



[image: ]





Praise for the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency series
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‘A series of detective novels that resonate with optimism, good deeds, traditional values . . . There is nothing rushed about [McCall Smith’s] prose; it has the easy, soothing pace of an African summer’s afternoon . . . The Ramotswe novels display a familiarity with the goodness that resides alongside the chaos of Africa’ Daily Telegraph




‘Mma Ramotswe’s methods – and her result – are as unusual as the novels they inhabit . . . all this activity is much less about whodunit than why . . . It’s also very much about the variety and resilience of a nation to which McCall Smith seems utterly devoted. As, of course, is Mma Ramotswe’ New York Times
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‘The author’s prose has the merits of simplicity, euphony and precision. His descriptions leave one as if standing in the Botswanan landscape. This is art that conceals art. I haven’t read anything with such unalloyed pleasure for a long time’ Anthony Daniels, Sunday Telegraph




‘A rare pleasure’ Daily Telegraph




‘Highly amusing, intelligent and heart warming’ The Scotsman




‘It is not difficult to see why the director of The English Patient and The Talented Mr Ripley, Anthony Minghella, was so keen to produce the television series of these books . . . McCall Smith is a careful, emblematic writer who is beyond gifted, he is a natural storyteller. McCall Smith has once again charmed the sarongs off us’ The List




Alexander McCall Smith is the author of over sixty books on a wide array of subjects. For many years he was Professor of Medical Law at the University of Edinburgh and served on national and international bioethics bodies. Then in 1999 he achieved global recognition for his award-winning No.1 Ladies’Detective Agency series, and thereafter devoted his time to the writing of fiction, including the 44 Scotland Street, Sunday Philosophy Club and Portuguese Irregular Verbs series. His books have been translated into forty-two languages. He lives in Edinburgh with his wife Elizabeth, a doctor.


Also by Alexander McCall Smith



The No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency Series


The No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency

Tears of the Giraffe

Morality for Beautiful Girls

The Kalahari Typing School for Men

The Full Cupboard of Life

In the Company of Cheerful Ladies

Blue Shoes and Happiness

The Good Husband of Zebra Drive



The Sunday Philosophy Club series

The Sunday Philosophy Club

Friends, Lovers, Chocolate

The Right Attitude to Rain

The Careful Use of Compliments



The 44 Scotland Street series

44 Scotland Street

Espresso Tales

Love Over Scotland

The World According to Bertie



The von Igelfeld novels

The 2½ Pillars of Wisdom



Audio editions are available

from Hachette Digital


THE KALAHARI TYPING SCHOOL FOR MEN

Alexander McCall Smith

Hachette Digital
www.littlebrown.co.uk


Published by Hachette Digital 2008


Copyright © Alexander McCall Smith 2002

Extract from Dear John copyright © Nicholas Sparks 2006

The moral right of the author has been asserted.

All characters in this publication other than those clearly in the public domain are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved.
 No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

ISBN 978 0 7481 1064 3

This ebook produced by
Palimpsest Book Production Limited,
Grangemouth, Stirlingshire


Hachette Digital
An imprint of
Little, Brown Book Group
100 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DY

An Hachette UK Company


This book is for

Amy Moore

Florence Christie

and

Elaine Gadd


Chapter One

How to Find a Man

I must remember, thought Mma Ramotswe, how fortunate I am in this life; at every moment, but especially now, sitting on the verandah of my house in Zebra Drive, and looking up at the high sky of Botswana, so empty that the blue is almost white. Here she was then, Precious Ramotswe, owner of Botswana’s only detective agency, The No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency – an agency which by and large had lived up to its initial promise to provide satisfaction for its clients, although some of them, it must be said, could never be satisfied. And here she was too, somewhere in her late thirties, which as far as she was concerned was the very finest age to be; here she was with the house in Zebra Drive and two orphan children, a boy and a girl, bringing life and chatter into the home. These were blessings with which anybody should be content. With these things in one’s life, one might well say that nothing more was needed.

