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BETRAYAL




Mulder explored his new home like a burglar on the prowl. The doors rattled, the floors creaked, the window frames were rotten. A plethora of locks and grilles, all rather flimsy-looking. The bars over the bathroom window had been cut and extra padlocks added. On the kitchen table lay a big bunch of keys. But what was there to steal? No radio, no television. Just a stove weighing a ton, a rusty freezer, a washing machine, and some rickety bits of furniture. Nothing portable worth taking. Unless you counted his red suitcase. A white man’s suitcase. And his laptop. The estate agent had left a note with instructions for the new occupant: “you are safer here without luxury goods”. Well, well. The envelope was addressed in large capitals to MR MARTEN. The name of the man he had once been. There was no getting away from it. Donald still called him by that name – Donald, the old friend who had invited him to come and see the new South Africa for himself. He also had Donald to thank for this clapped-out holiday home. The Marten of the old days was not fussy, not a man to complain of a sagging mattress or some desiccated larvae under the bedspread, nor of flecks of blood on the wall, leave aside the long flight to South Africa – squeezed in tight for a whole day – or the stomach-churning drive through the mountains. Marten took discomfort in his stride, but then he had never had to worry about tingling feet or clogged arteries. Marten didn’t need to take pills. Mulder did, eight a day. Still, he might as well try to raise himself to Marten’s standards. Maybe the name would make him young again.


He opened the windows wide, filled his lungs with sea air, and resolved to make the sitting room a bit more habitable: table up against the wall, sofa by the window, knick-knacks in the cupboards and surplus chairs to the scullery. Freeing up some space for his legs and his eyes.


The house stood on the crest of a sand-dune, overlooking the fishing village and the harbour. That was where he had wanted to live, down by the shore in a village where people worked for their living, not among the high-walled villas of idle whites with electrified fencing glinting in the sun. Just an ordinary little house on the beachfront, was that really so hard to find, especially out of season?


He had discussed the matter at length with Donald by e-mail and phone. “You seem to be on pretty good terms with the fishing community, don’t you ever hear of anything? Don’t you ever see anything vacant when you’re out with the dogs?” He had declined the offer of lodging with his old friend, who lived in the largest house on the dunes. Staying in other people’s homes did not appeal to Mulder: too much embarrassment, too many pills and too many rituals. Plus he would have to carry on conversations with Donald’s wife, whom he had never even met. “Looking someone up after forty years means it takes a while to get back in the swing of things.” People change, like it or not.


After much asking around, Donald had found him an “authentic fisherman’s cottage, nets and boats all around, less than a minute from the sea.” Great, Mulder had promptly gone out to buy a pair of rubber boots. But a week before his departure it all fell through. Donald had spoken to the previous occupants: they had been on the point of going to bed when they were robbed at knifepoint by youths in balaclavas. Fleeced of everything, even their tooth brushes. “Crime is spreading like a disease over the country,” Donald wrote. “It has reached the fishing village, too. I can’t let you live there. Oldies like you and me belong in a safe area. We can’t run as fast as we used to. I’ll find you somewhere else.”


So now he was lumbered with this draughty dump in a white enclave. The view was splendid, admittedly. A pity that everybody had an equally splendid view of him. Unsurprisingly, his arrival had not gone unnoticed. As Donald drove him up the winding track there had already been a bunch of fishermen’s children running alongside the 4x4. As if they had been lying in wait for the new tenant. They swarmed around him as he unloaded his luggage. “Mister Marten! Mister Marten!” one of them yelled. Somebody at the rental office had obviously blabbed. Donald wanted to chase the youngsters away, but he – kindly Mr Marten – had shaken hands with them as they squabbled over his suitcase. The smallest ones clamoured for a biro “for school”. He patted his pockets selfconsciously, but one urchin beat him to it and, grinning widely, handed over his fountain pen. His pocket picked under his very nose! Donald hustled him into the house. No, this was no game, it was a test. “Now they know how fokken dumb you are.” Those innocent-looking lads were fully-fledged thieves. Hadn’t he seen their sticks? Those broom-handles with a nail driven through one end, which they trailed behind them over the asphalt? If you didn’t watch out they’d use them to prise open a window and fish the house keys right off the table. Donald advised him to keep the front door locked at all times even when he was at home, even during the day. And it might be a good idea to defrost that freezer so he could hide his valuables in there. It was just an idea. Mulder had to laugh, but Donald didn’t think it was funny. “Just you mark my words, they’ll be back, and not for a friendly chat either.”


