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In memory of Robert Sobukwe, 

Rhodes Gcxoyiya, Mzonke Xusa & David Sibeko 

who did not live to see the landscape change

&

with appreciation and thanks 

to my parents




DISCLAIMER

This story is not essentially about how things were, but about how they might have been. The views expressed by the characters are not necessarily those held by the author. Most names and settings in this work of fiction have been changed to protect the identities of persons dead or alive, or imagined. In the unlikely event that any person considers himself or herself aggrieved by the misuse of identity in terms of Section 5 of the Identity Registration Act, or if any person has any objection to the misuse of the identity of any other person in terms of the Act, he or she may at any time object in writing to the registrar.

Every such objection shall be lodged in triplicate and be accompanied by an affidavit in triplicate setting forth in detail the grounds upon which the objection is made. Any person or entity lodging an objection considered frivolous by the registrar will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.



 

My thoughts are all a case of knives,

Wounding my heart 

With scattered smart …

– GEORGE HERBERT, ‘Affliction IV’

In Africa, whenever an old man dies a library goes up in flames.

– AMADOU HAMPÂTÉ BÂ
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The Devil Is a Meddler

Enoch’s knowledge of his grandfather, Oupa Hans, was scant because his mother and father allowed the old man only brief and infrequent visits to their home. Grave reminders from his parents always accompanied these visits – Enoch was not to believe his grandfather’s stories as they never amounted to more than a pack of lies.

Neither of them was sparing in their description of the eternal damnation he risked if he so much as believed anything Oupa Hans told him. Most children would have responded with even greater curiosity in light of such prohibition. However, Enoch needed no persuasion to accept his parents’ point of view. While some babies are said to have been born with a silver spoon in the mouth, Enoch had inherited a delicate appreciation of the perils of damnation straight from the womb. Fear of retribution had become a constant companion and, just as a child jealously guards his playthings, he refused to share his days and nights of anguish with anyone.

An awareness of his predicament was sparked when a Malay friend, Ebrahim, invited him to a revival meeting in the company of Ebrahim’s Christian mother. Her husband was away on a sales trip in Durban and knew nothing of the event. The crusade tent was smaller than the Boswell and Wilkie’s tent that he and Oupa Hans had surreptitiously visited a few times when the circus came to town, although there were almost as many people squeezed inside. The tall, light-skinned evangelist from a place called Atlanta, Georgia, dabbed at his tears that flowed without stop. There was not a dry eye in the audience. With his persuasive voice ascending and descending, the evangelist whipped the congregation into a frenzy with a story of the personal hell he had created for himself – until the day he had stood in front of a mirror with a bottle of poison in his hand.

‘My dear brothers and sisters, I hated myself so much, I wouldn’t have missed my own execution. Like Socrates the Greek, I raised the poison to my mouth. I was filled with so much self-loathing that at first I did not see the angel standing behind me in the mirror. But, when the angel spoke, I listened.

‘“Brother Michael,” he asked, “how’s it going?”’

These words made Enoch sit up and listen. What little he knew about angels was that they said things such as ‘Glory to God in the highest’, and would hardly ask a man how things were going. From the many Christmas pageants he had performed in, the angels spoke in the language of the King James Bible – not everyday, street language.

‘“I’m just fine – can’t you see?”

‘“It pleases me to hear that you’re fine. But what are you up to?”

‘It’s like, I’m standing there with a bottle of poison in my hand and this creature wants to know what I’m up to,’ Brother Michael explained.

‘Then the angel says, “A razor would be quicker and less painful.”

‘“Why should I leave a mess for somebody else to clean up?” I said, shocked by the angel’s thoughtlessness.

‘“I’m pleased to see you are a fastidious kind of man,” the creature said. “Go ahead, exercise your free will – but don’t forget I’m always there when people need help with cashing in.”

‘At that moment, my eyes were opened, my dear brothers and sisters, and just as clearly as I see you now, I turned around and saw the angel Lucifer standing behind me. If anyone had said “Satan” to me, I would have been looking for a serpent. Can you blame me for not recognising him first time round?

‘An angel with the laughter of a demon … And as the devil laughed, I could feel the fires of hell as if I were inside a furnace. I realised then that I had a choice – and I chose life. My brothers and sisters, what will you choose?’

And then to cap it all the evangelist quoted from the book of the prophet Amos: ‘Do horses run upon rock? Does one plough the sea with oxen? But you have turned justice into poison and the fruit of righteousness into wormwood.’

Enoch had never heard of anyone ploughing the sea with oxen, although the benefits of wormwood had been forced down his throat whenever he complained about an upset stomach. Brother Michael’s words and the picture of him standing in front of a mirror surrounded by flames and clutching a bottle of poison, like the demon drink his parents always warned him about, were far more frightening than the stories Oupa Hans had told him. Since that day Enoch could never quite shake off the fear that committing a sin carried a punch as lethal as Brother Michael’s bottle of poison.

Ebrahim and his mother wept without shame while Enoch never once took his eyes from Brother Michael’s face. His first sighting of an American had brought him much unexpected anguish, and the only thing that had kept him glued to his seat was the damnation he could expect if he walked out in the middle of a revival meeting.

Smoking and wearing make-up were next on Brother Michael’s list of sins – and he had sent ushers into the bleachers with huge baskets to collect cosmetics and jewellery and cigarettes from the congregation, which he then emptied onto the podium so that everyone could see what an unashamed tempter Satan was. Enoch had examined the growing pile on the stage, but Ebrahim’s tobacco pouch filled with marbles, mostly won from him, evaded his scrutiny. It was probably at the bottom. Fortunately his yo-yo was still safely tucked away in his trouser pocket.

‘Pride, my African brothers and sisters, pride and vanity are in that bitter bottle of poison I warned about. Praise the Lord – now you have been delivered. His yoke is easy, his burden is light …’

Later, when the ushers took around the baskets once more for the requested ‘paper’ offering, they reminded Enoch of the disciples gathering leftovers from the multitude after the miracle of the loaves and fish. Brother Michael had told them that he was on his way to the heart of Africa and needed every penny for the salvation of souls up there. Enoch wondered if he would melt down the jewellery like Aaron did – and what he would do with Ebrahim’s marbles.

After school the following day, Enoch looked up the name Socrates in the library and discovered the statue of an ugly man holding a cup to his mouth. So the hemlock business was true after all. Below the illustration there was a quote he copied into his notebook: ‘The unexamined life is not worth living.’

From then on Enoch only pretended to listen to what his grandfather told him, although always observing a level of polite behaviour. If he neglected to raise his school cap to him or stood absent-mindedly with his hands in his pockets, Oupa Hans – along with Enoch’s parents, teachers, neighbours and other arbiters of good behaviour – had unrestricted licence to use the cane.