But there was more. Some time ago, Mma Ramotswe had become engaged to Mr J. L. B. Matekoni, proprietor of Tlokweng Road Speedy Motors, and by all accounts the finest mechanic in Botswana, a kind man, and a gentle one. Mma Ramotswe had been married once before, and the experience had been disastrous. Note Mokoti, the smartly dressed jazz trumpeter, might have been a young girl’s dream, but he soon turned out to be a wife’s nightmare. There had been a daily diet of cruelty, of hurt given out like a ration, and when, after her fretful pregnancy, their tiny, premature baby had died in her arms, so few hours after it had struggled into life, Note had been off drinking in a shebeen somewhere. He had not even come to say goodbye to the little scrap of humanity that had meant so much to her and so little to him. When at last she left Note, Mma Ramotswe would never forget how her father, Obed Ramotswe, whom even today she called the Daddy, had welcomed her back and had said nothing about her husband, not once saying I knew this would happen. And from that time she had decided that she would never again marry unless – and this was surely impossible – she met a man who could live up to the memory of the late Daddy, that fine man whom everybody respected for his knowledge of cattle and for his understanding of the old Botswana ways.

Naturally there had been offers. Her old friend Hector Mapondise had regularly asked her to marry him and although she had just as regularly declined, he had always taken her refusals in good spirit, as befitted a man of his status (he was a cousin of a prominent chief ). He would have made a perfectly good husband, but the problem was that he was rather dull and, try as she might, Mma Ramotswe could scarcely prevent herself from nodding off in his company. It would be very difficult being married to him; a somnolent experience, in fact, and Mma Ramotswe enjoyed life too much to want to sleep through it. Whenever she saw Hector Mapondise driving past in his large green car, or walking to the post office to collect his mail, she remembered the occasion on which he had taken her to lunch at the President Hotel and she had fallen asleep at the table, halfway through the meal. It had given a new meaning, she reflected, to the expression sleeping with a man. She had woken, slumped back in her chair, to see him staring at her with his slightly rheumy eyes, still talking in his low voice about some difficulty he was having with one of the machines at his factory.

‘Corrugated iron is not easy to handle,’ he was saying. ‘You need very special machines to push the iron into that shape. Do you know that, Mma Ramotswe? Do you know why corrugated iron is the shape it is?’

Mma Ramotswe had not thought about this. Corrugated iron was widely used for roofing: was it, then, something to do with providing ridges for the rain to run off? But why would that be necessary in a dry country like Botswana? There must be some other reason, she imagined, although it was not immediately apparent to her. The thought of it, however, made her feel drowsy again, and she struggled to keep her eyes open.

No, Hector Mapondise was a worthy man, but far too dull. He should seek out a dull woman, of whom there were legions, throughout the country, women who were slow-moving and not very exciting, and he should marry one of these bovine ladies. But the problem was that dull men often had no interest in such women and fell for people like Mma Ramotswe. That was the trouble with people in general: they were surprisingly unrealistic in their expectations. Mma Ramotswe smiled at the thought, remembering how, as a young woman, she had had a very tall friend who had been loved by an extremely short man. The short man looked up at the face of his beloved, from almost below her waist, and she looked down at him, almost squinting over the distance that separated them. That distance could have been one thousand miles, or more – the breadth of the Kalahari, and back; but the short man was not to realise that, and was only to desist, heartsore, when the tall girl’s equally tall brother stooped down to look into his eyes and told him that he was no longer to look at his sister, even from a distance, or he would face some dire, unexpressed consequence. Mma Ramotswe felt sorry for the short man, of course, as she could never find it in herself to dismiss the feelings of others; he should have realised how impossible were his ambitions, but people never did.