*

Six keys lay on the table. Menacingly. A bundle of rust to scare him. He weighed them in his right hand. No idea which one belonged where. He tried them all. Half of them didn’t fit anywhere, and the key to the front door required some force. A shiver ran down his spine as he slipped the keys into his trouser pocket – he felt like his own jailer. He inspected the chisel marks in the windowsill. There were greasy fingerprints on the glass. He tried to rub them off with his handkerchief. His spittle squeaked. The fingerprints were on the outside.


The freezer hummed. Mulder pulled out the plug.


*

The cable of the laptop was too short. The front room had only two electrical sockets, and the nearest one was already in service with hundreds of ants crawling in and out. Small red slaves politely greeting each other in passing. He went down on his knees and blew them away. They fell over each other, recovered themselves and proceeded in single file towards the socket. The route was fixed. When he covered the two entrances with his fingers the ants massed together on the back of his hand. They didn’t bite, merely explored his knuckles, the scar between thumb and forefinger, the creased skin. They ventured onto his wrist, tasted the hairs, his watch strap … they crept up the tunnel of his sleeve. There was a crumb on the floor. Mulder laid it carefully among the ants. The ants assessed the gift, lifted it up and hauled it straight through the multitude towards the blocked entrances of the socket. Minutes ticked by, filled with wonder, endearment and cruel thoughts: he pinched an ant between his fingertips, just one, and squashed it with his nails for the juice, for the heck of it. He dropped the corpse back into the queue. His watch couldn’t tell him how many minutes had elapsed – the glass was red with ants.


There was no alternative: he had to push the table over to the other socket, up close to the sofa and the window. That way he could watch the boats putting out to sea from behind his keyboard.




Mulder stared vacantly out of the window, tired from the journey. He had refused all offers of help settling in. It was nobody’s business how neatly he folded his trousers over a hanger – the crease, the crease, in Africa of all places! – nor the number of shirts he had brought. Not to mention the pills. He wanted to find his way around on his own the first day. His way around the house, around the village. In his own time. He would be meeting Donald in the morning for his first long walk in the area. That would give him a different perspective, no doubt, and he would also be meeting Sarah, Donald’s wife.


But first the sink had to be scraped clean, the rooms swept, and a rug draped over the sofa to hide the hideous upholstery. During his search for bedding he had stumbled on a box of newspapers and magazines left behind by previous tenants. Reading material for rainy days, news from umpteen summers ago. He was about to throw the box away, but couldn’t resist riffling through the old papers – a whole stack of yellowed crime and political infighting. He stared at the photos of black government ministers, badly lit, drowned in printing ink. They wore stiff suits, sat behind desks sporting little flags. He recognised faces from the old days – so he thought, so he hoped – men he had met in the flesh, only younger, in another world. The world in which he had been Marten. Strange past, even stranger present.


*

Marten. How many people had known him by that name? Twenty or so at the most, he reckoned, eight of whom would have been women. It was as Marten that he had been trained in Paris, groomed for a mission to South Africa. In the winter of 1972, a young student called Mulder flew to Johannesburg, sweatypalmed, travelling on his own passport and entering the country without any trouble. The customs officer was so pleased to see the well-thumbed Bible poking out of his hand luggage that the big suitcase got a dismissive wave. Meneer could proceed (with the most pious of looks on his face). Past Immigration he played Marten again, with whom a second Bible slipped into the country: this one hollowed out and containing false passports.


Marten the hero. Especially after a drink or two.


That same Marten had been Mulder’s constant companion ever since – that is, until he fell apart a couple of years ago, one night in Paris. It wasn’t only Marten crashing to pieces, it was Mulder’s whole life. His words had come tumbling out of the bookcase as he slept. All the shelves broken, the floor strewn with letters, letters that no longer resembled words. Letters without sense. Close enough to touch. He wanted to pick them up, but they slipped from his grasp. A few hours later he rang a girlfriend to tell her about his weird dream. She couldn’t understand what he was saying. Had he been drinking? She was alarmed and consulted a neurologist friend, who promptly sounded him out. Same story. “You’re not making sense,” he had said. An hour later Mulder was admitted to La Salpétrière. A stroke. His second.


