had warned him of the crime in Cape Town and he had worn it
ever since his arrival. He did not have to use it though and only
put it in his boots as an afterthought that night. The silver blade
was twelve inches long and it flashed as the light played on
it.



Sensing rather than seeing the danger Frank let go his hold on
Colin and took a step back. Colin did not have the same idea though
and the sudden retreat was like an invitation to him. Swinging
wildly with the knife he cut across Frank's cheek and a deep gash
opened where a moment before was an unblemished skin.


As Colin drew the blade back for another attack Frank rushed in
to grab hold of his wrist. He had a very strong grip but the
madness that possessed Colin was greater. With the knife held
between them Frank tried to force Colin back against the wall but
Colin managed to trip over one of the chairs that had fallen on the
floor during their struggle. As they fell down the blade stayed
between them and as they landed the wind was driven from them both.
For a few seconds neither man moved. With the strength of a trapped
animal Colin threw the weight of Franks inert body from him. As
Frank rolled over the onlookers gasped as one. The knife although
not that long to be deemed as a serious bladed weapon was stuck in
the chest of Frank. Right above his heart the hilt could be seen
with the bright blood from the wound spreading around it.

'You asked for it. You should not have attacked me.' Colin
screamed in the confusion that followed.

Slowly Frank blinked his eyes and with an effort he tried to
speak for the last time to confront his murderer. All that came out
though was the bright blood that dribbled from the corner of his
mouth and joined the blood from the wound on his cheek. With a last
sigh Frank passed away and a silence descended on the crowd in the
bar. Colin stood rooted to the spot unbelieving the turn of events.
He did not mean to kill him. He spoke in the heat of the moment and
during the fight had reached for the knife to protect him against
further assault. He may have cut the man but his intention had not
been that of somebody that would kill because of a card game.

In the confusion that still ran through the crowd of people
Colin came to his senses. None of the people knew him and it was
not a part of the town that he regularly visited. If he made a
disappearance then he could just maybe get away with it for the
period of time he needed to get an alibi. Pushing his way through
the crowd nobody attempted to stop him and the cold night air
greeted him as he came out of the door.

Running into the shadows of the buildings he quickly hid himself
from the curious stares of people that were still strolling along
the waterfront. Sticking to the dark roads Colin



finally reached his rented room and closed the door. There was
blood all over his clothes and on his skin and stripping of the
garments he stuffed them in a paper bag. The shock of killing a man
was beginning to fade and in its place was a strange feeling that
Colin had never experienced before. It seemed like years ago that
he was in a fight with James. Indirectly he did cause James's
death. He had been able to not think about it. In his mind it was
just a fistfight that went wrong. He was not the instrument that
caused James to die. He was not holding the instrument that had
caused death. He did not participate or intend the fight to get out
of hand. This was different though. He was the one that held the
knife. He knew what the knife could do and yet pulled it from his
boot in order to use it. Even if it was just for scaring Frank off
or to intimidate him he was still wielding it.


The washbasin was filled with water and as he started cleaning
the blood from his body he looked at himself hi the mirror. He
recognized his face but not the expression that stared back at him.
It was as if a primitive emotion had been released in him. Once the
thin veneer of civility was ripped from him in the moment of taking
another human's life another darker side had emerged. The blood in
his veins seems to be flowing with more purpose and a feeling of
strength ran through him. He had taken a life and instead of
remorse he was feeling a deep satisfaction.

Colin realized that he had never cared for another human but
himself and the sudden power that killing another man had unleashed
was very exhilarating. Colin paced his cottage until the early
hours of the morning. The adrenaline was slowly released from his
body and the exhilaration he had felt earlier evaporated with it.
The unreal sense of power and strength that he had felt was
replaced by a feeling of despair and despondency. Murdering
somebody on this Dark Continent still carried a hanging sentence
and he was quite fond of his own neck.

Again he had to face reality. If somebody had recognized him the
police could be here within a couple of hours. If not it would only
be a few days before the police would be able to track him down. He
had to make a plan of escape and there were not a lot of options
open to him. The open road into the bush beyond the natural
boundaries beyond



Cape Town was an alien place for a town boy like himself. The
wild animals that still roamed the bush were not something
that he had any knowledge about. Colin retraced his steps on
the worn hard wood floor of his cottage. The paper bag
with the damning evidence sat accusingly on the table. He
would have to do something about that.


As the first light broke through the window Colin decided that
he had to get rid of the clothes. That would not pose such a
big problem. Only a few hundred yards away from him the sea
was happily surging along the cliffs, gullies and sandy beaches. It
would be easy to wrap the clothes into a rock and throw it
into the sea. Even if the clothes washed out later, all traces
of the blood would have been washed away.

Picking up the bag of clothes Colin made sure that he had some
string to tie the clothes to a rock. Following the winding
path along the cliff he saw an inaccessible stretch of
sea churning and bashing against the rock face below him.
Carefully he removed the clothing and tying it in a bundle
around a stone the size of a melon he dropped it over the edge.
At least the evidence was gone. Provided that nobody
recognized him he would have a few days to sort out an escape
route.

On his way back to the cottage Colin went into the market to
purchase some fresh produce for his breakfast. He was not even
aware of the hunger until the fresh salty sea air had awakened
the taste buds.

Walking through the different stall he overheard a snippet of
information that stopped him dead in his tracks. The two
stall traders were discussing the murder that took place early that
morning. Colin feared the worst and that were confirmed as
soon as one man said that the police had a very good idea
where the killer might be. Then to his astonishment the trader with
the loudest mouth gave him the answer that he had been looking
for most of the morning.

Talk of Port Natal was of no interest to Colin before now and as
the two traders went on to discuss their business he overheard
them saying that a lot of the goods were being shipped out to
the new Port of Natal in Durban. One trader went on to brag about
the large amount of fruit seeds that he was able to sell to
the Captain of the ship that was sailing later that day to
Durban.



Colin approached the two traders and stopping next to them asked
one of them if there really was a ship sailing that day.


'Of course there is, if you are planning to go to Durban.' The
loudmouth trader answered before his friend could say a word.

'Do you know if they will take passengers?' Colin asked
again.

'Only if you pay up front. I will never go myself though. It is
full of uncivilised brutes and still surrounded by the Zulu's. Why
would you want to go there for anyway?' The first trader asked
again.

Thinking quickly Colin replied that he was a businessman and he
had heard that there was a lot of opportunity for getting rich in
Durban.

To Colin's surprise the trader imparted very important
information. Giving Colin the name of the Captain that he had
traded with he told him to go and speak to him directly. Thanking
him Colin quickly rushed off and within an hour he had booked his
passage to Port Natal.

Back at his cottage Colin threw just the necessary clothing in
his travel bag and putting his money in his money belt he made his
way back to the docks.

As the ship prepared to set sail Colin could not believe the
good fortune that was again smiling upon him. He was worrying about
how to avoid the law and then as though the hand of fate had
stepped in again his destiny was again linked with an escape on a
ship for an area that he had only heard of and never seen. At least
this time it was in comparison to his previous trip a small stone's
throw away in the same country. Later that afternoon the ship set
sail and with a strong wind behind them Colin waved his good-bye to
Table Mountain and all the pleasures that it had provided him with.
His life was about to change again but this time he was actually
looking forward to the challenge. Colin Harris had turned into
ruthless thrill seeker that would stop at nothing to gain what he
wanted.

Smiling into the wind he watched the dolphins glide underneath
the bow wave of the ship and then jumping gracefully before
plunging back into the water inches in front of the hull.

The sailors were still busying themselves sorting out the
guidelines and sails as Colin carefully made his way back along the
rails. The Captain was still bellowing out his orders and
Colin watched in fascination as the sailors jumped about like
puppets at every command that was shouted at them. As Colin
neared the bridge the Captain beckoned Colin closer.



'Ever been on such a fine ship?' Captain Jones asked.

'No, I have been on a steamer though and believe me it was an
experience that I would rather forget.' Colin replied.

'I will bet you that you will find this journey a lot smoother
and a damn sight cleaner. No soot to blacken my decks.'

'Are you a betting man then, Captain?' Colin asked and fingered
the pack of cards that he kept in his coat pocket.

'Only if it is worth my while!' Captain Jones glanced at the
young man's fancy clothing. He had been known to play a few games
of cards and had won his fair share of games. What he did not know
was that Colin did it for a living and could probably win
everything that the Captain owned and that which he was still to
earn without even breaking into a sweat.
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CHAPTER 7

He saw his mother, Anna, coming out of the house from his
elevated position on the top of the hill. She was still
walking with a business like stride of a busy woman, but
there was a slight stoop to her shoulders. The three years
that he had been gone and still nothing looked as if it had
changed.

The dogs ran ahead of his mother as she walked across the lawn
to the chicken coup where she still collected fresh eggs every
day. Here and there scattered between the outbuildings he
could see servants busying themselves with the mundane tasks needed
to keep the household running smoothly.

His father, Peter was probably out in the fields tending to the
thousands of acres of sugar cane. There was always a need for
sugar as long as people drink tea and coffee his father told
him more than once. It seemed that, as always his father was
correct, because an air of affluence surrounded the homestead
standing in the sun. Not wanting to prolong the homecoming any
longer Ian raced his horse to the wooden gate that was placed
across the dirt road.

Lightly tapping his heels into the horse's flanks he vaulted
over the fence and galloped into the yard just as his mother
came out of the hen house. With a bewildered look on her face
at the stranger that came barging onto her property she closed
the gate to the chicken pen and then turned around again to give
her full attention to the stranger. For a second longer
Anna stared and then as recognition swept over her she dropped
the basket of fresh eggs and raced towards Ian.

'My son, you came back!' Anna cried as tears ran unashamedly
down her face. Scooping her up in his big strong arms Ian lifted
her of her feet and started to turn her in a full circle.

His leg gave under him and both Ian and his mother sprawled on
the ground. With a grimace on his face from his pain Ian looked at
his mother.

'No coffee for the prodigal son then.' Ian tried to avert the
attention from his fall. Patting her hair down where it has escaped
from under her bonnet Anna called to the kitchen help to put the
kettle on.



'Come in.' She said and immediately led the way into the cool of
the big house. Sitting him down at the table she first had a look
at the swollen ankle that Ian had twisted again, while Ian sipped
at his mug of coffee.


 'Where is father?' Ian asked between sips of the scalding
hot liquid. ‘He is in the northern plantation and will be back
later this evening.' Anna replied whilst rubbing ointment onto the
ankle to help reduce the swelling. Rubbing the scars on his calf
Anna asked him about his injury.

It took a long time to tell her and the sky was turning dark
before he finished. Samson had just turned the wagon into the big
yard behind the stables and Ian went out to give him a hand.

No words needed to be said between Ian, Samson and Umfaan as
they stood next to the wagon. It was a long journey and this was
the end.

Samson finally turned away with Umfaan and calling back over his
shoulder to Ian he reminded him that he would be back in the
morning to come and claim their cattle as was
promised. Watching the sun settling over the green fields of
sugarcane he heard his father’s deep voice echo across the
yard. 'I hope you got something to sell mister, because I am
buying!'

'I hope your price is better than it was a few years ago?' Ian
challenged his father.

'Come here you rogue.' With an affectionate slap on the back
that could knock down a smaller man, Peter Smith greeted his
son.

Dinner was served at the big oak dining room table that could
seat twelve people. The ox tail stew served with roast potatoes and
garden vegetables was just as good as he remembered from before he
left, and Ian ate with an appetite unparalleled. A glass of sherry
was taken in his father's study afterwards and Ian repeated his
adventures to his father. Fatigue eventually forced him to bed and
with a contented sigh he climbed into his soft bed that was kept
for him in the big house. The next morning Ian awoke with the sound
of a cock crowing from the chicken pen. Not wanting to get up he
stretched lazily and snuggled deeper into the soft mattress with
the blanket wrapped warmly around him.



Knowing he could not stay in bed all day Ian eventually got up
at about ten and had a long hot bath, scrubbing the
accumulated dirt and grime from his fingernails and giving his
hair a good wash.


There was still a lot of work to be done. He had to make an
inventory of his wagon and organize transport to take it to
the warehouse in Durban.

Awaiting Samson and Umfaan, Ian had a stroll around the big
yard. Everything remained the same. His father had been
appointed as Chairman of the local town council and all land
grants and native issues now passed over his father's desk. It
would just make things a little easier for Ian to buy his own
place.

Samson turned up after lunch with Umfaan in tow and true to his
word Ian led him to the kraal where the oxen were being kept.
Samson and Umfaan duly chose the cattle that were promised
them. Afterwards they strolled down to the wagon and started the
arduous task of sorting out the goods that had been collected
during their long travel. The elephant tusks were by far the
more valuable of the cargo and with his father's servants to
help him they took out the tusks. The first two tusks were the
biggest of the lot and setting them to one side the rest of
the tusks were stacked neatly against the storage room walls.
In total Ian had collected sixty-two tusks, and quite a few lion,
leopard and various other animal skins. A big trade with the
American and English and the Japanese market assured Ian of a
good price if the tusks and skins were cleaned thoroughly.

Setting the skilled servants to it they started scraping and
tanning the leather skins into soft workable
material. Ian with Samson's help started to clean the elephant
tusks properly. After three days Ian was ready to show his
father his merchandise. Coming into the storeroom his father ran
a quick appraising eye over everything and gave Ian a price of
three thousand pounds hi total for the lot. 

With that much money Ian would be able to repay his loan and
have enough left over to do with as he pleased. Ian had
decided that the two big tusks be kept separate in an annex of
the storeroom and would not be sold. Showing the two tusks to his
father he immediately made an offer of two hundred pounds for
the both but Ian could not be swayed.



'These tusks are from the last elephant that I shot and caused
my injury. I cannot part with them!' Ian said to his father as he
lovingly rubbed the tusk closest to his hand. That evening Ian
finally told his mother of Elizabeth. Anna could see that her son
was quite taken with Elizabeth by the way that he spoke of her.


A trip to Durban had to be made to take the tusks to his
father's trading warehouse at the harbor and Ian planned to do so
within the month. It would give the Fouche family enough time to
settle down and set up a new home.

After arriving at Durban, Jan had visited the office of the
governor and handed in his report for the mining results. At the
same tune he also handed in his resignation as a representative of
the British South African Mining Consortium. He booked two rooms at
the Royal hotel in High street and took stock of his affairs. He
had done well as a fanner before and fanning was in his blood. When
Jan had sold up his previous farm he had made enough money to be
well off. Purchasing land in a different province seemed to be a
different matter though and for two weeks he bartered and talked
with the local agents before finally settling for a big enough
piece of land to start his cattle farm again. Three weeks had gone
by since they had left Ian in Pietermaritzburg and the Fouche
family was kept busy by settling into their new home. Most of their
belongings had to be sold when they packed up their previous home
and only personal or valuable items were brought on the trek across
the African escarpment. New furniture had to be bought or made by
the local carpenters and Jan left Ruth and Elizabeth to do this.
Elizabeth felt overawed by all the shops and busy hustle of the
fast growing town and had little time left to ponder her feelings
for the debonair young man who had made clear his feelings for
her.

The invitations to house calls arrived soon at the Fouche
household as the news spread of the affluent family that had made
their home a couple of miles out of town. The bustling town was a
tonic for Elizabeth and very soon she made friends with other
eligible maidens. There were more than enough suitors to impress
the young ladies from the Naval Barracks that the English had set
up in the town for the officers and Elizabeth got more than her
fair share of the attention.



The town of Durban had been a trading post for passing ships for
a long time but with the growing unrest inland between the
English and Afrikaners and also the Zulu's the
English government had seen fit to have a regimental force
present in Durban at all times. The naval ships made regular
stops at the dock and provided a flourishing trade for
the local residents.


At first Jan found it a daunting task to set up his farm. The
few white settlers that had cattle were very loath to part
with it. The farmers were friendly people though and very soon
Jan had the advice he needed. The nearest Zulu kraal was only a
short distance away from Durban and Jan set of with
determination to see the local chief. Trade goods included
beads and old rifles and Jan presented this to the greedy
chief. Playing on his greediness Jan had presented only half
of the goods though and after taking his half Jan bargained
with the chief to get the permission from him to trade with
his other kraals to procure cattle.

Jan had succeeded in trading with local tribesman and the cattle
he had bought were being delivered to his farm as each day
went by. Labor was easy to find as the heads of the local
villages sent their young men into the white man’s town in exchange
for the coins that they could use for purchasing snuff and
beads for their wives. With enough of these coins they could
also buy guns from the men who like to do business after dark
when nobody seemed to be looking.

Having stocked up his farm Jan had to find an outlet for his
meat that he would slaughter and process on his farm.
Convincing the patrons of establishments was an easy task
as meat was not always readily available.

Brothels had grown into lucrative businesses and the sailors
made regular use of the free flowing alcohol. The trade in
flesh was just as good and the backrooms of
certain establishments were put to use often. Sailors spent
their money without a thought and fights often broke out.
These were settled with fists more often than not.
Occasionally sailors got a knife in the ribs for their drunken
bravery. The sailors and the officers alike often played card
games. For the higher class gentleman there was the option of
the invited card games, for the more polite palate, organized
by the local businessmen of higher standing in the community.
More often though you could find them in the bars along the
harbor mixing with the sailors and local factory workers. 



The thrill and excitement and the danger was more of a tonic
than the actual game. The gentlemen were always welcomed into the
games because they always had more money to play with than the
average laborer would earn in a month.


Of these places Elizabeth had no knowledge and Jan intended for
it to stay that way as he went about his business setting up
contacts to distribute the meat that he would provide from his
farm.

Walking into a big warehouse along the beach front Jan met the
manager. Hendrik van Zyl. Hennie had been the manager of the Smiths
warehouse and trading business for the last ten years. Having heard
of Jan and Ian traveling together they quickly came to an
arrangement. Selling goods and fresh food supplies to incoming
ships had ensured a thriving business and both men were happy with
the agreement that they came to. Hennie had been a trusted friend
of the Smith family for years and all business decisions were left
to him.

Jan made his way back to his farm feeling very satisfied. Within
a short period of time he was able to set up a farm and various
outlets for his products.

When Jan finally reached home he sat down to a well-deserved cup
of tea. Elizabeth and Ruth were busy in the kitchen cooking their
evening meal. There was enough servants employed already to do all
the meals but Ruth found a personal satisfaction in preparing her
family's meal for the evenings.

Sitting down at the dinner table Jan informed his family of the
successful business deals that he had made and that he could now
start concentrating on the farm.

'Now that all is back to normal, Jan, I would like to have a
dinner party for a few guests and maybe a dance afterwards so that
we could meet all our neighbors and get acquainted with the right
people.'

Looking over at his wife, Jan felt the love for his long time
bride. He could not refuse her anything and without a second
thought agreed. ‘It will have to be in a couple of months when we
have the dinner. Some of the people are rather busy and the
invitations will have to be sent out as soon as possible.'

Elizabeth joined in the spirit of the occasion and said that she
would start writing invitation lists immediately.



About ten miles offshore the sail ship drifted along in the slow
evening breeze. The gentle rolling swells rocked the ship ever so
slightly. At the port rail a young man of twenty-five stood looking
at the harbor of Durban through his binoculars. For the last few
years the Englishman had proved himself hi the art of providing for
himself. The last few months luck had played a certain part of it,
but for Colin luck and destiny were two words he did not rely
on.


Always active he had found the passage from Cape Town to Durban
rather boring. Playing cards was the only activity that kept him
busy on his previous voyage and very soon he was skilled in playing
the game of poker. The sailors were eager to depart then-knowledge
to the likeable rogue that treated them as if he was one of them.
This journey did not prove any different.

Nearly six-foot tall with wide shoulders and slim waist he made
an attractive picture as he stood at the rail and let the sea wind
ruffle through his hair. Scanning the lights from flickering
lanterns that advertised their business Colin could feel the
anticipation building in him again. A new town, new gambling
establishments and impressionable locals, with available daughters,
and no reputation that preceded him.

Called down to the captains dining quarters he turned slowly
from the wooden railings and made his way over the coiled rope and
spare shackles that clattered the deck.

'Good meal tonight Captain?' Colin asked as he sat himself down
at the table. 'The cook has prepared his usual delight. Roast pork
and boiled new potatoes.' The captain stroked his beard
thoughtfully.

'It is a pity that you have to leave us tomorrow, before I have
a chance to win back my sovereigns!' Drawn into the game by the
young man and the boredom of the passage the Captain had lost some
of his money during the evening poker meetings.

'Something that can be remedied directly after dinner, my dear
Captain.' Colin replied with relief.

His pockets were a bit empty after leaving Cape Town so hastily
and the Captain had a bag full of sovereigns hidden away in his
cabin. Colin had hoped for another game before leaving for shore
tomorrow.



He had been winning in slow moderation during the journey. Not
wanting to get the Captain suspicious of his card tricks he
had kept cheating to a minimum and only taken twenty odd
sovereigns from the amateur player. After a delicious dinner
the Captain invited the first mate to join him and Colin in a
last game of poker. Slowly losing money Colin made the right
noises of disappointment every time the Captain raked in his
money. When it came to his turn to deal out the cards Colin
made sure that the Captain got a winning hand. Slowly but
surely the first mate lost all his money and left the table to
the Captain and Colin.


With his confidence growing at every hand the Captain started to
recklessly bet on every hand that he got dealt. Colin seized
the opportunity and with a swift flick of the wrist changed
the cards in his hand.

Pushing all his corns into the middle the Captain quickly
followed and with a flourish Colin produced the full house
Aces high to secure the pot.

'Unbelievable, I really thought I had you there!' The Captain
looked astonished at the cruel twist of fate that had just cost him
all his winnings for the evening.

'You cannot deny me at least one good hand, Captain. It was my
good fortune that you lost that one.' Colin's voice seemed to taunt
the Captain.

Rather dejected the Captain sat back in his chair and caught up
in the moment declared one more hand to be played. Getting up he
fetched his savings from his cabin and putting it on the table
asked for one more game to be dealt, all in.

It was like taking candy from a baby and within a few minutes
Colin had more than tripled his wealth. The next morning the
ship anchored at the harbor and Colin Harris slowly made his way
down the gangplank onto the Port of Natal. His pockets were bulging
and he walked with a swagger as though he could feel that something
great awaited him. Finding accommodation was not a problem with his
cash and very soon Colin Harris was the newest resident in the town
of Durban. Walking through his rented house he looked for and found
a good hiding place for his bag of money. The Captain was still
feeling the loss of his money and he had better keep a low profile
until the Captain set sail in two weeks time. There was no point in
advertising the fact that he had more than enough money to be
able to live comfortably for a couple of years. That would be an
invitation for any small time thief to relieve him of it, and if
anybody knew how to do that it was Colin Harris himself.




Ian felt hemmed in by the confines of the farm and having caught
up with all the business that he had to attend to, he
restlessly paced his father's study. The dark oak paneling
was especially hand crafted from the finest oak and the
quality was unsurpassed. Sitting in his leather chair behind
the desk Peter studied his son from under thick
bushy eyebrows.

'What do you intend to do now?' Peter finally broke the silence.
It had been a month since lan's return. The African veldt had
turned his son into a man and no longer could he tell him what to
do. Ian had to decide for himself.

'I do not know yet. I was hoping to settle down and buy my own
house. I just do not know where yet. The veldt has spoiled me and I
miss the open space around me.' Ian replied as he came to a stop in
front of the window, hi the distance he could see the clear skies.
A falcon drifted on the thermal winds with outstretched wings.
Circling it scanned the sugar cane plantation for a mouse. Folding
his wings tight against its body the falcon seemed to fall from the
sky, gathering speed while descending. For a few seconds it
disappeared from lan's view as it plunged into the sugar cane.
Holding a mouse in its claws the falcon rose up above the green
waving tops of the sugar cane and with a few flaps of its wings it
shot up and out of sight.

Turning back to his father Ian asked him. 'When are you moving
the loaded wagons down to Hennie?' Referring to the manager of the
warehouse in Durban.

'I was hoping to do so in the week but I have too much left to
do still on the farm. It is nearly time to burn the fields and I
want to be here when we start.' Coming to a quick decision Ian
asked his father if he could take the wagons to Durban and spend a
few weeks there to get re-acquainted with old friends. It would
give him something to do and also an opportunity to look up
Elizabeth.

She had never been far from his thoughts and suddenly the
prospect of seeing her filled him with excitement.



Agreeing with the suggestion Peter offered the use of their
second home in Durban to Ian


whilst staying there. Accommodation sorted out Ian set
about packing his trunk for a visit to the seaside.

The following day the three wagons set off to Durban. One of the
wagons was reloaded with the tusks that Ian had brought back
and the other two with odds and ends that Peter purchased in
Pietermaritzburg.

When they finally reached Durban Ian took the wagons straight to
the warehouse. Two

other wagons were pulled up outside the loading bay and a
disgruntled farmer was swearing and cussing at Hendrik Van
Zyl.

Hennie was a big burly man, used to hard physical labor and as
good as he was at making business transactions, he was even
better at swinging his fists. Sitting back on the wagon seat
Ian settled down to watch the argument develop.
Suddenly losing his patience Hennie vaulted himself onto the
wagon with the overripe vegetables that the farmer wanted to
get rid of.

Taking serious offence the farmer lashed out with a roundhouse
punch. The muscled farmer was slightly shorter than Hennie,
but it did not deter him from getting physical. The hot
afternoon sun had spoiled the vegetables and increased the tempers
that now raged over Hennie and the farmer.

Ducking under the punch Hennie sent a straight right hand
clenched into a balled fist straight onto the chin of the
farmer. The farmer did not even have time to blink his eyes as
the punch hit him. As if shot from a catapult the farmer
lifted from his feet and fell over the side of the wagon. He
was unconscious before he even hit the ground.

'Not fair, Hennie.' Ian shouted out to the still angry manager.
'You did not give him a chance to hit you back!'

Turning on the voice that seemed to mock him, Hennie was ready
to start another round of boxing. Recognition spread through him as
he saw Ian and with an outstretched hand jumped from the wagon to
greet his long time friend. Hennie had taught Ian quite a few
things being a few years older and Ian harbored a deep respect for
him and his fists. He had also taught him a few things that lan's
father would definitely not approve of.



'Throw some water over his face and give him a glass of brandy.'
Hennie called to his assistant as they walked past the still
unconscious body of the farmer, leading Ian into the shade of the
office.


'Getting soft in your old age Hennie, giving brandy to people
you knock down!'

'Don't get cheeky, I could knock you down and drink the brandy
myself.' Hennie was quick to reply, taking a bottle from the drawer
of his desk.

'Let’s leave the knocking and pour the brandy, old friend. We
have a lot of catching up to do.'

Ian repeated his tales and had to show Hennie the injuries on
his leg before they finally finished the bottle. Darkness had
already descended on the coastal town. Feeling very merry and the
worse for wear they made their way back to Hennie's house where he
had lived as a bachelor for the last six years. Having lost his
wife to malaria Hennie was not interested in getting married
again.

Dinner was forgotten, as they got halfway through another bottle
of brandy, before they fell into an alcohol-induced sleep.

Sledgehammers clanging against the inside of his skull woke Ian
up the next morning. A good hangover could easily be cured but a
bad hangover stayed with you all day as Ian found out to his
detriment. His whole body ached from the thumping headache that was
his companion for the day. Sitting in Hennie's office all day Ian
felt very sorry for himself.

The following day brought better prospects and saddling up his
horse in the morning Ian went for a ride on the golden beaches that
Durban had to offer. Fishermen with their rowing boats sat mending
nets and they greeted Ian as he went past. The sand was thrown in
little puffs of golden crystals from the hooves as Ian made his way
along the beach. Around midday he returned to the warehouse to find
Hennie working diligently on the accounts.

Without looking up Hennie spoke to Ian. 'Been invited to a card
game tonight. You coming?'

Not having anything planned for the evening Ian accepted and
made arrangements to meet Hennie later that evening after work.



At the Fouche household preparations for the dinner was coming
along smoothly and Elizabeth was given the responsibility of
sorting out the menu for the evening's consumption. With less than
a couple of weeks to go there was still a lot of arrangements to be
made and her evening gown was not yet back from the shops. Jan had
settled into a firm routine and could be seen going about the farm
in a methodical manner.


The buildings needed some repair work and the cold room for the
butchered carcasses was not finished yet. The extra thick walls had
taken longer to complete but it was needed in temperatures that
soar in the clammy heat of the midday sun. The herd boys had proved
their worth and his cattle had settled down and were grazing
well.

Ruth had taken over the running of the household and the
servants learned to respect her authority and wisdom. She was
constantly approached with their personal problems and ailments,
and able to fix most things Ruth became their favorite and they
called her Umama, meaning as a term of respect,
mother.

Elizabeth with her bubbly nature only had to lift a finger for
the servants to rush in and do her work for her and she became
friendly with the farm hands as she raced along on her horse around
the farm.

The invitations were nearly ready to go out and thirty of the
more influential persons would come for dinner. Afterwards there
was a barn dance to be held and all the single people were invited.
The more the merrier Elizabeth had assured her father as he tried
to curb her enthusiasm.

Ian was to be among the dinner guests. Ruth who had taken a
liking to the young man who had come to their rescue was going to
make sure that she would do the seating arrangements. At least that
way Ian, whose family is of importance, will be placed at the
highest end of the table with Elizabeth next to him. It was not
often that providence provided an opportunity like this and Ruth
wanted to make certain that Ian did not forget Elizabeth.

That evening only a short distance away Ian and Hennie made
their way to a local shop owner that was hosting the card game.
Already three other men sat around the circular table that Gideon
led the men to. Having been introduced Ian and Hennie sat down and
lit their cigars. The room had a hazy cloud of blue smoke
drifting across the ceiling. On lan's left sat a wealthy banker who
liked to gamble and Ian had met him before in town and around the
card table. Gideon sat next to the banker. Directly opposite Ian
sat a young man that Gideon had introduced as Colin Harris. Not
having seen the man before Ian could not understand the feeling of
animosity that he suddenly felt towards him. Smartly dressed and
looking for all accounts like a true gentleman Ian had no reason to
feel this way. The other two men were local businessmen and Ian
vaguely recognized them from around town. On his right Hennie
poured both Ian and himself a generous helping of whiskey from a
bottle provided by the host.




Eventually the card game got under way and soon the men were
concentrating all their efforts at winning and outsmarting the
other men.

The two local businessmen played very poorly and soon excused
themselves from the table as they lost their money to the other
players.

Conversation was kept to a minimum and eventually the banker had
to throw in his last hand. With a sigh he stood up and took his
leave from the table. Hennie and Ian seemed to be able to hold
their own. After three hours of playing, Gideon called a halt in
the play and everybody stood up to stretch aching legs. Not wanting
to cause a scene Hennie took Ian to one side.

'Watch out for that Englishmen!' Hennie whispered to Ian. 'I
cannot lay my hand on the bible but I am sure that he is
cheating.'

Looking at the table Ian noticed that the pile of coins in front
of Colin had indeed grown into a sizeable lump. Standing in the
corner Colin was talking to Gideon. When the game started again Ian
kept a close eye on him and another hour passed while the pile grew
in front of Colin. Flashing his smile at every win you would almost
believe that it was just plain dumb luck that kept him from
losing.

Another round of cards was dealt and quick as a striking black
mamba Ian saw Colin flick his wrist as he exchanged his card for a
better one. An honest man himself Ian could not tolerate
dishonesty. Without proof he could not be certain either. It
happened so quickly that he could not be certain. Standing up he
looked at Colin. 'I think you have dropped a card, Harris.'



Looking up Colin smiled and fanning out the cards in his hand
replied. 'You are mistaken sir. I did not drop a card. I have still
got all five in my hand.'


'Could be that my eyes were deceiving me.' Ian sat down again.
'But if you could humor me, I think it fell into your lap.'

The silence seemed to stretch out as all four men sat around the
table. Hennie was not sure how Ian knew but was willing to back him
up in any situation. Gideon turned his eyes from left to right as
the play of emotions crossed the two men sitting opposite each
other.

To accuse bluntly a man of cheating was asking for a fight and
Gideon was not sure if an accusation was made.

The color slowly rose in Colin's cheeks and he knew that he had
been caught cheating. Removing the card from under the dinner
jacket would be suicide for him and he hoped he could bluff his way
out of it.

'I really think you are mistaken sir!' Colin said as he slowly
stood up. The hidden pocket in the lining of his jacket held an
assortment of cards and hoping that he had placed the card into the
pocket properly, he straightened up.

Ian was certain that foul play was at hand just by the look of
relief that came over Colin as he looked down. 'See, no cards!'

Quickly gathering his winnings hi his leather pouch Colin looked
at the three men facing him. 'Now if you would excuse me gentleman,
I think I will call it a night' Rising with him Ian and Hennie also
wished their host a good night and made their way into the dark
streets of a sleeping town. It was well past midnight and the
streets were deserted.

'Hennie, could you find out more about this Colin Harris?' Ian
asked his friend. Dealing on a daily basis with various people
Hennie had made contacts that even the local police would envy.

'Give me a few days and I will tell you who his grandmother had
slept with!' Hennie boasted with confidence. Ian knew that if asked
Hennie would be able to find that out so with a smile on his lips
he asked Hennie for more recent information.

'Consider it done.' Hennie assured Ian as they split up to go to
their own houses.



Ian stared out at the bay. Colin Harris just seemed to rub him
the wrong way and hopefully he could find out why.


The following morning Ian was discussing the possibilities of
starting a fish market with Hennie. It was about time for him to
start thinking about investing his spare cash into a profitable
return and Hennie with his acute business brain would be able to
advise him either way. Hennie had pointed out that Durban could
only profit from a centralized market where the local fishermen
could sell their fish. The public in turn would be assured of fresh
fish and a much bigger selection to choose from. Just as they
started working out the costs involved Ian heard a voice he
recognized.

'Oom Jan!' Ian shouted through the open office door.
"Uncle Jan!" Striding between the stacks of packed goods in the
warehouse Ian made his way to where Jan stood at the big double
doors at the entrance to the warehouse.

'Good to see you Ian!' Jan greeted him warmly.

Returning the handshake lan's thoughts turned to Elizabeth. He
had been so busy enjoying himself that he had made no effort to
find her yet.

Jan was sent to town that morning clutching a hand full of
invitations. Once his wife and daughter had finished the
invitations nothing was going to stop them from getting it
delivered.

All of Jan's protests fell on deaf ears as he tried to convince
them that he had a lot of work to do on the farm. He was shooed out
of the house directly after breakfast and told to deliver the
invitations personally. Inviting him back into the office Hennie
made them a cup of strong coffee.

'I am quite fortunate to find you here, the last I heard you
were still in Pietermaritzburg.' Jan said.

'Only been in town for a few days Oom!'  Ian
replied stirring an extra spoon of sugar into his coffee.

'Is there a problem with the meat that we require?' Hennie the
businessman asked looking worried. There was a new ship to be
restocked in a couple of weeks and he needed the fresh meat that
Jan had promised would be delivered.



'No, you will have the meat on time young man.' Jan looked at
Ian again. 'It is more of a personal matter. The woman folk have
organized a dinner party and would like to invite both of you to
it.'


With a sigh of relief Ian sat back in the wooden chair. For a
minute there he thought something had happened to Elizabeth.

'Of course we accept.' Ian answered for both Hennie and
himself.

Pulling the invitations from his pocket Jan laid them on the
table. 'There will be of course a barn dance afterwards if you wish
to stay on.'

Looking at Hennie, Ian could already see the twinkle in his eye
at the barn dance. There was nothing Hennie liked better than a
good twirl with a beautiful girl. Who knows he might even get more
than a few dances if he stayed sober long enough?

'How is the farm getting on?' Ian asked Jan

'Why don't you come and look for yourself?' Jan invited Ian.

At least Ian did not have to dream up an excuse to go and visit
the farm and he might even see Elizabeth.

Jan declined a refill on his coffee and left after he gave
directions for Ian to get to the farm. He still had to deliver the
rest of the invitations and dared not go home with any left in his
pocket.

In the office Hennie interrogated Ian about Elizabeth and
dragged it out of his friend that he was in love with Jan's
daughter.

Borrowing Hennie's best suit that afternoon Ian spurred his
horse up the dusty road until he came to the wooden gate that Jan
had said was the entrance to his farm.

'Nuut Begin.' "New Beginning", the name on the board
read that Jan had fastened to the gate. It was a new beginning
for all of them, Ian thought as he closed the gate carefully
behind him. There was Elizabeth for a start and before this year
was out he planned on winning her heart.

At a gentle pace the horse carried Ian to the farmhouse that lay
in the warm glow of the afternoon sun. Whitewashed walls and green
lawns spoke of the effort that had already been made to make this a
new home for the Fouche family. The wide veranda ran across the
whole length of the front of the building and cast its cool shade
on the front door.



Walking with a slight limp Ian climbed the steps onto the
veranda. His leg has not given him any bother since that first
day of his return and he never gave it any conscious thought
any more. Lifting the heavy brass knocker he knocked twice. A
housemaid opened the door and led Ian into the big living room. The
furniture was solid oak and Ian could see that the loving touch of
a female hand had been applied in making it look homely.

Jan entered the living room and greeted Ian for the second time
that day. 'I am afraid that Ruth and Elizabeth are busy in the
kitchen preparing the evening meal.'  Jan commented. 'You will
join us for dinner, there is enough food to feed an army!'

Not given much choice Ian accepted gratefully.

Jan led Ian out of the house again and took him on a guided tour
of the farm. His respect for this hard working Afrikaner
increased as Ian could see that Jan must have put in a tremendous
effort to achieve so much in such a short time As the sun went down
over the sparkling bright blue ocean that could be seen from the
farm Jan made his way back to the house with Ian next to him.

After dinner the family had coffee in the living room while the
servants cleared the dishes. When Ian made his reluctant way
to the front door for his return to his cottage in
Durban, Elizabeth followed him outside.

'It was really nice to see you again.' Ian looked out at the
darkness of the night.

'The feeling is mutual Ian. You are more than welcome to visit
again.' Elizabeth replied. When she saw Ian walking around the farm
while she was busy in the kitchen she had realized that she had
missed Ian more than she thought.

'Would you like to ride along the beach with me tomorrow?' Ian
asked with butterflies fluttering in his stomach.

Agreeing to meet him the next morning Ian took his leave of
Elizabeth. With a definite bounce in his step Ian mounted his horse
and took the road back to town. That night Ian could barely sleep
as he lay watching the stars sparkle through the open curtains of
his bedroom window.
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CHAPTER 8

In the grey light of pre-dawn Ian gave up on any further
attempts at sleep. There was still

hours to go before he would meet Elizabeth. Making a breakfast
of boerewors, a meat sausage that Afrikaners love so
much and fried egg with fresh bread he sat down at the small
dining room table.

He had a brilliant view of the harbor through the kitchen window
and as he sat there the orange red glow from the rising sun
colored the waters hi its glow. The town was still asleep and
the silence added to the beauty of the scene. A lonely fisherman
was rowing his small boat out to sea. A seagull drifted
silently past him, gliding effortlessly in the glow from the
rising sun. Only the splash from the fisherman's oar disturbed the
mirror surface of the sea.

Sipping at his freshly ground coffee Ian watched as the town
started to wake up. The milkman was putting his jugs of milk
on his customers' doorstep. A cockerel crowing in the
distance. Every now and then a shout could be heard coming from the
waterfront as fishermen prepared to go out in their boats for
the day.