What little Enoch gathered from his half-hearted attention to Oupa Hans helped him to piece together details of his grandfather’s life before he arrived in Cape Town. He had been born in Tarkastad, west of Queenstown, and as a young man moved to East London in search of work. His father, the brother of a famous Boer War general, had plunged the family into disgrace by marrying a Xhosa woman. This was considered even worse than the fact that he had been an unashamed proponent of negotiations with the British enemy, which made him a traitor to the blood twice over. However, what impressed Enoch most about his grandfather was that he could speak Afrikaans and Xhosa equally well.

Oupa Hans’s occasional visits to Enoch’s home usually coincided with pension day. It was Enoch’s duty to meet the old man at the railway station on his way back from Cape Town where he went to pay his tailor’s bill and to stroll from one stall to the next on the Grand Parade, buying fruit and chocolates. Oupa Hans had been paying off his tailor’s bill for as long as Enoch could remember. Once he took the boy with him to visit Mr Salie, his tailor, but as far as Enoch could see, not a single penny exchanged hands between the two men. All they did was drink tea and eat small coconut pastries called herzoggies and talk endlessly. Mr Salie sat in front of his enormous sewing machine. In a corner near the window there were two tailor’s dummies that looked as if they had not felt the weight of cloth in years.

Enoch was offered some pastries with a cooldrink, and afterwards he arranged Mr Salie’s pins into an intricate pattern on a pincushion. Mrs Salie wrapped a few squares of green and pink coconut ice in a paper napkin when he and his grandfather left. On the train he asked Oupa Hans what a ‘quinella’ was. He told him that it was a Malay word for the kind of padding tailors used to build up the shoulders of a jacket.

‘It’s supposed to give me the look of a military gentleman,’ Oupa Hans said, and with an impulsive gesture got up in the moving train and raised his shoulders to show the effect it would have. ‘I’ll also need a couple of medals. He’s charging me twenty-one guineas – enough for the medals as well.’

The passengers seated in their compartment turned away. Enoch cringed and looked out of the window as the train raced past factories and belching chimneys. As soon as they arrived home, Enoch offered his mother some of his coconut ice and told her about the wonderful time he had had at Mr Salie’s house. She took away the boy’s little package, his barakat, and turned on Oupa Hans.

‘How dare you drag the child to District Six, Pa,’ she shouted.

‘Not everyone in District Six is a skollie,’ Oupa Hans replied defensively.

‘Well, that’s news to me, Pa.’

Enoch had rarely seen his mother so angry.

‘I had to go for a fitting.’

‘A fitting for what, Pa? Pa’s been wearing that shabby suit for ages. Don’t Pa dare do that again. The child’s father will hear all about it.’

Enoch toyed with the idea of telling his mother about their visit to the museum, but he thought that that might cause even more trouble. She did not like him staring at the half-naked Bushmen in the diorama and, according to her, it was no place to take a child. He understood why she was upset with Oupa Hans, as he had not fitted on anything at Mr Salie’s house.

Oupa Hans had to find his own way back to the bus stop – and he made sure to leave before Enoch’s father got back from school. Like most parents, his father and mother understood their son’s level of susceptibility and had raised him with a carefully instilled fear of District Six – that notorious patch of Cape Town they called ‘Satan’s own playground’.

On New Year’s Day and especially the day after, menacing troops of minstrels from District Six, dressed up in satin like sunbirds, strutted about the streets of Cape Town playing banjos while Enoch’s family religiously devoted the first day of the year to the church convention on Harrington Street. What his parents found even more menacing was that these thugs, without the slightest provocation, were known to fish out concealed flick knives whenever they saw anyone decent approach. Men from the District drank and smoked dagga, and whenever merchant ships docked in the harbour, they would send their loose women to consort with the sailors. On more than one occasion Enoch had heard his mother say, ‘They are the scoundrels who have brought disgrace to our city.’

His mother had not given Oupa Hans the time to explain that he had taken every precaution to ensure their safety. Enoch and his grandfather had taken the Hanover Street tram that dropped them a few paces from Mr Salie’s front door. While the boy had sat on the carpet in the comfortable living room, the dangers of District Six had seemed so remote that they had not even occurred to him.

Some time after his banishment, Oupa Hans sent a message that he wanted Enoch to meet him at the train station after school. The boy eyed the purchases in the carrier bag his grandfather had handed him as soon as his feet touched the platform and the train door slammed shut behind him. At the best of times, Oupa Hans was a slow walker and never missed an opportunity to engage strangers in conversation along the way. Their progress along the length of the railway platform was invariably stymied because a mere greeting to strangers never sufficed. Enoch was also obliged to listen to his long talks with the railway workers who leaned on their pickaxes or rested their chins on shovel handles and paid him little attention until this Coloured man started speaking Xhosa.

Oupa Hans used language as a kind of magic. It always amazed Enoch to see how quickly it brought about laughter and camaraderie between total strangers. Even the workers’ boss at the station, pipe smouldering between his lips, strolled across the rails from where he had been supervising with folded arms, and leaned against the platform edge. At first Enoch suspected that he was going to order them to move along, but instead the man ran a hand through his thinning blond hair and threw in an occasional Xhosa phrase. Oupa Hans politely corrected his pronunciation.

Despite his preoccupation with the contents of the bag his grandfather had handed to him, Enoch managed to pick up a tolerable number of Xhosa words, which later he practised diligently in front of his bedroom mirror. The words came in handy the following morning when he attempted to greet the milkman and enquire after the well-being of his family. He was barely able to reply to the man; but it made Enoch think that if only he could pick up Latin that easily, he would be much further along in class.

It was not until the end of the following month that the boy let down his guard with his grandfather. Oupa Hans had spent the night in their servant’s quarters and Enoch’s father had asked him to accompany the old man to collect his pension at the post office in Cape Town the following day. Oupa Hans was becoming increasingly unsteady on his legs and quite forgetful. In fact, it wasn’t unusual for him to be looking at goods on a shop counter one moment and asking the shopkeeper for the way home the next. Enoch’s mother said that the old man had a problem with his nerves. However, as she too pleaded a case of nerves whenever she felt overwhelmed by too much aggravation about the house, Enoch was reluctant to accept her explanation.

What was important about the unexpected outing was that Enoch would have a legitimate excuse for a glorious day away from school, although he still had dozens of lines of Wordsworth to commit to memory. Enoch had chosen Wordsworth because the poet used simple language – whereas he felt that Coleridge went on a bit too much about the imagination. When he had raised this with his English teacher, he was told that Coleridge’s opium pipe might have been the cause of this state of mind.