After little more than a week he was beginning to make some sense again – in Dutch. First the rhythms came back; the spelling took much longer. He sat for days with an old dictionary on his lap because he couldn’t come up with the first letter of a particular word, while the sound of it zoomed in his head. Within a month his native language was once again lined up on the shelf. French was more problematic. The unwritten language seemed especially hard to reclaim. The French to do with love. Terrified of losing it for good, he spent days drifting along the boulevards and sitting behind young couples on pavement cafés, taking in their happiness. And so their words nourished his memory.


Only South Africa remained patchy.


*

He was still in pretty bad shape that afternoon when he went to the newly opened Musée du Quai Branly, where he was waylaid by a tall man: “Aren’t you Marten? Marten the Dutchman?”


Marten? Mulder savoured the name and gave a start: yes, that was a name from way back. But who on earth was this man grabbing his right hand and kneading the scar between the thumb and index finger?


“I stitched up that wound, remember? It’s me, Donald.”


Donald! Another name that rang a bell. And in a flash he was back at that table, sitting next to the Algerian stamp-forger, seeing the gouge shooting into his thumb. Donald had staunched the wound. Donald from South Africa, with whom he roamed the streets of Paris, with whom he holed up in attic rooms, committing secret codes to memory. The Donald he wrote letters to in encre sympathique – the term for invisible ink came rushing back to him. Donald, son of a prominent Afrikaner who had broken with his family and now worked as a cleaner in a hospital to pay for his medical training. Clever Donald, serious Donald, grinning Donald, yes, he was the one who had stitched up the wound with a filched operating needle and sterile thread from a glass ampoule.


How long had they been in Paris together?


Months, months.


And how long ago was that?


They counted the years, leaping back and forth in time, shutting their eyes … thirty-seven, no, it had to be thirty-eight years ago. And here they were, face to face again. What a coincidence! Or was Africa the magnet, the dark heart of the museum, where both men were drawn to a dimly lit mask from Gabon – ghostly yellow, with the high cheekbones and almond eyes of a Bushman.


The name Fraternité cropped up, with a sigh and a smile. Fraternité, the organisation preparing them for underground activities in South Africa. Donald, excited, groped for the language they used to share, a mix of Afrikaans, French and English. “Hey, remember the friends we had, the tricks we played … and the booze? Et cette vampe de la filature?” He meant the puss-in-boots who taught them the art of stalking and shadowing. “Didn’t you make tracks for her bed?”


Mulder chuckled, although he wasn’t sure who or what was being referred to. The wrong faces flashed past, mean-looking, fanatical. There wasn’t much time for recollection, anyway. Donald’s wife was with him; she was waiting in the museum restaurant.


“Have you been back at all?” Donald said


“No.”


“Why not?”


“Too complicated,” he said. “My memory’s not too good these days.”


Donald looked surprised. His mobile rang softly. A text message from his wife. What was keeping him?


They exchanged addresses hurriedly, smiling at each other’s real surnames – information that had been taboo during the Struggle. Everybody had an alias, some nondescript forename. Donald had kept his ever since – it belonged to the new South Africa. To Donald, the Dutch student he had known all those years ago was still simply Marten.


Marten was from Amsterdam, right?


“Yes, but living in Paris now.” (Marten, Marten, amazing how snugly the name still fitted, a Danish name bestowed on him by the boss of Fraternité, on account of his pink skin and northern accent.) Yes, Paris, for several years now … Best decision he’d made since his first stroke: “You’ve got to use the time you have left to do the things you always wanted to do.”


Donald nodded, a look of concern crossing his face. It was his last day there, otherwise they could have gone for a drink together. He was tied up with a medical conference, and had a formal dinner that evening.


Ah, so he had taken his degree in the end? Mulder had to suppress an overwhelming need to confide all his ailments. His unreliable memory … could a stroke announce itself in a dream? Oh, there was so much he wanted to ask.


The same was true of Donald. Was Marten still in touch with anyone from back then? No? Never run into anyone by chance? Not even at some demonstration or other?


“I’ve put all that well behind me,” Mulder said. “I never was much of a political animal, you know.”


Donald’s mobile went off again. He made a helpless gesture. “Married?”


No, no. Mulder made the same gesture: “Well, I suppose I’m married to my freedom.”


He laughed. “So nothing’s changed.”


And Donald? Kids?


No, no. He glanced quickly at his text message.


