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In 1967, Masai tribesmen found fragments of semi-transparent blue and blue-purple crystals on a ridge in the Merelani Hills, fifty kilometres southeast of Arusha, Tanzania. Geologists identified the stones as a variety of zoisite. This was the first clear blue gemstone discovery anywhere in the world in more than one hundred years. Gemstone traders named the mineral tanzanite.

Tanzanite is found only in Tanzania. It is one thousand times rarer than diamond.
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Murder


 

 


Lake Manyara, Tanzania


Tuesday 2 January, 9:00 p.m.

The rain that came with the evening dark kept getting heavier. By nine, it was torrential. Lightning cracked white-hot above the forest canopy; thunder rumbled through the trees; equatorial earth washed away in rivulets of red mud. The power of an African storm was on display.

Beneath the canopy, cocooned between a thatched roof and a raised wooden floor, a tent glowed in the darkness, its entrance marked by a dimly lit porch. Inside, sheltered from the storm, David Wilson paced the floor, his clothes clinging to his sweaty body, his eyes not leaving the battered leather satchel lying on the bed. The buyer of the satchel was due in thirty minutes, and Wilson was nervous. What if they didn’t come? What if his plans, the risks he had taken, the price he had already paid, came to naught?

The storm didn’t help his mood of unease. He flinched when lightning flashed through the insect screens and thunder rattled the boards beneath his feet.

His eye turned again to the satchel. Two worn straps were all that secured its contents. He had time for one last, private look before the buyer arrived.

He unbuckled the straps, lifted the flap, and reached into the satchel with both hands, his fingers wrapping around the satchel’s contents, an irregularly-shaped cloth bundle. Keeping a firm grip on the bundle, he let the satchel fall away and collapse, empty, onto the bed.

He cradled the bundle as if gauging the weight of some mysterious object. But there was no mystery here. He knew exactly what was inside: six partially cut blocks of tanzanite. All flawless. All immensely valuable. And all his. Despite what Smoker and his mates in the Tanzanian government might think.

He unrolled the cloth and placed the stones in a row on the bed, and as he did so, as if by some mystic signal, the thunder was silenced, the lightning was veiled, the storm was stilled. In this new quiet, in the soft, warm light of the tent, the tanzanite stones transfixed him. They glowed a deep blue, seemingly from within, as if they were themselves sources of light. He touched them, rolled them under his fingertips, felt their textured roughness, sensed their power.

Three sharp knocks broke the spell. The buyer? They were early. Wilson threw a jacket over the tanzanite and instantly, as if in protest, a peel of thunder ripped through the tent and lightning lit up the canvas. The storm had returned in all its power. He sensed peril but forced himself forward. Three more knocks. Insistent. Demanding. He took a breath, lifted the latch, and pulled open the door.

The rain was thunderous, the porch light feeble, too weak to reach the face hidden deep within a hood. He peered into that void for several seconds. Nothing was said. He waited. For what? A greeting? A signal? Something wasn’t right. It wasn’t… right. His visitor wasn’t right. The tilt of the head? The shoulders? Familiar somehow… Then a millisecond strobe of lightning revealed the face.

It wasn’t the face he had been expecting.

But it was one he knew.

‘What are you doing here? How did you—’

Again lightning flashed, and now it revealed the steel of a hunting knife. ‘What? No! Please!? No!!’ Wilson stumbled back, eyes fixed on the glinting blade.

The intruder pressed forward into the tent. The tent that should have been Wilson’s refuge, but now was a cage where hunter and hunted would do battle.

Weapon. He needed a weapon. The empty beer bottle on the table… Without releasing his visual grip on the intruder, he grabbed the bottle by the neck and smashed off the bottom half. It was all he had. Against anyone else, it might have been enough. But not here, not now, not against this one.

Even so, the fight was not totally one-sided, not without hope for Wilson. The assailant lunged but their aim was wide. Wilson responded with the jagged bottle, scoring a hit to his opponent’s forearm. The fighters grappled across the room, flailing blindly, slashing canvas and flesh in equal measure, blood mixing on the timber floor. They crashed through a bedpost onto the bed, smashing the bedside lamps and casting the tent into darkness. Desperate, Wilson scrabbled for and found one of the tanzanite blocks, which he slammed against his assailant’s skull with such force that chips of tanzanite broke free. The attacker was stunned, but it was a short-lived shift in the balance of power. The end came with a knife thrust to the chest. Wilson collapsed, propped against a table leg, his blood pumping onto the floor. There he lay, dying, as his attacker scoured the room for the tanzanite scattered during the brawl. Soon enough, the six stones were again lined up on the bed.