Enoch had begun to consider his choice of poem a serious mistake – as he ought to have realised from the length of the title, ‘Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey on Revisiting the Banks of the Wye During a Tour. July 13, 1798’. At 150 lines the poem was considerably longer than the sonnets the rest of his classmates had undertaken to memorise. A trip to Cape Town was exactly what he needed to take his mind off this unfortunate blunder.

When they arrived at the train station, Enoch looked around for the railway workers, but the only people on the platform were Zwaanswyk pupils in their blue and black-striped school blazers. A few of his friends waved at him and must have wondered what he was doing out of school uniform. The boy and his grandfather waited in silence until the ten to eight slowly entered the station, allowing the train driver to slip his arm through the hoop of the signal key held out by the stationmaster.

After finding two unoccupied seats, and to distract Oupa Hans from speaking to other passengers, Enoch asked him how the signal key worked. His grandfather said he did not have a clue, which surprised Enoch because he normally had an answer for everything – but he didn’t press the point: he realised that it was unlikely that he would ever become a train driver. He had something else planned. Besides, he was already thinking about the excitements of the Grand Parade.

Oupa Hans also had something else on his mind. ‘You must stand up to your parents,’ he told Enoch with surprising vehemence. ‘You’ve got to stop being such a coward, you know. You’re going to miss a lot in life, unless you do something about it now. Life’s a challenge. Without challenges you won’t survive …’

What could Enoch say? It was not as if he held the balance of power at home. At breakfast that very morning, he had asked his father if he could join the lifesaving club. The club secretary had sent him a typewritten invitation a few weeks earlier, and with Oupa Hans seated at the table he had finally gathered the courage to raise the subject.

His father had a look of pained shock in his eyes. ‘Don’t talk to me about lifesaving – what you really should become is a soul saver! At least then you won’t drown.’

Enoch was aware that Oupa Hans might come to his rescue, but all of a sudden the old man had a struggle with a bit of toast and he jumped up and slapped him on his back to help dislodge it. The force of his effort also dislodged his grandfather’s dentures, which went flying across the floor. There was silence until Enoch retrieved and examined them – and announced that they had survived their excursion. Once assured that all was well, his father excused himself as he was late for school, and he left before there was any more unnecessary confrontation.

‘At breakfast you let your father get away with his ridiculous nonsense. It almost killed me. Promise me that you will never become like him.’

To Enoch Oupa Hans’s words were as good as sacrilege. ‘But what about me? I’m a strong swimmer – and how am I to explain to the club that Dowa wants me to be a “soul saver” instead?’

But that wasn’t Enoch’s only concern. He had to come to terms with the prospect that his dreams of rescuing reckless girls from the grip of cruel waves and currents would never be realised. Once he had put in a modest request for a bicycle as a birthday present. He regarded a bicycle as a neutral thing – there was nothing about it that could even vaguely be construed as sinful or political – and his father acknowledged as much. But he had said ‘no’ with the kind of finality that had left the boy speechless.

‘You’ll just fall off and hurt yourself. And who would then be to blame?’

Finding himself up against such unyielding resistance, it seemed that Enoch’s chances of ever gaining parental approval were extremely limited. And now his alliance with Oupa Hans also appeared to be on shaky grounds. It was difficult for the boy to hope to win the battles that stretched before him, especially since the battles chose him, rather than the other way round.

Fortunately, the ticket examiner came by and Oupa Hans began a frantic search through his pockets. Enoch had taken the tickets to avoid such a possibility and presented them to be punched. For the rest of the journey he stared out of the window, memorising the names of stations that remained on the route to Cape Town.

The two ambled across the Parade, which was not yet in full swing. Oupa Hans stopped a newspaper boy and bought the Cape Times as he expected a long wait at the post office. They joined the queue and he handed the newspaper to Enoch. He was more accustomed to getting his news from other people. He never stood in a queue without getting involved in heated conversations with the people around him.

‘For book knowledge, you have to read,’ Oupa Hans had told Enoch. ‘But you’ll never find out what real people are thinking with your flat nose stuck inside a book, my boy.’

About three years earlier Enoch’s parents had forbidden him to read the morning papers and it had not taken him long to figure out why. When the papers began to disappear at home, he realised that there was something important afoot, something so dramatic that he was to be denied the facts. This was enough to goad him into a state of independence and he began to spend his paltry sum of pocket money on the Cape Argus, the evening paper – and not therefore subject to the strict banning order. The Afrikaans papers were unlikely to report anything of importance.

Day after day, in the privacy of his room, he became absorbed in the unravelling of the great story of the time – the sex and spying scandal that had brought down the Macmillan government in London – Christine Keeler, Dr John Profumo, Stephen Ward and Mandy Rice-Davies. The music of those names had once played constantly in his mind as the vowels and consonants skipped off his tongue. Enoch rapidly became the school expert on the ‘Profumo Affair’. During the half hour before the school bell called for assembly and during break times he was in great demand in the quadrangle, and even those boys who professed a preference for the rugby ball or cricket bat were caught up in the intrigue of it all.

Such popularity was unparalleled in the history of a school where only academic prowess and achievement were accorded any significance. On the way home, boys and girls pressed around him, slowing down the walk to the train station. In fact, the money Enoch had invested in the purchase of newspapers showed considerable returns as his growing circle of friends generously parted with their tuck shop purchases in exchange for another twist of the story. For once in his life he was spoiled by success. This led to some dishonesty on his part as he was sorely tempted to embellish the previous day’s events, adding even more tantalising detail as if he had been an invisible presence among those aristocrats cavorting in their country houses.

However, scandals of such magnitude were rare and Enoch’s hard-earned popularity gradually waned, with even his few loyal hangers-on defecting to Solly Levin, who dealt out a seemingly inexhaustible collection of lewd schoolboy jokes. He could not compete with Solly’s enviable scatological repertoire.

But there was worse to come. Quiet, superior Haima drove the final nail into his coffin. The Indian girl he had been trying to impress with an occasional invitation to the Little Theatre began to spread the word that Enoch was obsessed with things that had absolutely nothing to do with his life on the Cape Flats. She had shown no interest in joining him at a dramatisation of Herman Charles Bosman’s stories, or the kabuki plays. Still, Enoch had the presence of mind to attribute her cruel words to immaturity and a philistine prejudice against theatre-going, rather than allowing them to become a blot on his character or a commentary on his humble circumstances at home.

While waiting in the pension line with his grandfather, Enoch was pleasantly surprised to see a photograph of the call girl, Mandy Rice-Davies, in the Cape Times. After such a lengthy absence, it was like renewing an acquaintance with a long-lost friend. Although it was a grainy black-and-white picture, it was not difficult to summon up the lush redness of her hair and her delicate complexion. In the past she had often appeared in colour on the cover of women’s magazines. Enoch remembered Christine Keeler as the dark-haired, sultry one. She was what the Americans would call a ‘classy broad’. Mandy had simply played second fiddle – the icing on the cake, so to speak.