Ian dressed into his breeches and a freshly ironed white shirt
and placing his hat on his head he walked out of the cottage,
locking it behind him. He would go to his father’s warehouse
and share a cup of coffee with Hennie before Elizabeth arrived
as agreed to go for a ride. Leading his horse behind him he
reached the warehouse just as Hennie unlocked the heavy
padlocks that kept the goods from vagrants idle fingers in the
night. Hennie had a frown the size of a trench on his forehead
as he looked at Ian. After the kettle had boiled Hennie poured
each a cup of coffee and sat down with a heavy sigh.

'What is the matter with you on such a fine morning?' Ian
finally asked.

'Good news and bad news!' Hennie exclaimed with another
sigh.

'Right, I will tie you to that chair and burn you with a cattle
prod if you don't tell me what ails you!' Ian attempted a bit of
humor to lighten Hennie's dark mood.

'You are the reason for both, and I would not smile like that if
I were you.' Turning serious Ian asked the reason behind the
statement.



'That young Colin Harris we met the other night, do you remember
him?' Hennie asked Ian. How could Ian forget him? He felt the
animosity build up hi him again.


'Yes, I do and I asked you to find out about him.' Ian
replied.

'Well, I did, and what I will tell you is the honest truth.
Heard it from a sailor that sailed on the same ship as him.' Hennie
said filling his coffee cup again. Relating the story that in
England Colin was wanted by some gangster, and the poker cheating
and death in Cape Town, that was pointing fingers at the
disappearance of a person fitting Colin's description, Hennie was
certain that his friend was not going to like the rest of it.

Finishing off with the arrival hi Durban Hennie said to Ian.
'And that is just the good news.'

'What do you mean?'

'It seems like Harris is fast building up a reputation here in
our merry town.' Hennie continued. 'He is quite a ladies’ man and
we can be certain to meet him at the Fouche dance. The young ladies
are literally falling over their own feet to get his
attention.'

'I still do not see how that affects me?' Ian asked Hennie.

'Patience Ian. The rumor is that he has made his enquiries about
you also and after that night around the table, where you nearly
caught him cheating, he has got revenge planned against you.'
Pacing up and down Ian listened hi fascination as Hennie
continued.

'It sounds as if he cannot afford another mishap. He will be
arrested and sent with Queen Victoria's compliments to jail. He
does not intend returning to England, because it is something to
avoid if the stories are correct about this gangster that he ran
from. Something about the death of a family member and that they
will kill Harris if he returned there.' Hennie looked at Ian.

Ian knew that there was more to come and after swallowing his
coffee that has gone cold in his cup asked Hennie to continue.

'Last night while you were with the Fouche's I found out that
this Colin character has not just found out about you, but also
about Elizabeth. I think he is going to try and win her
affections and so get a response from you. He is a dangerous man
Ian. He has killed before and if cornered will do so
again.'




lan's feeling of animosity towards Colin was proven correct. He
did not like him from the moment he met him and suddenly he
had the proof to back up that feeling. Nothing was going to
spoil his day however and when Elizabeth arrived at the
warehouse they set off with Ian as happy as a man in love
could be. The beach was deserted after a couple of miles out
of Durban and they reigned in the horses to let them have a
breather.

Walking along the sand Ian marveled at the beauty of the woman
strolling along the beach. The trousers that she had worn in
the bush to protect her legs were replaced by an ankle length
dress and the transformation were unbelievable. Ian could not keep
his eyes of her.

Removing their boots they walked along the beach with the water
splashing over there feet. The soft sand trickled through
their toes as each wave deposited the sand to be washed off
when it retreated. When the sun reached its zenith Ian took
out a blanket and picnic hamper that he had packed earlier
that morning. Spreading the blanket on the top of a dune he
carefully laid out the cheese and biscuits. The wine was still
cool and unwrapping the two glasses from a cloth he filled it
up with the white wine.

'You do know how to spoil a lady.' Elizabeth said as she took
her glass of wine from Ian.

'To us and the happy times to come.' Ian proposed a toast and
sipped at his wine while looking at Elizabeth.

'Ian, do you remember that I said I would tell you something
when I am ready.' Elizabeth asked looking across at the waves
rolling in from the ocean.

'Whatever it is, you know that you can trust me.' Ian assured
Elizabeth.

'How serious are you about me Ian?' Elizabeth asked Ian
uncertainly. She could lose Ian if she had misjudged his feelings
for her. Elizabeth was not sure how Ian would take it knowing that
she had made love to another man and aborted her child. She
regretted having aborted the baby and had to live with it for the
rest of her life. She would not be able to handle the rejection if
Ian did not want anything to do with her. Neither could she blame
him if he did not want to be associated with her, once she had told
him all about her.

'Do you see those waves crashing on the beach?' Ian answered
her. 'As sure as I am that tomorrow and the day after the waves
will be rolling in from the ocean. That is how sure I am that every
day that the ocean will be here my feelings for you will grow
stronger!'




Not able to look at Ian Elizabeth told him about her history.
For over an hour she spoke and laid herself bare for Ian to
judge.

Ian listened in silence. When it was obvious that she had
finished he took her hand in his. A single tear glistened in the
corner of her eye as she finally looked at him.

'My darling Elizabeth, look at the sea.' Ian whispered, and
following his gaze at the huge expanse of water she looked at the
salt water that stretched into eternity.

'The waves are still rolling in and the sea has not dried up.'
Pulling her closer Ian gently caressed her cheek with his
fingertips.

As if the weight of the world was rolled from her shoulders a
smile lit up Elizabeth's face.

'Thank you.' Is all she managed to say before Ian kissed her on
the lips. Her lips tasted slightly salty from the moist sea air
blown by the wind. For a few seconds there was no response from
Elizabeth. Carefully he laid her down on the blanket and folded his
arms around her.

Elizabeth wanted to be cautious but with that first sweet kiss
Ian managed to break down the last of her barriers. When they lay
down on the blanket she wanted to kiss him back with all her pent
up emotion and running her hands through his hair she held his lips
firmly locked onto hers.

His tongue parted her lips and with a groan of delight she gave
in to the ecstasy of his caress. Breathless they parted a few
minutes later.

'I suppose that means you like me also?' Ian asked with a stupid
grin on his face. Laughing Elizabeth got up and brushed the sand
from her wrinkled dress. 'More than you think, you silly man.'



Scooping up the left over from lunch he quickly followed her as
she walked back to the horses. Packing the blanket back into the
saddlebag he studied her as she climbed onto her horse. There was a
positive glow on her cheeks.


'Very soon, Elizabeth, I will be able to ask you to marry me. I
have already started making plans to set up a business and then we
can look for a house together.' Her laugh reached his ears as she
kicked her heels into the horse's flanks. 'You will have to catch
me first!' The horse jumped into action and set off at a run back
towards Durban. Climbing more sedately onto his horse he followed
her until she finally reigned in and waited for him.

'If you are planning on being this slow we will never get
married.' Elizabeth said as he drew level.

When they finally reached Durban Ian escorted her all the way
back to the farm. Not dismounting he quickly turned back to Durban.
There was other business to settle.

Talking late into the night Ian and Hennie could not come to a
conclusion as to whether or not to take Colin Harris
seriously. If however he persisted in his efforts to draw Ian
out he would confront him with it and settle the argument
between them. The days passed slowly and Ian spent more and
more time at the Fouche household. The November sunshine was
bright and lovely and Ian walked unhampered by his
injured ankle as if he was on a permanent cloud of
happiness.

With only three days to go before the dinner at the Fouche
household he had screwed up his courage and asked Jan for his
daughters' hand in marriage. Overjoyed and happy with their
daughters' choice of man they welcomed him into the family as if he
was one of their own. Ruth immediately arranged that the
announcement would be made public at the dinner and dance to
be held on the coming Saturday evening.

In another part of the town that evening Colin Harris bought
another round of watered down beer for the men around his table. He
was having a good run of the cards and so far did not have to
resort to cheating. The brothel was one of many sited along the
dark roads around the harbor. The beer was cheap and the company
never judged further than the color of your coins.



He had been drinking steadily and the beer kept flowing. A run
of good luck had made him generous and everybody, wanting to share
in his good fortune, surrounded him. A couple of barmaids with the
abundant flesh from their breasts barely held in check by the tight
tops hovered in the background.


Dressed casually Colin did not stand out in the crowd. The hazy
blue smoke drifted along the ceiling of the bar and raucous
laughter punctuated the jolly atmosphere. There were quite a few
people in the Silver Swan and with an appraising eye the landlord,
Jim, kept the atmosphere jolly. Only a brave or very drunk man
would cross Black Jim as he was called by the regular patrons. His
temper earned him the name of Black Jim. The two barmaids were
under his protection and proved a lucrative sideline to his bar.
For a generous donation you could have a room at the back for half
an hour. Black Jim never charged his customers for this privilege
as prostitution was against the law. However a generous donation
always opened the door to other things.

Easily spotted, Colin continued playing cards with the rough
workers from the docks, and eager sailors piled up a healthy amount
of winnings in front of him. Nodding to his prettiest barmaid Black
Jim summoned her to Colin's side.

'Hello handsome, you wanna buy me a drink?' Heather whispered in
his ear.

'Hell, I will buy you two drinks!' A few locks of blond hair had
escaped from the bobby pins that held them pinned to her head, and
dangled provocatively in front of Colin's eyes.

'Now that is an offer I will gladly accept.' Heather pouted her
full lips at Colin.

'I knew there was a reason I came here tonight, I just did not
reckon I would find it so soon.' Colin claimed as he stared
hungrily at the wares on display.

'Do you want to go somewhere more private?' Heather invited
Colin with eyelids fluttering.

Not one to miss out on an opportunity Colin made his excuses to
the other men around the table and followed Heather up to the
bar.

'Black Jim, this gentleman wants to have a little privacy and I
said I would accompany him.' Heather spoke to her employer.

'Right!' Jim bellowed in his harsh voice. 'Donation of twenty
sovereigns and you can have the key to the door out back.'



Years of running bars and tobacco smoke made Jim a very loud man
and on his demand for a donation the regulars that stood slumped
against the bar, perked up.


'Keep some for me!'

'She's a wild one she is.'

Laughing at them Colin produced his wallet and with a flourish
produced the amount and laid it on the bar.

Putting the wallet back in his pocket he failed to notice the
reaching hand through the press of bodies. A punter, not there for
the beer, had seen the bulging bag and in the throng of bodies
pressed against the bar that Colin and Heather were making their
way through, he took the chance of pick pocketing Black Jim's
customer. Nobody had noticed the man as he made his way unobserved
from the bar. Casually Heather led Colin to the back room and
closed the door firmly behind her. Taking him by the shoulders she
led him to the bed that stood in the corner. Sitting him down on
the bed she started to remove his boots and socks. Lying back Colin
put his hand into his coat pocket where his moneybag should be. He
has been to back rooms before and had learned the hard way that it
was not always just the clothes that get taken from you. With
sudden alarm he sat up again, pulling his empty hand from his
pocket.

'Where's my money?' Colin accused Heather.

'Take it easy lover, you can search me!' Heather replied, still
thinking that he was not serious. She had seen the purse and knew
there were a few extra coins in it for her if she was very nice to
him.

'Get off me, my money is gone.' Colin shouted and lashed out
with his foot that Heather still held in her hands.

Falling backwards onto the floor Heather put out her arms to
block her fall. The wooden floors were kept polished and Ruth's
hands glided over the slippery surface. With a sickening crunch she
fell with her head against the doorframe. Her skirts, which were
racked up by her legs that went flying into the air, settled around
her slender waist. Her white legs were spread open and golden curls
escaped from beneath her knickers. Her eyes blinked a couple of
tunes and then slowly closed. Her eyelids just seemed too heavy to
be kept up and she slumped unaware of her surroundings on the
floor.



A slow trickle of blood dripped monotonously onto the floor
where her scalp had been forcibly ripped when she had
connected with the rough wooden frame of the door. Colin
searched frantically through his other pockets even though he was
certain of the pocket that he had placed the money in.


Barely glancing at Heather that still lay on the floor he pulled
his boot on that has been removed and striding to the door
roughly pushed Heather out of the way. When Colin walked back
into the bar Black Jim was confronted by an angry man. 

'Somebody had stolen my money!' Colin pointed his finger at Jim.
'It is your bar and I hold you responsible.'

Not wanting to lose his temper Black Jim tried to reason with
Colin. 'If you cannot keep it safe there is no way that you can
blame it on me.'

The rest of the bar had descended into silence and a pin could
be heard dropping if anybody was of a mind to do so.

'Where is my barmaid?' Black Jim suddenly asked when he realized
that she had not followed Colin into the bar.

Realizing what he had done and the possible retribution, Colin
claimed that Heather was still waiting for him in the room for his
return.

Mollified Black Jim turned back to Colin. A good spender is a
good customer and not wanting to push a good customer away Black
Jim promised Colin a free beer as soon as he had finished with
Heather.

Making his way carefully out of the bar Colin sidestepped past
the still closed door of the room where Heather lay bleeding and
eased his way out of the back door into the dark night.

An hour later Black Jim went looking for Heather. Fancy boy
could not possibly last that long and he was concerned for her.

Knocking on the door he heard no reply and no noise and
carefully he opened the door. The hinges squeaked and Black Jim
thought that he would have to rub some grease on them. All thoughts
of squeaky hinges fled as he stepped into the room. The blood had
clotted on the scalp but as with any head wound Heather had lost a
substantial amount. It formed a dark puddle and the rich cloying
smell hit Black Jim's nostrils. Heather still lay spread on the
floor where Colin had pushed her out of the way and the blood
had flowed over her face. Where it had started drying on her skin
it formed a sharp contrast to the pale lifeless face.




Black Jim felt nauseous and with bile rising in his throat he
bent over to feel for a pulse. A feint fluttering under his
fingertips assured him that all was not as bad as he
thought and rising quickly he briskly walked down the
passageway to the bar again. Calling over the other barmaid he
promptly gave her instructions to go and fetch the doctor.

Black Jim avoided the law like the plague and with his business
he could not afford unnecessary attention. Doctor Chris has
lost his license a long time ago when the drink became too
much for him to handle. After an unsuccessful operation to remove a
bullet he had given up his practice and secluded himself in,
out of the way, drinking holes. One night he visited Black
Jim's establishment and after Black Jim had knifed
a disagreeable customer Doctor Chris had stepped forward and
patched up the man. No case was made against Black Jim and
from then on Black Jim had kept the good Doctor plied with
alcohol in return for his services.

After a short period of time whilst Jim had tried to make
Heather as comfortable as possible the barmaid came back in
with the Doctor. Assessing the situation he unzipped the
latches from his leather medical bag and pulled out a bottle
of smelling salts.

Holding it firmly under Heather's nose she opened her eyes
wide. It took a few moments longer before she recovered her
senses enough to tell Black Jim what had happened.

A rage filled Black Jim. He provided a good service to his
customers. 

'Elke hond kry sy dag, joune is op pad soutpiel' Black
Jim whispered in the Afrikaner language as revenge filled his eyes.
"Every dog has its day, and yours is on the way salty prick.'
Soutpiel was the derogatory term used by Afrikaners for
the English that have come to South Africa.

Back in the officer's cottage Colin was pacing up and down, he
was still angry at losing all the money. He has always been a bad
loser and would at the slightest provocation retaliate. If only he
knew that his fate was been sworn to at that moment, he would not
be feeling angry, but rather very afraid. A threat from Black Jim
could only mean certain retribution. Unconcerned about the
barmaid that had been stitched up with a shaky hand from a second
rate Doctor, Colin finally went to bed.




The messenger reached Peter and Anna late in the afternoon. Ian
and Elizabeth had spoken to Jan and Ruth and after quick
rearrangements were made, the invitation to the Smith's was written
and sent by messenger. There would be a private dinner for the six
of them for the weekend following the dance and they could all meet
and discuss the necessary wedding plans then. Peter Smith had to
attend the quarterly council meeting in Durban on Friday and the
invitation suited them fine. It would give Anna time to shop for
another fine garment to wear to the house of Jan and Ruth.

Anna was overjoyed at the good news that her son was to be
engaged, but as always Peter held his judgment in reserve until he
could meet the lady in question. Calling Samson from his duties as
foreman to a group of ten laborers in the sugar cane fields Peter
asked him to get the horse drawn buggy from the shed and make sure
the wheels were oiled.

Elevated to foreman after his escapades with Ian, Samson was
reveling in his newly found importance. He continually strutted
across the farm regaling to anybody that had ears to listen, about
his bravery in the face of dangers. If only half of what he told
was taken as the truth, Ian would have been mauled by lions,
stalked by leopards, chewed to fragments by hyenas and picked clean
by vultures if it had not been for the divine intervention of
Samson at each critical moment. Umfaan was taken on by Peter as a
farm worker since their return and now worked with Samson again.
Nkosi Peter had given him the name of a man now that he had come
back. The name given to him was Moses and as Nkosi Peter explained
the name came from the big book that the white man always read.
There was a man in the book that lived a long time ago and he was a
leader of people. As Umfaan was the voorloper of the wagon
when they traveled with Ian, meaning that he was always leading the
wagon and his beloved oxen, he now had a name that meant the same.
Between Samson and Moses the buggy was quickly taken out. It was
one of Peter's proud possessions and great care was taken in the
maintenance of it. Every week the wheels were greased and the
leather polished with oil to keep it supple.



The next morning Moses in spanned the two horses that were going
to draw the buggy and


with Samson and Moses making up the retinue they set of for
Durban. The road was mostly downhill and the views offered by
the landscape were truly exquisite. Just after lunchtime they
had their first glimpse of the sea and the pace picked up a
little bit. As nice as the journey was it was always nicer to
arrive at the destination.

Just as dusk fell they entered the cobbled driveway to the
cottage. The lights were already on and they could smell
dinner as it was being prepared. Ian opened the door to them
and led them inside.

The house servant had a hot bath ready for Anna and she quickly
withdrew to go and wash away the dust from the travel.

Ian stayed outside and greeted both Samson and Moses, as he was
called now, with affection. Taking the luggage from the buggy
they took it inside and stored it in the bedrooms. Samson and
Umfaan then fed and watered the horses and gave them a
good rub down with dry straw before placing them in the
stables for the night. The horses were of fine quality, as
were all of Peter's horses. With their broad chests and short legs
they had the power and stamina to last in the hot temperatures
and long distances that they had to travel. With lan's horse
there were five all together. Samson took care of all of
them and getting permission to go into town for the night he
left the horses in Moses' care.

There were a few black settlements along the outskirts of town
and what his wife did not know would not hurt her. Peter
and Ian settled down for their second cup of coffee before Anna
made her appearance. 'Still looking good after all these
years.' Peter said affectionately and placed his arm possessively
around Anna's waist. 'I can only hope that you will be as lucky as
I have been.' Peter directed his comment to Ian while giving Anna a
squeeze.

'Get off me, you ogre!' Anna playfully slapped Peter's hand and
with a loud hoot of laughter he took his arm away.

Ian could see the love between them and even though his father
had a very dominating nature they seem to bring out the best in
each other.

After dinner Peter informed them that he had an appointment set
up with the land grant committee for the next day and that he might
be given more responsibility. The government was trying to get
more people into the northern reaches of South Africa and was
offering parcels of land at very good prices. Ian was
immediately interested and asked Peter if he could look at some
options if they became available. Anna eventually steered
them away from the conversation of business and male talk
and brought up the subject of Elizabeth. The dinner and dance
was to be the following evening and Ian assured his mother
that he would arrange a meeting with her to meet




them on Monday. At present both Elizabeth and her parents were
trying to finalize the dinner and Peter had also decided to
slaughter one of his cattle for a braai. The
interest from the young people in Durban to attend the dance
was overwhelming and they could not, as the hosts, see them
through the evening without some sort of nourishment.

The huge open charcoal pits would have to be dug and a group of
ten servants would be on constant duty to man the cooking of
the meats. Understanding the reasons for not meeting them
earlier Anna soon made her excuses and went to bed. The
journey had tired her out, and there was a lot of shopping to
do tomorrow.

Peter soon afterwards made his way to bed and Ian sat in front
of the fireplace contemplating his decision and Elizabeth's
acceptance of marriage. He was looking forward to the dinner
and dance.

The following morning Moses was drawn in to assist Anna in her
shopping and they set of to town. Peter and Ian made their way
to the warehouse where Hennie was already doing brisk morning
business. Two new tall ships had arrived in the harbor and
the captains were pushed for time. They had to load up fresh
produce and sail out for the morning and Hennie was kept busy
sorting out the irate sailors that were denied shore leave.
Instead they were manually moving the barrels and baskets to the
ships that were anchored half a mile away.

The day went past quickly and before long Hennie wearily closed
the warehouse doors. Peter and Ian were also drawn into the
hustle of the day and both sighed with relief at the close of
business.



Peter, after dressing again in his finest clothes, left for the
council offices and before long was ensconced in the meeting. He
thrived on the efficiency that matters were dealt with and the
issue of land grants soon made their way to the top of the agenda.
The chosen chairman had quickly assessed the worth of his members
and relied heavily on Peter's sense of business to get matters
resolved. He laid the heavy stack of land grants in front of him
and gave Peter an open hand in selling the land grants in the
northern provinces as he saw fit.


Putting the final touches to the dining room table Ruth stood
back with a critical eye. The dinner would either make or
break their social standing in the community. The Mayor of
Durban along with the Chief of Police and several other high
standing businessmen ruled the community and to be accepted as
one of them you have to do things the right way.

The crystal wineglasses sparkled and the overhead candlelight
reflected in little rays of brilliance from them. The dinner
plates and cutlery had been laid out with care and the family
silver had been polished until you could see yourself in them. Ruth
had stood like a field general over the servants all day and
under her scrutiny they had polished and  washed and cleaned
all day. Jan was kept busy outside the house butchering the
meat for the braai later in the evening. Elizabeth
turned her hand to the cooking and prepared the dinner meal for
the invited guests. She did not trust the servants to prepare
such an important meal. Just after six that evening they
dressed in their new dresses and awaited the arrival of their
guests. Very soon the first buggy drew up and to Elizabeth's
delight Hennie and Ian climbed out.

Ian thought it a good idea to arrive early and cajoling Hennie
into a fast pace after the hectic day at the warehouse they
had made good time to the Fouche farm. Informing the Fouche
family that his parents had arrived in Durban he quickly
confirmed the get together planned for the next week.

Soon after the guests started arriving and while Jan entertained
the men with a cigar and glass of sherry the women were taken
on a guided tour of the house.



Dinner went as well as could be hoped for.  Empty plates
and contented sighs accompanied each course laid before them
and after desert was finished Jan formally invited them to
join the festivities planned for the rest of the
evening. Going outside they could hear the local band setting
up their musical instruments in the barn. A barn dance was
widely enjoyed and the people of a community used
these opportunities to re-establish old friendships and to
strike up new friendships. The younger guests also used it to
impress the ever-watchful young ladies with the latest dancing


techniques.

The younger people were arriving thick and fast and very soon
the atmosphere was filled with laughter and an expectation of
a good evening. Hennie had established his domain in a corner
where a few bales of hay were stacked to make seating for
weary legs. Elizabeth and Ian were at the doors greeting the
arrivals and having grown up in Durban Ian was able to introduce
Elizabeth to most of them as they arrived.

The first couple of tunes played by the band had the people on
the dance floor and very soon the floor was filled with
couples twirling and dancing to impress the
watching crowd. As the arrivals seemed to slow down Ian
asked Elizabeth for the pleasure of a dance and they made
their way over to the dance floor. When Elizabeth placed her arm on
his shoulder and took his other hand in his Ian knew that he
would be as happy as his parents were in marriage. They seemed
to glide to the beat of the music and too soon for his liking
the music stopped.

Making their way over to Hennie who already had a drink in his
hands for them, Ian kept his arm possessively around
Elizabeth's waist. He wanted all of Durban to know that
she was his woman and that he loved her.

Elizabeth looked stunning in her new attire that she had
specially made for the occasion. The material seemed to
cascade like a waterfall from her shoulders and over her slender
waist to just above the ground.

'Easy fella, people might think you are a couple walking like
that.' Hennie greeted them as they arrived at his side. 



'And may their eyes fall out of their sockets if they don't like
what they are seeing.' Ian laughed taking the proffered drink.

Elizabeth joined in the banter and her laughter could be heard
every now and then. After a late start Colin Harris arrived at the
farm and making his way into the barn his attention was drawn to
the pretty woman that stood facing him. Two other men were standing
with her, but their backs were turned to him and he could not see
who it was. Colin had not even given the incident with Heather a
second thought and spent more time cursing his bad luck over the
lost money than worrying about the barmaid that he had left
bleeding on the floor, hi his opinion, they chose to live
dangerously and were not worthy of his concern, if they came to
harm.

Walking over to the makeshift bar he ordered a glass of brandy
from the staff behind the counter. Having made a good proposition
to the owner of the royal hotel in the main street of Durban the
owner had agreed to provide his services. He would set up and run
the bar for the alcoholic refreshments at no extra charge to Jan,
and Jan would provide the meat to the hotel at a discounted rate.
It was an arrangement made to the benefit of both and the bar was
doing good business. The dance floor was packed with the sweating
bodies of the enthusiastic dancers and the crowds cheered them on.
It was a very successful outcome and everybody seemed to be
enjoying the fun. All accept one person! Black Jim had sworn an
oath and he intended to keep to his oath. He had known Heather
since she came to Durban. Alone and without money Black Jim had
taken her in and had cared for and given her employment. Nobody
would get away with hurting her.

The man that had followed Colin in had blended with the crowd
and could not be picked out from the ever-moving bodies. He was
being paid good money by Black Jim to follow and report back
anything that happened with this fancy Englishmen. It was of no
concern to him why he had to do it. He would have slit his mother's
own throat for the right price

and if Black Jim just wanted to know where and what the
Englishman was doing then that was what he would do.










Chapter 9
New Chapter



CHAPTER 9

Elizabeth's laughter rose above the music and like a sweet red
wine it was gentle andintoxicating at the same time. The more
careful of the young men had seen the possessivemanner in which Ian
casually kept her within arm’s reach. The more brave would ask
her for a dance but Elizabeth seemed to dance only
the occasional dance with other men.

Colin had steadily drunk his brandy and kept an eye out on the
dancing couples from his position at the bar. Jan had asked
Ian and Hennie to give him a hand with the trays of prepared
food that was being laid out on the tables on the lawn. The people
that wanted a bit of fresh air and to cool down from the hot
air inside the barn had spilled over onto the lawn and could
be seen strolling about. The physical exertion sapped energy and
already the food on the tables was attracting the attention of
hungry visitors.

Inside the barn Colin saw Elizabeth finishing a dance with
another of the more brave lads and before she could make her
way of the floor he had crossed the space between them and
blocked her path.

'A beauty such as you should not have to leave the floor.' Colin
said to Elizabeth and held out his hand.

'I do not believe that we have been introduced yet.' Elizabeth
said and placed her hand in his.

'Colin Harris, at your service. My friends call me Colin.'

'Elizabeth Fouche.' Elizabeth concluded the introductions.

'May I have the pleasure of this dance?' Colin said, not letting
go of Elizabeth's hand. She could smell the brandy on his breath
and not wanting to be rude, graciously accepted. The music had just
started up again and Colin took her in his arms for the dance. He
was usually a very good dancer but with the amount of brandy that
he had already consumed his reactions were a bit slower than
usual.

Stumbling at the first corner that they reached he was quick to
apologize and without stopping went on with the dance. Elizabeth
was starting to feel uncomfortable and was looking at the corner
where she knew that either Ian or Hennie would be. They were still
busy outside and did not see the predicament that Elizabeth was
in.



Black Jim's watchdog stood with his back against the far wall
and grinned to himself. The Englishman was making a fool of
himself. Halfway through the tune Ian and Hennie entered the
barn again and went back to the corner that they were in.
Elizabeth was not there to meet them and rightly assuming
that she was on the dance floor, Ian continued his
conversation with Hennie.


A sudden commotion on the far side of the dance floor attracted
their attention and looking over Ian saw that a couple laid
sprawled out on the floor.

Laughing at their antics Ian nudged Hennie to point it out to
him. Sometimes the men wanted to impress the ladies too much
and with the constricting dresses that they wear the woman
could not keep up with the sudden turns and dipping that was now
the fashion in Durban. lan's laughter turned to a scowl
as he saw the man still lying sprawled on top of the woman. He
should have stood up by now and carried on dancing. To make a
spectacle of yourself like this was unacceptable and showed a
certain lack of manners and respect for your dancing
partner.

Over on the far side Colin looked at Elizabeth lying underneath
him where he had tripped over his own feet.

'Now this is what I call fun.' He breathed the brandy fumes over
Elizabeth's face. Struggling to free herself she tried to push the
dead weight from her.

'Easy now. Give us a kiss and I will let you go.' Colin tried
one of his more seductive grins on Elizabeth. His alcohol infused
brain had still not sent the message to him that he was out of
line. His usual charm would have woman eating out of his hands but
under the influence of the strong brandy he did not realize that
his attentions were wasted on Elizabeth. To his mind she should
feel privileged to be trapped under his own body.

The grin that was intended to make her feel wanted looked more
like the intentional snarl of a rabid dog and Elizabeth fought the
panic that was welling up hi her.

'Not if you were the last person alive would I kiss you. Get off
me!' Elizabeth pushed at his chest that was crushing the breath out
of her. It was difficult enough breathing in the tight dress
without having added weight on her to constrict her breathing.



'Then I would die for the honor of your kiss!' Colin spoke
again, puckering his lips and bringing his face closer to
Elizabeth.


Only a short time had passed since they had landed on the floor
but for Elizabeth time had stopped. The alcohol fumes wafted over
her as Colin brought his face down to hers. The weight suddenly
lifted from her as Colin was yanked upright.

'That is a wish that I could always help you out with.' Ian said
as he pulled the man from Elizabeth. When the man did not get up he
had crossed the floor to make sure that all was fine.

When he came closer and saw that it was Elizabeth, he rushed
over in time to hear the man's remark. Immediate concern for
Elizabeth was only a fleeting emotion compared to the emotion that
raged through him at the man's remark. Pulling him to his feet he
swung him around and saw who it was for the first time.

'You!' Ian exclaimed, still holding Colin by his jacket.

Looking at Ian as if the cat had dragged him in from the fields
outside Colin casually looked Ian in the eye. 'And so we meet
again. I should have known that you would show your face
again.'

'You owe the lady an apology and then I will speak to you
outside.' Ian said, still looking with murderous hate at Colin.
Hennie, who had crossed the floor at lan's side, was just helping
Elizabeth to her feet.

'Owe her an apology. She was literally begging for it and it's
not my fault that she wants me. What is it to you anyway?' Colin
replied. His animosity towards Ian flared up and he wanted to goad
him into action. Knowing that Ian would not start a fight in front
of the crowd that had stopped to watch he knew he could push the
limits. Insulting a lady in his presence was sure to draw a
reaction from any man worth his salt and to insult Elizabeth in
front of Ian was literally a red banner waved at a bull. Without
deigning to answer the insult Ian balled his right hand into a
tightly clenched fist and with all his pent up hatred he drove his
fist forward into the unprotected face before him. The music had
stopped playing and in the silent hush that surrounded them the
sickly thud could be heard as lan's fist connected against the
jawbone. Hennie with his massive arms grabbed Ian as he lunged
forward to pounce on Colin who lay flat on his back where the shock
of the punch had thrown him.



'No! Not here Ian. This is not the place!' Hennie urgently tried
to calm his friend down. Ian was still struggling to break free of
the restricting grip of Hennie's arms.


'What is going on here?' Jan's voice reached through the
doggedness of lan's attempt to reach Colin.

Somebody had called the big Afrikaner and he had hastened into
the barn to stop any fighting before it started. He was too late to
stop it from starting but nobody was going to argue with him that
he was going to stop it.

'Ian, what the bloody hell do you think you are doing?' Jan
demanded from him as he stood between Ian and Colin that was slowly
getting to his feet.

'Why don't you ask that idiot behind you, Oom Jan?' Ian
muttered between clenched teeth. 'He is the one that insulted your
daughter. I am merely protecting her from his unwanted
advances.'

'Now look old chap, you can say what you like but you cannot
call me an idiot!' Colin spoke again from behind Jan.

'You sir, I would suggest leave straight away and do not return.
You have had too much to drink and will regret this in the
morning.' Jan turned on Colin with a voice that could cut through a
steel bar.

'I will see him on his way.' Hennie offered his services and
took Colin by the arm. Jerking his arm away Colin turned on Ian
again. 'You think you are a big man hiding behind others. Why don't
we settle it my way?'

The challenge was out in the open. Everybody knew that one way
or another there was more bloodshed on the way. Ian could not turn
down the challenge and still walk with his head held high. Accusing
him of hiding behind other people just added to the insults that
Colin had forced upon Elizabeth.

Colin regretted the words as soon as he had spoken it. He may
have drunk a bit more brandy than was good for him. He had a reason
to do so. The loss of his money and the feeling of animosity
between Ian and himself from that first card game where Ian nearly
caught him cheating had made him reckless. When Ian had pulled him
from Elizabeth he had lashed out with his loose tongue before
thinking of the consequences. His aching jaw where Ian had
punched him had lifted the cloud of alcohol fumes and when referred
to as an idiot he had to retaliate.




The silence dragged on for what seemed hours but as Ian locked
eyes with Colin only a couple of seconds had passed.

'You called it now name it and I will be there!' Ian hissed
through his lips. He wanted to crush this excuse for a man in front
of him.

Grabbing Colin with a firmer grip between his strong fingers
Hennie started hauling Colin out of the barn.

Turning to Ian, Elizabeth who was still standing on the same
spot where Colin had tripped and fell on her exclaimed. 'Ian, don't
do it. It is all just a big misunderstanding.'

'Come on people. There is still a lot of time left before the
musician’s leaves and I have paid good money to let them entertain
you.' Jan said out loud to the crowd. Nodding to the musicians that
still stood on the makeshift stage they quickly started a cheerful
tune. Slowly the people turned away. The town would be full of
gossip in the morning, but the show was finished and there was
still a few single ladies looking for a dance partner. Jan's
attempt to revive the jolly atmosphere proved successful and
shortly the floor filled up with dancing couples.

Taking Elizabeth by the hand they crossed the dance floor and
Ian led her outside into the cool night air.

'Are you hurt?' Ian asked softly as they stood under the
sprawling branches of an avocado tree.

'No. I am fine. What are you going to do Ian?' Concern flashed
in Elizabeth's eyes as she looked up at him.

'I will have to meet him on his grounds, I cannot back out of it
darling Elizabeth. I am not a coward and I am sure that you can
understand that.'

'It is against the law to have duels Ian.'

'It is not a duel yet, he might settle it like a man with his
fists. It is only the Europeans that have duels.' As he said it the
realization hit Ian that it was exactly what Colin had in mind.
Stronger physically than Colin, Ian would have no problem dealing
out a good measurement of punishment to Colin. With a Mauser rifle
in his hands Ian could shoot an antelope through its brain at five
hundred paces.



Seeing the sudden flash of concern in his eyes Elizabeth felt a
shiver of premonition running down her spine. She could not
bear to see Ian get hurt. Their love was still too new to be wasted
on such a stupid thing as a duel.


Elizabeth knew that she would not be able to dissuade Ian from
this folly. Trekking across the veldt with the two wagons she
had seen the determination in Ian when faced with an
obstacle.

Not wanting to let him go she led him away into the
darkness. 

'Let us not waste the rest of the evening. Follow me.' Elizabeth
said to him. Following behind her Ian tried to suppress the
thoughts going through his mind. He would face whatever Colin threw
at him and he would gladly face the consequences after. Elizabeth
meant everything to him and he was not going to let the insults go
without proper punishment. If it were to be with dueling pistols
then he would just have to get some practice in before the event.
If it were to be with the long bladed swords then he would fight
him as if it were sticks. One way or another, if he was to give his
life, he would do so with a fight.

All thoughts of the impending duel fled from his mind as
Elizabeth closed the door to the stables behind her.

Ian had not taken any notice of where Elizabeth was leading him.
She threw the bolt attached to the inside and turned back to face
him.

The moonlight filtered through the slats in the wooden planks
that made up the walls of the stables. Going into an empty stable
Elizabeth pulled Ian down beside her. hi a sadistic sort of way the
whole thing had aroused her feminine feelings. Ian had come to her
aid and punched another man in defense of her honor. It was the
first time that anybody had stood up for her that way and after her
immediate concerns for Ian; her body had taken over and now
demanded satisfaction.

Placing her finger over lan's lips she prevented him from
speaking and slowly lay down on the fresh straw.

Their lips met and with a gentle probing of her tongue she
enticed lan's into her own mouth. The urgency of the kiss increased
and after a few moments Elizabeth had to withdraw her lips from
lan's crushing passion.



'I want you to take it slowly.' Elizabeth whispered and pushed
Ian onto his back. Gently she stroked her hand over the stubble on
his sun darkened hard face. Her hand trailed down and pulled his
shirt from his trousers. Running her hands back up his shirt she
undid all his buttons. Dark curls lay across his chest and she ran
her fingers through them.


Bringing her head down she lightly kissed his chest before
bringing her face up to his again.

His arms slid across her back as she laid herself down on him
and stroking her through her dress he passionately kissed her
again. He could feel himself stiffen with desire and tried to ease
himself into a less revealing position. Feeling him move under her
Elizabeth inched her hips downwards so that she could feel him
through her dress. She finally let him roll her over and with
practiced fingers she unclipped her dress. Pulling the dress over
her head she lay back down again.

Free from the restraints of her dress her breasts pointed up at
Ian and gently he cupped her breasts with his hands. Her nipples
immediately responded and pushed against the palms of his
hands.

Running his hands down he finally pulled the last piece of
Elizabeth's clothing away from her body and Ian sat back in wonder.
Elizabeth lay before his roving eyes in naked delight. She could
see that Ian was pleased with what he saw.

Taking off his clothes quickly Ian propped himself up with his
arms above Elizabeth and her hands searched for his erection.
Finding it she gently eased him into her already moist chamber.

Arching her back and thrusting with her hips she spurred Ian on
and not long after they both reached their climax. Afterwards they
lay locked in each other's arms. Their passion spent they lay
exhausted but satisfied and comfortable in each other’s loving
embrace.

Struggling to keep Colin subdued Hennie forcibly moved him up to
the entrance gate of the farm. Colin was desperately trying to
break free from the steel grip in which he was being held, but was
no match for Hennie that did physical labor each day. Calling one
of the servants over that was looking after the guests' horses
Colin's horse was quickly identified and brought over.



'I suggest that you withdraw your challenge.' Hennie tried to
reason with Colin. Ignoring him Colin climbed onto his horse.


'You will be thrown in jail if you continue with this challenge
and shoot somebody.' Hennie tried again but his patience was also
wearing thin.

'I am glad to see that you have so much faith in your friend
losing to me.' Colin replied from the safety of his horse. He knew
that he could easily outrun this Afrikaner if he wanted to get
physical like his friend.

'He could beat you with one hand tied behind his back.' Hennie
came to lan's defense. Feeling his confidence come back now that he
had a means of escape and room to think Colin weighed up the
options open to him.

'It is true that he could do that, but who is talking about a
beating. If I recall your words, you mentioned shooting.'

'Ian could outshoot any man whether standing still or riding a
horse. I have seen the evidence of more than one animal that has
fallen before his rifle.' Hennie replied. Clucking as if speaking
to a child Colin looked at Hennie. 'And he called me an idiot. What
I am suggesting is not a bloody game hunt, and quite frankly I
don't like him enough for him to take me into the bushes.' Colin
laughed at his own wit, until the effort of his moving jaw brought
back a sharp pain from where lan's fist landed. A flush of anger
crept out from under Hennie's shirt collar and stained his cheeks
as the blood rushed to the surface. Seeing that he had managed to
insult the man in front of him Colin pushed his advantage.