They would be enough for any sane person.

But the killer kept searching.

Wilson closed his eyes. He didn’t need to watch. He knew what was coming. He could hear it in the scraping of furniture across the floor; in the yanking out and tossing aside of drawers; in the evermore furious expletives.

Finally, it came, the question he had been waiting for. Five words infused with vitriolic venom and spat out with metronomic, knife-like thrusts.

‘Where … Is … the Seventh … Stone?’

The fury and frustration were wasted on Wilson. He couldn’t even open his eyes. But he could feel the hot breath, sense the heaving anger. He wasn’t daunted. He had nothing more to fear. Mustering the last of his strength, he slowly, painfully, contorted his blood-soaked mouth into a self-satisfied sneer.

‘You’ll never find it.’


❖ ❖ ❖ ❖

 

Four hundred metres from Wilson’s tent, in an unlit carpark little more than a clearing in the acacia scrub, a Land Cruiser sat reversed against the post-and-rail fence, lights out, motor off. Fabien Dumas peered through the rain-soaked windscreen, fingers tapping an anxious rhythm on the steering wheel, eyes fixed on a foot track leading into the scrub on the opposite side of the clearing. It was an hour since his companion had disappeared down that track.

Where are you, Charlie? You said you’d be thirty minutes…

Headlights appeared to the east. Twin beams scattered by the trees. Moving quickly. Soon, a gleaming black Range Rover entered the carpark and rolled to a stop near the foot track, its government plates and blacked-out windows projecting unambiguous authority and a touch of menace.

Dumas locked his doors and snaked between the front seats into the cargo area, concealing himself beneath a hastily-assembled hide of hessian.

The Range Rover’s driver emerged, looking dangerously poised as he scanned the carpark as a leopard might scan the forest for prey. Scan complete, the leopard started toward the foot track, then stopped. Something had caught his attention. Something on the front of the Cruiser? Dumas instinctively shrank further into the cargo bay. The leopard approached, pulled out a phone. It looked like he was taking photos. Then he circled the vehicle, trying the doors, without success. He swung onto the running board and swept the cabin with a torchlight. Dumas screwed his eyes shut as the beam fell on his face, bright as the sun even through the hessian. Surely the leopard could see him. They were just a metre apart. He held his breath; kept his eyes closed for fear of retinal reflection; dared not move, even when a bead of sweat lost its grip on his temple and trickled down the side of his face. He had no choice but to wait, the light shining red through his eyelids.

Then the torchlight died, as suddenly as it had appeared. Dumas heard the sound of boots receding over gravelly mud. He lifted his head in time to see the leopard disappearing into the scrub.

Questions without answers echoed in Dumas’ head as if they were bouncing off the inside of his skull. The need to do something was strong. But what? Go look for Charlie? Follow the leopard? Slash the leopard’s tyres? He opted for the last. It took less than a minute. When done, he returned to the Cruiser and made ready to leave as soon as Charlie reappeared.

He didn’t have to wait long. A figure burst from the track. Charlie! He launched the Cruiser into a tight, sliding turn, and with a fluidity that might have been choreographed, the passenger door swung wide and Charlie Blackwell dived in.

‘Go!’ she yelled. ‘He’s right behind me!’

‘Who?’ Dumas said as he punched the accelerator.

‘Him!’ Blackwell shouted, pointing. It was the leopard. He had emerged from the scrub at pace and was making for the Cruiser. ‘Get going!’

But the wheels were spinning. The Cruiser was stranded. The leopard reached it in three strides and leapt onto the passenger-side running board. He yanked open the rear door and was reaching for the door frame with his free hand when, through nothing but chance, the Cruiser regained traction. It lurched, throwing the leopard off balance. Dumas kept the accelerator on the floor. The Cruiser quickly picked up speed, and began fishtailing, with the leopard clinging to the flailing rear door.

Then Dumas saw his chance. Two enormous trees marking the carpark entrance. Without taking his foot off the gas, he lined up the passenger side of the Cruiser.