The Cape Times report was rather detached, with only a passing reference to the scandal. Mandy had fled England to escape the fading spotlight. The whole episode seemed like ancient history now.

Enoch shuffled forward, a pace dictated by the slow progress of the queue. He looked over the newspaper to take his bearings. A group of pensioners surrounded Oupa Hans, hanging onto every word. How could a man with so much to say have so few friends, he wondered? His mother had a simple explanation: ‘When the tongue wags uncontrollably, you are going to step on people’s toes.’ His father used the Bible as his point of reference, which carried more weight. He liked to quote: ‘Man is defiled not by what goes into his mouth, but by what comes out of it. So guard your tongue, because the smallest member of the body can cause the greatest harm.’ Enoch agreed with the biblical injunction and since he too had been guilty of not guarding his tongue, he was afraid that this lapse would haunt him in the future.

The editorial and letters page of the paper carried little of consequence, and the only other article of interest to Enoch was the story of squatters evicted a week earlier from Brown’s Farm during a particularly drenching rainstorm. Their sparse possessions had been loaded onto a lorry and dumped beside them along the road. Except for the arrival of the SPCA to rescue the abandoned pets, chickens and cows from the elements, most of the families who had been living at Brown’s Farm for generations were left to set up makeshift homes wherever they could find space.

Other than that, he considered the newspaper a complete waste of money. He folded it up and stuck it under his arm. The queue had made progress and some of the group around Oupa Hans had drifted away. The few who hung around appeared entranced by his stories. Enoch was conscious of the fact that he still wore short trousers – the only boy in his class to do so and, no doubt, another reason no one would take him seriously. At least this wrong was to be remedied at Christmas, as his parents had finally conceded that he was now old enough to wear long trousers.

‘Please, meet my grandson,’ Oupa Hans said as he introduced Enoch to the men and women.

‘But this is a handsome young man, Mr Pretorius,’ an elderly auntie said. She leaned back on her stick to take a good look at him. ‘You better be careful of the girls.’

‘Mrs Klaasen need new glasses, Mrs Klaasen,’ one of the men remarked – and there was more laughter.

‘I swear, I’m telling the truth,’ Oupa Hans continued. Enoch could not help remembering his mother’s admonition that he was to take great care of anyone who prefaced any utterance with those words. The bystanders had no such qualms as they turned to Oupa Hans.

‘When the prime minister was still minister of native affairs, he was great pals with old Khotso, that stinking rich witchdoctor who lives in Cofimvaba – not far from where I was born. You must have read about Khotso, the inyanga.’

The people nodded their heads. They all knew about Khotso. Enoch assumed that they were loyal readers of the Post that thrived on tales of witchcraft, rape, drunkenness and murder with poster-sized headlines screaming from lampposts: ‘Intimate Body Parts Sold for Love Potions.’

‘Now don’t go and get me wrong – both men benefited from their friendship,’ Oupa Hans continued, ‘but the day old Schoon became prime minister, his head grew a few sizes too large. When he was at Native Affairs, nobody asked questions about his meetings with the chiefs and healers – that was part of his job. But now he’s afraid that people will start asking why the prime minister should be visiting a witchdoctor.

‘Little do they know that the Boers would never have beaten General Smuts if it had not been for Khotso. The whole of the Broederbond ended up at the witchdoctor’s compound, begging for his help against the traitor, Smuts. The Nationalist Party would never have come to power in ’48 without Khotso’s strong medicine.’

This was exactly the kind of talk that caused Enoch’s parents a great deal of worry. Enoch wondered whether his grandfather had acquired his gift for storytelling from sitting around fires in the bush, somewhere in the Eastern Cape.

By this time they’d reached the Non-European service counter. Oupa Hans rummaged through his pockets, located his identity card and handed it to the pension clerk. His hands shook as he signed the receipt book and stuffed the proffered notes into his wallet without counting them. He took his leave from his new acquaintances with the promise that he would tell the rest of the story when he saw them again in the pension queue in a month’s time. Enoch was beginning to question whether he had done the right thing by staying away from school. However, the prospect of a milkshake and a carefree stroll about town – away from the humiliations of the classroom – proved to be the winner.

It was apparent that this time there was to be no visit to Mr Salie’s house. To make it a proper outing, Oupa Hans suggested they visit the museum. Enoch agreed, as there was an exhibit he was longing to see again – the Bushman diorama. There was also the stuffed whale. The tiny strips of whalebone that his mother used to stiffen his shirt collars had first piqued his curiosity about those giant seafaring mammals. Oupa Hans bought a bag of peanuts at the entrance to the Company Gardens and fed the squirrels on the way to the museum. This was something he enjoyed doing, but it also meant that Enoch could not race ahead. He ignored the boy’s impatience and sat down on a bench to rest. Through the densely packed leaves of the oak trees that lined Government Avenue and the thicket of blue hydrangeas and agapanthus beneath, they could see the parliament buildings.

The old man shooed away the greedy pigeons and coaxed a squirrel onto his knee with a peanut. As if Enoch was ignorant of the fact, he pointed out parliament and said, ‘That’s the place of iniquity where the Boers bring their rubbish and put it into beautiful words. If only General Smuts was still around. I think it would be a great day if someone stuck a barrel of dynamite in the basement. That would make a lot more sense than blowing up stupid pylons where nobody can see them.’

Enoch looked around to see if anyone was listening and noticed that they were sitting on a ‘Europeans Only’ bench. He was relieved when Oupa Hans hauled himself up by the armrest and started walking. The squirrels scrambled for the peanuts scattered along the way. Enoch expected his grandfather to remark on the beauty of the mountains ahead, the glorious flowers and the trees from every part of the world. Oupa Hans loved nothing better than dirtying his hands in the soil. He had worked as head gardener at the Wepener estate for years until his back gave in. Enoch’s mother thought this weakness typical of the spineless Pretorius clan.

The prime minister and his wife had once lived at Wepener and Oupa Hans had retired soon after their son, Dries, had returned to South Africa with his English wife and had taken charge of the estate. Enoch wondered how much the old man really knew about Dries’s father, Dr Schoon.

Oupa Hans handed his wallet to Enoch, who paid the entrance fee to the woman in the museum kiosk. Enoch handed Oupa Hans the change. ‘No, you keep it, my boy,’ he said.