Mr J. L. B. Matekoni was a very good man, but, unlike Hector Mapondise, he could not be described as dull. That was not to say that he was exciting, in the way in which Note had seemed exciting; he was just easy company. You could sit with Mr J. L. B. Matekoni for hours, during which he might say nothing very important, but what he said was never tedious. Certainly he talked about cars a great deal, as most men did, but what he had to say about them was very much more interesting than what other men had to say on the subject. Mr J. L. B. Matekoni regarded cars as having personalities, and he could tell just by looking at a car what sort of owner it had.

‘Cars speak about people,’ he had once explained to her. ‘They tell you everything you need to know.’

It had struck Mma Ramotswe as a strange thing to say, but Mr J. L. B. Matekoni had gone on to illustrate his point with a number of telling examples. Had she ever seen the inside of the car belonging to Mr Motobedi Palati, for example? He was an untidy man, whose tie was never straight and whose shirt was permanently hanging out of his trousers. Not surprisingly, the inside of his car was a mess, with unattached wires sticking out from under the dashboard and a hole underneath the driver’s seat – so that dust swirled up into the car and covered everything with a brown layer Or what about that rather intimidating nursing sister from the Princess Marina Hospital, the one who had humiliated a well-known politician when she had heckled him at a public meeting, raising questions about nurses’ pay that he simply could not answer? Her car, as one might expect, was in pristine condition, and smelled vaguely of antiseptic. He could come up with further examples if she wished, but the point was made, and Mma Ramotswe nodded her head in understanding.

It was Mma Ramotswe’s tiny white van that had brought them together. Even before she had taken it for repair at Tlokweng Road Speedy Motors she had been aware of Mr J. L. B. Matekoni, as a rather quiet man who lived by himself in a house near the old Botswana Defence Force Club. She had wondered why he was by himself, which was so unusual in Botswana, but had not thought much about him until he had engaged her in conversation after he had serviced the van one day, and had warned her about the state of her tyres. Thereafter she had taken to dropping in to see him in the garage from time to time, exchanging views about the day’s events and enjoying the tea which he brewed on an old stove in the corner of his office.

Then there had come that extraordinary day when the tiny white van had choked and refused to start, and he had spent an entire afternoon in the yard at Zebra Drive, the van’s engine laid out in what seemed like a hundred pieces, its very heart exposed. He had put everything together and had come into the house as evening fell and they had sat together on her verandah. He had asked her to marry him, and she had said that she would, almost without thinking about it, because she realised that here was a man who was as good as her father, and that they would be happy together.

Mma Ramotswe had not been prepared for Mr J. L. B. Matekoni to fall ill, or at least to fall ill in the way in which he had done. It would have been easier, perhaps, if his illness had been one of the body, but it was his mind which was affected, and it seemed to her that the man she had known had simply vacated his body and gone somewhere else. Thanks to Mma Silvia Potokwani, matron of the orphan farm, and to the drugs which Dr Moffat gave to Mma Potokwani to administer to Mr J. L. B. Matekoni, the familiar personality returned. The obsessive brooding, the air of defeat, the lassitude – all these faded away and Mr J. L. B. Matekoni began to smile again and take an interest in the business he had so uncharacteristically neglected.

Of course, during his illness he had been unable to run the garage, and it had been Mma Ramotswe’s assistant, Mma Makutsi, who had managed to keep that going. Mma Makutsi had done wonders with the garage. Not only had she made major steps in reforming the lazy apprentices, who had given Mr J. L. B. Matekoni such trouble with their inconsiderate way with cars (one had even been seen to use a hammer on an engine), but she had attracted a great deal of new custom to the garage. An increasing number of women had their own cars now, and they were delighted to take them to a garage run by a lady. Mma Makutsi may not have known a great deal about engines when she first started to run the garage, but she had learned quickly, and was now quite capable of carrying out a service and routine repairs on most makes of car, provided that they were not too modern and too dependent on temperamental devices of the sort which German car manufacturers liked to hide in cars to confuse mechanics elsewhere.