They would be in touch by e-mail, or rather, why didn’t Marten come over to South Africa – since he was a free agent? Good exercise for the brain. A chance to see what had become of their dream, too.
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Their dream, their hazardous dream. Money was what they needed – to smuggle people out of South Africa. And passports – false or real – to provide exiles with new names and new nationalities. They broke into the homes of embassy staff, planted listening devices, hid microfilms in hollowed-out Bibles … all stuff they had learned together and put into practice together. Mulder thought he had forgotten most of it, but the e-mails they exchanged brought it all back … How he had managed to rack up thousands of dollars on behalf of Fraternité by looting a medieval manuscript. Pour la cause. Mulder felt the old thrill again. He went back to being Marten, word for word. He needed to type out his memories to put them into some sort of order.




Bibliothèque Nationale. I wonder if they would still know me at the rue Richelieu: the eager medievalist in owlish glasses, shirt buttoned up to the collar, unruly hair carefully slicked back? Maps were what I was after, ancient manuscripts. But they would only let me see the microfiches. I abided by the rules. Handed in my briefcase and my pen in exchange for a government-issue pencil and ditto notebook. I gained access to an ancient world, the first contours of America – the Vinland map for Norse seafarers in search of the land of wine. And a beautiful sixteenth-century map of Mozambique Island with a Dutch cemetery marked on it. Couldn’t they possibly let me see the real thing? I pleaded, gave them a spiel about desperately wanting to make a copy of the map so that I could show it to some tragic refugee from the island. Ah, to do that I needed an official letter of introduction. I provided it myself, complete with letterhead and rubber stamp. Because you had given me the address of a printing workshop run by an Algerian, a former F.L.N. guy, who could forge letterheads from all over the world. We opted for the University of Coimbra – ready in one day. It was you who taught me the secret of faking the imprint of rubber stamps.


After a few days of waiting I was taken aside by the library clerk. “Le pauvre nègre de Mozambique” was to get preferential treatment. The map wasn’t worth a great deal anyway. I was issued with a pair of white cotton gloves and ushered into a separate room. And there, among the scholars, I won their trust. They showed me their treasures, parchments, codices, manuscripts, each one more precious than the last, served up between sheets of tissue paper in a linen box.


An American medievalist had been there for weeks, poring over the find of his life: an Old French didactic poem illustrated with a globe and two little figures meeting each other upside down. Proof, according to him, that people in the Middle Ages already believed the earth to be round, not flat. Worth ten thousand dollars in New York, easy, he said. As if he could smell my intention.


After he left I applied for access to the same Old French manuscript. As colourful as I knew the interior to be, so dull and unassuming was the exterior – a nondescript nineteenth-century red leather cover. It took me less than an hour to find an almost identical cover at a second-hand bookstall along the Seine.


Making the switch was a mere bagatelle. Applied for the number, took the box and found a seat as near as possible to the librarian on duty. (Your tip, too: no skulking in quiet corners. Brazen and upfront is less conspicuous.) Pencil in hand, notebook at the ready, stared at the parchment long and hard. Then slid the leather cover out from under the high-buttoned shirt and into the box. Slid the parchment poem up the shirt. Skin on skin. Returned the box to the librarian, who didn’t bother to raise the lid. They never checked, I had noticed. Dutifully handed in pencil and note paper on the way out. A week later I flew to South Africa and you to New York. “Pour la cause.”





After a fortnight’s e-mail silence Donald returned the typed story. “Not accurate.”


*

Not accurate? Mulder promptly hunted in all his drawers – his paper memory would soon prove that he was right. He wasn’t stupid! Stuffed between some old vaccination booklets and (fake) letters of introduction he found three out-of-date passports: one Dutch, one Belgian and one South African. Identical photographs of him, three different names. The rubber stamps still looked good, too. He peered for a moment ruefully at his curly hair. To his surprise he also came across a batch of letters written in lilac ink, faded with time. Forbidden notes, sent to him in South Africa. He skimmed through them and felt again the fear of those days. The fear of giving the game away. One letter stood out from the rest: proof that the theft of the manuscript had been reported in the French press at the time.


But before he had a chance to convince Donald that he was right, he received a parcel from Cape Town: sudokus (“to increase your brain power”) and a volume of Afrikaans poems (“to learn off by heart”). In the note enclosed Donald suggested they take a few trips together. Sentimental journeys. Shock therapy: “dredge up some memories, even if they’re not so good. Don’ t worry, there’s more stuff stored up in your brain than you think. See if we can blow away some of those cobwebs.”


Memories that weren’t so good. Well, Mulder would wait and see. He would do some mental exercise – the offer was there, after all! That same afternoon he stopped off at Au Vieux Campeur to buy a small rucksack. For the trips within the trip. Memory excursions.