The diorama was first on Enoch’s list, because the figures behind the glass looked so lifelike. Against the back wall, under a starry sky, there was a cave painting of an eland hunt cut from the rock and brought down to Cape Town from the Maclear district. The delicate figures were elongated and, with the help of a translucent pigment, looked as though they were striding across the heavens. They had no need of wings to fly.

‘You won’t find a single Bushman up in the Drakensberg any longer. Nowadays it is Boer and native territory,’ Oupa Hans said.

But Enoch knew what had happened to the Bushmen. He had heard the story often, but an outing with Oupa Hans would not have been complete, unless his grandfather had his say about things. Oupa Hans tapped on the written description.

‘They should put the real story on here. When the hunter-gatherers were hunted, the few survivors were pushed into the barren Kalahari Desert. Don’t you think that sounds more like the truth? The Bushmen did not come from the moon or the stars. They are people like us. I used to know a man called Veldkornet Stockenström near Prince Albert, who always boasted that he got a permit to shoot the last Bushman.’

As Enoch looked at the casts of men, women and children arranged around a pile of sticks that had been touched up with luminous paint to look like fire, he thought that this shooting business was perhaps another of his grandfather’s stories. In the distance a hunting party stalked springbok with poisoned arrows, and in the foreground a family gathered in a primitive hut, an infant clutching her mother’s dangling breast. A man carried a duiker across his shoulders, concealing parts of his body as though conscious of people staring at him through the plate glass.

The best part of the exhibit was the recording machine, which meant that Enoch could listen to the figures while looking at them. He searched around in his pocket for change, lifted the handset and listened to what sounded to his ears like a very strange language, spoken almost entirely in clicks. The figures in the diorama sprang to life with the laughter and songs of children. He imagined the hunters returning to their encampment with their prey and joining the dance.

‘Those poor buggers were trapped in plaster of Paris from head to toe to create this diorama,’ Oupa Hans said, tapping on the brass plaque. ‘Bloody liars! They were wiped out like vermin.’

Enoch thought this remark a bit strong. For a while he listened to the animated singing after a successful hunt.

‘Why does Oupa Hans always try to spoil things?’

‘Look, even their toes and fingers are real. The bastards made holes for them to breathe through while the plaster dried, squashing and smothering them. The poor kids must have been petrified.’

Enoch was about to ask him how the veldkornet could have shot the last Bushman if there were survivors up in the Kalahari when a teacher led a bunch of rowdy pupils in front of them. No sooner had they arrived than they began to poke fun at the women’s breasts and point at the naked children. The last time he had seen pupils behave like that was when they were teasing the animals at the Rhodes Memorial Zoo. His reveries were disturbed and he turned away. The pupils parted like the Red Sea to let them through.

‘The Hotnots have come to check out their relations,’ one of them sneered as they passed by. Although stung by the remark, Oupa Hans said nothing as their laughter followed them out. The old man looked tired. The walk up from the post office had been a strain.

‘Why don’t you go and have a look at the whale on your own? It’s nice outside – I want to sit in the sun for a bit. Those barbarians spoilt it in there for me. I’ll have the newspaper now. Take your time, my boy.’

There was nothing Enoch hated more than being called ‘my boy’ when he had a perfectly good name. He would be eighteen in just under a year and felt that he was no one’s boy. Oupa Hans’s name was Johannes Frederik Pretorius, after his father – and Enoch’s father had the same name. Although he did not mind his own name, it made no sense to him that he had ended up as ‘Enoch’. Why had he been named after this ancestor of Noah? It seemed to have nothing to do with his family history.

When he had first been introduced to Mr Salie, he had grasped Enoch’s hand and said, ‘What a wonderful name. Enoch was the world’s first tailor and he invented the sewing needle.’

‘Did you hear that?’ Oupa Hans had said, as if his grandson lacked the ability to take in the fancies of yet another storyteller.

‘That’s why my poor mother called me Idriss. It’s the Malay name for Enoch. She must’ve been living in hope that a tailor would rescue the family from poverty. So, we have the same name. Isn’t that something?’

‘Yes, Mr Salie,’ the boy answered, wondering why his namesake, Enoch the shepherd and prophet, had not invented the sewing machine instead. That might have made the world a much easier place.

As Enoch made his tour of the creatures of the deep, he could not help noticing that the whale had been clumsily stitched up. Why had he not noticed it before? It was so huge and daunting that the taxidermist had obviously not taken the trouble to do a good job. It looked as if the blubber scrapers had left huge gashes in the skin. Just because it was mounted yards above the viewers’ heads did not justify the imperfections of its stretched skin, or make the coarse stitching invisible. A bunch of machinists from the Burlington Hosiery Mills could have done a better job.

Enoch began to feel restless and decided to join Oupa Hans in the fresh air, where he could look at things that were alive – the trees, the rose garden and the goldfish swimming in the pond. He walked out of the museum in time to see his grandfather hand a few notes to a boy and return his wallet to his back pocket. He rushed over, afraid that the old man had been robbed.

‘Don’t worry – Mr Salie sent him up here with a message,’ Oupa Hans explained hastily as the boy swaggered off in the direction of the fishpond. ‘I’m having something new cut for Christmas. Your mother is always complaining that I look like a tramp.’ Then he laughed nervously. ‘With my back, I’ll probably be long gone before my new suit is paid off. That would teach old Idriss a lesson.’

He folded the newspaper. Enoch noticed that Oupa Hans had been going through the racing page – and had torn out the racing form, which he surmised must have accompanied Mr Salie’s payment.

‘I’m thinking of something in charcoal,’ he said. ‘Don’t you think that would suit me?’

‘Yes, Oupa Hans, perfect.’

Enoch sat down aghast. Gambling and betting on horses were strictly prohibited in the Pretorius household. Oupa Hans sensed that his grandson had not been deceived and went onto the offensive.

‘Oh, come now, Enoch – stop being such a prig. There isn’t enough of me left to entertain more than one vice – so I gave up drinking, which is just as well, because I’ve had more luck spinning the bottle than drinking from it. That’s why Khotso helps me to choose the hot favourites.’

‘But that’s gambling, Oupa Hans!’

‘So? We gamble every day. To win, we must choose the right thing.’

‘But Oupa Hans, gambling is a grave sin. And that doesn’t make Oupa any different to the people in District Six. Now I’ve got something else to hide from Mama and Dowa.’

Oupa Hans shook his head. He seemed tired, but it was obvious that he wasn’t going to drop the conversation.

‘This government is trussing us up just like they did with the Bushmen. Only now they don’t need plaster of Paris. Your father is so busy doing his Christian duty, he doesn’t see anything any more.’

‘But, Oupa Hans, Dowa works hard and he’s kind to poor people.’

‘Poor people! Charity begins at home. And I’m not talking about what your father does or doesn’t do – it’s his blindness that bothers me.’