'Your friend should have watched what he was doing. I am sure
that you will speak for him.' Colin claimed from his elevated
position on the horse.

'What is it that you are saying then?' Hennie asked as the
realization hit him that he had just been chosen as lan's second to
the duel.

'It is my duty to name what and where, as Ian said, and my what,
is pistols. The where, is on the bluff on Monday morning. Tomorrow
is God's day and I don't fancy a killing on His day.' Colin
suddenly made up his mind.

'I will tell him.' Hennie knew that Ian did not have any
experience with pistols, as he had always preferred to hunt with a
rifle.



'Naturally if your friend cannot make it you will stand in for
him, and be it on his head if you fail.' Colin shouted over his
shoulder as he turned his horse and set off back to the lights of
the town.


Wearily Hennie turned back to the barn. It was his duty to
inform his friend that he had sealed his fate and possibly send him
to his death.

From underneath the shadows a few feet away a man silently stood
up. What he had learned tonight would definitely be worth a few
more gold coins than was originally agreed. Black Jim would indeed
be pleased with the turn of events this evening.

Hennie looked all over for Ian but could not find him and as he
had lost his appetite for the festivities that were still raging in
the barn he turned back to the buggy that he and Ian came in.

Slumping in the seat Hennie was feeling ill to the stomach. He
had heard reports of duels that occurred in Cape Town under the
foot of Table Mountain. The English influence on the Cape Town
population was ten times as much as it was in Durban. Duels were
illegal in since the eighteenth century and were considered a
barbaric way in which to settle an argument. That did not stop the
men from doing it though and in private duels was considered the
gentlemanly way to claim victory over your opponent. As the music
rolled over Hennie where he sat on the buggy, he recalled some of
the grizzly stories that he had been told. Men carved open with a
sword or shot through the stomach to die a painful death. Fair
enough, most men had seen death during the first skirmishes with
the English and the Zulu's and duels had not been fought for years.
Still the challenge was made and accepted and there was no way to
back out of it now.

Hennie was still sitting with his head on his shoulders when Ian
came up to the buggy. After saying good-bye to Elizabeth and
leaving her under the watchful eye of her mother he had gone in
search of Hennie to find him sitting on the buggy.

'Why are you looking so worried?' Ian asked Hennie as he jumped
onto the seat of the buggy next to Hennie.

'I finished the conversation you had with Colin earlier.' Hennie
turned towards Ian. 'I am sorry to tell you but I don't have a
choice.'



'What are you on about?' Ian was still in seventh heaven after
his stolen time with Elizabeth and had not given the earlier
threats any more thought.


'The time and place. Remember?'

lan's mind focused again and he could feel the blood drain from
his face. Seeing that the penny had dropped Hennie continued.

'We have to meet him at the bluff two days from now, and his
choice of weapon is the pistols.'

On the way back to Durban Hennie and Ian rode in silence. The
darkness surrounded them and neither was in the mood for
conversation.

After dropping Hennie off, Ian finally reached home. His
parent's bedroom lay in darkness and carefully so as not to wake
them he made his way to his own bedroom. It had all happened so
fast for him that evening that he still had trouble bringing it all
in order.

His relationship with his parents was better than it had been in
the last twenty-six years since he took his first breath at birth.
For the first time ever the bank manager owed him money instead of
the other way around. He had hunted and fallen in love with the
vastness of the open grassland and mountain ranges of the northern
territories of Southern-Africa. He had travelled and seen most
sights that some people could only dream of seeing. He had met and
fallen hi love with a beautiful young woman and tonight for the
first time he had tasted the forbidden fruit that she had to offer.
He was getting formally engaged to her in one week's time.

He had worked out and discussed the fine details of setting up a
profitable business and he was sure that with his father's contacts
he would be able to purchase property at a very reasonable price to
build Elizabeth the dream home that she deserved. All his future
lay spread out before him. He was young and apart from his right
leg, physically strong and healthy. Why then had this sword of
Damocles descended upon him? What had happened to bring him to,
probably, one day from a death sentence? One man’s greed for money
and love of alcohol, and unfailing belief in his attraction to the
female population.

That was the full reason for his predicament. Pistols at twenty
paces with a man who has had training in the back streets of London
with notorious villains, against himself.



He never had any use for handheld firearms and therefore apart
from the occasional shooting with his father’s hand carved
ivory handle, percussion pistols he had no experience that he
could rely on.


After drifting of in the small hours of the morning Ian woke up
before the sun had time to rise.

It was Sunday and he had promised Elizabeth that he would
accompany her to the Dutch Reformed Church situated in the
centre of the town. There were probably the same amount of
churches as pubs because the Afrikaner Volk believed in their bible
as much as the English believed in their Sunday
Roast. Going for an early walk Ian strolled along the beach as
the sun came up. It was nearly December and the sun cast warm
rays across his face. Drinking in the freshness of the early
morning breeze that was blowing in from the sea, Ian finally made
up his mind. If he were to die he would do so with dignity and
courage. In any case who said that Colin was going to be
quicker than he was.

With a new set to his shoulders Ian strolled back up the
promenade and went back to his

parent's house. Peter was already up and bossing the
servants around to get breakfast sorted out.

'You are up early. Thought you would still have been in bed
after the party last night.' Peter greeted Ian in his usual
brisk manner.

Foregoing niceties Ian turned to his father. ‘I would like to
speak to you in the study please father.'

'Why, I have not even had anything to drink yet?' Ian did not
reply and just stood there looking back at Peter.

Seeing the determined set in his jaws Peter instinctively
realized the gravity of the request.

'Come with me.' Turning back to the flustered servant trying to
make the coffee and breakfast Peter told her to bring the coffee to
the study.

Sitting down at his Louis XIV imported desk Peter made an
imposing figure, but Ian hardly noticed as he closed the door to
the study behind them.

Ian had made up his mind about the possibilities and options
open to him for the next two days. 




Without pre-amble Ian told Peter. ‘I have been challenged to a
duel tomorrow and I intend to honor it.'

On his empty stomach the words came as a shock to the big man
across from him. Peter had never known Ian to tell a lie when the
cards were down and the shock registered on his face. Before Peter
had a chance to recover Ian continued.

'I have not come to you to try and talk me out of it. The other
man is a Colin Harris that travelled here from Cape Town. It
happened last night at the dance and I have to meet him tomorrow
morning.'

Still not recovered from the harsh reality of the words Peter
mumbled softly. 'Why?' Relating the card incident first and the
mutual feeling of animosity Ian ended by telling Peter of the
ultimatum set by Colin.

'If I do not do this then Hennie has to stand in for me and I
will not let that happen. That is not the point though. He has
insulted the lady that I wish to make my wife and I would not be
able to call myself a man if I do not do this.'

Reaching across the table Peter laid his hand on top of lan's
where he had his hands spread on the desk. Close affection had
never played a part in their relationship and Ian saw how much this
had affected his father. As an only child Peter and Anna had as
much to lose as anybody else should he fail!

'If you are certain that you must do this then you must love
this Elizabeth a lot.' Peter said.

'With all my heart and that is why I wanted to talk to you.'

A knock at the door interrupted them and Ian got up to open the
door. Taking the coffee from the maid he placed it on the big desk
and poured them both a strong cup of coffee.

'What is it that you want me to do?' Peter asked after he had
finished half his coffee in the mug.

'If I lose tomorrow then I want you to make certain that
Elizabeth does not have a need for anything. There is enough money
in my account to last for a few years, but not enough for a
lifetime. I have drawn up plans to open a fish market and all the
indications are there that it would be a great success.'

The cool, calculated way in which Ian spoke assured Peter that
Ian had worked out all the odds and he listened attentively.



'I want you to go ahead with the plans and I want Hennie to run
it for me. The profits would ensure that Elizabeth is well taken
care of.'


'I would do that, but what if you shoot him? The law would hunt
you down like a dog until you are hanged for murder.' Peter asked
the anxious question. Either way, he would lose his son and how
would he explain it to Anna? His wife would be furious with him if
she knew that he did nothing to prevent this.

'If I managed to shoot him I will take Elizabeth with me and go
somewhere that I cannot be found. Somewhere that is so big that you
could travel within a few miles of where I am and still not find
me. Eventually the law would forget about me and I am sure that
with Colin's reputation it would soon be swept under the carpet.
That is however a chance that I cannot take straight away and will
have to run first.'

'You cannot take Elizabeth with you when you run.' Peter pointed
out to Ian. Peter took a moment to digest lan's words.

'If you are planning on going where I think you are going you
will need to do so with speed. Elizabeth will slow you down and you
will put her unnecessarily in danger.' Pulling the thick folder
from his briefcase where it was propped up on the floor behind the
desk Peter took the pile of land grants and laid it on the table in
front of Ian.

'Land grants issued by the government from the south at
Leydenburg up to the borders of Matabele Land. In the west from the
Witfontein Mountains over the Zoutpans mountains and across the
Limpopo River in the East.'

Ian looked at the pile of land grants in front of him. Each came
with a separate map attached and leafing through them he quickly
spotted the area where he had turned around after the last elephant
hunt. Rubbing his crippled leg without thought he replayed the
scenes in his mind. He had not seen all of that area and that was
as far as he had travelled. It made sense then that he should go
back there. Back to where he had turned around. Symbolically that
was the turning point in his life that had led him to the present
where he was sitting in front of the desk across from his
father.

'Why are you showing me this?' Ian asked his father. It had only
brought back memories and Ian could not see how this would
influence the decisions that he had to make.



'If you come out of this alive you will need to settle down
somewhere and if you


choose a piece of land now, and then you can return there and
legally live until your return.'

Peter pointed out the possibilities to Ian.

Pulling out the land grant again that Ian had spotted earlier he
laid it in front of his father. 'Consider this one then as
sold.'

'I will register it for you tomorrow morning as soon as the
offices open.' 'One more thing father. Please do not tell mother
until after tomorrow. I will say my good bye to her in my own way
this evening.'

After Ian had closed the study door behind him Peter sat with
his eyes closed behind the desk. His lips moved without a
sound and after a few minutes a strangled sob accompanied the
Amen that ended his prayer. He would not go to church this
morning. His future and that of his family had irrevocably
changed hi the study that morning and nothing would ever be
the same.

Ian had foregone breakfast and after dressing in his Sunday suit
he had made his way to the church just in time to meet
Elizabeth at the front door. The dominee preached
from the pulpit but most of the words slipped past Ian as he
sat next to Elizabeth. The words had an empty hollow ring to
them and formed part of a world of normality that had no part
in lan's considerations. Elizabeth shone with radiance after
last night and Ian could feel the glow of love every time that
Elizabeth looked at him. Time was getting short and he had a
lot of preparations to make.

As soon as the service had finished Ian led Elizabeth to a
secluded bench on the green lawns of the church. It took
a lot of explaining and the tears were running down her cheeks when
Ian had finished talking.

'I will wait for you, my love.' Was all that Elizabeth could
finally utter without bursting into uncontrollable
emotions. With his heart breaking in two Ian gently wiped the
glistening tears from her cheeks and with a last fare well
kiss on her soft, trembling lips Ian stood up. The green grass
lay in the summer heat and the birds were singing their songs in
the branches of a nearby tree.



Walking away from Elizabeth was the hardest thing he had ever
done, but he knew that if he did not do it then he would never be
able to face Colin Harris.


Elizabeth stayed on the park bench and was joined by Ruth a
short while later. Seeing her daughter hi tears Ruth immediately
wanted an explanation, hi halting sentences Elizabeth told her and
the two women both shed tears. One for the impending loss of her
love and the other for the heart ache that her flesh and blood had
to endure once again.

Gideon opened the doors to his shop in reply to a repeated
banging.

'I am not open today, go away!' He shouted before realizing that
Colin Harris was the insistent knocker. Pushing his way past
Gideon, Colin made his way into the shop.

'I am not here to purchase anything. I am here to make you an
offer.'

'For the love of God. It is Sunday morning and I had a late
night last night.'

'Then I won't keep you long. I require your presence tomorrow
morning at first light and will pay you good money for it.'

'Colin, I assure you that you are a valued customer and the
occasional card game are a fine way to spend time with you, but why
on earth would I want to be up at the crack of dawn for you and get
paid for it.'

Looking across the shop floor at the wares displayed on the
shelves Colin made a quick assessment of the worth of the shop.
Glancing back at Gideon he opened his tobacco pouch and removed his
matches. Flicking the tip against the shop counter the match
spluttered and then flared. Holding the match in front of Gideon's
face he slowly moved it back and forth.

'It would be a great pity if you did not have a shop at all, now
would it.' Colin said softly looking Gideon in the eye.

Realizing his precarious position and the veiled threat Gideon
felt pushed into a comer. The shop was his only means of income and
he could not afford to lose it.

'What do you want me to do?' Gideon asked, hating himself for
capitulating so easily.

'Now that is more like it. I must say that it is a lot easier to
talk when someone is willing to listen.' Colin dropped the match on
the floor and with the heel of his polished shoe ground the flame
out.



Explaining why he needed his assistance Colin also made Gideon
promise that he would go over to Hennie's house and finalize the
details and to find out if the challenge had been accepted in
full.


Gideon did not like the idea of standing in Colin's corner for
this duel but the thought of losing his shop was too much to bear
and so with a heavy sigh he promised to seek Colin out later in the
day after he had been to see Hennie.

With his father’s pistols in his saddlebags Ian had met up with
Hennie after leaving Elizabeth on the church bench and the two of
them had ridden a couple of miles out of town to a secluded spot.
Shot after shot rang out as Ian familiarized himself with the grip
of the pistol. This was the only practice that he was likely to
get.

The glass bottles stacked in the loose sand proved a very
elusive target and shot after shot went either too high or to the
side. In disgust Ian sat down next to Hennie.

'It is absolutely pointless trying to shoot this damned thing.
You cannot aim properly and there is nothing to steady the aim
either.'

Hennie would not class himself as an expert shot but had a bit
more experience than Ian in hand pistols. He had sat silently
watching Ian as he let off shot after shot.

'First of all, your stance is wrong. You need to stand sideways
instead of full on. That way you present a smaller target, and it
is also easier to aim.' Taking the pistol from Ian, Hennie
demonstrated what he meant.

'You need to extend your arm at full length and lock out your
elbow so that you form a straight line with your arm. If your arm
is bent then your aim is likely to be thrown off to the side when
you pull the trigger.' Once again Hennie made the movements while
Ian watched him closely.

Placing his middle finger on the trigger Hennie kept the index
finger pointed straight along the barrel. Showing Ian the position
of his fingers he explained that the easiest way to aim a handgun
was to point the barrel with your index finger as you would point
at an object. Bringing the sights level to his eyes Hennie pointed
the pistol at one of the closer bottles and pulled the trigger. The
gunpowder ignited and with a bang the lead ball shattered the glass
bottle. 'Now you do it.' Hennie gave the weapon back to Ian.



After a few practices Ian reloaded the pistol and took aim. It
felt a bit awkward pulling the trigger with his middle finger, but
after the glass bottle smashed into a thousand pieces and
scattering the floor like industrial diamond chips, lan's
confidence grew. Very soon the pointing and shooting became easier
and Ian improved with each shot. Eventually they were forced to
pack up the remaining lead balls and powder and make their way back
to town.


When they reached Hennie's house they saw Gideon had made
himself comfortable on the stoep. The stoep was a
wide concrete extension on the front of the house and Hennie had
placed a bench on it to sit and have his evening beer whilst
watching the sun go down after a hard day at the warehouse.
Standing up from the bench Gideon met them at the steps leading up
to the stoep.

Wiping nervous sweat from his brow he looked from one to the
other. He finally blurted out his reason for being there.

'It is not your fault for being here.' Ian immediately grasped
the situation. 'You were forced into this as we have, so let us
make the best of a bad situation and get on with the details.'

Relieved that he did not have to face the wrath of Hennie or the
considerable influence of the Smith family should Ian not make it,
Gideon and Hennie hammered out the details while Ian sat brooding
in the corner of the lounge sipping at a brandy. An hour had passed
before the final details were agreed and Gideon immediately
left.

'We will use the pistols that you practiced with today.' Hennie
said to Ian as he poured himself a brandy. 'It will give you a
slight advantage.'

Nothing more could be said between them and with heavy tread Ian
got up on his horse and left for home.

The streets were busy emptying as Ian made his way home and the
impending darkness threatened to rip him apart.

Making his way up to the house he could see that his father and
mother were still busy in the kitchen. Peter had insisted that they
wait with dinner until Ian got back. Anna was busy steaming the
vegetables as Ian entered and looking up at him Anna scolded him
for taking this long to get home.



'I don't know what the matter with your father is.' Anna said to
Ian as he hung his jacket over the hook behind the kitchen door.
'He's been walking around the house like a wounded buffalo and
chased the servant’s home early. Now I have to cook the dinner as
if I do not have anything else to do.' Ian did not reply and sat
down at the table opposite his father.

'What is the matter with you?' Anna turned on Ian.

'Nothing mother. How was your day?' Ian tried to make
conversation. It seemed to work and while Anna finished the dinner
she told the two silent men about the new sewing machine that one
of the ladies at her tea club had imported from America. Easy to
handle and so quick that you could make a dress in one day, the new
Singer Sewing Machine was all the fashion.

Looking across at his father Ian nodded and said to his mother.
'I will have one imported for you also mother.' Peter understood
what the nod meant and would make the arrangements on behalf of
Ian.

'Don't be silly.' Anna exclaimed. 'They are much too expensive
to buy for no reason at all.'

'Consider it your Christmas present.' Ian lovingly stood up and
gave his mother a hug.

'You are in a generous mood.' Anna accepted the present without
putting up any further argument.

The conversation flowed easily and as dinner was drawing to an
end Ian informed Anna that he would be leaving before sunrise the
next morning.

'What on earth for?' Anna demanded to know.

The first thing that came to mind was a fishing trip and a
mollified Anna immediately made plans to pack Ian a picnic
basket.

'Can't have you getting hungry out there on the beach.' Anna
said. Saying good night his father clasped his hand firmly before
turning away. Giving his mother another big hug Ian whispered to
her. 'Thank you for everything.' Sensing his somber mood Anna
wanted to ask him if he was feeling well, but before she could do
so Ian had firmly closed the door to his bedroom.
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New Chapter



CHAPTER10

The two men stood side by side overlooking the sea. Ian could
not sleep and in the false

light of pre-dawn had woken up Hennie. Both stood in the natural
clearing on the highest

point of the Bluff. Overlooking Durban and the sea the
breathtaking view had been

admired by many. The sun had not yet risen above the horizon but
the absolute darkness

of night had been replaced by the greyness of dawn. Clouds on
the horizon were edged

with an orange red glow as the sun crept slowly from its bed.
The uninformed visitor

would be excused for thinking that there was an island
stretching across the far distance

as the clouds lay on the salty waters of the Indian Ocean.

The birds woke up slowly and every now and then the birdsong
broke the pregnant

silence that hung over the two silent figures.

Their horses were tethered to a nearby tree and they stood
grazing the soft sweet grass at

their feet.

The promise of a new clear morning filled the air and slowly the
distant islands

evaporated as the sun made its weary climb into the sky.

The first rays came so slowly as not to be noticeable. The
dewdrops hanging on the tips of

the longer stalks of grass caught the sun's rays and the light
reflected in a prism of

brilliant rainbow colors, bouncing from them as if begging to be
let loose to play.

The still cool night air would soon be replaced by the
sweltering humid heat of a bright

summer's morning. Taking advantage of the cool air the birdsong
increased and the

flutter of wings could be heard as the early risers came down
from their nests to scour the

ground for the tasty earthworms.

'What a fine morning to die.' Ian said looking at Hennie next to
him.

'The morning is too fine to die for, so I hope that you are not
intending to find out.' Hennie replied without taking his eyes from
the horizon.

Ian had made peace with himself and stood facing the rising sun.
All that was left was a numb feeling in the pit of his stomach. He
had spent the long hours of the night in his room getting his
emotions under control and succeeded to suppress all other
thoughts. The first indication of someone else being present was
when lan's horse whinnied at the smell of another horse.




Turning in the direction of the footpath that had led them to
the summit Ian looked back over the trail. The dancing shadows
under the trees and shrubs made it difficult to spot the
approaching horses and not before they entered the natural clearing
did Ian see them. Colin Harris and Gideon rode side by side.
Dressed in his best clothing Colin made a dashing figure. The
shirt was crisply ironed and the trousers were starched to
perfection.

His shoes where they pushed through the stirrups reflected the
sunlight from it where it has been polished. Gideon made
for a rather different picture as he sat with ill at ease in the
saddle. Not a horseman his flabby stomach bounced
uncomfortably with each step that the horse took.

A slight sheen of sweat had already formed on his forehead from
the exertion to get here and he could not look into lan's eyes
as they drew up next to them. Dismounting gracefully Colin
handed the reins to Gideon who with obvious relief to
his battered backside had slid off the saddle of his own
horse.

Walking past them Colin stood at the edge of the cliff and took
in the same view that Hennie and Ian had been admiring not
that long ago. Gideon tied the horses next to those of Hennie
and Ian and mopping his brow with a handkerchief that he
pulled from his pocket he made his way back to Ian and
Hennie. Not a word had yet been said between them and with a
slight surprise Ian felt the uncontrollable urge to laugh out
loud. The tension had returned when he saw them approaching,
but the silence proved too comical in the circumstances. 

As Gideon approached them Ian could not hold it in anymore and
spinning around to face them Colin stared horrified at Ian as
he broke into a laugh so loud that the birds fluttered in the
trees above and flew away.

7 am facing a madman' Colin's thoughts raced through
his mind. Up to now he really thought that he would be able to
intimidate Ian with his display of bravado, but this man that stood
in front of him was standing there laughing. As though he was in
the ringside seats of a travelling circus, being squirted with
water by a clown, Ian let the uncontrollable laughter roll from his
lips. Colin felt the panic rising in him. Like a spider spinning
his web with golden thread the fear spread from his gut.



I should have kept my mouth shut and stabbed a knife in his
heart on a dark lonely night.' Colin turned away
again, his thoughts racing like a thoroughbred horse through his
head. He was not going to show them the effect had on him.


Recognizing the laughter as a nervous reaction to the situation,
Hennie stepped forward and took Gideon by the elbow.

'Let's get this over with!' He threw the words at Gideon. At
that moment he hated Gideon as much as he did Colin by the pure
association between them. Gideon was as shocked by the laugh coming
from Ian as the rest of them and Hennie had to pull him by his arm
to get him out of earshot of the other two.

Ian had stopped laughing and walked slowly to his horse that was
chewing a particularly nice mouthful of the sweet grass. Scratching
the horse between the ears Ian brought himself under control.

Hearing Hennie calling to him he made his way over to him.
Hennie had spread a saddle blanket on the still damp grass and on
it he had placed the carved dark ebony wooden box on it. Ian had
always admired the intricate design of birds and animals on the
wooden box and many a time when his father were not at home Ian had
slipped into the study to look at it. Inside the box the matching
pair of pistols with the carved handles lay on a velvet cushion. It
was lying wrapped up safely on the kitchen table this morning with
a note from lan's father.

Colin had already taken his place in front of the blanket and
looked on dispassionately as Hennie opened up the case.

'You have the choice of which weapon you would like to use.'
Hennie looked at Colin.

Shrugging his shoulders nonchalantly Colin pointed out the one
on the left and spoke for the first time. 'That one will do just
fine.'

By default the other pistol was taken out and laid on the
blanket on the right hand side of the blanket where Ian stood.

'The rules as agreed by Gideon and myself will be as follow.'
Hennie took charge of the situation again. Gideon had gladly left
the responsibility to Hennie to stipulate and organize the
duel.



'I will load the pistols in your presence. Each pistol is to be
loaded with exactly the same amount of powder, a cloth of the same
size to follow and then a lead ball of the same size and weight.'
Hennie continued.


Nodding their agreement Hennie proceeded with the rules. 'Before
I hand you the weapons you will stand with your backs against each
other facing the north and the east. That way the sun would not be
beneficial to either one.'

'Once I have placed the weapons in your hands I will count at a
slow count up to twenty. Once I have reached the count of twenty
you will remain in your position facing away from each other. Is
that understood gentleman?'

Nodding their heads both Ian and Colin agreed. Hennie had never
done this before but had obviously put a lot of thought in it to
make it as fair as possible.

'After a slight pause where Gideon and I will assure ourselves
that the correct distance has been walked and that you are not
attempting any foul play I will give the command to shoot. Upon
hearing the command to shoot you may turn at your discretion and
discharge your weapon. You may only have one attempt and should
neither one of you die after the first shot, the argument will be
considered settled in full. A second shot is not allowed.' Again
Hennie asked for confirmation that Ian and Colin understood the
rules and when both nodded their heads Hennie finished the
instructions.

'Gentleman, I have to ask you if you are not willing to resolve
this situation without bloodshed. An apology from both would be
sufficient.'

Looking across at Colin, Ian could see that there was not going
to be any chance of an apology and turned back to Hennie.

'Only if he does so publicly will I accept an apology!'

'Are you afraid to finish this like a man, that you are asking
me for an apology now?' Colin taunted Ian. He did not like the
laugh from earlier and still felt the icy fingers of fear crawling
through him. There was no reasonable way to back out of this
without losing everything and he did not intend to do so now. All
his life other people with higher authority than him had made his
decisions for him and this was one time that he was not going to be
pushed into running away. Ignoring the jibe Ian turned back to
Hennie. 'Please carry on my friend.'



'Do you both agree before witnesses that should you die today
the verdict as witnessed by myself and Gideon would be self-defense
for the other party concerned?' Again waiting for their reply
before carrying on Hennie silently pulled two more pistols from his
coat.


'What is this all about?' Colin cried out in alarm.

'This is for Gideon and me. Gideon will cover Ian with his
pistol and I will cover you Mr. Harris.' Hennie answered refusing
to be intimidated by Colin.

'Should either one of you turn and attempt to shoot the other
person while his back is turned to you, Gideon or I will shoot
first.'

'I am sorry, Ian. I have to if you don't do as Hennie said.'
Gideon spoke to Ian directly for the first time that morning.

Refusing to meet lan's eye Gideon busied himself loading the
pistols that was to be used by himself and Hennie.

Hennie started loading the matching pistols and Colin and Ian
stood as though they were two executioners before the two kneeling
forms in front of them on the blanket. Satisfied with the loading
of the two weapons Hennie stood up with the slowness of a man twice
his age. He had loaded the instruments of death and one of the two
men in front of him might die because of it. The burden was heavy
on his shoulders as he stood facing them.

Pushing the spare pistol that Gideon handed him into his
waistband, Hennie turned to the two men before him.

'Take your positions please!' If he were to be part of this
whole sordid affair he would conduct the last phase with the same
dignity as he started off with. Squaring his shoulders he followed
Colin and Ian as they made their way to the flattest area on the
grassy plateau.

'Take your weapon!' With their backs inches apart Hennie spoke
directly to them for the last time. Reaching out with their arms
Hennie placed the pistols firmly into their hands.

'On my mark, one… '

'Two… '



The lush grass dulled the footsteps and only Hennie's voice
could be heard as he counted the paces out clearly.


The horses, blissfully unaware of the drama playing out before
them, continued to graze unaffected. Below them on the clear blue
waters of the ocean a lonely fisherman was rowing his boat out into
the gentle swells. He wanted to catch that big potato bass that had
been eluding him for so long. The potato bass with a casual flick
of its tail decided to leave the coral reef earlier than usual and
as unaware of this as the fisherman was of the four people high
above him he continued rowing his boat out to sea where he thought
the bass was waiting.

'Twelve… '

'Thirteen… '

'Fourteen… '

A stray cloud drifted across the sun and for a moment a shadow
flitted across the grass in front of the black bird as he looked
for a juicy worm. Distracted by the shadow he failed to notice the
worm as it showed itself for a second above the ground. It was a
missed opportunity because the worm was fat and juicy and as long
as the bird was tall. A rabbit disturbed by the human voices that
morning decided to go to a quieter place to enjoy the heat of the
sun, and without seeing the falcon soaring high above him set out
for the rocky outcrop that was already basked in the sunlight. It
was too far away from his burrow for safety, but throwing caution
to the wind he settled down in the sunlight, not noticing the
falcon folding its wings flat against its sleek streamlined
body.

'Twenty… '

The tension in his muscles was like a coiled spring and Ian
prepared himself for the command to shoot. More than a few times he
had stood down the charge of a wild animal and as always, calmness
came over him as he waited. It was no different than a charging
elephant or a raging lion. When he turned around he will have a
split second to aim and pull the trigger.

Colin angled himself slightly sideways in anticipation. The more
he could turn at an angle the less the target area would be. He
knew that he had underestimated Ian and willing himself to await
the voice of Hennie the sweat trickled down from his hairline.

'Shoot!'



Simultaneously the two men turned to face each other. Colin with
the agility borne of desperation pulled his trigger a fraction
quicker than Ian and the lead ball flew in a straight line out
of the barrel towards Ian. Ian as he turned caught the heel of
his right boot on the grassy roots that protruded just above
the ground and his weakened ankle forced an abrupt halt to his
turn. The reflex action of pulling the trigger occurred
without natural thought and the lead ball flew past the
oncoming lead ball within a couple of inches.


The sudden stop in his turn had spoiled the aim of his lead ball
and as it whistled past Colin's ear he could feel the wind
whiplash his eardrums. The lead ball that Colin had fired from
the pistol ran straight towards the spot where lan's chest
would have been. The sudden stop in the turn had saved lan's life
and with a sickening thud the bullet entered into the flesh of
his upper arm. Not connecting with any bones the ball ripped
its way through the flesh and muscle and made a clean exit out
the back of his arm. The force of it flung Ian backwards and
he landed on the soft grass.

Lowering his pistol to his side Colin started walking towards
Ian. 'Stay where you are!' Hennie shouted at Colin and
sprinted over the grass to where Ian tried to push himself upright.
His arm felt numb and he could see the bleeding staining the sleeve
of his shirt. The pain would come later, but Ian could move his arm
and he realized that it was only a minor wound.

Hennie reached Ian and pushing him back down onto the grass he
did a cursory examination after ripping the sleeve away from the
wound.

'You are a lucky man, Ian Smith. You completely missed him but
at least you are still alive.' Hennie grinned from ear to ear.

'Thank you for your concern, you rogue!' Ian said as he
subjected himself to Hennie's rough hands as he wound a
handkerchief around his arm and tied the ends with a nod. Colin
still stood with the pistol in his hand as Ian and Hennie made
their way to him after getting up.

Gideon had also joined them and shoving the spare pistol into
Hennie's hand he turned towards his horse.



'Next time find somebody else to bully into your corner. I still
do not want any part of


this.' Gideon shouted at Colin and mounting his horse he set of
downhill and soon disappeared between the low scrub and dense
trees. Extending his hand Ian looked at Colin. As a man he had
faced Colin and willing to bury the hatchet he had extended
the hand of truce.

Lowering his eyes to the extended hand Colin suddenly shoved the
pistol into lan's hand and turning away said over his shoulder
to Ian. 'Nobody won, we are not finished yet!'

With a look of contempt Ian turned away. He was not going to
follow up the challenge. There was more than one way to skin a
cat and he did not have to face death to get rid of this
pompous Englishman. His father had more than enough contacts with
the local officials to ensure Colin Harris would regret living
in Durban.

Hennie had packed away the pistols and they turned their horses
away from the solitary figure on the top of the hill
overlooking the sea. It was half an hour back to Durban
and Ian had a lot of things to do.

For a while Colin remained on the hill above Durban and
eventually he turned around and started his return journey back
down the hill. Snaking through the hill the footpath skirted around
the big trees and outcrops of rock formations. As Colin went past
one of the rock formations a voice suddenly spoke out above
him.

'Very impressive performance this morning, mister!'

The sudden voice had startled Colin as he was deep in thought.
He jerked sideways in the saddle searching for the voice.

'Who are you? Show yourself?' Colin shouted to the boulders that
blocked his view. Stepping out from a behind a big boulder Black
Jim looked down on Colin.

'Don't you recognize me, mister?' Black Jim replied.

'I know you, you run the bar in town.' Colin looked puzzled. His
immediate concerns gave way to a puzzled expression and a frown
creased his forehead.

'That's right, and if you remember me then you surely remember
young Heather in the back room.' Black Jim looked down at Colin
from the advantage of the boulders.



'That was an accident. She stole my money.' Colin's frown
deepened as he tried to figure out the reason for Black Jim
confronting him about it. She was just some prostitute that got
what she deserved.


'Now the way that I see it is completely different.' Black Jim
clucked his tongue at Colin.

'She would not harm a fly that one and she definitely did not
steal from you.'

'I assume then that you have brought my money back because I
cannot see any other reason for you to creep up on me like this?'
Colin replied warily.

Out of the folds of his big coat Black Jim suddenly pulled out a
Colt New Model Peacemaker .45 caliber revolver.

The solid frame, rod ejecting, six shot revolver had an
invincible reputation as a reliable weapon and was widely used in
the worlds armed forces.

'Now that is where you are dead wrong, mister. I brought you a
little gift with compliments. You see, people like you treat people
like her like they don't matter and you did it once too many.'

Seeing the revolver appear in Black Jim's hand, made Colin
realize that for him the day had not yet been resolved. The only
difference was that he did not have any means of defending himself
this time.

The thick foliage that was all around them softened the
explosion of gunpowder. This time, however the bullet did not fly
past his ear. It entered Colin's left flank just above the kidney
as he tried to spur his horse forward. The lead bullet travelled
across the ribcage splintering it on impact, and was deflected to
the bowel area before lodging firmly against the pelvic bone on his
right side. The splinters from the ribcage punctured Colin's spleen
and immediate internal bleeding started. The horse that he sat on
was subjected for the second time that morning to the loud bangs of
firing weapons and its nerves were already frayed as thin as
paper.

Rearing itself on its hind legs it threw Colin off balance and
rolling backward Colin fell out of the saddle onto the hard
footpath underneath him.

Black Jim slowly climbed down the boulders and coming to a stop
in front of Colin he looked down at him.



'I made a promise that you will not get away with it, and Black
Jim never makes a promise he can't keep.' Without glancing back
Black Jim set off down the footpath to town. Somebody would find
Colin there later on because it is a favorite climb for the more
adventurous and people were always on the hill.


Colin lay in stunned shock for a few minutes before his senses
kicked in. He knew that he had been wounded badly but the pain was
bearable if he did not move. He could feel the ground underneath
him getting wet with the blood draining from his wound. With as
little effort as possible Colin rolled over onto his stomach and
with an effort he tried to raise himself to his feet. At the effort
to rise up on his feet the little splinter tore further into his
spleen and the internal bleeding started to increase. Swinging his
right leg forward to start walking a sharp pain shot through his
right side from his foot up to his face as the lodged lead bullet
grated against his pelvic bone at the socket. A scream of agony
burst from his lips and with no leg to support him Colin crashed
back onto the footpath. A tear of frustration formed in the corner
of his eye and irritated with himself Colin wiped it away with the
sleeve of his tunic.

The sun had risen high enough to penetrate the canopy of leaves
above Colin and he could feel the perspiration dropping from his
face as he grunted in effort to sit up. He started feeling dizzy
and very thirsty.

Colin knew that to stay there would mean certain death and
clawing his fingers he grabbed the tufts of grass next to the
footpath and tried to drag himself forward. He gained only a few
feet and collapsed in exhaustion on the floor. This time the tears
that formed in his eyes were those of pain. Unable to wipe them of
he looked at the little balls of mud that formed as his tears mixed
with the dry dirt. Pulling himself forward again Colin could hear
the blood sloshing around in his abdominal cavity and with a sigh
he sat back down again. This was one battle he was not going to
win. The sun baked down on him and the blood flowing from the wound
congealed into a dark damp mess on the ground. Blue flies buzzed
around it and greedily wiped their front paws together in
preparation of the feast. Half an hour after Black Jim had walked
away from him Colin slumped back against the ground for the last
time. Closing his eyes he drifted into death as easily as he had
laughed at it.



Another hour had passed before a black boy wandered up the
footpath. Seeing the white man lying dead in front of him he
felt no remorse. He hated the whites as much as the whites
hated him. Searching through the pockets he took everything that
was found rolling loose, before setting off back to town.


Black Jim had closed the doors to his bar carefully behind him
and pulling a bag of corns from his pocket he handed it to the
man that sat patiently in the chair. The information he had
brought Black Jim could not have been better. Who would have
thought that Colin would get drunk at a dance and challenge
somebody to a duel? It was information that Black Jim was glad
to pay for and with a final handshake the man left the bar again
as inconspicuously as he had entered it.

Ian and Hennie had made their way slowly back to the warehouse.
He knew that his father would be there and that he would
anxiously be waiting to hear from him. He needed to have a
bath and shave before he could go to Elizabeth. Walking into
the warehouse his father pulled them into the office.

Hennie took it upon himself to tell Peter what had happened, and
pushing the coffee to one side Peter opened up the bottle of
brandy standing on the sideboard. After a generous helping he
handed each one a glass.

'The police came looking for you earlier.' Peter looked at
Ian.

'The gossip has reached the ears of the law and they wanted to
get hold of you before you could do something stupid.'

'It is not yet over father, he still refused to accept a truce
and I am afraid that he will try to do something again.' Ian
replied.

'I suppose you are right. He will have to be stopped. Leave it
to me and I will see what I can do. I suppose you won't need the
services of Samson any longer?' Peter asked Ian. Peter explained
that he had packed a survival bag with some dried biltong,
cured game meat, and lan's rifle along with a couple of fresh
horses. Samson had left town earlier that morning and taken the
road north to Stanger in case Ian needed to make a quick getaway.
With a grin spreading on his face Ian said that he probably would
not and seeing as to how the road to Stanger goes past the turn off
to the Fouche farm that he would tell Samson himself.



After finishing his brandy Ian went back home to have a hot
bath. There was a young lady waiting for him and he was not going
to let her wait any longer than what was necessary.


Colin's horse had made its own way back to the stables. His
nerves had caused him to panic and when the weight was thrown from
him as he had reared up his only thought was to get away. When he
got back to the stables he had a long drink at the water trough
before picking out the flowers that the gardener had planted for
the summer season. The gardener had called the stable boy and when
he was taking the saddle from the horse he had noticed for the
first time the splattering of dried blood.

Consulting with the gardener, the stable boy had made his way to
the police station and reported that they did not know where Master
Harris had gone. After explaining about the blood droplets on the
saddle the constable called over his sergeant and explained it to
him.

Earlier that morning Sergeant Williams had visited the warehouse
to look for Ian Smith and when his father claimed that he did not
know where he was he had set of to Harris's house. There was no
reply there either. Not too concerned with a rumour, Sergeant
Williams had made his way back to the station. There was far more
important work to do than following up gossip from the general
public, hi all his thirty years on this earth Mike Williams
believed in settling an argument the right way and it did not
always have to be with words. If the rumours were true then this
Harris deserved a facial reconstruction. Because the order to
investigate the rumour had come from his Captain, Mike had no
option but to do so and went through the obligatory steps to ensure
that he could write a report and close it soon after.

With a huge sigh Sergeant Williams put his jacket back on. The
sun was baking down on the dusty roads and he did not fancy a walk
to the stables to go and investigate, but he could already hear his
Captain's voice asking why he did not go. Instructing the constable
to stay and man the front desk the sergeant set off with the stable
boy back to the house. When they had arrived, the sweat had formed
dark rings under the arms of his coat and Mike Williams had to wipe
the sweat from his brow. His wife's dumplings and steamed puddings
had ensured the gradual spread of his girth and more than once that
morning Mike Williams cursed himself for having two Sunday roast
dinners the previous day.