Ahelicopter flew overhead and hovered above the fishing village. Birds took cover in the bushes. The open windows shook in the wind. The hinges were loose. Having found a tool box in the scullery, Mulder tried tightening the screws. He also secured the window frame with a couple of long nails.


Two hammer blows later a large, blowsy woman appeared on his doorstep: breathless, distraught, clutching her mobile, sunglasses pushed up into her blonde hair. His neighbour from across the road. “Ah, you must be the new tenant! I was afraid the place was being burgled. Did you hear that helicopter just now? The police are doing a raid. I saw the skollies running off in all directions. They were at it again last night, threw a stone in our pool, and squirted resin in the lock on the other neighbours’ gate.” Her eyes darted about, scanning nervously for intruders. “Yes, well, you’ve got to be careful in the daytime, too.”


Mulder pointed to the nails in the window frame: “I’m taking precautions.”


“But you’d left it wide open a while ago.”


She apologised for her unceremonious entrance. “That noise from the helicopter, whirr-whirr – it makes me so nervous.” She had a little bump on her nose. It trembled.


Mulder reassured her: “It’s alright, I was at home.”


“But you weren’t in the room just now,” she said, shaking her head. “That computer – is that where you keep it, on the table?”


No, he was going to defrost the freezer.


“The freezer?” She clapped her hand to her mouth. “But that’s the first place they go looking. They want food as well, you know.”


She had a better idea: the washing machine. In the drum, couple of sheets on top, switch on standby.


Standby? Mulder stared at her, glassy-eyed.


“So the lid automatically locks.”


And where was he thinking of hiding his credit card when he went to the beach? And his passport?


Mulder glanced around the room. “Tuck them behind a picture?”


Wrong again. They expected to find safes hidden behind pictures. The Bible was the best place. Did he have one? Thieves were scared to death of the Bible. They might be wicked, but they were believers. And he should ask the landlord for some new light bulbs. Yes, hadn’t he noticed? The bulbs were missing from the outside lamps. Unscrewed before his arrival, happened all the time. School kids, first thing they learnt. He’d have to put brackets over the lights. Or barbed wire – which was what she had done herself.


Would he fancy coming over for a drink later on? Sundowner, meet the neighbours. The men would be able to give him better advice than her.


He thanked her for the invitation. “Very kind of you to keep an eye out for me.”


*

Mulder liked the sense of risk, the flirting with danger. When swimming in the sea he held his breath until he almost choked, until the blood pounded behind his ears and he saw himself in a film – his life flashing past. He let himself float, feeling alive. Danger kept you sharp. He had read up a lot about South Africa in the papers lately, in preparation for this trip. What was going on there? All those anxious whites. Wasn’t it just a lot of scaremongering, people wallowing in their fear? Risks were there to be taken. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. Hadn’t Donald and he trained together to face danger?


Perhaps he should go and look for a place to live himself, to exorcise the fear, his fear and Donald’s. Wasn’t that something he owed to his former self? To the Marten who had learned to survive in the wilderness, in theory as well as practice, crawling on his belly through the mud with a dagger between his teeth. Marten the impostor, the forger. That Marten was alive and kicking. Comrade Marten was not a sick man.
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There was nothing in the house: no bread, no coffee, no eggs. And just one mean roll of toilet paper. Donald had offered to drive him to the nearest township – a good hour by car. “Distriksdorp is where everybody goes for supplies.” The fishers too? No, they had their own stores.


“Then I’ll do my shopping there,” Mulder had said. He was determined to find his own bearings, and the more so when Donald heaved a demonstrative sigh.


Mulder slung the rucksack over his shoulders and went down to the settlement behind the harbour. A boat was putting out to sea, the white surf crashed on the pier. The harbour was deserted, and turned out, on closer inspection, to consist of little more than a concrete ramp on a dirty stretch of beach. What was left of the fishing fleet lay rusting in the sun, rigging slapping against masts.


He caught the smell of fried fish, heard children’s voices, saw a plume of smoke. Past the cold store he found his first shop, a wooden shack where they sold fish. A woman was frying squid. She offered him a ring – fried bicycle tyre – and he bought a portion in a plastic tray. Children jostled around him, a ragged crowd in bare feet or flip-flops, too young and too small to roam white neighbourhoods causing trouble, but cheeky enough to ask him for money and gawp at his every movement: Hey, the foreigner’s eating with his fingers, the foreigner’s chewing, he’s chewing for a very long time, he’s taking out a handkerchief, wiping his lips, blowing his nose. They nudged each other, couldn’t get enough of him. Mulder ordered a portion of squid for them and handed the tray to the oldest girl. Wordlessly, like an offering. She shared out the rings like a young mother. He listened to the children as they ate, trying to catch the melody of their Afrikaans – as though tuning his own voice – but when he asked them a question he got it all wrong and they ran off.