‘Dowa is Oupa Hans’s son …’

‘What does that matter? Christ is supposed to open up our eyes so that we can look around and do something in this world. Instead we stare at our navels. If you want to go walking around like your father for the rest of your life, that’s your own indaba. I can see that too much reason confuses you, my boy. You’re the kind that likes to obey the strap – so don’t come and blame me one day when you’ve missed out on life.’

Enoch felt deeply disappointed and did not know where he stood with his grandfather. One thing he did know was that for someone who understood how far and how fast gossip travelled, Oupa Hans should be more careful about the words he entrusted to strangers.


Fool’s Gold

Oupa Hans lived in a cottage on the Wepener estate in Rondebosch. The Schoons had agreed that he could stay on after his retirement. Although he later rented a converted garage in Retreat, he continued to live at Wepener to ensure that none of the other staff got ideas about moving into the old gatekeeper’s lodge. He visited his converted garage twice a month, mainly to let Trossie in to do the cleaning. His son and daughter-in-law considered this another of his extravagances, but Trossie, one of the kitchen maids at Wepener, lived nearby and was grateful for the extra money.

Enoch assumed that his grandfather needed another place to go to just in case somebody decided that his time at Wepener was up, but he doubted that there was any truth to the rumour that Oupa kept a woman in Retreat. Even his friends called his quarters a ‘love nest’, although it was clear to Enoch that there weren’t many women around who would want such a shaky old man.

When Enoch was younger and he and his grandfather were out and about at Wepener admiring the estate gardens with the dogs walking to heel, Oupa Hans used to say to him, ‘Just think, we could’ve been living in a house like this – if only our stupid ancestors had not hijacked Paul Kruger’s will.’ Now Enoch was old enough to realise that with the number of people who had staked their claim to that fabled gold, it would not have been worth anyone’s while to get his hopes up.

Enoch couldn’t understand why people lived in the past when they got old. To him the best thing about the past was that it was in the past. But there was nothing he loved more than going to the estate. His parents were happy for him to go there as he was out of harm’s way. The elder Schoons spent part of the year in Pretoria where Dr Schoon attended to his duties as minister of native affairs. For the rest they lived at the ministerial residence in Cape Town. Their two sons, who were at a local boarding school at the time, spent their holidays at Wepener. Enoch often had the run of the place when, during the school term, he joined his grandfather for the weekend.

The housekeeper, Ou Mevrou Jansen, hardly let the boy out of her sight when he was there. She captivated him with her stories, which were far more lively and believable than anything his grandfather told him. He had his meals with the staff, with the exception of the strange butler, Mr Molinieux, who was served in his private quarters.

Enoch considered it fortunate that Mr Molinieux lived at the far end of the hall and he had no need to pass his door. The man in his black suit terrified him; it was the kind of suit men wore at funerals. He had invited the boy into his quarters once and had offered him a cooldrink. No sooner had Enoch sat down than he asked him if he knew what the word ‘testify’ meant. For a child Enoch had quite a good vocabulary and he was not going to allow Mr Molinieux to think that the Schoon boys, Dries and Fanus, were his ‘intellectual superiors’, as he had heard him say. They were much older than he was and he knew that Mr Molinieux tried to convince them that it was not a good idea to play with him, as it would give ‘that jumped-up little Coloured ideas above his station’. Mr Molinieux had often belittled Enoch in their presence and poked fun at the way he spoke English. Oupa Hans called the butler an ‘oldfashioned Scottish racialist’, so it came as no surprise when Enoch later discovered that he was even worse.

Despite the dread he felt for Mr Molinieux, Enoch was determined not to be caught out. He stood up.

‘Testify is when somebody gets up in church to tell all the people what the Lord has done for him,’ he answered. ‘Witnesses also testify before a judge in court.’ Having demonstrated his grasp of the word, he sat down and finished his drink so that he could leave.

‘I must go, Mr Molinieux, Ou Mevrou Jansen is waiting for me,’ he stammered.

‘Wait a minute, boy – manners, manners – no need to race anywhere. I am still waiting for your answer. I want you to tell me what the origins of the word are – where the word comes from, not what it means.’

‘I don’t know, Mr Molinieux,’ he replied frantically, hoping to make his escape.

‘So then, you see – you’re not the bright spark Ou Mevrou Jansen makes you out to be. What do you think you’re going to do with your life? Be a gardener like that broken-down old crock of a grandfather? He calls himself a horticulturist but I wonder if he even knows the meaning of the word …’

‘Oupa Hans was trained as a horticulturalist, Mr Molinieux – and I’m going to be a doctor.’

‘Oh, so you’re going to be a doctor.’

Enoch was almost overcome by nausea when Mr Molinieux placed his hand on his shoulder and pushed him back onto the chair.

‘Don’t be in such a great hurry, Dr Pretorius. We’ve got plenty of time.’

Mr Molinieux usually had a rest after lunch and Mieta had already removed his tray. He sat down in front of Enoch and placed his hand on the boy’s knee.

‘Testify comes from the word testes or testicles. The word has a logical explanation, you see, Enoch. In the olden days Greek men used to – pardon the expression – bugger young boys. And they used to hold onto each other’s testes like this when they pledged eternal allegiance or swore that they were telling the truth. Isn’t that fascinating!’

As he said ‘like this’ Mr Molinieux squeezed Enoch between his legs. The boy leapt from the chair – the glass flying in one direction, and he in the other as he raced for the safety of the kitchen. His face was flushed and he could barely breathe.

‘Now I’m going to die,’ he said to himself. By the time he pushed open the kitchen door he was relieved to find that the tight band around his chest had loosened up.

‘Enoch, why the hurry straight after eating? When will you ever listen?’ Ou Mevrou Jansen said as he slumped down beside her at the table. ‘Here – help me shell these peas. The girls always disappear after lunch. And I don’t want to see you out in the hot sun without a hat.’

‘Sorry, Ou Mevrou Jansen. My hat is down at Oupa Hans’s house.’

‘A lot of good it’s doing down there. You look awful. I don’t want you getting sunstroke.’

‘No, Ou Mevrou Jansen.’

‘Have you been crying?’

‘Of course not, Ou Mevrou Jansen.’ Now not only had Enoch done something bad, but he had also told a lie.

‘Well, I hope you’re not catching anything – and don’t you “of course not” me.’

She then put her arms around Enoch and he could not hold back the tears. ‘Has your Oupa Hans been nasty to you?’

He shook his head and thought, ‘Am I going to die – am I going to die?’

‘Whatever it is, I can tell you that there isn’t much in this world that is worth crying about. How about a nice, cold glass of ginger beer?’