Looking at the saddle closely Mike could see the droplets of
blood as it had sprayed from the entry wound when the lead
bullet had forced its way through the skin of Colin. Alarm
bells rang in Mike's head as he looked down on the saddle. Just
maybe the rumours were more than rumours and there was a duel
this morning. The Captain was not an easy man to please and if
there were any dereliction of duty Sergeant Mike Williams
would find him walking the beat with the other constables
again.


It was not that he had any objection to walking the beat with
the constables, but the comfort of a nice desk and the
coolness of the office were definitely preferable to the
hot dusty streets in summer and the cold and miserable winter
months.

The Smith family was very influential and popular and with dread
he took the sloping road down to the warehouse again. It would
be the second time that he went knocking on the door today and
he was not looking forward to it. Arriving at the warehouse he
could see that the bustling activity was keeping the
staff busy. He went to the office earlier that morning and
taking the same route retraced his footsteps to the office
door.

He could see that Peter and Hennie was sitting facing each other
across the desk with a bottle of brandy between
them. Peter had refused Hennie's suggestion that he returned
to work and had kept him in the office by enticing him to
retell the whole story in every last detail. The brandy
glasses were never emptied and both men were feeling very
jovial. Peter looked up at the knock and the smile faded from
his face. Hennie was recounting the paces and had not noticed
Peter's change of expression.

'Shut up, Hennie! Haven't you got work to do?' Peter cut him off
in mid sentence.

'But I thought… ' Hennie tried to make reason for the sudden
hostility.

'I don't pay you to sit here and think. You can do that while
you work. Good day again Sergeant.' Peter changed the subject while
trying to get Hennie to keep quiet. Realizing suddenly that the law
had appeared behind him Hennie closed his mouth quickly. Shooting
at men was still against the law.

'That bloody Englishmen has probably gone to the police and
made a case against Ian for shooting at him!' Hennie
thought as he saw the grave eyes of the uniformed policeman in
front of him. Sidling past him Hennie made his way outside to wait
and see what was happening.




'I am really sorry to bother you again, but something seems to
have come to light, sir.' Mike said to Peter.

'Anything I can help out with sergeant, as I told you, you only
have to ask.' Peter replied indicating the chair opposite him that
Hennie had vacated for the policeman to sit in.

Sitting down thankfully Mike opened his little notebook. It
always amazed him how that little notebook fascinated people more
than any question did. It seemed that curiosity always made people
forget to be on their guard as they tried to see what was in the
book. Flicking over a few pages Mike eventually came to the entry
of this morning. … One saddle, belonging to Colin Harris,
identified by black stable boy. Blood on saddle… \ Not a man
to waste words he had written it shortly after leaving the stables
in his neat handwriting.

'It seems that nobody knows where Colin Harris is, Mr. Smith.
Have you seen your son since I have been here?'

'Funny thing you should ask that. He was here not half an hour
ago, but I am afraid that you have missed him. Why?'

'As I said this morning sir, it is a very delicate matter of a
rumour about the two of them in a duel. I see that your manager Mr.
Van Zyl is also back now?'

'Yes, Hennie was with Ian.' Peter sighed. He knew that they
would eventually find out and he might as well tell the law now,
seeing as to how nobody got hurt.

'I told the truth this morning when I said that I did not know
where they were. I do know now where they were and yes there was a
duel.' His interest piqued Mike sat forward and urged Peter on to
reveal what he knew!

'Only Ian got hurt and that was a flesh wound.' Peter ended the
tale as Hennie and Ian had told him.

'I am afraid, sir that there is more to it. You see, Harris's
horse was found with blood on the saddle.' Mike suddenly stood
up.

'Can you tell me where Ian is at the moment? I might have to
speak to him later.'



Peter was afraid that there would be something that would go
wrong and sensing the impending trouble he shrugged his shoulders.
'I am afraid that he has left to go and do business in town and I
do not know where he is.' Peter denied the policeman the
whereabouts of Ian.


'When he returns please ask him to come to the police station.
Thank you for your time.' Mike Williams stood up and shook Peter's
hand.

There was a lot of work to do now and the first of these would
be to find Colin Harris. Walking back to the police station he went
over the story in his mind and dreaded the trip out to the bluff.
It was too far to walk and he would have to saddle his horse. When
he arrived he called his black constable to him. Jumbo was one of
the best Zulu trackers in the service of the police and if Mike had
to go and look for an obviously injured Colin Harris he would need
somebody that could make sense of the various tricks that the bush
could play on you.

Mounting his horse he gave Jumbo his orders to set out for the
bluff. Refusing to wear white man shoes Jumbo ran on his bare feet
in front of the horse. Not too long after they cleared the bustling
of the town Jumbo was stopped by a young black boy. A quick
conversation followed and not understanding Zulu Mike sat
impatiently on his horse. Jumbo had to translate for Mike, but very
soon it became clear that the boy had stumbled on a dead body on
the bluff and seeing a policeman approaching had thought it best to
tell him about it. The boy did conveniently forget about the stolen
goods in his trouser pockets and after giving Jumbo directions set
off to the shanty townships where he lived.

'Hennie, are you sure that the Englishman did not get hurt?'
Peter asked for the second time.

'Yes, when we left him there was absolutely nothing wrong with
him.'

'And you left him on his own, nobody was with him?'

'On my wife's grave.' Hennie replied to Peter.

'This is not looking good. If anything had happened to him
afterwards Ian will still get the blame. You will not be a reliable
witness because you were there to back him up and the police will
still blame Ian, regardless of what you have to say.' Peter
replied.



'There is nothing we can do to prove lan's innocence. With his
injury the police might even think that Ian ambushed him after he
left here. Anything is possible now.' Peter sat deep in thought.
Making up his mind he turned back to face Hennie.


'Go and warn Ian. He must disappear. At least until we know what
the situation is. Tell him to hide away and we will get news to him
if it is safe. Do not let Samson come back either, he can stay out
of sight with the spare horses better than anybody else and if the
worst comes to light Ian can still get away.'

Hennie left Peter pacing the wooden floor and made a hasty
departure to see if he could catch Ian before he left for
Elizabeth.

Ian was getting dressed as Hennie raced into the yard and called
out to Hennie to join him in the kitchen in a minute.

Taking his time Ian finished dressing and met up with Hennie in
the kitchen. The news of the blood on the saddle and the police
looking for him came as a shock after the already tense
morning.

'I will still go to Elizabeth and go and speak to her. Maybe I
could hide on the farm and you can get messages to me there.'

Packing a bag with just a few essentials Ian mounted his horse
and set off for the Fouche farm. Ian found Samson along the road as
Peter had said he would.

'I cannot sit here next to the road like a monkey. The white men
will think I have stolen your horses.' Samson said to Ian after he
had explained that they might have to wait a day or more to find
out his future.

'You cannot go back to Durban or the farm hi Pietermaritzburg.
If I have to make a run for it then I would need the horses and
supplies.' Ian reasoned.

'And what do you think I must do. I am not going to walk back to
town, so I am sure Nkosi that you have to take me with you.' Samson
argued the point with Ian.

'In any case I am just getting fat and lazy and my wives do not
appreciate me as much as they did when I was gone.'

'Just like old times, Samson. Let's not worry, I don't know yet
what is happening. Where will I find you?'

'My uncle is the chief of one of the villages in Zulu Land, just
across the border of the Tugela River. I will meet you there. If
you do not come in seven days then I will return.'



Taking his leave of Samson Ian hurried to the Fouche
farm. The tranquil afternoon sunlight bathed the green lawns
and flowerbeds in bright colors as Ian made his way to the
house.


Ruth opened the door to him and calling for Elizabeth excused
herself.

Ian was looking out of the living room as Elizabeth entered and
with a gasp of concern at the sight of his bandaged shoulder
and arm she rushed over to him. Assuring Elizabeth that it was
only a flesh wound he sat her down on the settee.

'Of course you can stay here. Pappa and Mamma won't mind and if
what you say has happened then I am sure that my father will help
you hide away here for as long as it takes to clear your name.'

'No, I cannot stay here for longer than what it will take to
find out what has happened to Colin Harris. If the law suspects
that I am hiding here then they will lock up your father the same
as me.' Ian said whilst holding Elizabeth's hand.

'What will you do then if he is dead?'

'I will go back to northern borders of Transvaal. A man can lose
himself in the vastness of the open country and with time the truth
will hopefully come out and I will come back for you.'

'No, I am coming with you. If you leave you cannot leave me
behind.' Tears sparkled in her eyes.

It took a lot of convincing but eventually Elizabeth saw that
she would not be able to follow Ian and dinner that evening was
spent in sullen silence. Jan and Ruth had given their promise of
support and a bed in the spare room was made up for Ian. The
silence of the big house as Ian lay in his bed was overwhelming
after the tumultuous day that he had. Just after midnight the door
to his room slowly opened and the ethereal form of Elizabeth seemed
to glide over the wooden floor to the foot of the bed. Not saying a
word she slipped the cotton dress from her shoulders. Ian felt a
warm glow spread through him as he looked at her. The moonlight as
it shone through the windows cast it shadows across her body. Half
her body was bathed in the light and the other half still kept in
the shadows. The effect on Ian was instantaneous as he saw the lift
of her breast and the darker patch of her sex as the other half
stayed in the shadow. Opening the quilt cover next to him Elizabeth
slid into the bed next to him. Pressing her body
firmly against his she stroked his hair back from his forehead
and kissed him as she had kissed him on the beach.



More than an hour later Ian fell into a contented sleep while
Elizabeth lay beside him watching his chest fall and rise as he
breathed. Before the sun came up she slowly got up so that she
would not disturb him and made her way back to her own room.
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New Chapter



CHAPTER 11

The flies had settled down on the blood that had escaped from
the wound and the trapped air in the hot afternoon sun had extended
the abdominal cavity of the inert form that lay in front of
Sergeant Mike Williams. He did not need Jumbo to track down an
injured man. The smell of the overheated corpse as it lay in the
baking sun was enough to lead a blind man to it.

Jumbo was sent back to the station to get the doctor and the
other two constables on duty to come to the scene of the crime. You
did not have to be a genius to work out that Harris had died from a
wound fired from a gun. Mike could not leave the scene and made
himself comfortable against the outcrop of boulders close to where
Colin lay. The afternoon had drawn long shadows before the little
party had made their way up the steep hill. The doctor was busy in
surgery and could not come earlier. Doing a quick but thorough
examination he made a tentative prognosis deducted from the wound
on the victim. In his opinion Colin was shot at close range and the
probability that it was a hand held firearm was high, as the bullet
did not exit the body.

Mike did not like what he had heard and his day was getting
worse as time went by. The only suspect in this matter was Ian
Smith. He had known the Smith family since he was knee high to a
grasshopper and he never had any reason not to admire them for
their accomplishments. It did not matter how much he liked them
though, a crime was still a crime and he had heard that there was a
duel this morning from the father of the culprit, hi his little
book you do not get more of an admission than that. He would have
to find and arrest Ian Smith, but not before he had run it past his
Captain. If he made any mistakes then at least he could blame it on
the advice of the Captain. It was already evening and the warehouse
had closed an hour ago before Mike had finished with the scene and
assisted in carrying the body back down to the mortuary behind the
doctor's rooms.

The Captain was not pleased at being disturbed from his dinner
table but soon forgot his ill feelings when he heard what had
happened to Colin Harris. The situation would have to be dealt with
diplomatically. The son of one of the most influential businessmen
and member of the council accused of murdering an obviously wealthy
English subject made his job very difficult politically.




Taking the onerous duty upon himself he made his way to the
governmental delegate of the British Empire stationed at
Durban and informed him of the death of one of his
fellow countrymen. They would have to make arrangements for
the funeral and notify the relatives back in England and a
good hour were spent sorting out the details. Assuring
the high-ranking official of swift retribution for the culprit
the Captain left his office. 

The two constables and sergeant Williams rode in close formation
behind the Captain as their horses carried them to the house
of Peter Smith. Placing his men at three corners of the
property should he try to escape the captain knocked on the
door. Peter had expected the police all day and yet when he
heard the knock he jumped from the chair where he had sat
reading the Natal Tribune newspaper.

Anna stood up with him but Peter managed to get to the door
before her. Peter stood to one side to let the Captain in.
Anna was still completely unaware of what had happened and
took the Captain's presence as a friendly call. Offering coffee she
made her way to the coal-burning stove,

'No thank you Mrs. Smith.' Captain Van Vuuren turned down the
offer. 'I do believe that you have had a visit from one of my
sergeants today Mr. Smith.' Looking at Peter he addressed him in
his most formal tone.

'Please, call me Peter. Yes he came to the warehouse twice today
and my offer still stands. If there is anything I can do then I
will.'

'Then could you please fetch your son Ian for me. I am afraid
that I came to arrest him for the murder of Colin Harris this
morning.'

'Peter, what is happening here? Captain what are you talking
about?' Anna said in a small voice.

'I will tell you later Anna. Please make us a pot of coffee. Sit
down Captain. Ian is not here.' Peter said as he sat down in one of
the kitchen chairs himself.

'Would you mind if I had a look?' Captain Van Vuuren asked and
without waiting for an answer started to go through the house.

Peter quickly told Anna what had happened and he could see the
accusation in her eyes that he had not done anything to prevent
it.



Before she could put the accusation into words the Captain had
returned and taken a seat at the kitchen table.


'Do you know where he is, Peter?' He asked as he stretched his
long legs under the table.

Peter was caught between his loyalties. If he told Captain Van
Vuuren that Ian was at the Fouche's farm Ian would be arrested and
tried for murder. If he denied knowledge of where Ian was then his
disappearance would be as good as admitting his guilt. Peter knew
that he could believe his son when he told him that Colin did not
have so much as a scratch on him when he left him on The Bluff.
That could only mean that someone else had killed him and he would
need time to find out who did it. Making up his mind he told
Captain Van Vuuren that he has not seen Ian since his return that
morning. That was not a lie hi itself.

'I will be leaving one of my men here for the night. When you
see him make sure that you inform us.' Captain Van Vuuren left
Peter and Anna sitting around the kitchen table. Peter finished his
explanation to Anna and after a while she had calmed down enough to
see the sense behind Peter's actions. With a police guard outside
it would be impossible to get a message to Ian and it would have to
wait until the morning. It was impossible to get any sleep and when
the servants arrived at the house Peter and Anna still sat around
the table. The pot of coffee had long since gone cold but neither
of them had taken any notice.

Peter suddenly got up and went to his study. Returning a short
time later he handed a sealed envelope to the kitchen maid.

'Take this to Baas Hennie at his house!' Baas, meaning
boss, Hennie was well known to her and the maid quickly left with
the envelope clutched in her hand.

Ian had not yet finished shaving when Hennie came galloping onto
the lawn. Washing his face off Ian hurried outside to meet him.
Handing the envelope to Ian Hennie dismounted. 'The police are
after you. They have found Colin and he was shot dead. You have to
leave. It will be only a matter of hours before the police come
here to question Elizabeth, because they know that you two are a
couple.' Hennie was still out of breath from his mad dash through
the early morning air to reach Ian.



Not wasting time Ian shoved the envelope into his pocket and
went inside where Jan and Ruth sat at the breakfast table with
Elizabeth.


'The police will come here also. You can tell them that I was
here. I do not want you to be charged for assisting me and if I
have a few hours lead I will be able to get away.' Standing up from
the table Jan came towards Ian and stopped in front of him.

'You just make sure that you come back. My daughter has got her
heart set on marrying you and I don't want to come and fetch
you.'

'You can bet on it Oom Jan. I love her with all my
heart and as soon as this is cleared up I will be back.'

Hennie had saddled lan's horse while he said his good-bye to Jan
and Ruth. Elizabeth followed Ian to the stables and for an awkward
moment he stood holding lan's horse while they kissed their
farewell.

The dust trail settled down behind him as Ian made his way to
the Tugela River. Samson would be waiting for him and he did not
have too much time to waste. His arm was feeling fine and the
dressing that Elizabeth had put on his wound that morning prevented
it from bleeding as Ian pushed his horse at high speed over the
veldt. The Mauser rifle bounced in its sheath as the horse galloped
and the saddlebags were loaded with water bottles and dried meat.
Ruth had baked fresh bread the day before and she had wrapped it
carefully in a cloth before Ian could object. There were not many
travelers around and the only signs of white settlements came as
Ian neared the small town of Stanger. He would not be able to
travel too close to the town because a stranger would be noticed
easily. He had ridden hard all day and the horse underneath him was
speckled with salt of its sweat.

Looking around him Ian picked a small rocky hill that rose above
the gentle hills around it. It would provide cover from the casual
observation of anybody going past on the road and with an all-round
view from the summit Ian could keep an eye out for signs of
pursuit. Drinking deeply from his water bottle Ian slaked his
thirst and then tipped the rest of the water into his veldt hat.
Holding it under the horse's nose it whinnied in appreciation
before noisily slurping it from the hat.

The sun went down and not seeing any pursuit Ian lit a small
fire to heat up the tin of bully beef. He would need the dried,
game meat biltong for later.



After his frugal dinner Ian hobbled the horse and settled
himself comfortably on the ground, using a flat rock as a pillow.
The stars glittered in the night sky before sleep eventually came
to him. His sleep was filled with nightmares and visions of
Elizabeth.


After preliminary investigations Captain Van Vuuren had taken
the case in front of the local judge. Looking at the evidence,
as it was presented in the case docket he made the decision
and a warrant for the arrest of Ian Smith were issued. It was still
early afternoon and with the warrant of arrest in his hand
Captain Van Vuuren called a meeting in the interrogation room
in the police station. Sergeant Williams drew the short straw and
was placed in charge of the investigation. With as many men as
he needed the search for the missing murderer began.

It was late evening when one of the constables that had been to
the Fouche family returned with the first positive news.
Hennie had managed to come off lightly with his participation
in the affair. A very stern warning from the law that his moves
would be closely watched from now on prevented him from doing
anything other than going to the warehouse and his house. He
was not to leave town without notifying the police and
upon the strength of Gideon's statement was not arrested. He
would be dealt with as and when they caught up with Ian.

The news that the constable reported back with was a sighting
from a local herd boy that had seen a horseman riding as if
the Tokoloshi himself was after him. The
Tokoloshi has been the fear of every black man for any
unexplained occurrence. The constable knew that the herd boy
meant that the horseman was riding as fast as he could. That
could only mean that the man was riding away from something or
towards something and was definitely worth reporting.

Calling the three trackers to him Sergeant Mike Williams set his
plan in motion for an early departure the next morning. They
would follow the route that the young herd boy had indicated
and if there were any spoor it would be picked up by the
trackers. The next morning found the three Zulu trackers
running along the spoor of a horse that was in haste. They had
found the spoor at first light and with their experience were
able to tell Mike that it was a horse laden down with weight
and going at a full gallop.



It was a risk he was willing to take to follow the spoor in his
belief that it would be Ian as Jan had not denied that Ian had
slept over on the farm.


Ian had left his rocky hill before the sun rose so that he could
make good ground before the town woke up and skirting wide
around it he had continued on towards the river. He had not
seen any sign of being followed and his pace had slowed
considerately, so that when Jumbo the tracker held up the
bully beef tin for Mike to see, he was only ten
miles distant.

Going past Stanger Ian had reached the Tugela River around
mid-day. He was hot and sweaty and after crossing the river
into Zulu Land he made a camp on the wide northern bank of the
river.

Taking of his clothes he searched the shallows for hidden
dangers before easing himself into the cool water. It was a
relief to wash the dirt from him and he relaxed as the
water cascaded over his aching limbs. He was not used to
sitting hi the saddle any more. The last few months since his
return from the bush had made him soft and he stretched
his aching back muscles once again.

Taking a hand full of the dry grass next to the bank he wiped
himself dry before he put his clothes back on. Feeling the
slight weight in his pocket Ian pulled the sealed
envelope from his pocket.

Opening the letter while his damp hair still lay plastered
against his forehead he pulled out the sheets of
paper. Uncomprehending the map before him it took a few
moments before he fully understood. The map indicated the area
that he had discussed with his father and the papers
confirmed the claim purchase in his name. His father had kept
his word and Ian was filled with a new sense of direction. His
father would know where he was and he could legitimately lay
claim to the land. During the years around 1836 the Afrikaners
that were disillusioned with the rule of the

British with their liberal view and unsympathetic outlook on the
grievances of the settlers that farmed for the trading posts
in The Cape Colony and Natal had packed their wagons and left
for the interior. This became known as 'The Great Trek' and the
Boers had started then- own two republics in the interior of
Southern Africa.




The Oranje Vrystaat, Orange Free State and the South
African Republic or more commonly referred to as the
Transvaal. After a brief skirmish from 1877 to 1881 when
Britain had annexed the Transvaal the Boers had the run of
the land and many farms spreading over huge tracts of land were
being fanned. As far as Ian knew there were not a lot of farmers
reaching as far as the borders of Matabele Land. With the purchase
of his land he could set up a home in the northern territories,
while waiting for the law to forget about him and to catch the real
criminal who killed Colin.

Either way he knew that his future lay in front of him and that
for the time being he could not go back.

As the day drew long shadows Ian remained at the river. There
was nothing to hurry him along and making his temporary camp a
stone throw away from the river's edge to avoid the attention of
the ancient crocodiles he settled down for the day.

At dusk Ian made a mug of coffee in his metal cup and went to
the riverbank to watch the sun go down. The tranquility of the
scene as the waters flowed by him was punctuated by the screech of
a fish eagle and Ian lazily followed its flight as it searched for
the shiny glimmer of fish scales below the water.

Succeeding in its hunt the fish eagle landed on the opposite
bank in the high branches of the willow tree and Ian watched it as
it started pecking the flesh with its yellow curved beak.

With another haunting call the fish eagle suddenly flapped its
wings and flew from the branch where it has perched. Ian with the
instinct honed from many a hunt knew that the bird was disturbed by
something close to it and with agile reflexes disappeared behind a
clump of bushes close by. Sergeant Williams had refused rest
to his scouting party and had ridden hard all day to have come
this far. The trackers had followed the spoor unerringly up to this
point and had assured him that they were less than half a day
away. As he pulled his horse to a halt he studied the opposite
riverbank, completely unaware that his quarry was at the same
time looking at him. It came as a shock to Ian how he had
misjudged the police and he had not expected to see any
pursuit after he had left that morning. If they crossed the river
they would find him surely and in his precarious position
under the bushes he could not make a move without being noticed.
His heart thumping in his chest he lay there waiting.




'Sergeant, the man you look for has crossed over the river.'
Jumbo stood at the edge of the river where the marks of the hoofs
had clearly disturbed the mud when Ian had forced his horse into
the water.

'How long ago?' Mike asked as he took a drink from his water
bottle, surveying the opposite bank.

Not wearing a watch Jumbo looked at the sun as it started
disappearing behind the tops of the trees. Pointing with his finger
straight up at the sky he indicated around mid-day. If they crossed
the river now their clothes would be wet all night and Mike did not
fancy spending the night shivering away in sodden clothing. Giving
the order to set up camp he dismounted and stood looking over the
flowing waters at the opposite bank. He would be crossing the
border into Zulu land and would therefore be out of his
jurisdiction. He was willing to take the risk though, if they were
that close to Ian to cross over and capture him. Captain Van Vuuren
would overlook such a misdemeanor if he were able to capture a
murderer. If Ian had travelled further into Zulu Land than just
across the border then Mike would have to turn back by late
afternoon. Tensions between the Zulu's and the other nations were
still fragile and he did not wish to be stabbed by one of their
assegais or to have his skull caved in by a knop-kierie.
The knop-kierie was fashioned from a short branch and the
knop referred to the round head at the end of the wooden
handle. It could cause serious damage or even death and with a
shiver Mike turned back to his group of men as they pitched the
tent on the grassy slope just above the water line. It was fully
dark before Ian slowly eased his aching muscles from the inactivity
from under the bush. Slowly he crawled backwards until there was
enough foliage between him and the opposite bank to prevent even a
chance sighting in the moonlight. Making his way back to his camp
he was careful not to break any branches or make unnecessary noise.
His horse was still tied to the tree and with exaggerated care Ian
packed his belongings into his saddlebags. He would have to do a
night march over dangerous ground and try to lose his
followers.

Taking the reins Ian led his horse through the lower scrubs and
between the trees and taking a nearly parallel line he followed the
river for almost a mile before turning back to it. The shallow
water at the edge was dark and forbidding as he stood watching it.
He was too far away from the men on the other side to worry
about noise and with gentle soothing words he inched his way
into the water.




The water closed in around him and swirled past his feet.
Breaking into a slow crawl he swam the river back to the other
bank. He would have to try and leave as much evidence as
possible without making it obvious that he has exited the water.
The dark night inevitably assisted Ian and every now and then
a branch snapped as he walked through the bushes.

After a few hundred yards Ian mounted his horse and took a
direction that led back to the town he had passed by the night
before. The night was warm and very soon lan's clothing dried
on him. Searching the moonlit escarpment Ian finally crossed over
to a rocky hill. As soon as he reached it he dismounted again
and took his knife to one of his saddlebags. Cutting four
strips Ian wrapped it around the horse's hooves. The steel shod
horseshoe would leave very distinctive marks and Ian have to
cover his trail now. He was barely a couple of miles away from
the river and would have to be careful.

Leading his horse Ian took the road back to the river. Every few
minutes Ian backtracked and with a branch wiped the spoor
behind him. It was difficult making sure that he swept all the
tracks and just hoped that he would be able to buy himself enough
time to disappear.

The river appeared out of the darkness like a coiled serpent and
the discomfort of getting wet again never even crossed lan's
mind. When he was hip high into the water he once again turned
parallel to the bank and followed the water downstream for a
few hundred yards. If he could convince them that he had
turned back towards Natal then he would have a fighting chance of
losing his pursuers. The cold water made Ian shiver and
judging the distance by the time he had spent in the water he
made his way back to the bank. Choosing a stretch of bank
where the thick grass grew right up to the edge of the water
he carefully led his horse out of the water and made his way
inland. Mounting his horse he set off at a gallop. Samson
would be waiting and there was no time to lose.

When Sergeant Mike Williams and his men woke up the following
morning they crossed the river and with no problem at all
found the campsite. 




'Izolo kusihlwa.' Jumbo replied to the question from
Mike who had asked how fresh the tracks were. 'Yesterday
evening.'

'He was right here until it was dark. You can see where he has
disturbed the ground when he had moved.' Jumbo continued to rub
salt into the wound. Mike knew that if they had crossed the river
they would have had him. Hell, he had been so close that he would
probably have been able to throw a rock at him.

'Take the spoor.' Mike scowled at the trackers. For twenty
minutes they followed at a good pace until the spoor turned back to
the water.

'He is going to cross the river again.' Mike thought as
he looked at the tracks leading into the water.

Sending two of his trackers across the river with a constable,
Mike and Jumbo started searching the bank for a possible double
bluff. The trackers on the other side followed the river for a
short distance to both sides of the bank but could find no exit
marks. Mike and Jumbo were just as unlucky and spurring his horse
forward past Jumbo, Mike did Ian the biggest favor of all. Where
Ian had come from the river and despite his best efforts to not
leave any tracks, his horse had lifted the grass with one of its
hooves and with luck on his side Mike reined his horse in on
exactly that spot.

Jumbo eventually caught up and as Mike's horse had trampled the
bank on that spot he bypassed Mike without giving the ground any
further notice.

Half of the morning had finally passed before Mike admitted
defeat and not knowing if he had turned back to Natal or if he had
ventured deeper into Zulu Land he gave the orders to saddle up and
return to Durban.

The two trackers had followed directly opposite Mike and just
after he gave the order to return one of them caught sight of a
broken branch. Waiting until Jumbo joined them they showed it to
him. Jumbo immediately followed the tracks and convinced that Ian
had turned back Mike urged his troop forward.

Not long after, the track ended on a rocky patch and Jumbo spent
two hours before admitting that he could not see the spoor.
Assuming that he had returned to Durban they had scanned the area
opposite to where Ian had turned back and by luck Ian had managed
to completely throw them of his tracks. 

With great difficulty Ian finally captured a local Zulu herd
boy. For the young black urchins a white man on a horse only
meant death. Many a night as the adults sat around the camp
fires he had crept closer and listened to the horrifying tales of
the thunder sticks that spews great clouds of smoke and wreaks
havoc and destruction amongst the Zulu tribes. The youngster
was absolutely terrified of the big white man and the fear
caused him to urinate from his exposed penis. Holding him by
his scrawny arm Ian dared not let go of him. The dirty little
boy would disappear without trace and he was very fortunate
to have captured this one as he lay sleeping under the trees
and not tending the small herd of cattle as it grazed. His
only adornment was a string of beads tied around his waist.
Apart from that he was as naked as the day he was born.

Taking a piece of rope from his remaining saddlebag Ian tied a
loose knot around the black boy and then tied him to the trunk
of a tree. In broken Zulu Ian tried to calm the boy down but
had no success. The boy was absolutely terrified but Ian knew
that without his assistance he would never find Samson. Ian
took the loaf of bread out and pulled it from the cloth He broke a
small piece of and slowly chewing it he swallowed. The sniffs
and sobs from the boy lessened as he realized that he was not
going to die and he watched Ian as he broke off another piece of
bread. First offering it to the boy, who continued to look at
him, but staying unresponsive to the offer, Ian again ate it.
The third piece of bread was snatched eagerly from his hand and
as the white man had not fallen down from the food, he shoved
it in his mouth eagerly. After half the loaf had disappeared
with alacrity, the boy was chartering away in his own language
like a little monkey in a tree.

Judging the timing as right Ian hesitantly asked. 'Chief
Ngube?'

Ian placed his hand on his forehead as if blocking the sun from
his eyes and looked out upon the grassland to indicate that he
was searching for something. Samson had instructed him to ask
one of the locals for his uncle's village, as he was a very
well-known chief with a few hundred heads of cattle. Not
trusting the white man, the black boy's face turned into a blank
expression and the chatter stopped as if his battery has run
flat.



Repeating the name with the same gesture proved unsuccessful
until Ian pulled out a stick of biltong. The grubby
hands of the herd boy came forward for his share but Ian
turned away from him and carved a slice of the dried meat off
and sat chewing it. Finally the boy could not contain himself
and pointing in an easterly direction the boy imitated the
gesture that Ian made with his other hand.


Still ignoring him Ian continued eating the
biltong.

'Chief Ngube.' The black boy imitated the gesture again and
spoke to Ian. Now that he had a direction to go to Ian untied the
black boy and passed him the remaining length of
biltong.

A good hour's ride later Ian saw the smoke from cooking fires
burning and pushing its wispy tendrils of white smoke up in the
breezeless African sky.

Meeting him at the gate of the kraal was a group of young Zulu
warriors with their shields and assegais flashing brightly. The sun
shone on their lean fit bodies and the muscles rippled under the
ebony skin.

'What do you want white man. You are very far from the border
and do not belong here.' A young warrior stepped forward and
confronted Ian.

Ian was startled at the good English spoken by the black man,
but hiding his surprise he answered back. 'I come looking for a
friend of mine who is staying at Chief Ngube's kraal.'

'There are no other white men around here and Chief Ngube does
not make friends with people who count white men as friends.'

'He is not a white man. His white name is Samson and his uncle
is the great Chief Ngube. He has told me that he will be waiting
for me at his uncle's kraal.' A soft murmur rose from the group of
men and the warrior went back to them. After a brief discussion he
turned back to Ian. 'You will wait here.' He left the group and
made his way through the thatch huts that stood haphazardly around
the outer circle of the kraal. Ian saw him entering the inner
circle of huts that was separated from the rest by interlocking
branches and guarded by another couple of warriors. It was
obviously the inner sanctum reserved for the chief and his close
family.



Not long after he had disappeared the warrior emerged again,
followed by another black man that was not quite as impressive in
stature as the warrior. Clothed only in a loin skin Ian did not
recognize Samson until he was close to him.


'Welcome to my Uncle's kraal. You have been given permission to
enter and speak to him.' Samson greeted Ian formally without any
show of emotion. Ian was now in their territory and would be at
Samson's mercy. As a lone white man he could be executed at the
whim of the chief and it was only due to Samson that had told his
uncle that he was expecting a white man that Ian was not
immediately killed on sight. Leaving his horse with one of the
smaller boys that hastened forward Ian followed Samson into the
inner circle where the chief sat on a chair that was obviously
looted from previous encounters with white settlers.

Following Samson's example Ian sat down on the bare ground in
front of him. Clapping his fat hands together the chief summoned
one of his wives forward. Putting a gourd of millet beer in front
of him she bowed her way out again. Nobody had spoken a word yet.
Befitting a man of his stature the man in front of Ian was fat. His
skin was glossy with the animal fat that was rubbed into in by his
wives on a daily basis. On his head he wore the tail of a leopard
as a sign of his cunning and bravery and a cloak made from leopard
skins was draped over his shoulders.

Picking up the pot of beer he drank while the beer spilled down
his fat double chins and after taking his fill he let out a big
burp from the build up of gasses when drinking the beer.

Passing the pot to Ian he sat back again and watched while Ian
lifted the pot to his lips. It was a sign of his approval to drink
beer with the chief and after taking a few mouthfuls he passed it
over to Samson who did the same.

Speaking to Samson who translated for Ian, Chief Ngube welcomed
Ian to his humble home and after, as the sun sunk down, the
conversation continued while the beer kept flowing.

Seemingly unaffected by the large quantity of alcohol the chief
finally called it a day as the sun went down and calling over one
of the younger females he pointed out a hut to Ian. Finally the
chief retreated to his own hut and left Samson and Ian sitting
outside.



'My uncle has given you this female for the night and you have
been given one of the royal huts for the night.' Samson explained
to Ian.


'I have told him of your bravery and your injury from the
elephant that you hunt. He thinks that you are a great hunter and
treated my son Moses and me as brothers when we were in the bush.
That is the reason for his approval, Nkosi.'

'Samson, I appreciate his generosity, but 1 cannot possibly
sleep with this young woman tonight. You know that 1 have got my
own woman waiting for me in Durban.'

'I will tell her, but it would be a sign of not respecting the
chief who has offered you this fine woman.' Samson replied.

'Then what can 1 do.' Ian looked worriedly at the young woman
who sat at the entrance of the hut waiting for him. Her firm young
breasts pointed invitingly at him and with a guilty look Ian turned
his

eyes away.

'1 will speak to her for you. I will tell her that she must act
as if the night was filled with passion when my uncle speaks to her
in the morning. However she must stay in the hut with you tonight
or else he will have her beaten for not pleasuring you.' Samson
answered Ian.

With only one sleeping mat laid on the floor there was not much
room to move around in the hut. Ian finally settled down with the
young woman lying next to him under the blanket. He was intensely
aware of her nakedness beside him. Her breasts were pressing
against his arm and underneath the blanket she wore nothing other
than a small loincloth that covered the hair between her
thighs.

A sudden loud moan from her made Ian jump and he started moving
away from her. Grabbing his arm she held him down and pointing to
her ears and then outside she emitted another loud moan. Realizing
that she was following the instructions from Samson he calmed down
and lay rigid next to her in the darkness. Pointing at him she let
out a muffled cry and understanding the meaning Ian let a moan
escape from his own lips.

Relaxing next to her Ian started to enjoy this little subterfuge
and joined in the make belief passion. Eventually they both broke
out in soft laughter and not long after he fell asleep.



The next morning Ian woke up alone. The young woman had
obviously left early, but to his surprise she entered as soon
as he sat up and she heard the noise. With a cup of coffee in
her hands she gave it to him and clapping her hands in a gesture of
respect she made her way out of the hut again. Wiping the
sleep from his eyes, Ian ducked below the entrance of the hut and
went over to the fire that was already lit. At the fire Samson
looked at Ian with a big smile on his


lips. 

'Nkosi if I did not know any better I would not have believed
that you did not enjoy yourself last night. I could not sleep in my
hut next to yours for all the noise you made.'

'If your uncle is so generous why do you not have a woman in
your hut?' Ian asked as he sat down next to the fire.

'Because one of my dear wives is the daughter of my Uncle and he
would not want me to cheat on her.' Samson shook his head
gravely.

'Why do you think I do not visit here often? A man has to have
some pleasures in life and that is denied me when I stay here.'
Shaking his head at the unfairness of the situation Samson sighed
dramatically.

The morning passed slowly as Ian and Samson sat around the
kraal. Discussing his plans for the future Ian told Samson about
the piece of land that he had bought. lan's past was linked with
that piece of land and his future was leading him back to it.

'What will you do there, Nkosi, there is nothing but trees and
grass and wild animals there?'

'I will do like all the other people that have gone before me,
Samson. I will build myself a home, raise cattle and grow my own
vegetables and fruit. This I will be able to sell to the people in
that small town we saw last time, Potgieters Rust.'

'And you will do this on your own.' Samson asked Ian. He knew
that Ian would follow through his plan, but did not fancy doing all
that work between just the two of them.

'If you will join me then we will be able to make a plan.' Ian
looked over at Samson as he sat deep in thought in front of
him.

'I will ask my uncle for some men to join us. The young bloods
around here have nothing to do and he will be glad to send them on
this journey.' Formulating their plan carefully, Samson approached
his uncle the next day.



lan's grasp of Zulu was minimal and he could not follow the
conversation as it went from one man to the other. After lunch
was eaten that consisted of a stew of goat meat the
chief called his elders for an indaba. The
indaba included all the elder male members of
the family and respectfully they each made their contribution
to Chief Ngube. Deliberations about a matter as big as this
could take days and the chief retreated to his hut that
evening to think.


For three days Chief Ngube made them wait and on the fourth day
called them for an audience. Twenty young men had been chosen
to escort them and Chief Ngube personally picked the twenty
men from his ranks of squatting warriors. They would depart
the next day and as Samson and Ian sat around the fire that night
Ian asked Samson what he had told his uncle that he had agreed
to let twenty men go with them.

'I told him that his men are growing fat and lazy and that all
they want to do is sleep in the day and rut with the woman after
dark like animals. I told him that you would give them hard work to
do so that they can once again become men among men and their
bodies would be ready to do battle when the time comes. I also told
him that you have killed an Englishman and that more than anything
made him very generous.' Samson stood up slowly. Walking over to
the fire he picked up a small twig and lit his pipe from it.

As the sun rose the party left the camp with Samson and Ian on
their horses. The other horse that Samson had brought with him from
Durban carried extra blankets and food for the next few days. The
twenty men jogged in formation in front of them and set an easy
pace that they could keep up all day. Ian could not see any signs
of the fat and lazy men that Samson had told him about and they
made good ground over the next days. The Zulu that had stopped Ian
when he had first reached the kraal was among the chosen twenty and
Ian saw the natural leadership that he displayed. He also spoke
good English and Ian could not quite make up his mind about him. If
ever there were going to be trouble it would come from him.

One late afternoon Ian returned back to the group of black men
after he had gone hunting. The game was not all that plentiful and
he had to travel a distance to reach it. Other hunters had made the
game shy and some days he saw no game worth shooting for meat at
all. The further north they went the more game there would be. He
dropped the impala from the saddle as he reached the group and
dismounted from his horse. Joseph organized the group of men to
skin the animal and cut it into strips of meat to be cooked over
the fire that they had already lit. Not doing any of the work
himself he sat by the fire watching the others.