‘What are we going to do to thank her?’ asked Mma Ramotswe. ‘She’s put so much work into the garage, and now here you are back again, and she is just going to be an assistant manager and assistant private detective once more. It will be hard for her.’

Mr J. L. B. Matekoni frowned. ‘I would not like to upset her,’ he said. ‘You are right about how hard she has worked. I can see it in the books. Everything is in order. All the bills are paid, all the invoices properly numbered. Even the garage floor is cleaner and there is less grease all over the place.’

‘And yet her life is not all that good,’ mused Mma Ramotswe. ‘She is living in that one room over at Old Naledi with a sick brother. I cannot pay her very much. And she has no husband to look after her. She deserves better than that.’

Mr J. L. B. Matekoni agreed. He would be able to help her by allowing her to continue as Assistant Manager of Tlokweng Road Speedy Motors, but it was difficult to see what he could do beyond that. Certainly the question of husbands had nothing to do with him. He was a man, after all, and the problems which single girls had in their lives were beyond him. It was women’s business, he thought, to help their friends when it came to meeting people. Surely Mma Ramotswe could advise her on the best tactics to adopt in that regard? Mma Ramotswe was a popular woman, who had many friends and admirers. Was there not something that Mma Makutsi could do to find a husband? Surely she could be told how to go about it?

Mma Ramotswe was not at all sure about this. ‘You have to be careful what you say,’ she warned Mr J. L. B. Matekoni. ‘People don’t like you to think that they know nothing. Especially somebody like Mma Makutsi, with her ninety-seven per cent or whatever it was. You can’t go and tell somebody like that that they don’t know a basic thing, such as how to find a husband.’

‘It’s nothing to do with ninety-seven per cent,’ said Mr J. L. B. Matekoni. ‘You could get one hundred per cent for typing and still not know how to talk to men. Getting married is different from being able to type. Quite different.’

The mention of marriage had made Mma Ramotswe wonder about when they were going to get married themselves, and she almost asked him about this, but stopped. Dr Moffat had explained to her that it was important that Mr J. L. B. Matekoni should not be subjected to too much stress, even if he had recovered from the worst of his depression. It would undoubtedly be stressful for him if she started to ask about wedding dates, and so she said nothing about that and even agreed – for the sake of avoiding stress – to speak to Mma Makutsi at some time in the near future with a view to finding out whether the issue of husbands could be helped in any way with a few well-chosen words of advice.



During Mr J. L. B. Matekoni’s illness they had moved the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency into the back office at Tlokweng Road Speedy Motors. It had proved to be a successful arrangement: the affairs of the garage could be easily supervised from the back of the building and there was a separate entrance for agency clients. Each business benefited in other ways. Those who brought their cars in for repair sometimes realised that there was a matter which might benefit from investigation – an errant husband, for example, or a missing relative – while others who came with a matter for the agency would arrange at the same time for their cars to be serviced or their brakes to be checked.

Mma Ramotswe and Mma Makutsi had arranged their desks in such a way that they could engage in conversation if they wished, without staring at one another all the time. If Mma Ramotswe turned in her chair, she could address Mma Makutsi on the other side of the room without having to twist her neck or talk over her shoulder, and Mma Makutsi could do the same if she needed to ask Mma Ramotswe for anything.

Now, with the day’s post of four letters attended to and filed, Mma Ramotswe suggested to her assistant that it was time for a cup of bush tea. This was a little earlier than normal, but it was a warm day and she always found that the best way of dealing with the heat was a cup of tea, accompanied by an Ouma’s rusk dipped into the liquid until it was soft enough to be eaten without hurting the teeth.

‘Mma Makutsi,’ Mma Ramotswe began after her assistant had delivered the cup of freshly made tea to her desk, ‘are you happy?’