‘No thank you, Ou Mevrou Jansen.’

‘It’ll make you feel better, my boy.’

‘I’m not thirsty, Ou Mevrou Jansen.’

‘Something must be wrong with you. You never turn down my ginger beer. Watch what you’re doing with those peas.’

From that day Enoch stayed well out of Mr Molinieux’s way. He restricted his visits to his grandfather at Wepener to the school holidays or at weekends when Dries and Fanus were at home. It made him feel safer. Although they were much older, the boys played with him and taught him to swim and play tennis. On a few occasions they even suggested smuggling Enoch into the European bioscope in town, but did not insist when he told them that his parents would not allow him into a cinema. They took him to the National Gallery instead, as Dries knew a lot about paintings.

They went to listen to a man called Dr Hugh Tracey, an expert on African music, and the boys paid close attention when he demonstrated the use of traditional instruments. As they left, Dries said to Enoch, ‘If only that crowd in the museum showed as much interest in the indigenous people as they do in their musical instruments, this country would be quite a different place.’

When the brothers next tried to persuade Enoch to accompany them to the bioscope, Ou Mevrou Jansen overheard them and scolded them. Enoch told the boys that they should go on their own, but they would not hear of it.

‘Look, you’re only a shade darker than me, Pretorius,’ Fanus said, ‘and your father can’t have anything against Goodbye, Mr Chips. It’s not like it’s a cowboy film, or something dirty.’

But the prohibitions of home were just as compelling for Enoch as those delineated by law – if not more so.

‘Why don’t you two go and tell me all about it afterwards,’ he suggested. But Fanus would not listen.

‘What a sorry life you lead, young Pretorius,’ Fanus said in a patronising tone. ‘I disagree with my father whenever I get to see him. What’s so different about you?’

‘How can you disagree with your father?’

‘He’s an extremely stupid man.’

When Fanus said that, it was as if someone had slammed a fist into Enoch’s stomach. ‘How can you say things like that about your father?’

‘It’s the truth. I see no use for a man who drives a wedge between black and white people. That is what Papa has done and I have rejected his politics.’

To Enoch’s ears Fanus was beginning to sound like God. This was dangerous talk. Dries came to the boy’s rescue. ‘Don’t listen to his pompous crap, Enoch. The last time we heard him defying Papa, Ou Mevrou Jansen gave him a good hiding. He jumped around and shrieked just like any other kid. Forget about the bioscope – why don’t we ask Zachaeus to drive us up to Table Mountain? That’s better than staying here and being bored stiff by pedantic old Fanus.’

But Enoch was to be disappointed. The southeaster had been blowing since just before lunch and by the time they reached the lower station the wind was at its fiercest and the cable car was not running. Instead the chauffeur, Zachaeus, suggested they cross the mountain over Kloof Nek and on to Camps Bay. They walked on the beach with their ice creams and Zachaeus sat on the running board of the car sucking at a strawberry milkshake.

Ou Mevrou Jansen was at her happiest when the boys were at Wepener. She occasionally allowed Enoch to spend the night up at the big house. As he was afraid to sleep on his own, Fanus invited him to share his bedroom. Ou Mevrou Jansen was proud of Dries and Fanus and told Enoch that no one would stand in his way if he worked hard and emulated them. At the beginning of the holidays she would demand to see his school report and, as if his parents starved him at home, piled his plate with food.

This provoked Mr Molinieux to say, ‘Don’t waste good food on the boy.’

‘Come back the day you have an original thought in your head, Mr Molinieux,’ Ou Mevrou Jansen replied, placing her arms around the boy. ‘Just you wait, Enoch is going to be a doctor.’

During the school holidays Enoch would spend weeks in the company of the boys, until their parents arrived for Christmas or Easter. Even then the Schoons would stay at Wepener only for a few days before heading for their beach cottage at Pringle Bay, leaving their sons at home.

They had not been in Cape Town on the day Fanus died. It was the darkest day in Ou Mevrou Jansen’s life – and she had seen many dark days. The headmaster of Bishops and the school doctor arrived at the front door, having phoned first. The doctor explained that Fanus had had a fatal asthma attack on the school’s rugby field while the under-seventeen team had been preparing for the year’s final match against Wynberg Boys’ High. He had done everything possible to revive Fanus, but had failed.

This had happened just before the Settlers’ Day weekend. Ou Mevrou Jansen and Enoch had been listening to the wireless while waiting for the boys to arrive for dinner. Enoch had been excited as Fanus had promised to show him how to use his camera so that he could take snaps of the garden. His last words to Enoch had been, ‘It will be a damned good way to learn botany, Pretorius. And your father can’t object, as it’s one of the subjects for medicine. You can mount the snaps in one of my old stamp albums and I’ll help you make a list of the Latin names.’

The week had dragged on – and suddenly he was gone. Enoch struggled with the tragedy, but he also worried about who would show him how to work the camera now that Fanus was no longer around. And what a shame that Fanus had died before he had been to university. Whenever challenged about what he would study, he would say, ‘I’ll be what I am going to be.’ This casual approach to life used to annoy Ou Mevrou Jansen. According to her, clear ideas about the future were essential for the transition in this life as well as the next.

The doctor allowed Dries to accompany Fanus’s body to the hospital. Enoch couldn’t help wondering if it had been spooky sitting in the back of the ambulance, but had never had the guts to ask him. And there were also the harsh things he had heard Fanus say about his father. Could that have had anything to do with his death?

Ou Mevrou Jansen could not answer any of Enoch’s questions. She simply clung to him and wept. Three days later, at the funeral, she was still weeping. The Schoons returned to Pretoria a few days after their son was laid to rest. They too were shocked and grief-stricken, but the minister of native affairs could hardly show his emotions in public.

It was some time before Dries spoke to Enoch, or even asked him onto the tennis court, but the boy understood his friend’s grief. It was as if he too had lost a brother. Dries spent most of his weekends at school after that, and, according to Ou Mevrou Jansen, was working harder than ever for the matric exams.

But his mood did not last forever. On Enoch’s birthday, Dries arrived at the Pretorius’s front door in Lansdowne, bearing a fruit cake covered in marzipan and icing made by Ou Mevrou Jansen – as well as Fanus’s camera and a brand new photograph album. And to celebrate Krugers Day he brought along a box of chocolates, each one in the shape of a coin and wrapped in gold foil. Enoch suspected that Oupa Hans must have told Dries the story about the family’s stolen inheritance.