Joseph got his name from the diamond fields at Kimberley. Sent
there as a young boy he had dug in the big hole for the shiny glass
that the white men found so irresistible and with his physique and
natural leadership soon rose to the rank of boss boy in the pit.
Forced to work closely with the white man whose dig it was he soon
picked up English and was able to get into the sorting rooms.
There he was caught stealing one of the diamonds and beaten and
locked up. After a few days he had managed to escape. In shame he
had returned to his kraal and not being in favor with Chief Ngube
he was sent on this journey as punishment.

He did not trust any white man and the one that they were
following had yet to prove that he was worthy of Joseph's respect.
That would come sooner than he expected. Having filled their
stomach on the fresh meat the men soon rolled themselves into their
blankets and fell asleep under the clear night sky. Around midnight
Ian woke up. A fierce creature had brushed right passed him and he
could still smell the rotten stench of a carnivores breath. The
spotted hyena had bypassed Ian and skulked closer to the sleeping
forms a bit further away. Ian and Samson had since their departure
slept a short distance away from the others, not by choice, but
because they were not of the same kraal as the other twenty
men.

Drawn to the camp by the fresh smell of spilled blood and the
remains of the carcass as it hung in a tree above the sleeping
forms of the other men the hyena had braved its
cowardliness. Unbelieving Ian blinked its eyes to adjust it to
the dark night and to rid him of the aftermath of sleep. The
hyena had reached the tree and stood sniffing the ground right
at the head of one of the men. With a sickening feeling
in the pit of his stomach Ian saw the hyena open its big
jaws. The scream as it echoed around the camp was enough to
wake everybody up. The hyena had the unfortunate man by the top of
his head and with jaws that could crunch through the leg of a
giraffe he held the man tightly in his grip. Trying to drag him
backwards the man was struggling to be freed from the grip. In
superstitious fear the other black men had turned and ran as they
saw the dark shape over one of their own and left him to the mercy
of whatever had chosen him as its prey.

Ian had grabbed his rifle where it lay next to him but the
struggling pair offered him no clear shot of the hyena. The blood
was dripping from the hyena's mouth and running over the dark head
clamped between its jaws. Ian had to do something very quickly
if he wanted to prevent the hyena from sinking its teeth
through the skull of the man and into the soft brain tissue.
Pushing a cartridge into the chamber he walked over to the
struggling pair and placed the muzzle against the head of the
hyena just under its ear. At the pressure the hyena turned its eye
towards the rifle and for a second the man and beast stared at each
other. The one looked with revulsion at the hideous beast and
the other with determination to fight for its food. The shot
sounded loud in the quiet of the night and without any further
noise the hyena dropped straight down over the face of the man that
it was holding.

The man had passed out from the shock of the hyena and the gun
that fired so close to his head and was unaware of the hands
that rolled the dead hyena from him. It was Joseph that lay
before Ian and getting a fresh shirt from his bag he cleaned
the wound as best he could before tying the loose flaps of
skin back against his scalp. When Joseph came too, the fire
was burning high and the other men had returned to
the camp.

Samson was busy preparing coffee and when the water had boiled
he poured Ian a mug full of the steaming black
liquid. Ian remained silent and after finishing his coffee he
returned to his bedroll and made himself comfortable. The
wounds were not that bad and although it might be painful
and leave a few scars it would heal with no problem. He
could hear the murmur around the campfire as the other men informed
Joseph what had happened. Their nearly religious fear of the
dark and all the creatures that moved in the solid blackness
elevated the episode to dynamic proportions. As each man added
his own version to the events the hyena became bigger and
fiercer and drifted above the ground. How else would such a
creature be able to come amongst them and going past the rest
head straight for their chosen induna, their chosen
leader. It was indeed a spirit from the evil gods that had sent
this creature. lan's role in this also got elevated to the point
where one of the men would have sworn that he saw Ian communicate
with the vile creature moments before killing it. The fact that he
was safely in the branches of a tree clinging on for dear life as
if he was the one being attacked did not deter him from
elaborating.

Joseph carefully fingered the makeshift bandage that has been
wrapped around his head. He considers himself an educated man and
did not put much faith in the gibbering of the men around him. What
he did know was that none of his own tribe had helped him and the
one man that he did not trust had stood his ground and saved his
life. His sense of honor and pride dictated that he now owed his
life to Ian and would follow him wherever Ian went until the debt
had been repaid. He also now believed the stories of lan's bravery
in the hunt for he had been saved by it.

The white man did not gloat about it either and respected Joseph
as a man still, for he did not say a word to him and had gone back
to his own sleeping mat. Joseph looked over at Ian and sat
pondering the situation while the fire turned to ashes for the
second time that night.
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CHAPTER 12

The sun was still below the horizon when Joseph added a few
twigs onto the ashes and carefully he blew on it. Shortly a flame
sprang up and adding thicker twigs he built up the fire again.
Placing the blackened coffee kettle on the coals in imitation of
Samson, he boiled the water. Making the coffee, he added too much
coffee into the water. It seemed too little to add just one spoon
in and he added five spoons of coffee into the enamel mug. Feeling
very proud of his achievement, he carried the mug to Ian and placed
it at his head. Squatting down a short distance away, he awaited
lan's wakening. The smell of the coffee drifted across lan's nose
and with an effort, he opened his eyes. The sun had not yet risen
and the interrupted night did little for his foggy brain as he
focused on his surroundings.

He saw Joseph facing him and pushing himself up on his elbows,
he saw the mug of coffee. Samson was still emitting soft snores
from underneath his blanket. Realizing that this was a peace
offering, which he so desperately needed from Joseph, he sat up all
the way and took the mug in his hands. Lifting the mug to his lips
Ian took his first sip and nearly spat it back out again. He had to
swallow though, because if he did not he would be throwing the
peace offering back at Joseph. In silence, he finished his cup of
coffee and held out the mug to Joseph.

'I see you Bwana.' By calling him Bwana,
Joseph had given him the highest term of respect he could offer.
Meaning my lord it is a term used only for the elder leaders in a
tribe. Proven in battle these elders demanded the respect of the
tribe, and they were called Bwana.

'I see you also, Chabule.' Ian used his Zulu name that he had
heard Samson use. By doing this, he showed Joseph that he
recognized the strength in him and respected him as a Zulu warrior
and not just another black man amongst many. This cemented the
friendship between the two over the months to come.

Three months after they had started out Ian again stood on the
little hill overlooking the water hole that he had looked upon
before. It seemed an absolute lifetime away and his return was
marred only by the fact that Elizabeth was not at his side to enjoy
it with him.




Ian had a clear vision of the work that lay ahead of him. He
would stay true to the oath that he had made to Elizabeth so
long ago and not hunt any animals for commercial value but
rather to feed themselves.

The lush green grass was already fading to a dull brown as
autumn was settling in and the bite in the night air was
getting progressively colder. The weather is two extremes.
In summer, the temperatures soared and you had to fight for a
breath of air hi the sweltering heat. In the winter the days
are extremely cold with a dryness that parched your skin
and left you shivering under the feeble warmth of an afternoon
sun. He had a grandstand view of the surrounding areas around
him and could see for miles over the grassland up to the blue
outline of the Zoutpans Mountain range.

The Zulu's sat on the ground eating the last of the Zebra that
Ian had shot a couple of days ago and rested after the day's
trek through the bushes. They did not know it yet, but this
was where their journey ended. Ian had reached his home. The
place where he had returned to had been plotted for him before he
had even seen it for the first time. That night around
the campfire, Ian called everybody together.

'You have done your task well. I will not be going any further.
This is where I will stay.' Ian swept his arm across the veldt to
point it out to them.

Samson who sat next to Ian looked at him. 'Nkosi, you have been
here before, there is nothing here but wild animals. We cannot stay
here.'

'That is where you are wrong, Samson, look at the grass, it is
long and green in the summer and in the winter the grass goes brown
but does not go away.'

'Nkosi, the grass has always been there, it is nothing new. We
have seen it before and it has not changed.'

'That is the whole point, Samson. What do you think is missing
when you look at this grass?'

A faraway look entered Samson's eyes as he pondered this
question. He had known Ian for many years and he thought that
finally he had lost his head. The march through the summer sun had
boiled his brains and now he was asking funny questions. They have
not' got a wagon. They are not shooting elephants. What would the
point be of collecting tusks if they did not even have cattle to
carry them away?



When his thoughts turned to cattle, he suddenly realized what
Ian meant with his question.


'I look at you with new eyes Nkosi. What this place needs is the
beautiful sound of a calf suckling on its mothers teat and the
grunting of a bull as it mounts the cow to make sure that his blood
flows forever.' Smiling broadly he answered Ian.

'You speak true words my friend. That is a very good idea that
you speak of.' Ian turned it around as if the whole idea was that
of Samson.

Positively preening like a peacock with his tail feathers spread
out Samson looked at the other men. It would be his responsibility
to assist Ian in this venture and in the elevated position that Ian
had placed him, he would now have the authority to enlist the men
from those in front of him to help him with this.

Standing up before them he walked up and down and inspected each
of them critically. Samson knew that each of them had served his
apprenticeship as a herd boy before he was allowed to make the
passage to man hood. Samson was old enough to be the father of most
of them and because his uncle was the chief of the tribe, the men
all looked at Samson as the spokesperson between them and Ian.

Their bodies were honed to fine fighting machines and even
though they started off as fit as can be the last of the fat
modules were burned from their bodies as they made the trek for the
last few months. Every inch of their bodies was covered with
rippling muscles, but the way that Samson looked at them was as if
they were a bunch of fat men drinking millet beer all day.

Looking back at Ian Samson spoke in Zulu. 'It will take men to
do the work that has to be done Nkosi. I do not think that there
are men around here that could help us.' A slight murmur at the
veiled insult rippled through the ranks of men as they sat around
the fire.

'It will take men to hunt for the cattle and then to keep them
safe from other men who might want to come and steal them back.
Only a true Zulu would be able to do that. Do you see any around
here, Nkosi?'

Ian glanced at the ranks of black faces around him. He did not
know where Samson was going with this, but there was obviously a
plan behind the insults.



'There will be fighting if we are to get your cattle safely
home. My forefathers have spoken to me last night.'


At the mention of his forefathers, the warriors rocked back as
if slapped across the face. Only brave men would call upon his
fathers that have passed away to come into his dreams. Looking at
Samson with awe they listened as he continued.

'They told me that these men in front of us have served you well
to come all the way here as they were told to by my uncle.'

If the forefathers have said that they did well then it must be
so and with a show of pride, they pushed their already impressive
chests forward. There was a hum of consent between them.

Samson was playing them well and even Ian, who had learned the
rudimentary of Zulu from Joseph as his self-appointed teacher,
followed the oratory with concentration.

'I agree with my forefathers Nkosi.' Samson bowed his head
respectfully at his dead relatives.

'It is time that we let these boys go back to their kraal. Let
them return without the honor of a good battle.'

There was a sad shaking of heads at the prospect of not joining
the battle that Samson was promising.

'Nkosi, it will be difficult finding men that we need and yet I
think there is a chance of finding them quickly.'

'Samson, you lead us to those men and I will stab him with my
spear. We came with Bwana Ian to this place and Chief Ngube had
told us to follow him.' Joseph spoke for the rest of them.

'That is true, Chabule, You have done so, but do you speak for
everybody around you. Do these other children also want to stay and
fight the battles that are to come?'

'Yebo!' Yes, they all agreed as in a chorus as all of them
jumped to their feet. Their only possessions they had brought along
were the short stabbing assegais and as they stood in front of Ian
and Samson they wanted to impress them with their dominating
prowess. With escalating excitement, they stabbed at the night air
and imitated the motions of stabbing through the imagined enemy in
the flickering light thrown by the firelight.



Holding his hands in the air Samson managed to calm their
fighting spirits and they sat down again on the bare ground.


'You are welcome then to stay for I see that you are not
children that must go back to the kraal and be looked after by the
woman. You are indeed the men that we will need.' That night the
group of men slept the sleep of men with a purpose. For Ian the
night was filled with plans and ideas. The first would be to start
the construction of his and Elizabeth's new house. After that there
were the stables, the paddock to keep the cattle and above all it
should be done without disturbing the wildlife too much. The
biggest drawback was that they did not even have as much as an axe
between them. Now that Ian was here, he was faced with a mammoth
task of setting up a new home in the middle of nowhere and with no
tools to do so.

Using the broad blades of their assegais the men was split into
groups of five and sent out into the veldt to search for the right
branches to use to build their huts. Fashioned from bent branches
that were stuck into the ground they managed to erect a few
structures before the end of the day. The next day they started
cutting the long dry grass and tying them with strips of tanned
leather lay them on top of the wooden structures. A group of men
gathered mud from the nearby pools and packed it tightly into the
gaps left by the grass. Once dried it would hold the hut rigid in
the fiercest winds and provide warmth from the cold nights. Big
enough to sleep three at a time they managed to get eight erected
in the first three days. Samson and Joseph shared one hut and Ian
was allocated one for his own use.

Satisfied at last with the huts they ripped the thorn branches
from the wag- 'n-bietjie thorn trees. The wait-a-bit thorn
trees had thorns that were as long as a man's finger and
interlocking the branches they formed a circle around the huts. The
natural barricade would protect them from the unwanted attentions
of the scavenging carnivores that visited them at night.

Ian rode a couple of miles away each day to hunt for fresh meat.
He did not want to hunt close to the pools and in so doing scare
the wild life away.

The closest town to Ian was Potgieters Rust and that was more
than five days of horse ride away. After the second week had passed
from the time of their arrival Ian looked at his remaining
ammunition. He only had fifty rounds left and he would have to get
some more if he wanted to continue living in the veldt.
Ammunition was the only real defense against wild animals and
there was the nearby Matabele Land. If a raiding party
happened along he would have no choice but to shoot them and
with fifty rounds for his rifle, there was no hope of holding
out for long. Leaving ten men behind with Joseph in charge,
Ian and Samson with the other men set out for the town of
Potgieters Rust on fine sunny morning. Luck was with them and
they made good passage over the rough land. As they neared
the town, the signs of human habitation became more evident.
Cultivated land and ploughed fields indicated the farmers were
settled in and every now and then Ian would see the roof of a
house in the distance. Not wanting to draw too much attention Ian
gave them a wide berth until he reached the outer edges of the
town. His face was covered with a full-length beard and his
clothes were that of a man that has spent too long in the bush. His
trousers were ripped and patched and his clothes were dirty.
His only pair of good boots was scuffed and unpolished and in
need of some repair work. Nobody would be able to recognize
him if a poster had been put out for him.

Leaving the Zulu's at the edge of the town, Ian made his way
slowly into town. The main street was nothing more than a
cleared strip of bare ground and was wide enough to
turn around an ox-wagon. A couple of hotels and a church
shared the same street. The bustling activity was alien to Ian
after his time away from other white faces and he stared at
the shop windows as he passed.

When he came to the general dealer he dismounted and placing the
reigns of his horse in Samson's hand, he entered the general
dealer.

'Hello Neef, waarmee kan ek jou help?' The burly
Afrikaner wiped his hands on his apron. Neef was the term
used by the Afrikaners and translated means cousin. Not just used
for family members Neef also referred to fellow Afrikaners
when addressed by their elders. Ian quickly took up his offer for
assistance.

Explaining that he was new to the area Ian told the man that he
needed in fact everything from a toilet seat to kerosene lamps.

Ian was in luck again. The shopkeeper looked out of the window
at a man that had just come out of the general store as Ian had
entered.



'There is not many a time that I will turn away business, son,
but today I think God has intervened for the better.' The
shopkeeper pointed the man out to Ian as he stood with sagging
shoulders out on the side of the road.


'Go and speak to Johan. He had a farm just outside of town and
most of the things that you wanted, he tried to sell to me just
now.'

Thanking the man, he went outside and introduced himself to
Johan Botha. Inviting him back to his farm in true hospitality the
Afrikaner led the way out of town. Asking about his band of Zulu's
the man agreed that it was not a good idea to let them stay on the
edge of town and sending Samson ahead to fetch them they joined Ian
and Johan a short while later.

Johan and his wife Dianne had been one of the first farmers to
settle down in the new Republic of South Africa after they had left
Cape Town. With extreme difficulty, they had managed to get a farm
going but the expenditure was too great for them to keep a
profitable farm and over the last year, they had to make the
decision to sell up. Always hoping for a miracle they had put it
off until the winter but now that it was upon them, they had to
sell up. The only problem was that they were not the only ones
selling and there was nobody to buy.

After a dinner of ox-tail and maize meal porridge with dumplings
and potatoes Ian was shown to a guest bedroom. Samson and the other
Zulu's were taken to the servant's quarters where they would spend
the night.

Following a big breakfast the next morning, Ian and Johan did an
inventory of the different goods that he had on the farm. The work
tools had been used often but looked after lovingly and Ian saw
that most of the tools would be usable. He did not have much use
for the ploughing implements and quickly discarded them.

What were of great interest though, were the brick moulds that
lay in the back of one of the sheds and Ian added them to his
growing list of wanted goods.

After the sun had gone down Ian and Johan quibbled about the
price for all the items on the list.

Finally agreeing a price Ian promised that he would have the
money drawn from the Volkskas Bank in the town the following day.
There was thirty heads of cattle, a few milk cows and a wagon
included in the price. Johan had also promised to speak on his
behalf with some of the other farmers after the church service
on Sunday to see if he could add a few more cattle to the ones
bought from him.



The Monday after the church service Ian had added another
hundred and twenty cattle to the total and with a sizeable sum of
money withdrawn from his account settled all the bills.

The day before he was planning to leave, Johan and Dianne had
called all their servants and with Ian in the background had
thanked them for their loyal service. They were going to move back
to Cape Province and therefore did not need more than a handful to
accompany them. The servants had all been long standing employees
and the news saddened them. There was ten families' in all with
husbands, wives and kids all staying on the farm. Without
employment, they would have to move from the farm and many of them
had known nothing else since they had left their kraals many years
ago. Ian then stepped forward and explained where he was planning
on setting up his new house, offered every one employment.

Gratefully they accepted and Ian suddenly found himself the
owner of everything that he needed and the staff to help him
accomplish his goals.

Sitting around the dinner table that evening Ian asked the Johan
for a favor. Pulling the two envelopes from his pocket, Ian asked
if he could post it for him as he went past Natal. 'It would be my
pleasure.' Johan assured Ian. They would also be leaving within a
week.










Chapter 13
New Chapter



CHAPTER 13

'Mom, Dad I have been to the doctor and he said that I was
pregnant.' Elizabeth sat wringing her hands together. It had been
more than a month since Ian had left and after the first
uncertainty, she had decided to seek medical confirmation.

'Are you sure? How did that happen?' Jan shook his head. The
intricacies of subtle questioning had never been one of his strong
points.

'Well, first I went into town and made an appointment to see the
doctor and then I waited until he was free and then he saw me.'
Elizabeth answered flippantly. She knew what her father had meant
with the question, but the situation was embarrassing enough
without having to explain how she got pregnant.

'What I mean is, who is the father?' Jan tried to rescue the
situation and made things worse.

'The father is Ian dad. How many men do you think I have slept
with? Do you really think that I am that sort of woman?' Elizabeth
defended herself again.

'Jan, go and put the kettle on, I think that all of us could do
with a cup of nice coffee.' Ruth silenced her husband before he
could dig himself into a deeper hole.

'I am sorry, and I know I shouldn't snap at dad.' Elizabeth
tried to make peace with her mom after Jan had left the room.

'Do not tell me. You can say that to your dad when he comes
back. Now, tell me. When did this happen!' Ruth urged Elizabeth to
take her into confidence.

'It was the night before he had left. It was not his fault
either. I went to his room.'

'Nobody is laying blame on anybody. All I want to know is
whether you are planning on keeping this baby.' Ruth asked
gently.

The previous pregnancy still sat like a raw sore on Ruth's
conscience and she had blamed herself many a night for the
abortion. If she did not make the suggestion to Elizabeth the first
time, she would not have had the regrets that she had afterwards.
Now that Elizabeth was pregnant, again the memories came flooding
over her like raging storm waters that threatened to engulf
her.




'Yes mom, I am keeping the baby. I will never do what I did
before. That was the worst mistake I ever made in my life and I am
not intending to repeat it.' Elizabeth answered her mother with
certainty in her voice.

'If that is the case then I am very happy for you.' Ruth
answered her daughter. Throwing her arms around her mother,
Elizabeth burst into tears. She had expected a lot more resistance
and accusations when she told them and had received none. Ian would
be a father and when he returned she would be able to marry him and
they would have a proper family.

A few minutes later Jan came into the room again and seeing his
wife and daughter in tears he could not resist the emotions that
washed over him. Excluded from the choice in the first pregnancy he
had always felt left in the dark. This time around, he was informed
though and when he was making the coffee the thought that went
through his mind the most was that he was going to be a
grandfather. He had been looking forward to the day that he would
hold his grandson in his arms and teach him all the things that a
grand dad would do.

'I suppose this means that I can start plans on a nursery room
then?' Jan asked softly as he put the tray of coffee on the side
table.

'Oh dad, I do love you!' Elizabeth jumped up and gave her father
a big hug. As the days went by Elizabeth eventually scrounged up
the courage to inform lan's father of her pregnancy. As it happened
Anna had come to Durban with Peter the previous day and when
Elizabeth told them the news was taken joyously.

Immediately the two grandmothers to be had taken Elizabeth under
their years of experience and started laying out the wardrobe for
the baby to be. The only cloud on Elizabeth's horizon was that
there was still no news of Ian. Nobody had heard or seen anything
of him since that day that he had left. The police had made wild
claims that the families had been hiding him away, supplying him
with food. Peter had kept a straight face at the allegations that
his son had gone all the way to the Tugela River and then returned
to Durban.

He knew where Ian had gone and even though it broke his heart to
do so, he could not tell anybody where it was.



The months dragged by slowly and Elizabeth had become aware of a
certain animosity towards her from the people in town. On one of
her trips into town to view the new fish, market that Peter had
bought she overheard two women gossiping. She was standing at the
fish stall with her back to the ladies when one of them started
talking. So close that she could hear every word it was like little
stabs of a knife.


'That Elizabeth woman is pregnant you know.' The first one had
said 'Did you hear that the murderer that got away is the
father?'   The other woman had replied.

'She is a real harlot I heard. Couldn't tell you how many men
have claimed to have slept with her.' The first one was quick to
reply.

'All bloody nose in the air she is and bigger than an elephant
with that bastard in her stomach.' The second woman hissed the
words viciously.

Elizabeth could feel the anger and humiliation wash over her.
She had recognized the voice of one of the woman. The previous week
she had sat in the same shop as Elizabeth where she and her mother
was enjoying a cup of tea out of the sun. The woman had obviously
overheard her when she had told her mother how proud Ian would be
of his child.

'You really do not want to mix with that lot if you can help it.
They are an embarrassment to all of us.'

Elizabeth could not stand any more of the snide remarks and as
she started walking away she heard the last remark of the other
woman again.' Look, she has eventually taken the hint.'

All this time Elizabeth had thought that she was over hearing a
private conversation and when the last words was spoken she
realized that it was done deliberately. That more than anything
else had made her decide that she would not go into town if it
could be helped. The days were lonely, the nights never seemed to
end for her, and with each passing day, her need for Ian returned
tenfold. She did not know how she was going to able to go through
the pregnancy without him. One thing that she was certain of was
that she would not live in this town longer than was necessary.



 


… My heart is aching for the solace of your company. If only
you could see the place that

I am going to build your home for you. Together we will be
able to watch the sun go

down over our farm and see the kudu and eland slake their
thirst at the water pools.

My thirst for you is unwavering and with every passing day I
miss you more.

I have managed to buy most of the equipment I need for
building the farm and as soon as

it is done, I will be able to send for you. There is a
church only five days away and we

can be married here. I will be leaving this town tomorrow to
start building our future

and will ask Johan and Dianne to post this letter for me
when they pass Natal. That way

the law would not know, where it came from and when the time
is right I will again be

close to you.

For ever loving you

Ian.

A tear slowly rolled down her cheeks and Elizabeth lowered her
trembling hands onto her lap. The agony of the last eight months
has taken its toll on her. Since Ian had left so abruptly,
Elizabeth had been in an emotional turmoil.

'Why are you so upset?' Ruth asked as she came into Elizabeth's
room.' You know it is not good for you in your condition.'

With her trembling hands, she handed the letter to Ruth without
a word. Sitting down on the bed next to her, Ruth read the pages of
the letter.

'My dear girl, at least you know that he still loves you and
that he will be coming back for you.' Ruth said softly after she
had finished her reading, brushing her fingers through Elizabeth's
hair that lay on her forehead. She loved her daughter very much and
the strain of Elizabeth's pregnancy was taking its toll on both of
them. Jan had struggled to come to terms with it, but in the end
understood that his daughter was adult enough to make her own
decisions. After the last fiasco, Ruth had doubted if Elizabeth was
emotionally strong enough to cope with being pregnant again.

The last few weeks Elizabeth had been suffering from a bad back
and had taken to bed with the worst of the pains. The letter had
come that morning when Elizabeth was suffering again and stayed in
bed.



It was the first news that she has had from Ian. The police
still made the occasional enquiry, but nothing had happened to
prove that Ian was innocent. The shock of the letter finally gave
way to elation at the news, and with eagerness, she reread the
letter. Ian still loved her and that was all that mattered. After
the news became public knowledge that Elizabeth was pregnant with a
murderer’s child, the community had turned their backs on her.
Shunned from social events Elizabeth were still a recluse on Jan's
farm and as she grew heavier in pregnancy had stopped her horse
riding and turned her hand to making clothes for the baby. She was
certain that the child would be a boy. It would look like its
father with a strong chin and clear bright eyes. Peter and Anna had
become like her next set of parents and she has spent long hours in
their company. She had come to love and respect them, in turn she
was accepted as the wife of their son, even though they had not yet
married. The news of the baby was a joy to them both and they
constantly bought little things for it claiming that Ian would have
wanted them to. Later that afternoon Hennie turned up at the farm
and getting up from her bed, she joined him for a cup of coffee in
the lounge.


'How is the market coming along?'   She asked him
after sitting herself down on the lounge chair.

'Very well in fact. All the shops are now buying from us and
very soon I will be able to sell fish to the passing boats also.'
Hennie replied. He was dressed not in the work clothes that he used
to wear in the warehouse any more, but in a neat three-piece suit
that fitted his big frame snugly. He still felt uncomfortable
wearing it and Elizabeth did not doubt that as soon as he got back
to the market he would change into his old work clothes again. 'I
see that you have just come back from the council meeting.'
Elizabeth stated as Hennie again fiddled with his tight collar.

'Yes, they have finally seen the sense in giving us the trading
license. It took some hard work to convince them that Ian had no
part in the market and that it was only me and you.'

Following his son's request Peter had started up the fish market
and got Hennie to run it. It was a bigger success than they had
imagined. Expanding the market was Hennie's idea and approaching
Peter, had offered to put up his own capital in the business
venture in order to do so. Three fishing boats went out each
morning to bring the fish in fresh each day. lan's name did not
appear on any paperwork and seeing the sense of it after Peter had
explained lan's request, Elizabeth had agreed to use her name to
put down as owner when it had started. Hennie has made regular
visits to the farm since he became a partner and kept Elizabeth
updated on the affairs of the business even though he had a free
hand in it.




'I have had a letter from Ian today.' Elizabeth finally
said.

Sitting forward in his chair eagerly Hennie asked.' Where is he,
what is he doing and when is he coming back?'

'One question at a time, and I will tell you.' Elizabeth said
with a smile on her lips. Hennie's eagerness at news reflected her
own feelings. Filling their mugs with fresh coffee, Elizabeth sat
down again opposite Hennie.

'He is somewhere in Southern Africa. He did not say where in his
letter because the police might have monitored letters coming in.
He is busy building a house for me and as soon as it is done, he
wrote that he would send for me to join him.' Asking a few more
questions, Hennie tried to find out more, but Elizabeth could not
reveal the letter. There was too much personal information in there
to show it to Hennie.

'Have you found out anything more though?' Elizabeth asked
Hennie after he stopped asking questions about where Ian might be.
Not having to ask about what Hennie knew that Elizabeth was
referring to his own investigation into Colin's death. Even Hennie
with all his local contacts had not been able to find out anything
more. As of late he had stopped making enquiries.

'Nothing new has come up. It is a dead end. It was as if there
was a phantom that suddenly appeared, shot Colin and then drifted
away as if it had never existed.' Feeling guilty that he had let it
slip from his immediate concerns he answered Elizabeth.

'I know that he is your friend Hennie, but he is also the father
of my child and for the sake of his child we must not give up hope
of finding out the truth.' Elizabeth pleaded with Hennie while
stroking her rounded stomach.

There was only two more months to go before the birth and
Elizabeth did not want the child to grow up hearing that his father
was a murderer.



'I already have a reward out for any information, but my
contacts have not heard anything. It seems that whoever had done it
has got a lot of power to keep it this quiet.' Hennie looked
miserably at his Elizabeth.


'Who would people be afraid of to not say anything?' Elizabeth
asked.

'I have heard rumors about a man down near the docks. He owns a
bar and runs a few illicit dealings of his own. Apparently nobody
wants to mess with him because he has a foul temper and actions to
back it up.' Hennie replied thoughtfully.

'Do you think that if we could convince him to help us that he
would be able to find out more than we could?'

'It would definitely be possible, he has got a lot of people
that visit his establishment and would know if there was anything
happening in the streets.'

'When can we see him?' Elizabeth asked eagerly.

'We will not go to see him. Black Jim is not a person that a
lady such as you would want to associate with. Leave it to me and I
will visit his bar tonight.' Hennie replied. Elizabeth sat back on
the couch. It was as though they were looking for a needle in a
haystack. All the people at the dance knew or suspected Ian had
accepted the challenge and by the next day, everybody that was not
at the party knew of it by means of the amazing gossip network that
existed in every society. Standing up Hennie tugged at the sleeves
of his jacket before going towards the door.

'I will let you know as soon as I find out anything. You just
take care of my godson and yourself. Fate can look after itself.'
He closed the door gently behind him as he left. Elizabeth stood up
and looked out the window as Hennie left the garden and passed out
of view on his way to the stables.

There were many things to do before she would be ready for the
birth. She would also have to start collecting miscellaneous items
for her house that Ian was building. Elizabeth sat daydreaming for
the rest of the day and only roused herself when Ruth called to her
for dinner.

After changing into suitable clothing at his house, Hennie made
his way past the warehouse. Since he had left to take over the
running of the market Peter had spent more time in the warehouse
training a new manager to the varied tasks that he required from
him.




Peter sat in his usual position behind the desk as Hennie
entered and after hanging his coat on a hook behind the door,
he made himself comfortable opposite Peter in the other chair.
The grey hair had started to make a silver path above Peter's ears
and Hennie felt sorry for him. The strain of having his son
being hunted like a common criminal had taken its toll on
him.

Telling Peter about the letter Elizabeth had received, a visible
relaxation spread through him. At least his son had made it
safely and he now knew that Ian had arrived where he had
wanted to go. He had deliberately not told Hennie about it in case
of a slip of the tongue.

'I know where he is, Hennie. I apologize for not telling you
before, but I spoke to Ian the day before the trouble started and
we came up with an alternative plan if anything was to go wrong.'
Peter looked across at his long time friend and employee.

'Are you going to tell me where?' Hennie asked while looking
Peter in the eye. Peter explained to Hennie where the piece of land
was that he had managed to purchase for Ian the day that the duel
took place.

'The reason I have not told you before was that I was waiting to
see if he had reached it. At least now we know where to get hold of
him in case of anything happening on this side.'

After a while, Hennie made his excuses and left Peter to return
to the market. A few days had gone by before Hennie remembered
about his promise to Elizabeth that he was going to go and see
Black Jim. It could be a waste of his time or Black Jim might be
able to help him. Either way Hennie reckoned that he had nothing to
lose. The Silver Swan was packed to the hilt that evening as Hennie
pushed his way to the front of the bar. The throng of sailors and
other patrons was an ebbing tide that pushed and shoved its way to
the front only to retreat into a dark corner afterwards. Everywhere
the clientele was in different stages of getting drunk. A dirty and
smelling sailor tried to push Hennie out of his way as he struggled
to stay on his feet and without straining his big muscles, Hennie
shoved him gently to one side. The noise was deafening as the
different groups shouted at each other. Black Jim was doing very
good business and Hennie knew that he would have a long wait before
he was going to be able to speak to the man behind the bar. Two
women was flirting with the men from behind the safety of the
counter and when Ian reached the bar he attracted the attention of
one of them long enough to order a pint of beer.




Asking loud enough to be heard the woman pointed at Black Jim as
he served his customers. At least Hennie now knew what he
looked like. Taking his beer to a corner at the back of the
bar he sat down at a chair that was vacated by a man sprawling
passed out on the floor. Five hours later the bar started
clearing and only the bitter-enders still clung drunkenly onto
their jugs of alcohol. Hennie made his way to the bar and waited
until Black Jim finished cleaning a few glasses before he
beckoned him closer. Introducing himself, Hennie could have
sworn that he saw a slight shift in Black Jim's eyes. Hennie
finally managed to ask Black Jim if he could have a word with him
outside.

'So what do you want?' Black Jim asked Hennie as they got
outside the bar. 'I know you have a lot of customers coming through
your doors and I am willing to make you a reasonable offer for some
information.' Hennie said in reply.

'All depending on what information.' Black Jim answered
wearily.

'A few months ago there was a shooting up on the Bluff. I was
hoping that you might have heard something.'

At the mention of the shooting Black Jim immediately thought
that this was a set-up and that he had been found out.

'I don't know anything about it, why are you asking me?' Black
Jim looked guiltily all around him except at Hennie who was staring
straight at him.

Hennie had dealt with many people before in the warehouse when
people had come to him to impart some snippets of information. He
could see that Black Jim felt uncomfortable with the question.

'A man such as you, owning a well frequented bar may have heard
something that would not be mentioned in the streets.' Hennie made
the statement.

'Yes, I do hear a lot of things, but I have not heard anything
about the Englishman that got killed.' Black Jim stated firmly
while eyeing the passage behind him. He still was not sure if this
was a set-up.



'Sorry to contradict you, but if you have heard absolutely
nothing, how come you know that it was an Englishman that got
murdered?' Hennie asked casually. His whole body was tensing up.
With Jim's last statement, he knew that he was being lied to. He
could not however accuse the man straight out.


'Why don't you just piss off? I do not have to answer you and if
I say I do not know anything then I do not. What is it to you
anyway? You are not the law!' Black Jim challenged Hennie.

'My friend was accused of the murder and that is why I was
asking. I can see though that you don't want to help me. Goodbye.'
Hennie turned away and started walking back up the road. He could
feel the stare from Black Jim as he walked away and knew that he
was on the right track. The only problem would be how to find out
what it was that Black Jim knew.

The days passed slowly and when the buds started appearing in
the early spring Hennie and Peter were called home urgently.
Elizabeth was in labour and not wanting to miss anything, they
rushed over to Peter's house.

Elizabeth had moved into the Smith's home so that she could be
closer to the doctor when the birth started. Pacing the floors the
three burly men stopped every time the midwife walked past.

'Have you any news for us about Miss Fouche?'   
Hennie asked yet again as the midwife tried to slide past them.

'I am sorry sir, but you will just have to wait. It could still
take hours before the youngster will arrive.'

With a groan Jan and Peter looked at each other before sitting
down on the hard back wooden chairs. Ruth and Anna were in the
bedroom with Elizabeth. The clocked ticked slowly as everyone sat
waiting for the baby to be born.

In the bedroom Elizabeth strained as another contraction wracked
her tired body. Her waters had broken as the sun had started to
rise that morning and since then the pain seemed to get worse every
minute.

When the doctor had arrived at the house after being summoned he
had given her a perfunctory examination and declared that
everything would be fine.



Anna wiped the sweat from her daughter's forehead with the
already damp cloth. Both the older women had been through
childbirth before and tried to make Elizabeth as comfortable as
possible. Another contraction followed shortly afterwards and
calling to the midwife Anna asked her to get the doctor that was
sterilizing his equipment. It seemed that the baby was ready to
greet the world.


The doctor arrived within a few minutes and smiling
encouragingly at Elizabeth implored her to start pushing. Inside
her womb, the little body felt the muscles around him contract and
kicking out with his feet managed to hold onto the warm and cozy
space that it had occupied for the last nine months.

Elizabeth strained again and willed the baby to come out of her.
The sweat formed damp patches on her dressing gown that she was
asked to put on. Little droplets of perspiration formed paths down
her face as she strained to push the baby from her womb. With a
feeling of release, a final effort pushed the reluctant arrival
from her and deftly grabbing hold of it, the doctor quickly cleaned
the airways and cut the umbilical cord. An almighty howl erupted
from the baby as it felt the cold air around it and the soft towel
felt like sandpaper grating on its skin as the hands that held it
rubbed the skin clean. After a few more howls the rough treatment
stopped and the newborn baby was placed into the arms of its
mother.

Outside the room, the three men had sat down patiently as the
time passed. Each had his own thoughts to fight with, but the
general feeling was that the longer it took the more there was
wrong with the baby.

When they heard the first cry emanating from the room all three
heads turned towards the closed door. An earthquake would have had
less effect on the three men and rushing the door, the two
grandfathers elbowed Hennie out of the way. The commotion was heard
inside the room and the midwife, who saw this miracle happen every
day, was ready for them. Not a small woman herself, she had yanked
open the door and stepped into the corridor. Caught in the act the
three men stopped within reach of the arms that were folded across
the nurse's chest.

'Now you just hold on here until the patient is ready to see
you.'   The stern woman said to the three anxious faces
in front of her.



'Tell us if it is a boy or a girl.' All three asked the nurse
trying to see into the half-closed door.


'You will just have to wait. I am not going to spoil it for the
new mother. She can tell you herself

Dejectedly the three men sat down again and as the minutes crept
by, they got more anxious.

'I am telling you there must be something wrong with the baby.
Why else would they take this long?' Jan asked nobody in
particular.

'At least Elizabeth is doing fine. The nurse would have said if
there was anything wrong.' Hennie gave his opinion.

The door finally opened and by that time all three men had
talked themselves into a state of such worry that it was with
trepidation that they entered the room. Walking over to the bed
Elizabeth lay exhausted but elated looking at them. Holding out the
tightly wrapped bundle to her father, she said to him. 'Have a look
at your grandson dad. He is perfect in every way.'

Taking the little figure wrapped in the small blanket, Jan held
him awkwardly and looked at the wrinkled face looking up at him.
The little eyes looked up at him and Jan felt as proud of his
daughter as he had ever been.

Peter and Hennie craned forward for a look. The few hairs across
the scalp were pitch black and the small face was still flushed
pink.

The congratulations went on for a few more minutes before all
three men were chased out again. The two grandmothers showed them
no sympathy and insisting that Elizabeth needed her rest they had
to leave.

Eventually Elizabeth was left alone and with tenderness, she
looked at her baby as it lay sleeping against her breast.

'Your daddy will be so proud of you and as soon as he can he
will come and fetch us.' Elizabeth said as she stroked his cheek
with her finger.

Three days later Elizabeth was at her home again and young Chris
Fouche was an immediate favorite with everybody.

The nights were spent feeding and changing nappies by Elizabeth
and the days filled with the competition of the rest of the people
trying to take care of him.



Jan had already set up his own little room but Elizabeth kept
Chris next to the side of her


bed in the cot made from oak and given to her by Peter.