Mma Makutsi, who was halfway back to her desk, stopped where she stood. ‘Why do you ask, Mma?’ she said. ‘Why do you ask me if I’m happy?’ The question had stopped her heart, as she lived in fear of losing her job and this question, she thought, could only be a preliminary to suggesting that she move on to another job. But there would be no other job, or at least no other job remotely like this one. Here she was an assistant detective and previously, and possibly still, an acting garage manager. If she had to go somewhere else, then she would revert to being a junior clerk, at best, or a junior secretary at somebody else’s beck and call. And she would never be as well paid as she was here, with the extra money that came to her for her garage work.

‘Why don’t you sit down, Mma?’ went on Mma Ramotswe. ‘Then we can drink our tea together and you can tell me if you are happy.’

Mma Makutsi made her way back to her desk. She picked up her cup, but her hand shook and she put it down again. Why was life so unfair? Why did all the best jobs go to the beautiful girls, even if they barely got fifty per cent in the examinations at the Botswana Secretarial College while she, with her results, had experienced such difficulty in finding a job at all? There was no obvious answer to that question. Unfairness seemed to be an inescapable feature of life, at least if you were Mma Makutsi from Bobonong in Northern Botswana, daughter of a man whose cattle had always been thin. Everything, it seemed, was unfair.

‘I am very happy,’ said Mma Makutsi miserably. ‘I am happy with this job. I do not want to go anywhere else.’

Mma Ramotswe laughed. ‘Oh, the job. Of course you’re happy with that. We know that. And we’re very happy with you. Mr J. L. B. Matekoni and I are very happy. You are our right-hand woman. Everybody knows that.’

It took Mma Makutsi a few moments to absorb this compliment, but, when she did, she felt relief flood through her. She picked up her tea cup, with a steady hand now, and took a deep draught of the hot red liquid.

‘What I’m really wanting to find out,’ went on Mma Ramotswe, ‘is whether you’re happy in your . . . in yourself. Are you getting what you want out of life?’

Mma Makutsi thought for a moment. ‘I’m not sure what I want out of life,’ she said after a while. ‘I used to think that I would like to be rich, but now that I’ve met some rich people I’m not so sure about that.’

‘Rich people are just people,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘I have not met a rich person yet who isn’t just the same as us. Being happy or unhappy is nothing to do with being rich.’

Mma Makutsi nodded. ‘So now I think that happiness comes from somewhere else. It comes from somewhere inside.’

‘Somewhere inside?’

Mma Makutsi adjusted her large spectacles. She was an avid reader and enjoyed a serious conversation of this sort, in which she would be able to bring up snippets that she had garnered from old issues of the National Geographic or the Mail and Guardian.


‘Happiness is found in the head,’ she said, warming to the subject. ‘If the head is full of happiness, then the person is definitely happy. That is clearly true.’

‘And the heart?’ ventured Mma Ramotswe. ‘Does the heart not come into it?’

There was a silence. Mma Makutsi looked down, tracing a pattern with her finger on a dusty corner of her desktop. ‘The heart is the place where love happens,’ she said quietly.

Mma Ramotswe took a deep breath. ‘Would you not like to have a husband, Mma Makutsi?’ she said gently. ‘Would it not make you happier to have a husband to look after you?’ She paused, and then added, ‘I was just wondering, that’s all.’

Mma Makutsi looked at her. Then she took off her glasses and polished them with a corner of her handkerchief. It was a favourite handkerchief of hers – with lace at the edges – but now it was threadbare from so much use and could not last much longer. But she loved it still, and would buy another one just like it when she had the money.

‘I would like to have a husband,’ she said. ‘But there are many beautiful girls. They are the ones who are getting the husbands. There is nobody left over for me.’

‘But you are a very good-looking lady,’ said Mma Ramotswe stoutly. ‘I am sure that there are many men who will agree with me.’

Mma Makutsi shook her head. ‘I do not think so, Mma,’ she said. ‘Although you are very kind to say that to me.’

‘Perhaps you should try to find a man,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘Maybe you should be doing a bit more about it if no men are coming your way. Try to find them.’