Dries was invited in for a cup of tea and scones. There was some debate as to whether the cake should be set aside for Christmas, but with Dries’s encouragement Enoch managed to persuade his mother that his birthday was a good occasion for a decent slice and that Christmas deserved its own efforts. He blew out the ten candles one by one. Later Dries made Mr and Mrs Pretorius and Enoch pose beside the hibiscus bush, which was in full bloom, and took their photograph. Caesar, the neighbour’s ridgeback, stuck his nose through the fence and Enoch took a photograph of him, despite the fact that the dog had charged him some time before and had brought him down. But he was now no longer afraid of dogs.

Dries showed him how to focus the lens and work the stops, as Fanus had promised to do – but to Enoch it hardly seemed possible that Fanus was gone. His mother and father had also been deeply distressed when Enoch had brought home the terrible news. Inevitably his mother had felt obliged to draw a lesson from the tragedy.

‘That’s what comes from playing rugby,’ she had said. ‘I’m warning you – don’t you ever dare come and ask us if you can play that ruffian’s game.’

Enoch fancied himself a swimmer and tennis player. His sporting heroes were Rod Laver and Frew McMillan. Well before Fanus’s death he had already decided that rugby would be too rough for him. Despite his healthy appetite, he was a thin child and not very strong, and he would have hated being mauled in a scrum. And he had been warned that all kinds of rough stuff took place in the changing rooms.

The day of Fanus’s funeral had marked the twelfth year that Hannes Pretorius had been working at Wepener. Ou Mevrou Jansen had kept her distance from him throughout that time. After the funeral, however, the two became fast friends. Enoch was allowed to spend even more time with her and the staff at the big house, and less with his grandfather down at the gate lodge. When Oupa Hans complained about this his parents replied that they did not mind, as long as Enoch said his prayers at night and Ou Mevrou Jansen took him along to church on Sundays.

But Enoch was discovered playing tennis the following Sunday morning, so his mother banished him from Wepener for quite some time. She only relented when Dries arrived with Zachaeus on a Friday afternoon and asked if Enoch could return with them.

‘Ou Mevrou Jansen has been in a filthy mood for ages and she wants Enoch back for the weekend. And as I am sick and tired of Stellenbosch University, I’m leaving for England to finish my degree. I couldn’t leave without saying goodbye,’ Dries explained.

‘Young man,’ Mama said, ‘you are privileged to do whatever you wish. You have my permission to say goodbye to Enoch right here. Nothing is stopping you.’

‘With due respect, Mrs Pretorius, Enoch is good for Ou Mevrou Jansen, and the sooner he comes back, the sooner she’ll stop treating me like a child.’

Mrs Pretorius came to her son’s defence the way a lioness would protect her cub. ‘He isn’t a plaything, you know.’

‘Mrs Pretorius, that’s not what I meant. His grandfather hasn’t seen him either in a while.’

Mr Pretorius was standing in the driveway, having a word with Zachaeus. He heard his wife giving Dries a hard time and Enoch was overjoyed when he said, ‘Come on, Rachel, let the boy go. All he’s been doing is sulking in his bedroom for months, anyway.’

‘Well, all right – but don’t blame me if something bad happens to the child.’

Enoch was over the moon and dashed to his bedroom to collect his things. Ebrahim’s father had sent him to the madrasa to learn the Koran, so he rarely saw him any longer – and he had few other friends. Enoch was happy that his enforced loneliness was at an end.

That weekend turned into one of the most eventful of his life. With Oupa Hans looking on from the sidelines, Dries and Enoch spent hours playing tennis and, whenever they got too hot, they jumped into the pool. Zachaeus was to take Enoch home after tea on the Sunday afternoon. It was a sad occasion when Dries gathered everyone around him for his farewell. He was due to leave on the mailboat on the Wednesday. Ou Mevrou Jansen was not the only one who cried. She had tried to make him reconsider his rash decision and to give Stellenbosch a chance as he had only been there for a year. He had also disappointed his parents. But Dries was determined to leave. Other than to say that he found the atmosphere at the university stultifying, he offered no reasons for his decision. It was then that Dries made an important announcement.

‘What I’d like to say is that, when we were hit by Fanus’s tragedy last year, Enoch was the one who helped us with our grief. I was so upset and I didn’t even want to have anything to do with him. But he persisted like the young hero he is.’

Just like the old men in parliament, everyone said, ‘Hoor, hoor’, and Enoch blushed.

‘One fine day when you are ready for university, Enoch, I will send you to England and pay all your expenses. But don’t worry, I will be back at Wepener well before then.’

Oupa Hans began to clap his hands – and everyone joined in. The clapping must have been quite loud, because Mr Molinieux came along to find out what was going on. When he learned what the commotion was about, he gave Enoch a filthy look and turned on his heels.

Enoch could not wait to get home to tell his parents the good news.

And then, when Dries returned from England with his wife Alison some years later, he insisted on seeing Enoch’s school reports, and, impressed by the results, opened an account in Enoch’s name at Barclays Bank, into which he deposited a large sum of money.

So there they were, Oupa Hans and his grandson, walking down Government Avenue towards the train station in silence, eight years after Dries had made his promise – and with only the final year at school before Enoch could be admitted to university. Enoch was still trying to gather the courage to tell everyone that he had changed his mind about being a doctor and that he now was serious about being an artist. Unbeknownst to his parents, he had been taking painting lessons on Saturday mornings at a community centre in Woodstock, but for the moment, he kept his plans to himself. Ou Mevrou Jansen had unwittingly been the inspiration when she had given him a box of watercolours and oil paints when he had presented her with his mid-year standard nine report.

Oupa Hans asked Enoch whether he would like to come back to Wepener to spend the weekend, as he did not want to go to Lansdowne to visit his son and daughter-in-law. They took the tram to Rondebosch and then walked to the gate lodge, where Enoch helped the old man out of his jacket, untied his shoelaces and made sure that he was comfortable on the couch. Enoch made a cup of tea and then walked across to the main house to greet his friends.

For some reason the kitchen was in an uproar and nobody noticed him standing in the doorway. Since Dries’s return to South Africa, Ou Mevrou Jansen had seen his English wife turn every value she had tried to instil in the staff on its head. This had caused much friction in the house. For instance, Alison insisted that the staff call her and her husband by their Christian names, and she showed far too much familiarity with the servants for Ou Mevrou’s liking. The ladies welcomed Enoch and kissed him – and Clara, the nanny, in a fit of excitement said, ‘It’s a good thing you came. There’s going to be a big tea party on Sunday and the prime minister and Mrs Schoon will also be here.’

‘Please don’t mislead the child,’ Ou Mevrou Jansen snapped.

‘Alison said we can all go to the party,’ Clara insisted, ‘and that means him also.’

‘Of course Enoch will be here. I’m going to need all the help I can get to keep order in this house,’ Ou Mevrou Jansen replied, annoyed that Clara had taken it upon herself to extend the invitation.
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