The two grandmothers were kept busy making clothes for the baby
and very soon even Elizabeth had to call a stop to the growing
piles of clothing that Ruth and Anna had made. The days
turned into weeks and the weeks into months and very soon little
Chris was able to pull himself up on the furniture to take his
first waddling steps. Hennie had not sat still in the last few
months either. Black Jim was a thorn in his side and everybody
that he had approached about Black Jim had clamped shut tighter
than a nun's legs.

One fine morning Hennie saw one of the barmaids ambling along
the stalls of the fish market and taking the opportunity
approached her cautiously. Heather was dressed in one of her
less revealing dresses. The assault on her by Colin had scared
her to the extent that she no longer entertained men in the back
room. Black Jim was not happy about her decision, but retained
her as a barmaid. He still made her flaunt herself unashamedly
before them, teasing and provoking them into spending their
money. Heather was still tolerated though, but realized that
Black Jim would eventually replace her with somebody that
would be willing to sleep with the more amorous clientele.
Not receiving any extra income, she had to make do with the
meager salary that Black Jim paid her when he felt like
it. She saw Hennie approach her and stopped perusing the stall
in front of her.

'Can I interest you in anything you see here?'  
Hennie asked as he reached her. The table was packed with freshly
caught steenbras and Heather knew that she did not have
enough money in her purse to purchase it.

'At these prices the only thing that would interest me would be
a big discount.' Heather replied and looked away. The man before
her was strongly built with a good strong face. He might be a few
years older than she was but with her limited life experience she
had seen many a man and all they were interested in was what lay
underneath her clothes.



'You pick one out and we can talk about a price.' Hennie tried
to remain calm. If he


could win over this woman, she might be able to give him the
information he had been

looking for, for so
long.                                  
t

'How about that one?'   Heather asked as she pointed
out one of the bigger steenbras lying in front of her.
Calling over one of the workers Hennie gave him instructions to
wrap up the fish.

'You still have not told me how much it is.' Heather pointed out
to him as he took the fish from the worker.

'I suppose I have not. Too late to weigh it now that it is
wrapped up. You can have it for free if you promise to come back
again.' Hennie said and handed the fish to her. Heather was feeling
very unsure about his intentions, but she had to eat and if the
fish was free, she might as well make use of it.

Two weeks later, she was back again and as soon as Hennie saw
her, he made his way over. Once again, Hennie gave her a free fish,
but this time with the promise that she would come back sooner.

Hennie intrigued Heather, as he had not made any other gesture
towards her. He was always polite to the point of being boring. She
visited the market regularly now and a tentative friendship had
blossomed between them.

Hennie started off with ulterior motives but also found that he
was looking forward to Heather's visits to the market. She was
intelligent and had quick humour that he found very appealing.

Just after the birth of Chris, Hennie decided that it was time
to take the market visits further and invited her for lunch at the
main restaurant the following week. Heather had accepted and was
eagerly waiting for the day. It would be the first time that a
gentleman had taken her anywhere but the bedroom.

The lunch had gone well and with growing respect for each other
Heather had finally decided to quit working for Black Jim and start
work for Hennie as his bookkeeper. She was used to doing the books
at the Silver Swan and with little tutoring needed, she became a
valuable asset to the business.

Heather and Hennie became more dependent on each other and when
Hennie finally came to the realization that he had fallen in love
again, he was flabbergasted.



Closing the office door behind him, he had approached her.


'I will have the figures ready for you in a minute.' Heather
said, as she became aware of his presence.

'I have got a more important subject that I wish to discuss with
you.' Hennie sat down on the edge of the desk.

Putting the pen down Heather looked at him.' I hope I have not
done anything wrong. The books still balance every week and the
profits are growing every month.' Taking her hand in his Heather
noticed how nervous Hennie seemed. She has been harbouring her
secret for a long time and always thought that she would never be
able to match up to Hennie. She had sold her body for money a long
time ago and would never be able to be the perfect wife knowing
what she had done. She had fallen in love with Hennie a while ago
and had to keep her emotions tucked away safely when she was near
him.

Hennie cleared his throat before speaking. 'We have known each
other for a long time now and I am sure about how I feel for you.'
He looked at Heather sheepishly before continuing. 'I hope that you
also have certain feelings for me?'

Heather felt the blush creeping up from her collar and spreading
through her cheeks. She could not allow him to say that he loved
her. Not before he knew everything about her.

'Hennie, before you say what I think you do, I have a confession
to make.' Heather knew that she would be taking a risk telling
Hennie about her previous life. Hesitantly she found the words. 'I
was more than just a barmaid for Black Jim. I also entertained some
of his clients. I promise that I have not done so for the last
year. You see, some Englishmen came to the bar and he assaulted me.
Black Jim saved me and then he promised to make sure that the man
would not hurt anybody else again. I could not bring myself to do
it again after I heard that the man was killed. I also felt guilty
about what I had done and felt that it was partly my fault.'
Heather looked at Hennie. His lips were pulled into a big
smile.

'Do you think it is funny? I just told you the truth about
myself and you sit there smiling!' Heather exclaimed and tried to
stand up. Still holding her hand Hennie gently pulled her
closer.



'I know that you slept with other men. I have slept with other
women and therefore will never judge you for it.' Hennie was still
smiling as Heather sat back down on the chair.

'The reason I am smiling is that it just proves that you love me
also or you would not have told me.'

Heather felt the burden of the dark past slip from her shoulders
and smiling she looked up at Hennie. 'You fool, I have been in love
with you for a long time.' Standing up again she threw her arms
around him and they kissed for a long time before letting go
again.

It was a while later that Hennie came back down from the clouds
that he was drifting on, long enough to recall the other words that
Heather had spoken. An Englishman that was killed and Black Jim had
made the promise. All the pieces fell into place suddenly. Black
Jim, not willing to communicate with Hennie, and the reluctance of
his informants to spill the beans on Black Jim. If the man was
willing to kill somebody then Hennie could not blame his own
informants for not wanting to jeopardize then- good health.
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CHAPTER 14

Stretching backward Ian relieved some of the ache that had been
building up from the continuous labour. The house was coming along
very nicely and very soon the roof would be thatched. The servants
held Ian in great esteem, as he did not ask them to do what he was
not willing to do himself.

'Samson, come over here!' Ian called.

Leaving the group of woman that he was entertaining with his
fictitious tales of bravery he trotted over to Ian.

'What do you want, Nkosi?' Samson asked as he came to a stop in
front of Ian. 'What I want is for you to leave the women alone
before you become one yourself. What I will get is something
different, but in the meantime you can help carry these bricks to
the house.' Ian chided him.

He knew that Samson would not be able to keep his libido in
check and that every single woman and sometimes even the married
ones would be the focus point of his attention if they came within
his range.

'You make me feel sad Nkosi, I am merely doing them a favor by
helping the day go by with a bit of laughter. If their husbands
cannot do so then you cannot deny me the pleasure.' Samson tried to
make light of it.

They each grabbed hold of three bricks that were made from the
clay mixed with ashes and then left to dry in the sun in the moulds
that Ian had purchased two months ago. Ian had fashioned a crude
outline on the top of the hill and they had steadily built the
house with each passing day as the bricks dried out.

The twenty young Zulu warriors that had been named the hyenas by
Ian had taken the cattle and split it between them. Every day they
took the cattle from the kraal and took them into the bush to feed
on the grass. Because of Joseph's attack by the hyena the group had
taken to their name and very soon started competing with each other
to see who had the best cattle in his charge.

At night Ian still enjoyed sitting around their campfire and
laughing at their jokes with them. He was very soon accepted as
part of their group and as such they came to him with all their
problems and squabbles.



 


Realizing that they needed to be kept active Ian had started to
organize games to keep them busy on Saturdays and although hesitant
at first they added their own spice to it. One of the games was to
wrestle against each other and Joseph proved to be a very slippery
candidate to get hold of when taken on. One of the more ambitious
competitors tried to get Joseph into a headlock and as soon as he
thought that Joseph was pinned, Joseph would wriggle his body away
and counter with a grip of his own. The other man got very angry
and frustrated at his failed attempts and he latched onto Joseph's
ear with his teeth. With the blood pouring from his wound Joseph
pulled his head back and ripped nearly half his ear off. The
tempers suddenly flared and grabbing their knop kieries
the two men started their war dance around each other. The knop
kieries whistled through the air and made contact with flesh.
Both men were in great physical condition and with the other Zulu's
egging those on it soon became a battle to the end.

Ian tried to shout at them but they were completely fixed on
each other, concentrating on blocking the next blow and countering
with one of their own. Grabbing his gun Ian had fired a shot over
their heads and that eventually separated them. Ian could see the
red mist fade from their eyes as they had stared at him from the
circle that had formed around them.

Soon forgotten the Zulu's had continued with their daily tasks.
Dropping the bricks next to the house Ian looked at it.

In the end there would be five bedrooms, a big dining room and
kitchen with a sizeable lounge. At the moment there was only one
bedroom, lounge and kitchen area. There would always be time to add
onto the house later on. He still had a lifetime ahead of him.
Miriam, whom he had brought back with him from Potgieters Rust, had
proved the best cook of all and she made sure that Ian ate a hearty
meal every day. The kitchen was her domain and she had already
installed the heavy stove that Ian had brought back on the
wagon.

The sun was drawing long shadows on the ground before Ian called
a halt to the day's work. As black as the night itself Miriam made
Ian a cup of coffee on her stove in her roofless kitchen and
brought it to him as he sat down on a chair for a moment.

'Baas, you work too hard. You must let these bastards
do it while you watch them.' Miriam originally came from the
Ndebele tribe in the Transvaal. Very proud of her race she looked
on the other tribes with disdain. In her estimation, if you were
not Ndebele you were a bastard. There was no point in arguing with
her that the workforce should not be called bastards, hi her
estimation the other tribes were not worthy of her respect and
since most of them grew up with only their mothers to look after
them, they were bastards.




'Miriam, when I stop work you can put me in the sand and cover
me up again. There is too much to do still.'

'When are you going to bring your wife here, Baas?'
Miriam used the term boss for her new employer.

'As soon as the house is finished. It will be at least another
three months before I will leave to get her.' Ian replied. He had
hoped that it would be earlier than that, but it just seemed that
as soon as one task was finished another one had to be done
immediately. That evening the Zulu's returned the cattle to the
kraal that had been constructed from the thorn trees that they had
interlaced. Two of the men had not yet returned and concerned about
their safety Ian and Joseph sat waiting until the sun finally
disappeared over the horizon.

The two men had twenty-five cattle with them and Ian could not
afford the loss of a single animal, let alone twenty-five.

Making plans with Joseph they agreed that they would go and look
for them the next morning. It could be that they had wandered too
far away during the day and not wanting to risk the drive back at
night had set up a camp. There was also the biggest fear though and
that was that a marauding group of Matabele had crossed the border
and stolen the cattle.

Under Lobengula's rule there was widespread peace among the
Matabele but splinter groups had formed. These splinter groups
regularly crossed over the Matabele border to raid farms and
travelers alike. The outcome to the unlucky party was usually death
to himself and his family and a loss of all his material
possessions.

Early the next morning Ian and a group often Zulu's set out from
the farmhouse and Ian had to spur his horse onwards to keep up with
the Zulu impi. Before midmorning Joseph stopped and pointing at the
sky Ian could see what Joseph was pointing at. Vultures were
circling in the air, riding on the warmth of the morning air. They
were barely a mile distant and urging his men forward cautiously
Joseph set off again.




There was no sign of the cattle that should have been there. The
dead bodies of three black men lay on the ground. Ian felt the
gorge rise in his throat as he stared at the carnage in front
of him. The vultures had started ripping pieces of flesh from the
bones before they got there and the eye sockets lay devoid of
sight staring up blindly at the clear sky.

The two young Zulu's were slashed from their chest down to their
groins and the vultures had ripped their innards out and
spread the ground thickly with their blood. Joseph stood with
his head bowed. 

'They were taken by surprise Bwana. See how they were stabbed in
the back.' Joseph pointed to a broken spear shaft that lay in the
grass next to the bodies.

'One of my men had taken the life of this Matabele dog.' Joseph
walked among the dead. The flies buzzed around his head as he
reached each body.

'I am sorry for your men Joseph.' Ian could see the sorrow in
the black man's face as Joseph kneeled down on the ground.

'Do not feel sorry for them. They died like true warriors. Feel
sorry for the Matabele dogs that have done this!' Joseph stood up
determinedly and called his men over to him. With a few words
spoken they fanned out and very shortly one of them called Joseph
over to him. He had found the spoor that the Matabele had left
after the attack. Driving the cattle in front of them the group had
left soon after the killing.

Taking the lead Joseph set off at the same pace that he had
started with that morning. It amazed Ian that they could keep up
the same pace for hours without seeming to get tired. It was late
afternoon before Joseph held up his hand indicating to the party to
stop.

'Bwana, you must climb from your horse. We are getting close now
and they will see you if you sit on the horse.' Joseph instructed
Ian.

'If I do that then I will not be able to stay with you.' Ian
explained.

'Then you can follow us, but give me one hour before you come.'
Joseph instructed Ian and before he could reply the ten men had
turned and disappeared into the bushes. Ian dismounted and taking a
drink from his water bottle he hoped that they would not meet with
any resistance. 




After an hour had passed he set off again following in the
footsteps that showed in the loose ground.

Joseph led his band of men along the ridge of one of the hills
that stood up from the escarpment. He had left the spoor now
that they were this close and seeking high ground had decided
on the ridge that ran in the same direction as the Matabele had
taken. Down below him the ground was dotted with the different
trees and bushes that formed as much a part of the beauty of
the land as the animals. Joseph was not interested in the
scenery though and his eyes scanned the ground hungrily. In
the distance he made out a small group of black dots on the ground.
They were not moving and had it not been for the trained eye
of a cattleman he would have passed it over without seeing it
for what it was. The Matabele had obviously driven the cattle
hard to get here and were now letting the cattle catch their
breath and graze before they would set off again back to the
border. After a quick discussion between them Joseph stood up
again. His men had fought battles with other tribes before and
all of them were looking forward to the forthcoming stabbing.
There were fifteen men in the group that they had followed and
Joseph was as good a warrior as he was a tactician.

When they were within sight of the cattle Joseph signaled to his
men and as one they all dropped to their stomachs. Within
seconds the path was clear and not a single person could be
seen. One of the impi however crawled forward through the
bushes to see what camp the Matabele had put up. He
crawled so close to one of the guards that he could have slapped
him on the head before the man knew that there was somebody
else there. Making his way forward he counted eleven men
sprawled under the branches of the Acacia tree in different
positions of relaxation.

It did not take him long to see the other guards as they sat on
the ground or on a rock that lay scattered amongst the bushes
and trees. Crawling back past the guard the young man reported
to Joseph what he had seen.




The broad blades of the stabbing spears had been coated with mud
before they had descended from the hill. Using their own urine
to mix the dirt into mud, they had coated their blades so that
it would prevent the sun from reflecting from an exposed
blade. Calling the two men closest to him Joseph quickly
explained what he required from them. Circling wide around the
camp the two men followed the one that knew where the
guards were and very soon each one had picked their own
targets. Joseph had also crawled forward and finally had in
view the guard that had missed the presence of the first
warrior that had crawled past him.

Creeping up behind him he held the spear in an underhand
position and rising like a Black Panther behind the guard he
did not make a single noise. With a short powerful stab Joseph
pushed the blade of his spear into the exposed back and the
last thing that the Matabele guard saw was the shiny metal that
protruded from his chest. The mud had blocked the entrance
wound and blood spilled past the edge of the blade as the man
stared in shocked horror at his blood. Placing his foot against the
back of the man Joseph used both hands to pull the blade free
from the sucking hold of the flesh. As the blade came free the
man toppled sideways and lay unmoving on the ground. Dying in
silence he had not even seen the man that had killed him. The
other three men had done just as well and after they had killed
their men they remained in their positions. Joseph knew
that Ian would be coming soon and he was planning on his
sudden appearance to turn the surprise to his advantage. The
other men around the tree had not moved and were blissfully
unaware of the killing that had taken place barely fifty
paces away from them.

The other Zulu impi had spread out between the four men that had
wetted their spears and now eagerly waited for their turn to
spill blood. Joseph heard the hoof beats of the approaching
horse before the men around the tree did and his muscles
tensed in anticipation of the action that was to come. One of
the men around the tree finally heard the horse as it galloped
across the veldt and woke up his partners.

As Joseph had suspected they would do they started to split up
into two groups and started to move into the thicker bush on
either side of the tree. Unsuspecting, one of the Matabele came at
a crouch towards where Joseph still lay unmoving. The man kept
glancing over his shoulder in his retreat. With his attention on
the horse he did not pay attention to what lay in front of him.
Joseph had appeared before him so silently that he had no warning
of his presence. Tensing his leg muscles Joseph jumped forward and
thrust his spear into the chest of the man in front of him.




With a cry that ripped through the silent surroundings the man
tried to grab the spear where it was lodged in his chest. His
fingers closed over the blade just as Joseph pulled back the
spear and the razor sharp edges cut through the sinew and muscle of
the fingers. All around him the bush seemed to come to life
and the cries of dying men filled the air, pain and fear
vibrating in the voices. Joseph stepped forward again and
finding another Matabele in the grass he dispatched him with
the same ease as he did the others. The battle was short but
decisive and by the time Ian pulled up his horse the wounded
had been silenced with a stab through the heart.

Ian was horrified at the death, but realized that he would not
have been able to prevent it even if he had tried.

'It was a fine killing Bwana!' Joseph walked towards Ian as he
sat on the horse looking at the dead bodies spread on the ground.
'How are your men, Joseph?' Ian asked

'Only two men have cuts, but they will heal nicely and they will
be able to tell the story to their grand children and show them the
scars that will remain.' Joseph replied, dismissing the injuries
that his men had sustained.

The blood was starting to dry on Joseph's skin and to Ian it
looked as if Joseph should have played a role in the travelling
theatre as a mass murderer. As the thought ran through his head Ian
looked at the carnage again and realized that he was closer to the
truth of that thought than he had realized. It was a harsh country
and the tribes lived in hatred of each other and of the white men.
It was a common affliction between all men to want the possessions
of others and was willing to die to get them. The Zulu rounded up
the cattle quickly and they started the return journey. That night
they camped in the open veldt and Ian again thought of the
circumstances that had brought him to the place where it all seemed
to have started. He did not know yet that he had to thank them in a
way that they would find suitable and there was reason to
celebrate. To lose one ox in exchange for the twenty-five that they
had recaptured was a cheap price to pay.




'It is true what Samson says. We have all done it at my father's
kraal.' Joseph remembered fondly of those carefree days.

It was a true test of bravery and courage for those involved.
When he had done it they had struggled with the beast for more than
two hours before the bull had gone down.

'Then do you think that those men that were not with us will be
able to do it?' Ian offered an opportunity to Joseph to mollify the
other men that had stayed behind.

'That would be very good for the men, Bwana. I thank you.'
Joseph replied as he realized what he was offering. 'You are like a
true father to us.'

Giving them an ox to kill for a feast and having his men that
had stayed behind do it with their bare hands was a very generous
gift hi the eyes of Joseph and he realized that a great gift had
been made.

Calling the eight men over he chose one and told him to go and
single out one of the oxen that was kept separate from the
cows.

Herding him into an isolated kraal the news spread through the
small band of blacks and everybody ringed the chosen ox in the
kraal.

'Bwana Ian has led us into a great killing.' Joseph began his
speech and flowing into a descriptive speech replayed the story to
everybody again. Even Ian that was present at the tune could feel
the hair standing up on his fore arms.

'But there were always men that had to stay behind and guard the
woman and children.' Joseph finally ended.

'Bwana Ian has, like a true father, seen that their hearts are
sad because they have not been given a chance to prove
themselves.'

The eight men looked at each other expectantly. They knew what
to expect. They had done this once before at his own kraal and it
was a beautiful day to remember.

'That ox in there has been given to these men to prove that they
are warriors at heart, the same as the rest of us.' Joseph shouted
these last words.

'Go in there and let not a drop of blood be spilled!' Joseph
urged the small group of men forward.



Fascinated at their bravery Ian watched them sprint to the
centre and circling the ox. It was a mean, bad-tempered ox and its
horns arched over its head. The black coat was shiny and the
muscles rippled underneath its skin. The impi danced in front of
the great bull, taunting it and hurling abuse while staying nimble
and alert on their feet. The bull turned and watched the
ever-moving circle of men around him. His heart was pumping the
oxygen rich blood through his veins and with the increasing
adrenaline its rage started to build into a murderous rampage.


One of the men darted in and slapped the great rump of the ox
and with incredible speed it turned itself around. The horns that
span over a meter flashed through the thin air, but there was
nothing in the way. The man had already retreated into the moving
circle. As soon as it came to a stop the bull stared at the group
of men directly in front of him, unable to focus on just one
target.

A hand grabbed its tail and held on turning with the bull as it
tried to reach the new assailant. On the opposite side another big
man grabbed at one of the hind legs and tried lifting it in the air
to put the bull off balance. Ian saw the muscles bunching as the
bull's leg lifted off the ground and with a great kick managed to
knock the man from his feet. As he landed on his back, the wind
knocked from his lungs, the jeers from the spectators echoed all
around Ian. Showing no signs of being injured the man quickly
rolled onto his feet. The bull had by this time managed to rid
himself of the man that had held onto its tail. The bull was built
for power and the constant movement in the late afternoon heat was
already tiring it out.

After the dance of death passed the twenty-minute mark the score
was equal as the men were being thrown from its body. One of the
men had a gash across his upper leg where the horns reached him
before he could move away, but he was still dancing in the circle.
The bull was getting tired though and white froth covered the
corners of his mouth. Recognizing that the time had come to end it,
the men worked together as a team and while one grabbed at the tail
again another darted in as the bull started swinging his head to
rid himself of the man again. Locking his arms around the horns the
man hung precariously as the bull started shaking his head. If the
man had let go the bull would have been able to impale him on those
sharp tips before he could move away.




The man lifted his feet from the ground and hung with all his
weight on the head, straining the bull's neck muscles so that
it stood out in sharp relief through the black skin.  The
crowd, including Ian, held their breath. This was the moment that
everyone had been waiting for.

The other men jumped in and, grabbing hold of his back legs,
started pulling the bull from his feet. The bull managed
to stay on his feet a minute longer but as another man grabbed hold
of his foreleg, the weight distribution onto his remaining
fore leg was just too much and with a loud crash he fell onto
his side. In seconds, helping hands grabbed the horns
and twisted the neck of the bull around, exposing the main
artery in his neck. As one they looked across to Joseph who
still stood impassively next to Ian. 

'We are waiting for you to drain him, Chabule!' One of the men
called to Joseph as they strained to keep the massive head locked
in their strong arms. Calling to one of the woman to bring him a
clay pot Joseph took it and walked to the ring of men. The clay pot
was half filled with rich milk straight from a cow's udder.

'You have done well. You have proven yourselves as warriors fit
to be a part of the Hyena's.' Joseph used the name that Ian had
given them.

'Once you bite the prey you did not let go and like the hyena
you will drink from his blood.'

With a knife pointed at the bull Joseph performed a delicate
downward stroke pricking the skin. The knife entered the protruding
vein of the bull.

Withdrawing the blade the blood flew from the vein and Joseph
knelt down beside the ox and pinched the vein between his
forefinger and thumb. Controlling the blood flow he directed it
into the pot and when it was filled to the top he removed it from
the flow of blood.

Standing back, the blade flashed again and with a single stroke
ended the life of the bull. Taking the pot in his hands Joseph
handed it to each of the men around the carcass and they drank from
it.

After the ceremonious drinking of the blood the meat was quickly
butchered and cut into strips. That night the fires burned until
late in the night while the feast went on.



With renewed vigor the building of the house went a lot quicker
over the next few weeks and Ian started construction on the rest of
the house. Ian could see that Joseph was getting restless again and
calling to him one day they went for a walk along the water hole.
It was fed from a constant stream higher up in the Zoutpans
Mountains but, because of the constant activity around the house,
the wild game had stayed clear of the area for the last couple of
months.


'What is it that troubles you Joseph? ‘Ian asked as they stood
next to each other facing the sun as it was climbing into the still
morning air.

'The men are getting restless Bwana. They miss their wives and
girlfriends and since the Matabele dogs stay away from us there is
no battle for them to fight. They feel like they are just small
herd boys again.' The deep resonance of Joseph's voice betrayed his
longing also and Ian knew that he was talking about himself but
would never admit it.

'Do you also feel that way?' Ian asked him.

'Bwana, you are like my father and you understand me better than
my own mother. I live for the chance to repay you for what you have
done for me.' Joseph's hand strayed to the scar that ran across his
scalp. Seeing Ian follow his hand movement he quickly dropped his
arm back to his side.

'If you wish to leave then I will not stop you Joseph. You are a
free man to do, as you want.' Ian replied.

Joseph did not answer for a while and Ian did not want to push
him for a reply. He would sorely miss the Zulu impi if they left
and a sudden idea crossed his mind. A lot would depend though on
Joseph's reply.

'For the first time I am a man of my own and the others look to
me as their leader. If I go back to Chief Ngune's kraal I will just
be one of his men to be commanded again. No, I will stay here with
you if want me to.' Joseph looked at Ian.

'As a man you would have to build your own kraal before you can
bring your wife back, the same as I am doing.'

'That is true Bwana, but where will I find such a place?'

'I think it is time that we go for a ride across my land to see
how big it is and I want you to come with me.' Ian said abruptly
and turned back to the unfinished house. When they reached the
house Ian called Samson to saddle his horse.



'Miriam, pack a bag for me, I will be gone for a few days. Make
sure there is enough food for two people.' Ian instructed the big
black woman as she stood in front of the stove.


Half an hour later Ian rode away from the house with Joseph
jogging next to the horse. His house lay close to the foot of the
Zoutpans Mountains and stretched along the Lehlabe River to the
east for approximately eighty kilometres and from the south up
towards Matabele Land in the north to the Lebuba River. The river
is fed from the mighty Limpopo River and the water flow is
constant. Close to the Lebuba River lies the northern most point of
the Zoutpans Mountain range and after three days of riding in a big
circle Ian reined his horse hi again. Earlier that day he had shot
a small klipspringer and he gently lowered it to the ground. There
was not much meat on the small species of buck, but would easily
feed both men.

There was not much to do to set up camp, as both men preferred
to sleep in the open under the starlight. Joseph looked around for
dry wood while Ian skinned the small animal and hung it in the
branch of a tree to drain the blood from it. As the night crawled
closer Ian lit the fire and they grilled succulent pieces of meat
over the open coals.

'It is a big land to look after. I don't know if I could do it
on my own.' Ian voiced his thoughts aloud as he sat back after the
meal.

Not replying Joseph put another log onto the fire and stirred
the glowing red coals with a branch, waiting for Ian to carry on
talking. Ian had not raised the subject again after their
discussion at the water hole and Joseph did not either.

'Joseph, this is a very good piece of land with two big rivers
and lots of wild animals. There is a lot of grazing for my cattle
and more than enough room for workers on the farm.' Ian spoke
directly to Joseph.

'I hear you Bwana!' Joseph reserved his judgement. It was not
his land and once the work on the house was done there would be
nothing left for him and his men to do.

'What I want to do is have enough cattle to live from and sell
to the town that we have been to. With your help I can do other
things also.' Ian took the mug of coffee that Joseph had been
making.



'I have told you before that I will stay as long as you need
me.' Joseph replied staring into the flames again. He loved the
African veldt and enjoyed travelling this far, but he was confused
about what Ian was talking about. He had already spoken his mind at
the water hole and was not going to do so again.


'Did you see how many elephants and rhinos and other animals we
have passed on the way to this place?' Ian asked Joseph.

'There was not that many Bwana. I remember as a child when I was
looking after my father's cattle that we could see them every day.
The white man has hunted them for their horns and their tusks and
now you have to walk for days if you want to find them. There is
not that much left.' Joseph answered.

'I want to protect the animals on my farm from those people
Joseph. I want to build a place where those animals can walk free
and not be killed so that our children will see them one day.' Ian
said as he looked at Joseph.

'I have made a promise to the woman that will be my wife. It all
started not far from my house, on the hill where I had shot the
elephant in the thorn trees. I had to return to Natal and yet I
have come back here again. It is with a reason that all things
happen and I have fallen in love with this land that is now going
to be my home. If it was not for that elephant that nearly killed
me as I killed it then I would not have come back here. I would
never have met my woman and never made the promise not to hunt for
fun again.' Ian lapsed into silence as he saw that Joseph was
looking at him.

He had completely forgotten about Joseph and had spoken out loud
what he had been thinking about for the last few months.

'I think I understand you Bwana, because my love for this land
is also very big.'

'Then I will ask you to choose a place where you can put your
kraal. You may bring your wife and you can choose your men to come
with you.' Ian said taking a sip from his coffee that had gone
cold.

'A black man cannot own land where the white man has made his
claim.' Taking the mug out of lan's hand Joseph started making
fresh coffee.

'The land is mine and you will be under my protection. In return
for you living on my land I ask only that you help me to keep the
animals safe.'



'I will speak to my men when we
return. You will not have to worry about it again.' Joseph stood up
and walked away into the darkness that had surrounded them. He had
already made up his mind that he would do as Ian had proposed. He
would be a chief in his own rights and would have a kraalof his
own. An opportunity like this would never happen again.

Three days later Ian and Joseph returned to the house. As they
came within view Samson came out to meet him.

Samson's already wrinkled forehead was creased in worry lines.
'Nkosi, where have you been? It has been nearly a week that you
have been gone.'

'I didn't know that you would miss my company that much Samson.'
Ian replied as he climbed down from his horse.

'There is no time for your jokes Nkosi. Moses is here. He came
the day after you left the house.' Samson exasperatedly rebuked
him.

'Your son Moses! He is here? Did he bring news with him?' Ian
asked eagerly.

'Yes Nkosi, I will get him for you.' Samson scurried away to
where the servant’s quarters were built.

A few minutes later Moses stood before Ian. His look of a child
was gone and although still a boy in age he had the build of a
young man.

'Nkosi, I am glad to see you.' Moses greeted him.

'Tell me, what news have you got for me. Samson said that you
brought news.' Ian eagerly asked him.

'I have brought you good news Nkosi. You must come back to
Natal.' Ian felt the blood drain from his face. Just when you think
that things could not be better, there was even better news.
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CHAPTER 15

'We cannot let him get away with it!' Peter paced up and down in
front Hennie.

'I agree with you, but without any evidence we cannot go to the
police either. At the moment it would be his word against ours and
that would be of no use. He just has to claim ignorance and the
police would let him go!' Hennie replied irritably. Since he had
told Peter about his suspicions of Black Jim they had sat down to
try and figure out a way to let Black Jim confess to the murder.
The sun had already sunk below the horizon and Peter stopped his
pacing long enough to pour himself a brandy.

'I know there is no evidence, damn it, if there was, and my son
would not have been labeled a murderer.' Peter lashed out at
Hennie.

'Look, my name is not Black Jim. Maybe you should calm down.
Getting yourself worked up is not going to solve anything.' Hennie
replied curtly.

Placing his hand on Hennie's shoulder Peter stopped pacing
again. 'I am sorry my friend. It is just that it is so frustrating.
Now that we know who it was, we are still just as far as we were
before we knew.'

'I don't quite think so. Talking about knowing. There were only
five people that knew where the duel was going to take place. The
two of us, Ian, Colin and Gideon.' Hennie scratched his chin
thoughtfully.

'What are you getting at?' Peter asked.

'I know that the three of us did not tell anybody about the duel
and I am sure that Colin would not have done so either.' Hennie
took a sip of his brandy. 'Yes, carry on.' Peter instructed
impatiently.

'Black Jim was not at the party that night and when the
challenge for the duel was made it was only me and Colin at the
gate of the Fouche farm.' Hennie carried on determined not to be
rushed.

'So what you are saying is that Gideon had told Black Jim.'
Peter finally saw where the conversation was going.

'Either that or somebody else was at the party on instruction
from Black Jim. There are enough bushes there to have crept close
enough to listen in if they had a mind to.' Hennie replied.




'Maybe it is time then for a visit to our friend Gideon and see
just how tight he did keep his mouth shut.' Peter said and
immediately got up to put his coat on.

'What, do you want to go there now?' Hennie asked uncertainly.
'My son has got a two-month-old boy that he does not even know
about. Don't you think that we have wasted enough time
already?'

'Let me get my coat on.' Hennie stood up and grabbed his coat
where it hung behind the warehouse office door.

Within ten minutes Peter was banging on the closed shop door of
Gideon's shop. Hennie had taken up position behind him.

Rapping his big fist against the door again finally drew a
response and Gideon opened the door wearily. Without waiting for an
invite Peter pushed his way past the surprised shopkeeper.

'I say, you just hold on a minute. You can't just barge in here
like this.' Gideon stuttered as he turned to face Peter.

Giving him a shove hi the back Hennie pushed Gideon back into
the shop and after stepping inside closed the door behind him.

'What is going on here? You can't shove me like that. It is
assault and I will report you to the authorities.' Gideon tried to
get a response from them again.

'You will do absolutely nothing of the sort.' Peter stepped
closer, looking menacingly at Gideon.

'Then what do you want with me, I have not done anything.'

'Oh, I think you have and if you promise me a truthful answer,
then I will promise not to re-arrange your face for you.' Peter
said as he stared into Gideon's worried eyes.

'Ask me then and be on your way. I have got nothing to
hide.'

'Who else did you tell about the place of the duel the day
before it took place?'

'Nobody, I promise.'

'How can I believe you? You would cheat your own mother to make
a profit.' Peter took a step closer to Gideon.

'I was waiting for Hennie at his house all day. How could I have
told anybody? It was dark after I had left his place. Come on
Hennie, tell him it is the truth.' Gideon implored Hennie where he
stood in front of the closed door.



'We know that you were there until after dark, but where did you
go to after you left.' Hennie replied nodding his confirmation to
Peter.


'I went straight to Colin Harris afterwards. I had to go and
tell him that it was all set up. I did not leave his place until
the early hours of the morning.' Gideon was positively scared now
that he knew what the reason was for them to visit him at his
shop.

'Are you sure you did not have a drink afterwards. Maybe you
stopped off at a bar to have a drink when you left the house.'
Peter tried to lure Gideon into admitting that he had been to a
bar.

'But I don't drink. I can't stand the stuff. You can ask
anybody. Please, you have to believe me.'

'Do you know Black Jim?' Peter fired the next question. Taken
off guard by the next question Gideon's face creased into a frown.
'Who?'

'Black Jim, the owner of the Silver Swan.' Hennie prompted
him.

'I only know that place has got a bad reputation. I never go in
there and no, I do not know him.' Gideon quickly replied.

Hennie and Peter looked at each other. They knew that they would
not get anything else from Gideon. His fear was written all over
his face and he would not have lied.

'If I find out anything to contradict what you have told me, I
will be back and next time I won't just give you a push.' Hennie
said ominously before opening the door again. Peter and Hennie left
the shop and Gideon behind as they slowly made their way to Peter's
house.

'I am sorry Peter. I wish he could have given us more, but once
again it seems like a dead end.' Hennie said softly.

'No, it is not a dead end yet. That girl of yours, Heather, she
must have seen more than anybody else have! Ask her if she has seen
or heard anything that we can use to get closer to the truth.'

As they reached the road in which Peter's house was Hennie said
his good-bye and headed back to his own house. He would see Heather
tomorrow and could ask her then.

The next morning Peter went out to the Fouche farm and after
playing with his grandson for a while he pulled Elizabeth to one
side.



'We think that we know who killed Colin.' Peter came straight to
the point. Excitement lit up on Elizabeth's face. 'Does that mean
that Ian can come back?'


'Not yet.' Peter replied and he could see the tears of
disappointment well up in her eyes as he explained the reasons to
her.

'Believe me, if I could I would change places with him and leave
this sordid business behind me, but I can't. The police are still
looking for him and if he returned it would only be to lose him
again to the noose. Murder is still punishable by death.' Peter
replied as he brushed a tear from her cheeks.

'What can we do then? Little Chris has still not met his father
and soon he will be able to walk and Ian would be missing out on
all of that.'

'Don't worry. I will make a plan.' Peter got up and left
Elizabeth to her heartache as he made his way back to town.

Hennie approached Heather the very minute that she walked into
the small side office of the market.

'I thought that you would come and visit me last night.' Heather
accused Hennie playfully.

'I would have, but there was some serious business to attend to
first.' Hennie closed the office door behind them.

'It had to have been serious if it meant that you did not visit
me.' Heather replied as she sat down behind the desk, giving Hennie
a concerned look.

'It is to do with what you told me.'

'I knew I should not have told you about what I did before. I
will understand if you do not want to see me anymore. I will leave
immediately.' Heather stood up slowly from the desk.

'I still love you, it has got nothing to do with what you did
for Black Jim. The man is a tyrant that exploited the trust of a
young girl. Believe me that I am not holding it against you and I
never will.' Hennie quickly re-assured Heather.

'Then what are you trying to say?' Heather asked, mollified by
Hennie's assurance of his love.



'It has got to do with Black Jim. You said that he had made a
promise to get even with the Englishman. What I need to find out is
if Black Jim was the one that killed him, or if not, if somebody
killed the Englishman for him.'


'What has it got to do with you? I don't want to see you getting
hurt. Black Jim is dangerous and will hurt anybody that stands in
his way!' Heather grabbed hold of Hennie's arm, concern flashing
across her face.

'The man that has been accused of the murder is my friend and I
was with him the day that Harris was killed. I know that he could
not have done it, and until you told me about his promise, I have
not been able to find out anything about the murderer. What you
have told me fitted in perfectly though. The reason why nobody was
saying anything and why Black Jim was so defensive and rude when I
went to ask him about it.' Hennie explained. 'Have you already
confronted him with it?' Heather asked, alarmed at the dangerous
position that Hennie had placed himself in.

'No, I just went there to see if he had any information. What a
fool he must think I am. Asking the real murderer to give me
information about the murder that he had orchestrated.' Hennie
shook his head and looked Heather in the eye. He was not sure how
she would take it if he had to ask her for more information. If she
thought that his love was there just to elicit information from her
then she would disappear from his life. It was a chance that he was
willing to take.

'I need to know from you if there is anybody else that knows
about it.' Heather sat thoughtfully for a while before looking at
Hennie again.

'There might be one person that you could speak to.' Heather
eventually said to Hennie.

'Who would that be?'

'I don't know his name. I don't even know where he comes from or
where he lives.'

'How would I find him then?' Hennie asked as he kneeled down in
front of Heather. 'Every Friday at eight o' clock he comes into the
bar. Sometimes Jim spoke to him, but always where nobody could
overhear them and at other times he hands him some money without a
word. It happens as regular as clockwork.' Heather shivered at the
thought of the times that she had spent in the bar.



'How would I recognize this man?' Hennie asked as he stood up
again. He started pacing up and down in front of Heather.


'There is only one way to do that and that is if I point him out
to you.' Heather committed herself to the investigation. She knew
that she was already in danger if Black Jim knew that she was the
one that told Hennie about his clandestine business. She had told
Hennie that she loved him and meant it and would gladly accept the
consequences if it came to it.

'On one condition will I allow that to happen. We will find a
place to look at the Silver Swan entrance and as soon as you see
him, you point him out to me and then you leave and go home.'
Hennie agreed.

Later that day he saw Peter and told him about the information
that Heather had given him.

'It is obviously a man that is on a permanent retainer from
him.' Peter concluded.

'One that sticks to a regular routine obviously.' Hennie stated
what he hoped would be the breakthrough in their luck that had so
far been dismal to say the least.

'If we offer him the right amount of money, then who knows what
will be revealed.'