‘Where?’ asked Mma Makutsi. ‘Where are these men you are talking about?’

Mma Ramotswe waved a hand in the direction of the door, and of Africa outside. ‘Out there,’ she said. ‘There are men out there. You have to meet them.’

‘Where exactly?’ asked Mma Makutsi.

‘In the middle of the town,’ said Mma Rannotswe. ‘You see them sitting about at lunchtime. Men. Plenty of them.’

‘All married,’ said Mma Makutsi.

‘Or in bars,’ said Mma Ramotswe, feeling that the conversation was not taking the turn she had planned for it.

‘But you know what they are like in bars,’ said Mma Makutsi. ‘Bars are full of men who are looking for bad girls.’

Mma Ramotswe had to agree. Bars were full of men like Note Mokoti and his friends, and she would never wish anybody like that on Mma Makutsi. It would be far better to be single than to become involved with somebody who would only make you unhappy.

‘It is kind of you to think of me like this,’ said Mma Makutsi, after a while. ‘But you and Mr J. L. B. Matekoni mustn’t worry about me. I am happy enough and if there is going to be somebody for me, then I am sure that I shall meet him. Then everything will change.’

Mma Ramotswe grasped at the opportunity to bring the conversation to an end. ‘I’m sure that you are right,’ she said.

‘Perhaps,’ said Mma Makutsi.

Mma Ramotswe busied herself with a sheaf of papers on her desk. She felt saddened by the air of defeat which seemed to descend upon her assistant whenever the conversation turned to her personal circumstances. There was no real need for Mma Makutsi to feel like this. She might have had difficulties in her life until now – certainly one should not underestimate what it must be like to grow up in Bobonong, that rather dry and distant place from where Mma Makutsi had come – but there were plenty of people who came from places like that and made something of their lives in spite of their origins. If you went through life thinking, I’m just a local girl from somewhere out in the bush, then what was the point of making any effort? We all had to come from somewhere, and most of us came from somewhere not particularly impressive. Even if you were born in Gaborone, you had to come from a particular house in Gaborone, and ultimately that meant that you came from just a small patch of the earth; and that was no different from any other patch of the earth anywhere else.

Mma Makutsi should make more of herself, thought Mma Ramotswe. She should remember who she was – which was a citizen of Botswana, of the finest country in Africa, and one of the most distinguished graduates of the Botswana Secretarial College. Both of those were matters of which one could be justly proud. You could be proud to be a Motswana, because your country had never done anything of which to feel ashamed. It had conducted itself with complete integrity, even in times when it had to contend with neighbours in a state of civil war. It had always been honest, too, without that ruinous corruption that had shamed so many other countries in Africa, and which had bled away the wealth of an entire continent. They had never stooped to that, because Sir Seretse Khama, that great man whom her father had once greeted personally at Mochudi, had made it clear to every single citizen that there was to be no taking or giving of bribes, no dipping into money that belonged to the country. And everyone had listened to him and obeyed this precept because they could recognise in him the qualities of chiefly greatness which his forebears, the Khamas, had always possessed. Those qualities could not be acquired overnight, but they took generations to mature (whatever people said). That was why when Queen Elizabeth II met Seretse Khama she knew immediately what sort of man he was. She knew because she could tell that he was the same sort of person as she was; a person who had been brought up to serve. Mma Ramotswe knew all this, but she sometimes wondered whether people who were slightly younger – people like Mma Makutsi – were aware of what a great man the first President of Botswana had been and of how he had been admired by the Queen herself. Or would it mean anything to her? Would she understand?