Beyond the cold store the settlement fanned out in rising rows of identical dwellings, facing inwards and away from the sea. Picturesque at first sight, orderly. The main track even had a few front-room shops – dealers in air time, top-up cards for mobile phones and the like. A weather-beaten woman was selling bread – spongy white loaves in plastic bags. Her toothless next-door neighbour was selling jars of homemade jam. He asked about the flavours, but couldn’t make out what she mumbled.


Pleased with his first purchases, he decided to walk on, towards the sprawl of concrete further inland. The path narrowed and dipped, with piles of fishing net on either side, trails of seaweed, agricultural plastic, empty bottles. As though the sea had disgorged its waste all the way into the village. The walls felt damp. He heard thumping behind closed shutters, blaring radios, crying infants. Now and then he had to jump over puddles of brackish water. It stank of piss and shit. His trousers were getting spattered. (He needed to buy washing powder! A decent scrubbing brush!)


The further he went, the shabbier the houses. Only the small churches stood proud. The prayer hall was decorated with shells, though the Pentecostal centre was windowless. The school had burnt to the ground. The lampposts, too, had been wrecked, but the electric cables remained: sagging festoons looping from one zinc roof to the next. He kicked an empty flat-screen T.V. box out of his way. A dazed woman stood at an open window, her baby lying unshielded in the sun. A teenager staggered outside from the dark into the light, mumbling to himself and screwing up his eyes.


Mulder had taken a step too far, looking directly into the poverty and seeing things not meant for his eyes. When it came down to it, his curiosity always got the better of him. Moreover he was now lost and could no longer hear the sound of the surf. His head throbbed and his throat was parched. He looked around for a hovel or an open door. On a patch of wasteland he spotted a leaking pump. Two dogs were drinking the spilt water. He went over to them, put his head under the tap, slurping, snorting. A pebble dropped into the mud beside him. And another. He felt something hit his rucksack, swung round and found himself eye to eye with a crowd of youngsters. Deathly quiet. Arms akimbo. They had crept up on him. The kids from the fried squid stand – they must have taken a different route. Their eyes took note of his clothing, his dripping collar, the stains on his trousers, the mud on his shoes. Leather shoes.


“Where do you all live?” he said.


No answer – just wider eyes.


The girl he had given the fried squid to stepped forward. She looked at him intently, took his hand and led him up a grassy slope. The other children trooped after them, excitedly. The girl pointed out the path to the sea.


It was a hint. An order.


He walked as fast as he could towards the sound of the surf, without looking back, clambering over low walls and piles of rubbish. After a maze of backyards and alleys he no longer heard voices, but no surf either. He had shaken off the kids, and stood behind a small house to get his breath back. A woman came out, wild-eyed, her face painted white, her dress torn. She held a lifeless puppy over her shoulder and began to laugh noiselessly.


The sun was already setting behind the dunes. Over the next hillock he found the youngsters waiting for him again. They had been joined by some older boys. They grinned. The boldest among them had had their front teeth pulled. They were in high spirits, stamping their feet in the mud. Not a knife or stick in sight. He wanted to turn back, heard a vague growling noise, and suddenly felt a fiery pain in his calf. There was a dog hanging on to his trouser leg, a fat, snarling dachshund that wouldn’t let go. “Go for it! Go for it!” yelled the boys. Mulder couldn’t get away, the dachshund tightened its grip. Kicking and screaming had no effect. His trouser leg turned red. “Let loose!”, someone shouted. “Down, dog!” A gangly youth with tattoos came forward. The dachshund slunk away.


He set off again as if nothing had happened, fighting the pain, ankle-deep in mud, past a couple of drunks. Only when he felt the soft sand of the dunes underfoot did he dare to look down at his leg. Bloodstains all over. He kicked off his shoes and limped over to the beach to wash the wound in the sea – four little holes rinsed open, deep and pink, just above the heel. The salt water stung. His trouser leg was ripped, but his skin was only punctured. He waded further into the sea to wash the fright off his face.
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