'It might also be the killer. Black Jim might be paying him to
keep him quiet about his involvement.' Hennie pointed out. He was
still not satisfied that this man would be bribed easily.

'Then let us first follow the man and find out who he is and
then we can take it from there.' Peter suggested again.

'There he goes now.' Heather pointed out the man that silently
slipped into the door of the Silver Swan. Standing in the dark
shadows of the alley, it would be impossible to see them unless
somebody walked straight into them.

Acknowledging the information Peter and Hennie nodded their
heads, and Heather made her way from the alley to the other side.
She was on her way home and after one last look over her shoulder
at the two men in the alley she disappeared from view. Less than
five minutes later the man appeared again and had Hennie not
pointed him out to Peter he would have missed him.



Dressed in a brown overcoat and a hat pulled low over his eyes
they could not make out any features about the man. Like a shadow
that extended away from the wall the man casually looked both sides
of the road before swiftly crossing and disappeared through another
alley opposite the bar. For a breathless moment Hennie thought they
had lost him before they could even start trailing him. Their
leather shoes made no noise on the cobbled road as they sprinted
after the figure that had disappeared. When they rounded the corner
into the alley they could just make out the dark figure as it
crossed over into yet another alley.


Five more minutes of slow and careful following brought them
nearly to the top of another steep hill. They had left the
rougher part of town behind them and now entered a residential
area, not far away from Hennie's own house. Hennie knew the
area well as he had lived there for so many years and knew
fortunately, most of the people that lived in the area.

The man walked over the crest of the hill and started his
descent before suddenly stopping in the shadow of a wall. The
moon could not penetrate the shadows and Peter and
Hennie side-stepped into a small overgrown garden that
provided them with adequate cover to hide in.

For a full minute nothing happened and Hennie thought that they
had lost the man. Could he have seen or heard them? Doubt and
indecision flashed through his mind. If they had lost him then
they would have to wait another week before they would get
another chance.

The shadow against the wall stayed impenetrable and then quite
distinctly the two men hiding in the garden could hear the
rusty hinges of a door opening and closing. 

'I am going to see what that was.' Hennie whispered close to
Peter's ear.

'No, wait and see what happens.' Peter urged him as he pulled
Hennie down behind the rose bush that they had taken shelter
behind.

'We can't risk losing him. I live just around the block. I am
going to walk out casually and not hide myself. I have the perfect
excuse to be in the streets. If the man is there I will just carry
on walking as if I am taking an evening walk. If not then we have
lost nothing.' Hennie explained as he pulled his arm free from
Peter's grasp.



Standing up Hennie stepped back onto the pavement and started
walking. Trying not to look too obvious his eyes scanned the
dark shadows in front of him. When he was within a few paces
of the wall he could make out an arched entrance closed off by a
wooden gate. The gate was hidden from view in the dark shadows
and set into the wall. There was nobody there. The man had
obviously stood at the gate looking out at the street
without anybody being able to see him and then entered the
gate, hence the squeak of the hinges that they had heard.
Making sure that he was not being seen Hennie doubled back
and called softly to Peter.


The two men made their way back to the gate and as they reached
it a light suddenly came on in the house that was partially
hidden by the abundant growth of garden plants
and trees. Without wasting a second both men vaulted the
low gate to avoid making extra noise and crept up to the
window that lit a patch of the green grass. Peeking through
the window Hennie could see that their fears were unnecessary. The
man that stood in the living room of the house was the same
one as they had been following. He still had the brown coat on
and was in the process of hanging the hat onto the hat stand
that was set in a corner.

Turning back to the window the man crossed over and ducking
below the windowsill Peter and Hennie avoided being seen as
the man closed the curtains. 

'I know that man!' Hennie exclaimed softly.

'Let's get out of here first.' Peter urged and the two men
retraced their steps. Once they reached the street they walked
openly back towards Hennie's house. When they reached it Hennie
unlocked the door and invited Peter in. There was a lot to be
discussed and Hennie needed a stiff drink.

Pouring a good measure from the brandy bottle that Hennie pulled
from the drink cabinet he handed Peter a glass.

'You said that you know the man?' Peter asked as he took a long
drink from the amber liquid in his glass.

'Constable Andre Hedger!' Hennie spat the words out.

'Constable? Are you sure?' Peter asked as surprise made him
frown.



'He interviewed me after the duel. He still told me that no
matter what I said or find out, Ian would be found guilty.' Hennie
said disgustedly as he confirmed Peter's question.


'That really puts us in a predicament, I don't know what we can
do, let me think about it for now.' Peter claimed as he stood up
from the chair that he had sat in barely a minute.

'One thing I do know is that maybe the time has come to send
word to Ian. By the time that he gets here it would be either
resolved and the culprits behind bars or we would have failed
altogether.'

'Moses, you know where you have turned the wagon around when you
came back home.' Peter asked as the young man stood before him.

'I remember. It is where Nkosi Ian shot the elephant that had
wounded him.' Moses stood in front of Peter.

'Do you think that you can reach that place again?' Peter asked
again.

'Bwana, I could reach that place with my eyes closed.' Moses
bragged. He might only be a youngster, but the bravado shone like a
cloak around him.

'I think that you must rather keep your eyes wide open and go
and tell him that I say he must come home.' Peter put his hand on
the shoulder of the black boy. His chest swelling with pride at
being given the opportunity to do this on his own, Moses swaggered
back towards his hut. A couple of hours later Moses set off down
the path to deliver the message. It would be several months before
he would return, but it only spurred him on to quicken his steps.
Peter watched Moses as he disappeared and turned back to his
house.

Holding Chris to her bosom she gently rocked him to sleep. The
time seemed to drag by so slowly. It has already been three months
since Moses had left and he should have reached Ian by now. Chris
was an absolute delight and if it weren't for his bubbly nature she
would have given up hope long ago. His brown curls lay against his
head as she stroked his hah". It reminded her strongly of Ian's
hair and longingly she looked out of the window. Jan had made a big
success of the farm and his beef was in high demand all over
town.



Elizabeth was still an outcast and as such did not mingle with
any of the young people in town. The occasional visits from her
father’s business contacts was a welcome relief and kept her in
touch with what was happening, but apart from that the glitter of
big town society had lost its magical hold on her. She had devoted
her time to look after Chris and only went into town when it was
absolutely necessary.

Putting Chris onto his bed she quietly made her way out of his
room adjoining hers and closed the door partly. Sitting down on her
own bed she pulled open the little drawer and pulled the dog-eared
letter from its envelope. She had read the letter a thousand times
and could repeat it word for word. Drawing comfort from holding it
in her hands she lost herself in the well-known passages.

Regardless of the possibility that Ian might come back and still
be arrested for murder, Elizabeth day dreamed of him taking her
away to the house that he was building. She imagined the fireplace
with its glowing red coals warming the room. Maybe a couple of dogs
that Chris would be playing with. Ian sitting in his chair, reading
a book, while she mended his clothes. A happy family living a happy
life. A place that you could call home! A place to rest! That was
what she was hoping for and she knew that when Ian returned he
would take her to that place.

She was a farm girl at heart and all the daydreams that she had
about being the princess of the ball had drifted away slowly as the
harsh reality had shattered it one by one. The vindictiveness of
loose tongues and the falseness of the people that she had once
thought would be her friends had made her realize that she would be
a lot better off without them. It was a small price to pay for the
happiness that she now had with Chris and she also knew that very
soon Ian would be back again.

Hennie and Peter had kept her updated with everything that has
happened, but at the moment there was nothing that they could do.
At least not until Ian returned!
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CHAPTER 16

'Pack your bags, we are leaving.' Ian shouted excitedly to
Samson as he stormed around the building rubble that lay strewn
everywhere.

'We are not going anywhere Nkosi.' Samson corrected him.

'What do you mean, we are not going anywhere?' Ian replied
indignantly.

'If you will stop chattering like a monkey that has found a
bunch of bananas I will tell you.' Samson stood his ground.

'Then spit it out, I have to get home.' Ian started pacing again
in his excitement.

'If both of us go then these baboons that you have got building
this house will disappear before you go round the first bend in the
road, and they will take with them everything that you have
bought.' Samson pointed out to Ian.

Samson's words brought Ian up short. He stopped his pacing and
sat down on the camp chair that stood in the shade of the gnarled
old tree.

'Very well, I am listening. What do you suggest? That I stay
here and not go back! You know me better than that Samson! My
father has sent for me. That means that my name is cleared and I
can return to Natal.' Ian reasoned more with himself than with
Samson who still stood on the same spot.

'I have spoken to Moses very carefully. Something that you have
not done! He has told me that the police were still looking for you
when he had left. Also you said that you would return home. What is
this place then that I have helped you build here?' Samson asked
Ian.

Taken aback at Samson's words Ian sat thoughtfully for a minute.
The police were still looking for him. It obviously meant that
something must have happened to somebody else.

'You are right yet again, my friend. I have been hasty and my
words were not right. This is my house, but it will not be my home
before I have my wife here. As for the police, if they are still
searching for me, then I will return here, never to go back
again.'

'You speak true, but you have still not said what will happen to
the other baboons that are building your house.' Samson replied
again.




'What do you suggest, Samson. I can see that you have already
thought of this.' Ian asked as he scratched his head
thoughtfully.

'My hair is getting grey and my legs are not that strong any
more. I think that I will wait here for you to come back. That way
I will at least make sure that these baboons do not steal from the
hand that feeds them.' Samson gravely replied.

Ian looked at Samson. He was not going grey and could probably
outpace Ian if it came to it, but obviously he did not want to
return to Durban.

'I cannot see the grey hair, but you do speak true words, and I
cannot think of anybody that I will trust with looking after the
house for me.' Ian regarded Samson from under his eyebrows.

The relief was apparent in his face as Samson thanked him with a
suitable serious expression and immediately turned around to order
the men back to work. The decision was made that Moses would return
with Ian. With them would go the ten men that had accompanied Ian
when they went looking for the Matabele. Joseph and his band of
tribal men would go as far as the Zulu land border before returning
to Chief Ngune's kraal. There they would swear their undying
allegiance, before taking leave. Even though he would be setting up
his own kraal he would still pay annual royalties to Chief
Ngune.

The journey was only marred by lan's impatience at the slower
pace set by the men on foot and when they finally reached the Natal
border, arrangements were made that on the return journey Moses
would bring word of where to meet Ian.

Uncertain of the situation Ian did not want to draw too much
attention to his return. He would do the last few miles after
nightfall. That way he could easily get into town under cover of
the darkness.

Speaking to Moses he sent him into town to go and tell his
father that he was on the outskirts of the town and would meet him
at home that night after dark. Peter was absolutely delighted that
his son was so close to town and not wasting any time immediately
went to see Hennie.

'We cannot let it get out that Ian is back. It will ruin all our
plans if the law sees Ian walking around.' Hennie struggled to keep
his emotions under control.



It had been a few long months since he and Peter had followed
Constable Hedger back to his house. They could not jeopardize the
trap that they had so carefully been setting up. It took some very
careful planning and delicate enquiry's to find out exactly where
Constable Hedger fitted into the schemes of Black Jim.


It all happened three years ago when Constable Hedger was still
a civilian. Down and out on his luck he had made a living from
doing shady deals with dangerous people. The illicit diamond trade
was a flourishing business and Andre Hedger was a willing go
between. He had bought the occasional diamond, which in turn he had
sold onto bigger dealers around Natal. From a poor family himself
he had struggled to survive the cruel hardships that followed
him.

One day an Afrikaner, that had on offer a bag full of diamonds,
approached Andre. The Afrikaner, that he only got to know as Kobus,
was dressed in filthy rags and at first Andre had dismissed him as
a peddler trying to sell him fake diamonds.

The man was persistent if nothing else and seemed to appear
everywhere that Andre turned to. Eventually he agreed to see the
diamonds and was amazed at the quality and amount that were
produced out of the dirty leather bag that the man had pulled from
his coat pocket.

As Hennie's informer told him there were probably so many uncut
diamonds that, even if sold on the black market for half their
value, they would still have fetched enough money to last Andre for
a few years if he lived carefully.

It did not go that easy though and completely unaware that the
man was an undercover agent for the Illegal Diamond Smuggling
police he set up a further meeting with him. Kobus had followed the
trail from Kimberley and unfortunately for Andre one of his old
buyers had pointed him out as a possible dealer. Kobus thought that
he would be catching a big fish when in fact Andre was just a small
fish in the big pond. At their next meeting Andre was shocked at
the ludicrous price that the man was asking, but still realized
that there would be a handsome profit if he could raise the cash
needed to buy the diamonds.

Despondent he had set up another rendezvous with the scruffy
Afrikaner and wanting to drown his sorrows had walked into the
Sliver Swan.



As the beer flowed, Andre seemed to sink into the biggest pit of
despair and as Black Jim took the paralytic man by the scruff
of his neck to sling him out Andre kept on mumbling about
diamonds.


Black Jim was never one to let opportunity slip him by and
putting Andre in one of the rooms that he sometimes rented out
he waited until Andre was sober again. Andre soon opened up
and told Black Jim about the whole diamond deal. At the next
meeting, Andre had a big wad of cash with him to purchase the
diamonds that were on offer. Things quickly got out of hand as
the seller revealed that he was police and in the scuffle that
followed the Afrikaners service revolver went off.

Black Jim who had kept an eye on his interests was hiding close
by and saw that Andre was visibly shaken by the whole bloody
business. Stepping forward he laid claim to the diamonds and
the money. He gave Andre a small amount of money and assured him
that he would take care of the rest as well. Andre had
only been involved in petty crime up to that stage and the death of
the policeman had taken him by surprise. Assured by Black
Jim that everything was taken care of Andre had set out to
makehimself a decent law abiding citizen and did small odd jobs
around town. The post at the police was completely by chance,
but when the opportunity had presented itself, Andre had
thrown himself into it with all the eagerness of a fresh cadet.

Black Jim always kept his finger on the pulse though and when
the law raided his bar one night he was quick to call
Constable Hedger to one side when he saw him. 

'Remember that night that you killed a man.' Black Jim had
whispered.

'That was more than a year ago, and I did not kill him. It was
an accident.' Andre tried to defend himself.

'I have got evidence that says otherwise.' Black Jim
threatened.

Andre went pale under his sun brown tanned face. 'There was no
evidence. It is your word against mine.'

'And there is the small matter of a police issue service
revolver.' Black Jim stated calmly.

'You took care of it!' Andre accused Black Jim.



'I also took care of approximately ten witnesses that could
swear to your presence on the day of the murder. It depends on me
as to where they would say you were.' Black Jim could see that
Andre Hedger was his to do with as he pleased.


Panic spread through Andre as if he was on fire. If he were ever
accused of the murder his attempts at turning over a new leaf would
have been hi vain.

'I suppose you at least took care of the body.'

'I did, the body has been seen to and many a fish is fatter for
it. However I liked the revolver. Especially because it was you
that gave it to me!' Black Jim smiled smugly. He had known that it
would come in handy to have the revolver.

'But I only handed it over to you because you asked me to.'
Andre had mumbled. From that day Black Jim had never let Andre
forget it and resigned to the fact, Andre had on more than one
occasion assisted Black Jim by finding out and giving information
to him. Andre did not know that it was the same revolver that had
killed Harris. Black Jim saw the opportunity to blame somebody else
if the law came to close to the truth. Andre Hedger was a good
scapegoat to use.

Hennie's informants did not take long to scratch together the
information because Andre's past was littered with people that have
been trampled on to reach where he was at. With the assistance of
Peter, Hennie had recruited the help of the new warehouse manager
and after many nights out and a lot of money spent on drinks, the
new manager had become one of Andre's supposedly best friends.

Two weeks ago the new manager had returned from another night
out with his 'best friend'. The drinks and long nights of
conditioning had made Andre vulnerable and when he was suitably
drunk had taken Craig into his confidence. Andre had confessed to
Craig that he had supplied the information to Black Jim that had
led to the killing of the English officer.

Craig had rushed back with the amazing story and to Peter and
Hennie's delight they had finally the break that they had been
hoping for.

'I agree that we cannot let anybody see Ian.' Peter replied to
Hennie's statement. Thoughtfully he paced the room. Hennie and
Peter looked at each other simultaneously, and both started
speaking at the same time. 'I have just… ' Hennie said



'Ian can now… ' Peter stopped and both men burst out laughing.
It was turning out to be a good day.


'You go ahead.' Peter invited Ian after they had calmed down a
bit.

'No, I think we should wait until tonight and then we can
discuss it with Ian.' Hennie replied.

'We should keep this quiet and not tell anybody. That must
include the women. You know how they can chatter amongst themselves
and if the servants find out, you can bet that the whole town will
know within a day.' Peter stated.

Peter called Moses into the office where he had been waiting
with the patience that only an African could muster. 'Go and tell
Nkosi Ian that he must come here after dark.' Moses left quietly
and a couple of hours later told Ian where he lay sleeping on the
hard ground.

It took a couple of seconds for Peter and Hennie to recognize
the bearded stranger that

had knocked on the side door.

Ian had travelled hard and only had one change of clothes for
the whole journey. The last

time he had a wash was three days ago and his smell was only
outdone by the dirt that had

accumulated on his clothes.

Pulling him into the office Peter and Hennie were shocked at the
gaunt figure that stood

before them. The hard ride had eaten away the flesh and lan's
cheekbones stood out

prominently on his face.

'My God, man what has possessed you to get yourself into a state
like this.' Peter chided his son as he gently took the coat from
the sagging shoulders. Ian had rested little on the journey and he
was still tired.

'I wanted to get back so that I can get this whole business
behind me.' Ian replied as he sat down on the chair offered by
Hennie.

'We are really glad to see you back.' Hennie offered a more
polite welcome while trying to subtly move a bit further away from
the smell. The sweat that had dried on lan's body smelled even
stronger in the confines of the office.

Very shortly Peter and Hennie informed Ian of the progress that
has been made and with reluctance to keep his presence unknown to
anybody else Ian agreed to spend the night at Hennie's house.
Hennie supplied hot water for a bath and while Ian bathed Hennie
cooked a quick meal while Peter informed his son of the rest of the
news. After a few minutes Ian asked the question that has been on
the forefront of his mind all this time.



'How is Elizabeth doing?' Ian asked.

'Elizabeth and Chris are doing fine and can't wait to see you.'
Peter replied. 'What do you mean, Elizabeth and Chris? Who is Chris
and what is he doing with Elizabeth?' Ian asked, dread filling him.
He was away for less than a year and half just to come back and
hear that another man was on the scene.

'You still don't know, do you? I am sorry. I should have told
you straight away!' Peter replied, shocked at his
insensitivity.

Ian felt suddenly drained and felt the misery wash over him as
Peter's words sunk in. He could not begin to think about the
consequences of losing Elizabeth. All his dreams and hopes had been
built around her these months gone past and to be smashed like this
was unthinkable. The worst was that his father had spoken about it
as if he approved of it. It took a few moments before he realized
that his father was still speaking to him.

'… She is now a very devoted mother.'

'Could you say that again? Elizabeth is a mother?' Ian asked as
the words crashed into his ears.

'Yes, you are a father and Elizabeth a very devoted mother.'
Peter replied.

'I am the father?' Ian echoed his Peter's words.

'You are not listening to a word I am saying, are you?' Peter
threw his hands into the air dramatically as he grinned from ear to
ear.

'Sorry, I stopped listening when you said that I still did not
know about Elizabeth and Chris.' Ian struggled to get his brain
functioning properly. The news was like the recoil of an elephant
gun in his already travel weary brain.

'Elizabeth gave birth to my grandson, your son nine months after
you left her on the farm. Your son was named Christiaan Lourens,
after her grandfather and called Chris for short. He is
healthy and happy and definitely spoiled rotten by his grand
mothers.' Peter explained again slowly.

For a few minutes Ian sat impassively in the bathtub while the
water got cold. Peter stood up to fetch them a drink and while
alone lan's thoughts ran like wild horses through him. The
recoil of the elephant gun was forgotten and happiness spread
through him. He had a son and Elizabeth was waiting for him. Peter
called Ian and getting out of the bath he wrapped a towel around
his waist and joined them in the front room.

Raising their glasses the three men drank a toast. The neat
alcohol worked well as a sedative and before long Ian started
drifting off into sleep. Hennie covered him with a blanket and
after seeing Peter out went to his own bed. Hennie had to use all
of his persuasion powers to prevent Ian from riding out to the
Fouche farm the next day and with barely controlled agitation Ian
finally succumbed to reason.

The next couple of hours Hennie spent telling Ian about the
surprising turn of events that had led them to the final stages of
their plan to flush out the real murderer. Adding a few
suggestions, Ian finally agreed to the final plans. Constable
Hedger had not seen Ian before and that part of the plan would
go smoothly. The only problem that Hennie could foresee was
that Black Jim must have seen Ian before when he was
waiting for Colin Harris on the bluff. There was the odd
chance though that it was only in profile that he saw Ian, but
Ian insisted that he wanted to take the risk himself rather than
put anybody else in danger.
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CHAPTER 17

Staying inside until dark had settled on the sleeping town of
Durban, Ian had worn a path in the carpet with his continuous
pacing. All the arrangements were nearly in place to flush the
culprits out, but that was as far removed from lan's thoughts
as what the stars are from earth. He had asked Hennie all the
small details he could about Elizabeth and his son Chris. The son
that he had never seen or knew about.

He had to see his child for himself and the more he thought
about it the more it galled him that he could not do so until
he had finished this sordid business. He fully understood that
to keep the element of surprise on his side he had to remain
completely out of sight. Even the slightest rumour that he had
returned would have the police at his doorstep and more than
likely it would be the bent copper. He would stand no chance if
that happened, because once again there was as yet no proof
and all fingers still pointed at Ian. Ian stopped his pacing
and listened attentively as he heard the key turn in Hennie's
front door.

'Hello! Ian, are you here?' Hennie called out as he stepped into
the house, closing the door behind him.

Ian, who had jumped behind the door as it opened, stepped out
silently and he tapped Hennie on the shoulder. Hennie had been
looking into the house and did not notice that Ian was behind the
door that he had opened.

The quick tap on his shoulder caused an involuntary reaction
from Hennie and with a shout like a woman in distress his feet left
the ground before he landed facing Ian. A visibly shaken Hennie
could not utter a word for a second, but that soon passed.

'Are you bloody mad, you silly sod. You could have given me a
heart attack.' Ian saw the humor in the situation and collapsed on
the floor in fits of laughter.

'I don't see what is so funny. I could have decked you.' Hennie
grumbled as he started taking his coat of.

'You would not have been able to deck a fly, even if it was
stuck in a jar of honey. You should have heard yourself squeal.'
Ian gasped as he regained his breath from the sudden outburst of
laughter.



'I am so glad that I have provided your entertainment for the
evening. Would you be so kind now as to shut up?' Hennie replied
sarcastically.


'I am quivering with fear, please don't squeal at me.' Ian tried
to suppress the laughter, but unsuccessfully it bubbled up again
and clutching his sides he doubled over giving vent to his
emotions.

Hennie could not help himself and within a minute he joined Ian
and it was a while before either of them managed to get a sentence
out without another fit of laughter. The comical situation had
definitely lifted the tense, stressed atmosphere that Ian had been
in all day and after putting the kettle on for a cup of coffee,
they sat down and chatted about the house that Ian had been
building out in the veldt. There was no point in repeating things
twice and Hennie waited until he heard a knock on the door. Ian
went to the bedroom, but moments later returned when he heard his
father's voice coming from the front room.

Pouring Peter a cup of coffee, Ian handed it to him before all
three sat down on the couch and formal chairs that made up part of
the furnishings in the big living room.

'I have spoken to Heather and she has assured me that there is a
safe in the back office.' Hennie finally got to the point.

The revolver was going to be the vital point of their defense
and once again Heather had been approached for the most likely
hiding place that Black Jim might have chosen.

'Will the revolver be in there though?' Peter asked Hennie.

'Heather told me that she has seen it with her own eyes. He
keeps it locked in there along with the money taken at the bar each
night.' Hennie assured him.

'Why does he not have it with him?' Ian wondered out loud.

'Because he has got a sawn off shot gun clipped to the underside
of the bar counter. He does not need the pistol. He has got more
than enough firepower with two barrels of bird shot in the
shotgun.' Hennie pointed out to Ian.

'How will I get the safe open?' Ian asked again.

'Black Jim has got a key on him, but there is a spare key. Black
Jim does not know that Heather knew about it. It is well hidden and
only by chance, she saw it one day as she was cleaning the office
up.' Hennie assured Ian.



He trusted Heather implicitly, but this was the one part of the
operation that could ruin everything.


A few hours later and three pots of coffee finished the
planning. It was too late in the evening to set it in motion and it
was decided that it would happen the next evening. Before the
evening drew to a close Peter and Hennie set of for a rendezvous
with a pre-arranged set up in town. It would be the second night in
a row that they would be performing this task and it would
hopefully work as part of their carefully laid plans. An hour later
they returned and confirming to Ian that it had worked again they
confirmed that the plans would go ahead the following night.

Not long after they made the decision Peter left for home. Anna
was in Pietermaritzburg looking after the sugar plantations and he
luckily did not have to find excuses for being out this late. Peter
had returned to Durban a week before to attend to his business
interests and to attend the monthly council meeting and it was very
fortuitous that Ian had returned when he did.

The straggly stranger walked into the Silver Swan and made his
way to the bar. Carrying his worn bag with him he dropped it on the
bar counter before calling the waitress over. His beard, although a
bit too long was clean. His clothes were travel worn, but suitably
clean.

'Give me a pint of your best!' The stranger demanded as the
waitress leaned closer. Placing the beer in front of him, the
waitress stood waiting with her hand held out. She did not
recognize him as a regular customer and wanted the money straight
away. The stranger picked up the beer and took a deep swallow
before replacing it on the wet counter top. He opened the flap of
his bag and withdrew a wallet from inside. Opening the wallet the
waitress leaned closer and saw the wads of notes before the
stranger had time to close it again. The man obviously had a lot of
money to spend and he placed a crisp new note in front of her.

'Keep the change.' the stranger offered and the small circle of
men around the man gasped in shock. Half of the men there did not
even earn that much in two weeks and this stranger had just paid
for one beer with it. The waitress closed her hand over the
note, but before she was able to move her hand another had
closed over her hand holding it down on the counter top.




Smiling at the waitress Black Jim pulled the note from under her
reluctant fingers.

'The next round is on the house, Meneer.' Black Jim
said before slipping the note into his apron pocket.

'Please, don't call me sir. My friends call me Simon.' The
stranger introduced himself. Politely Black Jim waited for the man
to have another long drink of his beer.

'What do people call you? ' Simon asked the barman that stood in
front of him.

'Jim will do nicely.' Black Jim looked at Simon.

There was something vaguely familiar about the man, but with a
shrug of his shoulders he quickly dismissed it. There were so many
people that had entered his bar in the last few years that it would
be impossible to remember all of them.

The evening progressed with little consumption of alcohol and
before long Simon called Jim over again.

'Could you recommend a place to sleep for the night? I am not
fussy and it will only be for one night.' Simon asked Black Jim as
he reached him.

'Well, if you are not too fussy, I have got a spare room that I
sometimes let out to people. You say it is only for one night?'
Black Jim replied.

'Yes, I will be gone in the morning.' Simon replied trying not
to look too pleased at the offer of the room.

Taking an extra charge for the next beer Black Jim led Simon
around the corner of the bar to his private rooms at the back.

'This is the room.' Black Jim opened the door to a room. Along
the passage there were three other doors and all of them were
closed. A flight of stairs at the end of the passage led up to the
upper level of the building and presumably to the living quarters
of Black Jim.

'Pardon me, but is there a bathroom that I can use?' Simon asked
as Black Jim started back towards the bar.

'Two doors down on the right.' Black Jim looked at Simon. 'The
other rooms are off limits.'



'No problem. I will be with you in a minute. Just want to put my
bags down.' Simon replied retreating into the room again.


There was only a single bed in the room with a wash stand in the
one corner. The bed looked like it had not seen new linen since it
had first been made. All the windows on this side of the building
faced onto a small garden fenced in with a wooden fence. It was
perfect for their plan.

Closing the door behind him, Ian allowed himself to relax. He
had definitely not been recognized. The last time Black Jim had
seen him, he was clean-shaven and had a bit more flesh on his
bones, but he was still wary of revealing himself for the first
time. Ian placed his bag under the bed and carefully opened the
bedroom door. Looking out he did not see anyone and could hear the
laughter and general noise emanating from the bar.

Slipping into the passage Ian tried the first door and it
revealed a storeroom for the kitchen that was on the opposite side
of the passage. Going past the second door that was the bathroom
Ian tried the third door. The door opened easily enough and looking
in Ian could see that it was the office. Gently he closed the door
again and quickening his pace he went back to the bar. Ian could
feel the damp sweat between his shoulder blades as he sat down
behind the bar again. He was not cut out to be a detective sleuth.
Necessity and his refusal to let somebody else take unnecessary
risks had led him to undertake this part of the plan on his own
though.

The bar started clearing after midnight and Ian made his excuses
to Jim while there were still other people in the bar. Ian went to
his room at the back of the bar and silently closed it behind
him.

Lying fully clothed on the bed Ian waited until the last of the
clientele left the bar. Black Jim could be heard locking up the bar
behind him and the glasses rattled as he took it to the kitchen.
Heavy footsteps clomped past the door and Ian held his breath, as
the footsteps seemed to hesitate in front of his door.

The footsteps continued on after a second and Ian strained to
hear what was happening. Carefully Ian got up and peered through
the gap in the bedroom door after opening it slightly. He could
just distinguish a light coming from underneath the door to Jim's
office and closing his door again Ian settled down on his bed.



Half an hour later he heard the office door open and close and
waited to hear if he could hear Jim locking the office door. It was
taking a chance hoping that he would not.


Black Jim kept an eye on the stranger that had entered his pub.
Simon had the money to spend and wasn't shy in doing so. As long as
the money kept coming he would keep the drink flowing. Simon left
the bar and nodding to the waitress Jim followed him to the
passage. If he was up to no good then that would be the chance for
him to do so. Simon went straight to his room and ten minutes later
Black Jim felt satisfied that he was settled in his room. Returning
to the bar he cleared the last of the drunken clients from his bar.
It had been a good day for him and the money was a thick wad of
notes and a bag full of coins when he added it all up. Walking to
his office Black Jim paused just long enough to hear if there was
any movement from Simon's room. There was none and he carried on to
his office.

The taking for the night was above average and again Jim thought
about the man two rooms away. He did spend a lot of money, but
maybe he had done well for himself. He did not care. The man still
seemed too familiar and wracking his brain he tried to place him.
He knew that it had to be important for it to bother him like this,
yet he could not be sure about it. Placing the bag of money in the
safe Black Jim carefully locked it again. Running a bar was twice
as difficult as running a shop! The long hours and difficult
customers eventually dragged you down. Suddenly overcome with his
tiredness Black Jim decided to call it a night. Standing up from
the desk he made sure again that the safe was locked before turning
the light off. With a sigh Black Jim closed the office door behind
him.

A sudden banging on the front door distracted him and wishing
that he had chosen another occupation Black Jim stomped to the
door. Throwing the deadlocks back he yanked the door open. There
was nobody there. The night was silent.

'Piss off!' Black Jim shouted in frustration. The last couple of
nights the same thing had happened. A knock on the door and then
nobody there when he opened it. The first time he was already in
bed and he was not a man that liked to have his nights disturbed.
Locking the doors behind him again he stomped past lan's door,
straight up the stairs.



The silence seemed to last forever and a day and when Ian
finally felt his eyelids starting to droop he judged the
timing to be right. Carefully he got up from the bed again and
only in his socks crossed the wooden floor to the door. From a
small canister Ian dripped a bit of oil on the hinges. Heather had
told them that the door hinges on all the doors made a noise
and planning to prevent rather than draw attention Hennie had
suggested Ian take a small canister of lubricant with him. The
door opened silently and keeping to the side of the passage Ian
sidled past the store room and bathroom doors. Holding his
breath Ian turned the doorknob to the office and with a
satisfying click the spindle turned and the door unlatched. The
ruse had worked. Before going further, the office door hinges
got the same treatment and without noise Ian opened the door
fully. Slipping inside Ian orientated himself. The desk was on
his left hand side and there was paperwork strewn all over the
surface. A straight back chair stood in front of the desk and
to the right shelves lined the walls. The


shelves were filled with an assortment of books, papers and odd
objects. None of this interested Ian and he afforded it only a
casual glance. Ian crossed the floor and when he reached the
corner of the room he lifted the carpet. The key was there as
Heather had promised where she had seen it last.

Taking the key Ian crossed to behind the desk. On the right hand
side of the desk there was a wooden cabinet and without delay
Ian opened the door. The safe was tucked away neatly inside
the cabinet and with trembling fingers Ian inserted the
key. The click as the locks disengaged sounded extremely loud
in the confines of the office and for a breathless few seconds
Ian listened to see if he had been heard upstairs. Feeling
foolish when he realized that it would have been impossible for the
sound to travel that far he opened the safe. Inside it there
was a wad of money rolled neatly into bundles and a bag of
coins. Underneath it Ian made out the shape of the revolver.

Taking the revolver out he locked the safe and returned the key
to its carpet corner-hiding place.

When Ian got to his room he quickly opened his window and
emitted a low whistle. Hennie waited anxiously behind the
wooden fence. He could just make out the windows that fronted onto
this side of the Silver Swan. The last of the people had left a
while ago and the doors had been locked. A light in a window
on his side was still burning and he kept his eye on it. When the
light finally went out Hennie gave a low call to Peter who was
standing at the corner of the building. The front door was two
paces away from him and when he heard the call Peter rapped his ham
like fists on the door. Not waiting for a reply Peter dashed away
and hid behind the fence.




'Piss off!' Peter and Hennie heard the loud shout followed by
the door closing again. They had no idea if their plan would work,
but for the last couple of nights they did the same thing, hoping
to distract Black Jim.

Hennie settled down into the darker shadows while Peter left.
There was a certain gunsmith that owed him a few favors and he
intended to collect those favors tonight. Hennie heard the low
whistle and vaulting over the fence made his way to the open
window.

He received the package and without a word Hennie disappeared
quickly. It did not take him long to reach Jones and Son Fine
Weapons shop and after a light knock on the door it was opened for
him.

'Have you got it?' Peter asked as he stood up from the chair
that he was in.

'Yes, so far so good.' Hennie replied.

A third person was in the room. Elliot Jones had been in the
weapons business all his life and had taken over the shop from his
father two years ago. His father's failing eyesight had forced him
into retirement and with the change of ownership a new license to
trade was needed by Elliot. There were a few difficulties and only
when Peter had intervened was the new license given to Elliot.

‘Do you have it?' Elliot now asked and Hennie handed the
revolver to him. After a few moments of deliberation Elliot crossed
over to his safe and opening it displayed a range of revolvers.
Carefully he selected one and brought it to the counter. He laid
the two weapons side by side and it was a perfect match, apart from
one small detail. Along the wooden stock of Black Jim's revolver
the engraving of the previous owner's name could be seen. Kobus
Visagie.

Elliot took out a pouch with his tools of the trade and without
wasting time he set himself to the task at hand. His instructions
on what to do was clear and thirty minutes later Peter and Hennie
thanked the man.



Peter left for his house and Hennie went back to the pub. The
window was still open and leaning in he softly whispered to
Ian. Ian quickly took the we apon from Hennie and

closed the window. Ten minutes later Ian lay back on the bed.
The pistol had been replaced and with any luck Black Jim would not
be any the wiser. Keening up the facade Ian waited until Black Jim
was up later that morning and feigning a good night’s rest Ian
joined him for his first cup of coffee.

'What are your plans now?' Black Jim asked as he rinsed out the
mugs along with the glasses from the previous night.

'Oh, I have a few things to do, but rest assured I will see you
again.' Ian replied. His hatred for the man was unfathomable and
the forced friendliness was a bitter pill to swallow.

Taking the comment as a compliment Black Jim assured Ian that he
could return any time he wanted.

Ian left the pub a bit later and made his way back to I Jennie's
house. Nobody had recognized him in the streets and when he got to
Hennie's house he sighed a sigh of relief, Phase one of their plan
had gone well.
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CHAPTER 18

Craig entered the police station. He would never have thought
that when he had taken on the job as warehouse manager that it
would involve all this excitement. He knew where his loyalties lay
though and he had no problems with leading Andre Hedger into this
trap that had been set up by his employer. Peter had promised him a
big bonus for his participation and regardless of this, he did not
like Constable Andre Hedger. Andre was not there and Craig
approached the duty constable behind the desk.

'Can I help you?' The constable asked. His day had been quiet
and Craig was the second person of the day to avail themselves of
his services.

'Is Constable Hedger on duty today?' Craig asked.

'Working the two till ten shift. Do you want to come back
later?'

'No. Could I leave a message for him?' Craig asked again.

It suited him better than having to explain in person to Andre
why he wanted to meet him late at night. Pulling his notepad closer
the constable stood poised with his pen in his hand.

'Ask him to meet me at the warehouse after his shift.'

'And who are you?' The constable asked again.

'Just tell him it is regarding Ian.' Craig replied. Andre was
continuously asking Craig if his boss had heard anything from his
son and he would understand the cryptic message. 'And are you going
to tell me where this warehouse is?' The constable was getting
rather irritated with this message. He was only doing relief work
at the station. One of the regular policemen was on holiday and he
was sent down from Pietermaritzburg to cover the staff
shortage.

'No, I don't think that will be necessary!' Craig replied.
Turning around he left the station before the policeman could ask
any more questions.

His further participation was not required and after reporting
back to Peter at the warehouse Peter gave him the rest of the day
off.

There was only one condition and that was that he should make
himself unavailable to any attempts of contact from Andre Hedger
until further notice.




It suited Craig fine. There was a particularly friendly lady
that had drawn his attention and having the rest of the day off
gave him the perfect excuse to practice his charms on her. Peter
left the warehouse for only a short period of time that day. When
he returned to the warehouse there was a satisfied smile playing
across his face.

The cloud cover was thick that night and in the black night the
shadows appeared even darker than usual. Andre had a quiet shift
that day and he was looking forward to meeting with Craig. He
assumed it was Craig because there were so many people that he knew
that would leave him the time of day, never mind a message.

There was a light shining through one of the high windows along
the front of the warehouse and Andre approached the door. The door
that was used for pedestrian access stood open and Andre peered
into the warehouse. The shelves where the goods were stacked which
had been bought and repacked ready for sale were shrouded in
darkness. The light that Andre saw came from the other end of the
warehouse.

'Hello. Anybody here?' Andre called out.

Silence greeted him and stepping into the warehouse Andre called
out again. 'Craig, it's me Andre. Where are you?'

Thinking that there was something amiss Andre started walking
towards the lighted area at the back of the warehouse.

'Craig! Answer me. Is everything all right?' Andre called out
again. Thirty yards behind him Hennie stepped out from behind the
shelves where he had been hiding and slammed the door closed that
Andre had come through. Turning to face the door Andre jumped in
shock to see who it could be.

'Craig is that you. You made me jump.' He could not see who it
was, but assumed that it must be Craig. Again he turned back to the
light when a voice called to him from the other direction.

Craig is not here, but you are and that is all that
matters.'

'Who is that? What is going on here?' Andre spoke again. Flashes
from his past raced through him. Clandestine meetings with
dangerous men! Deals done in the dark where there were no
witnesses.



'One question at a time and you might get an answer?' The voice
tempted him from behind the shadows.


'I am an officer of the law and I demand an answer.' Andre tried
to shift his unease.

'Come closer and we can debate that!' The voice seemed to mock
Craig and he felt trepidation running through his body.