A Toyota Land Cruiser would never be a match for the metre-thick trunk of a hundred-year-old acacia. The tree hit amidships with the finesse of a sledgehammer, crushing the rear door, and propelling the Cruiser into the scrub on the far side of the road. Suddenly, after the frenzy of the last thirty seconds, there was no movement, no sound other than the burbling of the motor and the pounding of hearts.

Dumas checked his mirrors. It didn’t take long to find what he was looking for. Blackwell saw it too. A motionless lump lying in the mud of the carpark entrance.

‘Should we…?’

Blackwell shook her head. ‘Leave him,’ she said, still breathing hard.

Dumas nodded, though he was less than certain. He could have shaken off the leopard without such violent force, but he’d panicked. It wasn’t intentional. The whole thing had happened so quickly, from when the leopard burst from the track to when they hit the tree. He tried replaying the mental video, but his visual memory was just a set of disconnected freezeframes, a series of still images being shuffled and re-sorted in his mind. Had he seen a gun? He thought he had, but couldn’t be sure.

Shaking, he reversed out of the scrub, slammed the Cruiser into gear, and hit the accelerator. But just as they were gathering speed, a glance in his rearview mirror brought two and a half tons of metal to a sliding halt. Dumas ignored Blackwell’s expletive-ridden protest. He was transfixed by what he saw in the mirror. For there, lit by the hellish red glow of the Cruiser’s brake lights, the leopard was rising from the mud like a beast being born from the earth, amniotic sludge oozing down his body as he staggered to his feet, holding aloft what might have been a broken arm in some grotesque gesture of defiance.

A pale smile formed on Dumas’ lips. Small mercies.

‘Looks like you didn’t kill him after all,’ said Blackwell.

For a few, brief, seconds, Dumas thought Blackwell shared his relief, but when he turned, and saw, even in the darkness, the ferocity in her eyes, which tore into the twisted figure standing not thirty metres away, he realised he was mistaken. It was then that he saw blood oozing from a wound on Blackwell’s temple.

‘Did he do that?’

Blackwell ignored the question. ‘We need to go,’ she said, not breaking visual contact with the leopard. ‘Now.’

Dumas knew not to question Blackwell when she used that tone. Hands shaking, mind racing, he floored the accelerator. Within seconds, the Cruiser was hurtling down the unlit, unpaved, potholed road. Neither Dumas nor Blackwell spoke until they were back on bitumen, well clear of Manyara. It was Blackwell who broke the silence.

‘I need to tell you something. You might want to slow down. In fact, pull over.’

Dumas glanced across, then swung the Cruiser off the road, killed the lights, and by post-storm moonlight drove a hundred metres into the scrub. The motor was still spinning down when Blackwell asked, ‘Any idea who that was?’

Dumas shook his head. ‘Cop? He was driving a government car.’

Blackwell nodded slowly. ‘Fits.’

‘What fits? What are you talking about? What’s happened?’

Blackwell focused on a patch of moonlight on the dashboard.

‘Wilson is dead.’

‘Wilson is… What?! Did you…?’

Blackwell shook her head slowly, still staring at the moonlit patch. Dumas couldn’t tell if she was denying the act or reprocessing it. Then her face cleared, and she turned to Dumas.

‘He deserved it. What he was doing to you… he deserved it.’

‘But you were just going to talk to him! Warn him off!’

‘So? Would it matter? To you?’

She paused, giving Dumas time to reply, but cut him off as he was about to speak.

‘What does matter,’ she said, jabbing a thumb over her shoulder, ‘is he might think I did it. He saw me leaving Wilson’s tent.’

Dumas’ eyes followed Blackwell’s thumb into the darkness, and his bewilderment morphed into heart-pounding panic. Running down a cop, if that’s what the leopard was, was bad enough. But this was worse. Far worse. Dumas now understood what Blackwell meant when she said it didn’t matter who had killed Wilson. All it needed was for someone to think she had, and their lives would be in serious danger.

Wilson had been playing a dangerous game, pitting powerful figures in the Tanzanian government against obscenely wealthy private investors. He claimed to possess an object they all coveted, something so desirable they would stop at nothing to get it. And once reports of his death emerged, those same people would believe that whoever had killed him would have that object.

Dumas sat there, shaking, protected only by the battered shell of the Land Cruiser, fearing that he and Blackwell would be the prime suspects.
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Arusha, Tanzania


Thursday 4 January, 8:30 a.m.