Mma Ramotswe was a royalist, of course. She admired monarchs, as long as they were respectable and behaved in the correct way. She admired the King of Lesotho, because he was a direct descendant of Moshoeshoe I, who had saved his country from the Boers and who had been a good, wise man (and modest too – had he not described himself as the flea in the blanket of Queen Victoria?). She admired the old King of Swaziland, King Sobhuza II, who had had one hundred and forty-one wives, all at the same time. She admired him, in spite of his having all those wives, which, after all, was a very traditional approach to life; she admired him because he loved his people and because he consistently refused to allow the death penalty to be exacted, always – with only one exception in his long reign, a most serious case of witchcraft murder – granting mercy at the last moment. (What sort of man, she wondered, could coldly say to another who was begging for his life: no, you must die?) There were other kings and queens, of course, not just African ones. There was the late Queen of Tonga, who was a very special queen, because she was so fat. Mma Ramotswe had seen a picture of her in an encyclopaedia and it had covered two pages, so wide was the queen. And there was the Dutch Queen, of whom she had seen a photograph in a magazine, enigmatically described in the caption below the picture as the Orange Queen. And indeed she had been wearing a dark orange outfit and two-tone, orange and brown shoes. Mma Ramotswe thought that she might like to meet that queen, who looked so cheerful and smiled so warmly (and what, she wondered, was this House of Orange in which this queen was said to live?). Maybe she would come to Botswana one day, in her two-tone shoes perhaps; but one should not hope too much. Nobody came to Botswana, because people just did not know about it. They had not heard. They just had not heard.

Mma Makutsi might do well to reflect on the example of this orange queen, with her pleasant smile and self-evidently optimistic outlook. She should remind herself that even if she did come from Bobonong, she had put that behind her and was now a person who lived in the capital, in Gaborone itself. She should also remind herself that even if she thought that her complexion was too dark, there were plenty of men who were very happy with women who looked that way rather than those pallid creatures one sometimes saw who had made their skins look blotchy with lightening creams. And as for those large glasses which Mma Makutsi wore, there might be some who would find them a little bit intimidating, but many other men simply would fail to notice them, in much the same way as they failed to notice what women were wearing in general, no matter what efforts women made with their clothing.

The trouble with men, of course, was that they went about with their eyes half closed for much of the time. Sometimes Mma Ramotswe wondered whether men actually wanted to see anything, or whether they decided that they would only notice the things that interested them. That was why women were so good at tasks which required attention to the way people felt. Being a private detective, for example, was exactly the sort of job at which a woman could be expected to excel (and look at the success of the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency). That was because women watched, and tried to understand what was going on in people’s minds. Of course there were some men who could do this – one thought immediately of Clovis Andersen, author of The Principles of Private Detection, Mma Ramotswe’s well-thumbed copy of which occupied pride of place on the shelf behind her desk. Clovis Andersen must be a most sympathetic man, Mma Ramotswe thought; more like a woman, in many ways, with his advice to study people’s clothing carefully. (There are many clues in what people wear, he wrote. Our clothes reveal a great deal about us. They talk. A man who wears no tie does not dress that way because he has no tie – he probably has an appreciable number of ties in his wardrobe at home – he is wearing no tie because he has chosen to do so. That means that he wishes to appear casual.) Mma Ramotswe had found that a puzzling passage, and had wondered where it was leading. She was not sure what one could deduce from the fact that a man wished to appear casual, but she was sure that, like all the observations of Clovis Andersen, this was in some way important.

She looked up from her desk and glanced at Mma Makutsi, who was busying herself with the typing of a letter which Mma Ramotswe had drafted, in pencil, earlier on. We must try to help her, she thought. We must try to persuade her to value herself more than she does at present. She was a fine woman, with great talents, and it was absurd that she should go through life thinking the less of herself because she had no husband. That was such a waste. Mma Makutsi deserved to be happy. She deserved to have something to look forward to other than a bleak existence in one room in Old Naledi; a room that she shared with her sick brother, and into which no light came. Everybody deserved more than that, even in this unlucky world, a world which had brought such rewards to Mma Ramotswe but which seemed to be grudging in its appreciation of Mma Makutsi. We shall change all that, thought Mma Ramotswe, because it is possible to change the world, if one is determined enough, and if one sees with sufficient clarity just what it is that has to be changed.
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