'Whatever you have to say, you can say in daylight at
the station?' Craig replied and started retreating to the door
again.

'You will find the door locked behind you.' The voice called out
again. 'Are you not interested in clearing your name then?'

Andre stopped in his tracks. Clear his name? What does the other
person know about him? This whole thing was a set-up he suddenly
realized and sprinted back to the door. When he reached it he
fumbled at the handle for a second before the glint of metal drew
his attention. A lock had been put on the door. Realizing that he
could not escape he turned back to Hennie again. A coward at heart
he knew when odds were stacked against him. The only option left
would be to see what the offer was that would be made and how much
the other person knew.

‘Fine, the door is locked, what do you want?' Andre walked
forward slowly.

‘Please do come closer, it’s not you we want in any case’. The
voice called out to him again.

No matter how much Andre looked at the shadows, he could not see
the person that was speaking.

Getting closer to the light Andre saw a table that stood
underneath the light. On the table lay a piece of cloth that was
covering up an object underneath it? When he finally reached the
table he stopped hesitatingly.

'Show yourself and we can speak.' Andre demanded uncertainly.
Stepping out from the shadows Hennie approached a stunned
Andre.

'You, what do you want with me?' Andre asked as he recognized
him.

'Just the truth. That is all that my son and I have ever wanted
‘ Peter replied.

'And I suppose that Ian was the one that locked the door behind
me. He is a wanted murderer. ‘Andre could feel the tension
restricting his throat.



'On the contrary, my son is not here. Hennie, please show
yourself.' Peter called into the darkness of the shelves.


'Constable.' Hennie said sarcastically as he stepped out from
the darkness of the shelves.

'This is an outrage. I demand that you let me go. If you don't,
I will place you under arrest for illegally detaining me against my
will.' Andre tried to bluff his way out.

He was surprised when he heard both the men in front of snigger
in contempt.

‘The only demands tonight will be made by me!' Peter looked at
Andre.

'I don't have to co-operate with any of you.' Andre replied.

'If you don't then we could make life rather uncomfortable for
you!' Peter said ‘Why don’t you have a look at what is under the
cloth.' Hesitatingly Andre took a corner of the cloth and slowly
lifted it up. Dropping the cloth and stepping back as if a coiled
black mamba lay underneath it Andre struggled to find his
words.

'I see that you recognize a revolver when you see one, so why
don't you pick it up?' Hennie invited Andre. Recoiling again Andre
took a pace back,

'I think you finally see things my way.' Peter intervened.

      ‘That is just an ordinary
revolver. Why do you want me to pick it up?' Andre asked.

'That is where you are wrong. It is not just any revolver, it is
the revolver that shot and killed Kobus Visagie, the diamond dealer
and policeman. Do you remember him?' Peter prompted him.

'It can't be! Black Jim has got it.' As soon as he had uttered
the words Andre knew that the game was over, in his haste and fear
he had revealed valuable information.

'Very good. But I think that you will find that it is the same
revolver. Look at it carefully.' Peter invited and took a step
backwards.

Andre took a step closer again. To him it was just like any
other pistol until he saw the inscription on the butt of it.

‘It was an accident. We were struggling and the weapon went off.
I did not mean to shoot him.' Andre broke down. His dirty secret
was out in the open eventually.



'To be honest with you, we are not really interested in that
business at all.' Hennie spoke up softly.


'Then what is it you want to know?'

‘I want you to tell us about Black Jim. To be more specific,
tell us about his involvement in the murder of Colin Harris.' Peter
could not contain his anger much longer.

'Why, I am in enough trouble as it is! Why should I have to tell
you anything?' Andre looked at the two men opposite him.

'If you do, then you can have that pistol back. Hennie pointed
at the pistol on the table.

'And that is it, you are not going to do anything else about it?
How did you get hold of it anyway?' Andre asked. Black Jim promised
he would make it disappear and yet there it lay in front of
him.

'I gave you my word that we will not hurt you, didn't we?' Peter
looked at Hennie who shook his head in confirmation. Looking at the
two men Andre could see that he was not left with much option,

‘Fine. I just want you to know I never had anything to do with
killing anyone. That was Black Jim's idea.' The puzzle seemed
clearer and eventually they had a direct link between Black Jim and
the murder.

'And you did not see him shoot Colin'  Peter
asked.

'No. but he bragged to me about it, and it is quite easy to
manipulate another person to cover it up for him and I was forced
into it, I swear.'

‘How could anybody force you to cover up a murder?' Hennie
looked at Andre disgustedly.

'Black Jim forced me to. I don't know how you got the revolver,
he said he will take care of it after I shot another guy and he
must have broken the promise and kept the revolver. He was going to
turn me in for murder if I didn’t give him information and then
manipulate the investigation to have the evidence point at
Ian."



'You are a sniveling little runt.' Hennie spat the words out at
Andre and took a step closer.


Andre suddenly grabbed the gun and pointed it at Hennie, 'You
said that you will not hurt me!' Peter and Hennie looked at each
other and laughed at Andre.

'You are right, we did promise.' Peter pointed out.

‘But you didn’t think that you would get away with it
completely, did you? There are a couple of your colleagues here
that would love to have a word with you.’ Hennie pointed out
feeling the tension leaving his body.

‘What do you mean?' Andre asked nervously, the revolver in his
hand were shaking with nerves.

‘It means that everything that you have said has been heard by
us.’ Sergeant Mike Williams stepped out from the partially closed
office door. Following behind him Captain Van Vuuren stepped out
looking at Andre in sheer contempt

"Mike… ? Andre looked bemused. Things were happening too fast
for him. Looking back at Peter, Andre struggled to keep his voice
from showing his fear. 'You promised me!'

‘I never promised that there won’t be other people within
earshot. The case is in

their hands now.’

‘Stop this bull shit.’ Captain Van Vuuren felt his revulsion for
the man in front of him boiling over.

'You are a disgrace to the uniform and you owe me a lot of
explanations, Sergeant Williams arrest him." Captain Van Vuuren
pointed an accusing finger at Andre Hedger.

'Mr. Smith, you have an unorthodox way of proving your sons
innocence. But I am glad that you were able to convince me into
this plan of yours. I sincerely apologize on everybody's
behalf.

'Quite all right Captain, you have your man now. Can I get my
son back now?’ Peter asked the captain while Sergeant Mike was busy
hand cuffing Andre.

‘He will be welcomed back into the community. I give you my
personal assurance of that.'

Captain Van Vuuren shook Peter's hand.



'One more thing Captain, may we have a word in private?' Hennie
interrupted the

Captain from making further apologies.

Half an hour later the Captain joined Hennie and Peter at
Hennie's house.

'A bit more of the cloak and dagger stuff, I assume?' Captain
Van Vuuren said as he entered the living room.

'Firstly, I would like to introduce my son. Ian this is Captain
Van Vuuren.' Peter introduced the two men.

Hennie had explained to Ian a few minutes earlier about the
outcome of their plan. Ian had to stay at Hennie's house for this
part of their plan. He hated not being a part of it, but could
understand the reasoning for it. If Peter had revealed his presence
in Durban the police would have arrested him straight
away and if he had turned up at the warehouse the chances of a
confession from Andre may have been jeopardized.

With the police hiding in the warehouse there was enough risk
involved already and Ian could not risk Andre being able to wriggle
his way out of it without a confession.

'My apologies to you also Ian, may I call you Ian?' Captain Van
Vuuren greeted Ian and extended his hand.

'No hard feelings Captain, and yes please call me Ian, because
we still need your help.’  Ian took the proffered hand and
felt the firm grip that the man offered. A couple of hours later
Captain Van Vuuren stood up. 'It certainly makes sense. You two
have it all worked out. Nothing of tonight will be mentioned and
Andre Hedger will be kept in solitary confinement until
tomorrow.'

'Thank you Captain, we appreciate your help.  Ian stood up
from the chair that he had occupied.

'See you soon!' Captain Van Vuuren saw himself out and the three
remaining men opened a bottle of brandy.

"Congratulations Ian, you are a free man. Hennie toasted him and
threw the burning liquid into his mouth.

'And very soon the real murderer would be arrested, or rather as
soon as I have had my say there would be a murderer behind
bars.

'Here is to phase three of our plans gentlemen!' Peter lifted
the glass to his lips and swallowed the contents.
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CHAPTER 19

Black Jim looked at the note in his hands. It was delivered by a
black boy about half an hour before and he had read it three
times. He did not trust anybody accept himself and the note
did nothing for his peace of mind.

/ am holding Ian Smith captive. Bring the revolver with you
or else I will testify against

you. I want to put a stop to you blackmailing me and will do
a fair trade. The revolver for

Ian Smith and my silence! If you are interested I will meet
you at noon at your pub. Have

your horse ready because you will be going to the top of the
bluff. I thought it would be a

nice touch especially as that was where you killed Colin
Harris.

Andre Hedger.

The insolence of the man irritated Black Jim. Just whom exactly
did he think he was dealing with? The early morning sun
shining through the window reflected from the polished counter
in the bar. A banging on the front door woke Black Jim up and he
had rushed down thinking that the buggers that had been
knocking in the night had returned to do the same in the
morning. The black boy had stood quivering with fear when he
had yanked open the door and after taking the note from him
Black Jim had added insult to fear. As the boy had
turned around to leave he had booted him on the backside.

'Next time you use the back entrance you insolent bastard' Black
Jim shouted after the retreating figure.

Slamming the door shut again, Black Jim had made a cup of coffee
before reading the note. The coffee still stood untouched and cold
on the counter top.

I will show you who is going to be bossed
about.' Black Jim thought to himself and went upstairs to get
dressed. Dressed in his corduroy trousers and a cotton shirt he
pulled his boots on. Thoughts of last night made him wince again.
Too much alcohol and early mornings do not mix well and his
headache was compounded by the fact that he could not stay in bed
to sleep it off.

Stomping downstairs he yanked open his office door. Pulling a
bunch of keys from his pocket he selected the key to the safe
before opening the cupboard. Reverently he took the revolver out
and laid it on his desktop.



'I have work for you again.' Black Jim muttered as he took out
the ammunition from his desk drawer. The six shot cylinder was held
in place by the rod-ejector and when removed Black Jim held the
cylinder separate from the revolver. The .45 caliber weapon was
made in 1880 and eventually found its way to South Africa as a
present to Kobus Visagie who took great care of it. Lovingly looked
after the weapon was in mint condition and had it not been for the
inscription on the handle Black Jim would have been able to sell it
as new.


Stuffing the weapon into the back of his trousers Black Jim
closed the safe and left the office. Just time for one more cup of
coffee he went back to the kitchen again. Thoughtfully he pondered
the situation again. Andre must think that he was an idiot.
Willingly to hand over the weapon would mean that he had no hold on
him and that was not how you played the game.

He was getting tired of the little weasel that always came
sniveling around his outstretched hands. The little bits of
information that Andre Hedger provided him with was easily picked
up in the course of an evening in the pub. He had only tolerated
him thus far because he was in the police and was of some use in
the past. There was a reason for Andre to write that he had to have
his horse ready to go to the bluff. He had obviously captured Ian
Smith and taken him to the bluff. It made sense because it was way
out of town and there would be no witnesses around. If Andre
thought that he would be coming to the pub and found him willing to
trade he had a surprise coming.

Black Jim knew that he had to outwit Andre Hedger. If he were
able to remove the witness in the form of Ian Smith, then Andre
would not have any bargaining tools. Making up his mind Black Jim
finished his cup of coffee. He would leave a lot earlier than Andre
expected, take care of Ian Smith and then return to wait for Andre.
Once he got hold of Andre, he would have to do some explaining
because nobody threatened him. Even though Black Jim had made up
his mind about Andre there was no damage done in having a bit of
fun first?

Before this day was out he would be rid of him. One more murder
to be put on the slate for Ian Smith. Laughing to himself Black Jim
left the Silver Swan.



After saddling his horse Black Jim took the road that led out
onto the pathway to the bluff. The bluff stood immovable and since
time immemorial had provided cover for the sheltered bay that had
become the town of Durban. Many a horse had climbed the winding
path and following the same track that he had followed so long ago,
Black Jim eventually reached the boulders where he had shot
Colin.


Looking around him he recognized the exact spot where Colin had
fallen from his horse after he had shot him. Time and rain had
washed all traces away and nothing had been left behind to betray
the violence that had taken place. Black Jim climbed from his horse
and led it around the boulders out of sight from the path. There
was no point in advertising his presence until he was ready for it.
Tying his horse to the low shrubs Black Jim made his way through
the trees and bushes to the top. The clearing where the duel had
taken place swiftly came into view.

Crouching down next to a thick bush Black Jim scanned the area
in front of him. His eyes eventually picked up a figure that was
sitting against a tree. The person was not there voluntarily
because Black Jim could clearly see the rope that was tied around
the person. Nobody else could be seen and fearing that he might be
walking into a trap Black Jim settled down to wait a while. There
was still a while to go before it would be noon when he had to meet
Andre back in town. He had time to waste.

The birds fluttered in the trees and a solitary cloud drifted
across the clear blue sky. Time went by slowly and for a man with
hardly any patience Black Jim was getting more and more
impatient.

Half an hour had gone by before the inactivity finally got to
Black Jim. The figure under the tree was about twenty paces away
from the nearest bushes and nobody had approached or spoken to the
man under the tree. Black Jim suddenly made up his mind. He could
eliminate Ian now and then have ample tune to take care of Andre
afterwards. Andre must have gone down the mountain after tying up
Ian and had not returned. He was wasting time to let the
opportunity slip by without taking advantage. Stepping out from the
bushes he approached the figure. Clean-shaven he immediately
recognized him and boldly Black Jim approached Ian.

'I see he has sent for back-up then.' Ian shouted across the
distance that separated them.



'If you are talking about me, then no, I am not the back up. I
do my own business.' Black Jim replied. His eyes scanned the
surrounding trees and bushes, but nothing seemed out of place.


'Who the hell are you then?' Ian feigned innocence. 'You don't
know who I am!' Black Jim replied.

'If you are not with that policeman then just who the hell are
you? Untie me immediately.' Ian looked at the figure in front of
him.

'I am afraid it is not as simple as that. First tell me who the
policeman is and where has he gone and then I will untie you.'
Black Jim replied.

'I don't know his name. I came into town last night and he
arrested me. He knocked me unconscious from behind and when I came
to this morning I was tied to this tree. He then left and said he
would be back later with a buddy of his.' Ian tried to sound as if
the world was against him.

'Are you sure he has left?' Black Jim asked the question.

'Of course I am. I saw him leaving, going down the path over
there and I could hear his horse as he went down the mountain. That
was early this morning though and I am thirsty, so could you please
untie me?' Ian tried again.

Suddenly laughing Black Jim pulled the revolver out from behind
his back. Luck had strange companions and more than once in life
Black Jim was favored with circumstances that went his way. It
seemed that once again he had been dealt a mighty fine hand while
all around him other players sat with nothing. With Andre leaving
earlier it meant that he had the whole mountain to himself.

'I somehow don't think that it would be necessary for me to
untie you.' Black Jim replied while looking at Ian.

'What on earth are you doing with that pistol? There is no need
for that. I am not a danger to you.' Ian replied. His eyes were
wide open and he stared at the revolver.

'That is where you are wrong. You are a danger to me!' Black Jim
slowly cocked the hammer back on the revolver.

'Come on, you don't even know me.' Ian pleaded. He could not
keep his eyes from the revolver.



'I know more than you think. You have a certain history with
this mountain don't you. You see, right over there was where you
and Harris had that little duel didn't you?' Black Jim pointed the
barrel of the revolver in the general direction of the open area
next to Ian.


'How do you know about that?' Ian strained against the
ropes.

'Because I was here. I saw it all happen. I must admit that for
a second I had thought that you were dead. Very convincing fall you
had back there. Lucky for me, you did not die. It made things a lot
easier for me.' Black Jim turned the pistol back to Ian. Fine
droplets of sweat broke out on lan's forehead.

'You were here that day, weren't you? You saw us shooting at
each other?' Ian asked.

'Of course I did. You are finally catching on.' Black Jim shook
his head disparagingly.

'Then why did you not come forward and tell the police that I
did not kill Harris?' Ian asked. His voice sounded pleadingly to
Black Jim.

Black Jim again looked down the path that Ian had indicated
earlier. There was still no sign of Andre Hedger.

'I will let you in on a little secret!' Black Jim faced Ian
again and the cruelty of the man glittered in his eyes.

'I did tell the police, or rather, I told a certain policeman.
The one who arrested you and tied you up against this tree.' Black
Jim looked at Ian.

'I don't understand. You told him and still they looked for me,
not as a witness but as the murderer.'

'Yes! You are only now starting to understand. You see I was the
one that killed Harris. Just after you had left I crawled back to a
certain hiding place and waited for him and then when he appeared…
Bang!' Black Jim gloated.

'You killed him! You are the murderer! Why?' Ian asked.

Looking down on him, Black Jim felt nothing for the man. There
was no emotion for him, no compassion, and no hatred.

'I killed him because he assaulted and nearly killed one of my
girls at my pub. It is as simple as that. You just provided me with
the perfect opportunity to do so, because if you killed him then my
job would have been done. Your poor shooting forced me to do so
myself, but again you provided me with the perfect candidate to put
the blame on.'

'So, what happens now?' Ian asked him.



'Now I kill you. Didn't think I walked up here for fun did you?
No, you have my apologies, but I cannot leave witnesses.' Black Jim
cocked the hammer back on the revolver.


'What about your policeman buddy? Are you going to kill him as
well as me?' Ian asked Black Jim.

'Too many loose ends. He will die today and with the revolver in
your hand the police will think that he came to arrest you, you
shot and killed him and then you shot yourself. End of story.'
Black Jim lifted his arm and pointed it directly at lan's
forehead.

'But he is not here. He left a while ago.' Ian tried to stall
for tune.

'How very observant of you. I will be fetching him later and
then we will return here where I will finish it off.'

'May you rot in hell!' Ian shouted out.

'You first!' Black Jim replied.

His finger tightened on the trigger and pulled the half-moon
shaped piece of metal backwards. The hammer fell forward with the
firing pin protruding towards the first cartridge that was
uppermost in the cylinder. The shot when it came was loud after the
quiet of the morning. A few birds fluttered away from the branches
of a nearby tree and circled overhead.

'Ian!' A voice called out in the aftermath of the shot.
'Ian!'

'There he is!' Hennie whispered softly to Captain Van Vuuren
where they lay barely twenty paces away from Ian.

The natural trench in the ground provided them with a perfect
cover. A big bush hid them from even a direct look and they felt
fairly confident that they would not be seen. Next to Captain Van
Vuuren lay Peter Smith and Sergeant Mike. All four men had
sufficient cover from the trench and the bush. They saw Black Jim
enter the open area and approach Ian carefully.

Once again the trap was laid perfectly and Captain Van Vuuren
glanced over at Ian. The ropes that held him were tied only very
loosely and could be released by pulling the wrists apart. Even so,
Captain Van Vuuren silently applauded the bravery of the
young man tied to the tree. All of them knew that there would
be only one outcome to this rendezvous if it went wrong and
that would be death to Ian.




Patiently they waited for Black Jim to approach. Once he had
made the confession to killing Colin Harris they would rush
out and arrest him. Clearly the words reached them as Black
Jim spoke to Ian. Every word sent tendrils of dread through
the group of men and when Black Jim produced the weapon and pointed
it at Ian a collective spasm of fear ran through the group.
The fear was not for them, but for the man tied to the
tree. Too many variables to go wrong and yet they had to wait
patiently 

Suddenly they clearly could hear Ian shouting. 'May you rot in
hell.'

Captain Van Vuuren hastily cocked the revolver that he had held
in his hands all this time.

'You first!' Black Jim's voice reverberated over them and as if
in slow motion they saw Ian recoil with an involuntary reaction to
the expected lead ball. A thunderous shot right next to his ear
made Hennie twist around sharply and he could see the blue smoke
tendrils from the pistol barrel where the gunpowder had ignited.
Jumping up Peter rushed forward through the thick bush and the
branches snapped of as he charged through like a wounded buffalo.
As he ran forward he shouted his son's name.

'Ian!' A couple more paces and then again he shouted. 'Ian!'

Following closely behind him the other three men rushed towards
the two figures around the tree. Ian lay against the tree trunk
with his eyes closed as Peter reached him.

'Ian, are you all right?' Peter asked anxiously as he took his
son by the shoulders.

'I would be if you stop shaking me like that.' Ian answered as
he opened his eyes again. A fine layer of sweat had formed on his
face and not all of it was due to the bright sunlight that shone
down on them.

With their backs to them Sergeant Mike and Hennie kneeled by the
figure lying on the grass in front of them.

'He is dead.' Sergeant Mike looked up at his Captain.

The bullet had entered Black Jim just above his left eye and had
entered the skull. On it's way through the skull it had pierced the
brain and forever stopped Black Jim from concocting any
further evil deeds. A slow trickling of blood stained the bright
green of the grass and before draining away formed a little puddle
of red evil.




"The world will be better off without him around.' Captain Van
Vuuren looked at the body a few seconds longer before picking up
the revolver where it was flung from Black Jim's hand.

The hammer lay against the body of the revolver frame and very
gingerly he re-cocked the hammer and removed the cylinder. Puzzled
he looked at the cylinder and then at Ian who was slowly getting to
his feet.

"This revolver was loaded, but luckily for you young man, it did
not go off Captain Van Vuuren spoke to Ian.

'Luck had nothing to do with it captain.' Peter walked over to
the Captain and held out his hand. 'May I?'

Still puzzled he handed the weapon to Peter. Taking it from him
Peter carefully turned it round and cocked the hammer again. The
Captain leaned closer to look. The nearly invisible glint of metal
protruded from the small chamber where the firing pin should have
been.

'What on earth is that?' Captain Van Vuuren took the weapon back
for a closer look. ‘A gunsmith who owed me a favor tinkered around
with the revolver and made it redundant for future use. The
cartridges in that cylinder would not have fired because the firing
pin has been filed down.' Peter explained.

'Which would mean that when the hammer came down and the firing
pin was supposed to strike the cartridge it was not long enough to
reach it.' Captain Van Vuuren shook his head in amazement at the
ingenuity of the idea.

'We could not leave it to chance that he would not use the
weapon' Peter explained the reason for the alteration.

'And how do you explain the inscription on here.' Kobus
Visagie was clearly imprinted on the pistol. 'I thought we
already had this weapon locked up safely.' Captain Van Vuuren
looked enquiringly at Peter again.

'We could not reveal all of it to you when we explained the
plan. This is the original weapon that Kobus Visagie had with him
when he was killed. The one that you have got is a replica of that
weapon.' Peter explained.



'How did you manage to get a replica and sabotage the original
when it was in possession of Black Jim?' Captain Van Vuuren asked
looking even more puzzled.

'Let's just say that you should never trust a traveler if he
sleeps over.' Ian answered the question.

'If you say so. How do you feel Ian? That was too close for
comfort wouldn't you say?'

'I feel bloody marvelous, Captain, just bloody marvelous now
that it is finally over.' Ian replied looking at the blue skies
above him.

High above him a falcon circled before spreading its wings and
gliding off into the distance.
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CHAPTER 20

Ian had been waiting patiently the last few days to reveal his
presence to Elizabeth, but had to keep his impatience under
control. If anything his experiences had taught him that patience
was a valuable asset.

After coming so close to uncertain death that morning he was
shaking from head to toe in anticipation of what awaited him. It
had been too long since he had seen the woman that he had promised
to make his wife. Now he had a son that he had never seen before.
His horse seemed to feel the nervousness of his rider and kept
pulling at the bit. Eventually he could see the farm gate in front
of him. He had insisted that Peter and Hennie stay behind while he
went to meet his son. Regretting the decision he felt that he could
have done with the company. Drawing his horse up at the gate Ian
reigned in and dismounted. He could see the house from the
gate.

Suddenly a squeal of laughter erupted from the outbuildings
where the stables were and turning his head Ian froze like a
statue.

A small boy came running out across the lawn closely followed by
Elizabeth. Unaware of his presence the two played and laughed.

Ian could not keep his eyes from them and stared at a small
version of what he looked like when he was three years old. The
small boy was his son. For a few more moments the two people were
unaware of him.

After another playful episode the small boy looked towards the
gate and saw the stranger standing there.

'Mommy, who is that man?' Chris asked uncertainly. The only
other presence of white adult men was his grandfathers and uncle
Hennie. The new face at the gate was a curiosity to him because
Elizabeth still avoided town as much as possible. Elizabeth
followed the gaze of her son and after a moment she could feel the
blood drain away from her face. It had been so long that she had
waited for Ian to return. She did not expect him to turn up without
knowing that he was coming. To see Ian standing there was too much
of an unreality and hesitatingly she took a step towards him. Too
many times she had stood at the gate looking into the distance,
trying to bring him back to her, wishing that she could undo the
past and have him by her side. Too many times she had cried herself
to sleep because the day did not bring back the father of her
child. She had been disappointed too many times when she had heard
rumors that Ian had returned, to suddenly believe that he had
finally come back.




'Ian. Is that really you?' Elizabeth whispered softly.

'Mommy, who is that man?' Chris pulled impatiently at his
mother's dress. When he did not get a reply straight away he turned
to Ian.

'Who are you? Grandpa is not here at the moment. Would you like
to come and play with us?' Chris strode confidently towards the
gate.

Ian was torn between looking at his son and Elizabeth. He did
not know what to expect. Elizabeth must have told Chris about him,
but he was not sure how to tell the youngster that he was his
dad.

Making a decision he bent down and looked at Chris that had
planted himself in front of Ian with the gate between them.

'Hello Chris. I was hoping you could help me!' Ian spoke to his
son for the first time.

'I am too little to help. Grandpa always tells me that, when I
want to help.' Chris stood defiantly and looked Ian up and
down.

'Well, I am sure that you can help me. You see I am looking for
a very pretty woman to marry and somebody told me that there was
one living here. Do you know where she is?' Ian looked up at
Elizabeth who looked like she had not yet moved. He was sure that
she could hear every word that he was saying.

'My mommy is very pretty, but I don't think she will marry you.'
Chris looked at his mother for confirmation.

'And why is that then?' Ian asked his son.

'Because mommy said that my daddy is going to come home any day
now and she was waiting for him to marry her.' Chris said it as if
it was the most natural answer under the sun.

'Do you think I could ask her?' Ian asked while feeling that his
whole world has just been turned upside down. Up until that morning
Chris had been just a name to him. An abstract concept that he
would have to get used to as his son. He had never imagined the
instant love that he would have felt the moment that he spoke to
him.



Turning away from him Chris ran back to Elizabeth and grabbing
her by the hand dragged her to the gate. 'Mommy, the man wants to
ask you if you will marry him!'

'Hello Elizabeth!' Ian tried to speak past the lump that had
suddenly appeared in his throat. She was more beautiful than he had
remembered. Motherhood had softened her face while she had
maintained her slim physique.

Tears started running down her cheeks and Ian climbed quickly
over the gate. Before he fully stood on the ground Elizabeth flung
herself forward into his arms. Clinging to him the tears ran down
her face and dropped onto his jacket.

'I missed you so much!' Elizabeth eventually managed to say
between the sobs. She still clung to Ian as though she would never
let him go again.

'It is all over. I am a free man, or at least I will be a free
man until we can get married if you still want me.' Ian managed to
push her far enough away to plant a kiss on her wet lips.

'Mommy, why are you crying?' Chris looked at his mother
uncertainly. Looking down at him Elizabeth wiped the tears away.
'It is because I am so happy. Your daddy has come home to us.'

'It looks like we have a lot of catching up to do!' Ian bent
down to his son and held out his arms. Chris looked at his mother
first and seeing the approval in her face he held his own hands
out. Picking him up awkwardly Ian placed him on one hip and with
his free arm pulled Elizabeth closer to him.

Slowly walking back to the house Ian said softly to Elizabeth.
'You still haven't answered me!'

'Ian Smith, I let you go once before, if you think that I will
let you out of my sight again you are definitely mistaken!' Looking
back at the gate, Elizabeth knew that it was the last time that she
would shed tears at there.

'I will take that as a yes then. What do you think big boy?' Ian
asked Chris.

'Can I call you daddy now?' Chris asked wide-eyed. His mommy had
always promised him that he would have his own daddy.
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CHAPTER 21

The four-year-old boy ran towards him with his arms
outstretched. Scooping him up he placed him on his broad
shoulders.

'Oom Hennie.' Chris kept on shouting over and over.

'Come on you rascal. It is good to see you also.' Hennie bounced
him up and down.

'Where is Aunt Heather?' Chris squealed in his four-year-old
voice above the din on the train platform.

'Well if you give her a minute she will get off the train.'
Hennie replied laughing at the youngster.

'I see that you haven't changed a bit. Still as noisy and
inquisitive as ever.' 'Yes, but you have been away ages. Did you
bring me any sweets?' Chris pulled at Hennie's hair from his
elevated position.

'Only if your mommy says that you can have some.' Hennie replied
again.

'Are you going to greet me at some stage Chris?' Heather
suddenly spoke from behind them, while stretching her hands out and
tickling Chris under his arms. Falling backwards from Hennie's
shoulders Heather was just in tune to catch him from falling to the
gravel of the platform.

'Aunt Heather. Oom Hennie said I could have sweets.'
Chris clung to the new arrival.

'Just one for now and then you can have some later.' Heather
replied and quickly shoved a sweet into his dirty little hand.

'I saw that!' A voice suddenly boomed next to them.

'Daddy, look, I have got a sweet and you don't!' Chris stuck his
tongue out at his dad. 'Good to see again Hennie and Heather.
Welcome to Nylstroom.' Ian greeted his friends. It had been a long
year since he and Elizabeth had left Durban and come back to their
farm.

Hennie grasped lan's outstretched hand and gave it a good grip
before releasing him. Heather planted a kiss on his cheek and
grabbed hold of Chris.

'Come on, I will race you to the buggy. Let the big men bring
the cases.' Heather said and they raced off together in the throng
of the travelers arriving and leaving.




Once they had loaded the cases onto the buggy Ian cracked the
whip and the two horses started their return journey. A
few hours later Ian reigned in the horses and spreading a blanket
on the ground they enjoyed a picnic packed by Elizabeth before
they had left.

Another couple of hours passed before they eventually reached
the gateposts that proclaimed the piece of land as that of
Ian's. A wooden signboard hung over the entrance and burnt
into the wood the name of the farm was displayed prominently.
‘Lalapanzi’. Hennie read it out loud.

'Welcome to Lalapanzi.' Ian said to his friends, while
looking up at the name on the piece of wood. He had very carefully
carved and burned the name onto the wood himself and had a few
blister scars to prove it.

'What does the name mean?' Heather asked as she tried to say it
herself.

'Can I tell them daddy?' Chris piped up where he sat next to
Ian.

'If you don't then I will have to!' Ian teased him and
affectionately placed his arm over his son's shoulders and pulled
him closer.

'Daddy! Not in front of other people!' Chris replied indignantly
and wriggled his way out from under lan's arm.

Turning around to face Heather, Chris looked her in the eyes and
said in as serious voice as he could muster. 'It means a place to
rest.'

'Lalapanzi, place of rest. I like it, but who decided on the
name?' 'That was Elizabeth's choice and when you get to the house
you will see why.' Ian spoke up again.

Just before the sun said its final good-bye to the African veldt
Ian pulled the buggy up in front of the farmhouse.

The whitewashed walls gleamed in the setting sunlight and the
bougainvillea spread its branches across the veranda. Bright
flowers were spread along the front of the house and the green
lawns added to the splendor of the scenery. The clear blue sky and
the tranquil atmosphere accentuated the calmness and serenity of
the image and involuntarily Ian felt is chest swell with pride.



Very soon Elizabeth and Heather had everything under control and
while the servants unloaded the buggy the tired travelers received
refreshments in the cool kitchen.


'Very impressive what you have accomplished here.' Hennie
complimented Ian and Elizabeth while sipping at his coffee.

'All down to my lovely wife. She had to solve many a problem,
but has made this a home to be proud of.' Ian looked at
Elizabeth.

'Enough of that, why don't you men go and sit outside while we
get dinner sorted out.' Elizabeth shooed the men out 'Heather and I
have other woman things to talk about.' Leading Hennie outside they
walked to the bench that was placed under the hardwood tree that
threw its shadows across the wide lawn. In the distance the last of
the sun's rays played on the surface of the water pools and glinted
like little flashes of lightening. A few waterbuck with the white
circle around their tails lapped up the water greedily, enjoying
the relief that the water provided.

'A view to die for.' Hennie said softly as the beauty of the
scene played in front of his eyes.

'Correction there, my friend. A view to live for. The only
killing around here is for the pot. And then only if you want to
face the wrath of the wife.' Ian replied.

'Talking about killing. The courts finished the trial a month
after you had left.' Hennie chewed on his bottom lip. 'Do you want
to hear about it?'

'Only if it concerns me.' Ian replied.

'Suffice to say that Andre Hedger will be suffering a whole lot
more for his participation than he expected. Hard labour will do
him some good for the next few years. The court concluded that it
was an accidental shooting because there was no body and nobody
else to give evidence. Going on his own confession in the warehouse
that it was an accident they charged him with manslaughter. The
rest of the sordid affair the court was lenient with because he was
being blackmailed by the real brain behind the scenes, Black Jim,
and therefore got off lightly.'

The sun had sunk before the men had finished talking and after
dinner Ian invited Hennie to his study for a glass of brandy.

When they entered the study Hennie was taken aback by the two
huge tusks that formed the archway behind the desk on the wall
where they were mounted.



Ian casually stroked the curve of the tusk as he walked to the
wall where he kept his drinks cabinet.


'Where did you get those from?' Hennie asked incredulously while
still looking at the tusks. The dark hardwood paneling that it was
mounted on accentuated their perfect symmetry and the pale golden
cream color. The base of the tusks was on the floor while the tips
stood over seven feet tall and nearly reached to the height of the
ceiling.

'Not too far from here actually. They are the ones that belonged
to the elephant that managed to injure me when I shot it I will go
and show you where it is tomorrow.'

As the sun peeked through the early morning clouds it cast an
orange glow on the horizon. The two men on horseback formed a stark
silhouette against the rising sun as they set out into the
bush.

The sun had barely risen in full when Ian reined his horse in on
the edge of the thick thorn bushes that lay in front of them.

'It is only a couple of hundred yards to go. We will leave the
horses here or else the thorns will pierce their skin.' Ian
explained to Hennie as he dismounted. Pulling the rifle from his
scabbard Ian and Hennie set off into the thicket.

There was no need for conversation as the two men made their way
silently through the bushes.

Ian suddenly stopped and motioned Hennie to do the same. Not
used to the bush Ian had to point out the grey mass a few times
before Hennie finally saw it. The great big bulk was standing there
unmoving among the thorns. The rifle in lan's hands lifted up and
he placed the stock of the rifle firmly against his shoulder.

The bull elephant stood swaying in the early morning sunlight
and Ian could hear it rumble hi conversation. The elephant
communicated by various means and rumbling was only a part of it.
It had lived for the past seventy years and the tusks that it
carried were just as great as the ones that currently adorned lan's
wall in his study. Carefully Ian aimed along the sights of the
rifle and lifting it slightly he could see the deep indentations of
the skull above the trunk.

The elephant suddenly lifted his trunk and pointed it hi then-
direction before lowering it to his mouth. Ian felt the slight
breeze coming from behind him and knew that the elephant had
picked up their scent. Yet the elephant did not move. As solid as
the mountains it stood there and faced them. Ian was certain that
the elephant was aware of their presence.




The seconds dragged into minutes and the two people faced the
elephant. Ian slowly lowered the rifle again. If they made any
sudden movements it would provoke a certain attack and if at all
possible he wanted to avoid it.

For the last few weeks Umkhulu had walked unhindered through the
bushes. Meaning grandfather, Umkhulu had been given his name from
the children of his children that he had taught and shown the way
of the elephant. His big ears flapped in the wind and where he had
walked through the thorn trees and bushes little holes and rips had
caused his ears to look like a dried piece of parchment. The edges
all frayed and tattered like the well-used pages of an old book.
When he reached the thorn trees he had done what any elephant would
do to safeguard himself against an enemy. He had entered the thorn
bushes with the intent purpose to hide himself for a few hours of
undisturbed peace. He had travelled only a short distance before he
stumbled onto the bones of one of his kind. Nobody has ever been
able to explain whether an elephant actually recognized the bones
of another elephant as one of his own specie or maybe a distant
family member. For Umkhulu there was no doubt though. Maybe it was
a lingering scent that lay trapped underneath the bones as they lay
on the dried floor. Maybe it was the shape or the size of the
skull. Or maybe it was just that natural sixth sense that humans
attribute to themselves.

The bones that lay in front of Umkhulu were that of his
half-brother Isazi, the wise one. Fathered by the same bull the two
calves had grown up together in the same herd. The games and fun
were shared by both, and the punishment when necessary were
received by both of them. Together they had left the herd and made
their own paths through the African veldt. Isazi was a quick
learner and a patient teacher and where other bulls would have been
too impatient Isazi had stood by Umkhulu.

Whenever Umkhulu had felt the need to breed with the cows, Isazi
had waited on the outskirts of the herds for his return.



One day about five years ago Isazi had taken the scent of a
hunter and ran off leaving Umkhulu to stand alone. Since that
day he had travelled everywhere but had failed to
find him.


Umkhulu was filled with a great sadness and sorrow as he had
stood over the scattered bones of his half-brother and
longtime friend. He was filled with a tired aching in
his bones. He was on his fourth and last set of molars and
very soon would not be able to chew on the rich protein filled
branches that made up part of his diet. He would only have a
few years to live anyway and now that he had found his friend the
last will to fight had left his body.

All night he had stood vigil at the bones, rumbling in
conversation and telling Isazi all that had happened in the
last few years since their paths had taken them in
separate directions.

When the morning broke he still stood as solid as a boulder in
the rising sun. Inside of Umkhulu his spirit was broken
though. He did not care about his fate anymore. All he wanted
was a place to rest and not have to worry about being followed and
shot at by the little humans with the smoking
sticks. 

Suddenly Umkhulu detected a feint trace of those humans again
and he lifted his trunk. Bringing his trunk back to his mouth
he exhaled the air that he had drawn in and blew over the
glands in his mouth. The scent of the little humans was strong
and unmistakable. They were close. Very close if he was right
and so far he had been wrong only a few times. If he had often been
wrong his tusks would not have grown as long as they had. He
would have been shot a long time ago.

For an instant, but very short lived, the urge to run was
overpoweringly strong. The age old instinct to flee from
danger was queued as soon as it flitted through Umkhulu's
mind. This time he would not run. This time he would not
charge. This time he would wait and see what happened. The
seconds became minutes. At the very edge of his sight he
saw movement and he steeled himself for the pain that he knew
was to come. He had been shot before on one of the occasions
when he was wrong, but had survived. The two figures that he could
see remained rooted to the spot before they started moving away
slowly. Not understanding this Umkhulu sniffed the air again. It
was definitely the smell of people. Only this time the people did
not use those sticks that thunder. Faintly, carried on the wind to
him he heard a voice.



The words made as much sense to him as the roar of the lions. It
held no meaning apart from the association of sounds to a certain
animal. 'Salahandle my friend.' Stay in peace my
friend.










If you have a spare minute please go to my book on
www.feedbooks.com and leave me a comment. My first ever attempt to
write so i would love to know what you thought of it. Thanks :)

This work is purely fictional and bears no relation to any
operson, living or dead. The book does contain factual places
etc.
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