The Boeing’s wheels hit the tarmac, its engines went into reverse thrust, and Isabella Jones felt the surge of adrenalin that marked the beginning of every new case.

‘We’re here,’ she said, nudging Robbie Wells, who grunted as he stretched his six-foot-two frame within the confines of his economy class seat.

‘Where?’ he said, still half asleep.

Jones pointed to the sign on the airport terminal roof: Kilimanjaro International.

‘I was just reading the bios of our hosts,’ she said.

‘Remind me?’

‘Maghembe and Bahati. Interesting pair. Chalk and cheese. You might want to brush up during the taxi ride.’


❖ ❖ ❖ ❖

 

‘Where to?’

‘Arusha. Makongoro Road. Regional Police Headquarters.’

The driver obviously knew it, but he punched it into his satnav anyway.

‘How long?’ Wells asked.

The driver peered through the windscreen as if assessing conditions along the entire fifty kilometre route. Then he glanced at the satnav and gave a toothy grin. ‘One hour,’ he said.


❖ ❖ ❖ ❖

 

One hour and ten minutes later, Jones and Wells were standing at the front desk of Regional Police Headquarters in Arusha. Behind them, the lobby hummed with the unfamiliar tones of Swahili. Across the desk, the duty sergeant looked puzzled as she studied the visitors’ IDs.

‘Problem?’

The sergeant looked up, smiled, and shook her head.

‘No, no problem, Commander.’

She returned the IDs and slid two security passes across the desk.

‘I’ll let Colonel Maghembe know you’re here.’

She pressed a button on her console.

‘The Australian Federal Police have arrived, sir… Yes, sir, two… Commander—  Yes, sir. I’ll send them up.’

 

Jones and Wells took an elevator to the third floor, where a uniformed officer led them along a corridor to an unmarked door. The officer knocked once then ushered the Australians into the room that lay beyond.

Two men were standing by a conference table set to one side of the room. Jones recognised them from the AFP bios.

At the head of the table, tall despite a stoop, Colonel Oscar Maghembe, Chief of Police for Arusha Region. Raised in a shanty on the outskirts of the city, Maghembe had started on the police ladder with little education and even less influence. He’d clambered his way up through hard work, street savvy and, by all accounts, integrity. At fifty-five, his career had peaked, although he probably had a decade of service ahead.

The second man was Major Joel Bahati, shorter than Maghembe by a head, younger by thirty years, and immaculately dressed in the uniform of a Tanzanian army officer. Bahati was a scion of Tanzania’s political elite with an education from a superior English public school and a top-of-class graduation from Tanzania’s most prestigious military academy. Capable and ambitious, he would rise to the top of the military ranks. Currently on secondment to police as Maghembe’s aide.

Maghembe extended his hand as the Australians approached.

‘Colonel Maghembe, Chief of Police,’ he said, his baritone resonating through the room. ’Welcome to Tanzania, Commander.’

Wells hesitated, then shook the hand he had been offered.

‘Agent Wells. I’m not…’

Maghembe wasn’t listening. His eye had turned to Jones, on whose olive skin and taut figure it lingered a little longer than necessary. Flashing a charming smile, he said, ‘And you are?’

‘Isabella Jones,’ she said, returning his smile. ‘Commander Isabella Jones.’

 

Jones wasn’t overly miffed by Maghembe’s gaffe. Sure, he should have known that she was the senior of the two Australians. Even a modicum of research would have told him that. But she had experienced worse and didn’t need affirmation from those who presumed she was too young, or too attractive, or too female to be the boss. Or from those who didn’t bother to read a bio. She was confident of her ability. And of her rank, even if she was still getting used to it. She’d made Commander on the strength of an eco-terrorism case conducted on Australian soil the year before. Robbie Wells had been on her team for that one, too. She was Inspector Jones then – itself an achievement for someone her age. Then she had been bumped up two ranks, earning plaudits from those who knew and respected her and sneering accusations from those she had leapfrogged. She wasn’t bothered by the detractors. She had earned the promotion. And it sat well with her ambitious streak: early in her career, she had set herself the hubristic goal of making commander before hitting thirty. She was a year ahead of schedule.

Bahati leaned forward and extended his hand to Jones.

‘Major Joel Bahati. Welcome to Tanzania, Commander,’ he said, smoothly echoing Maghembe’s mistargeted greeting. ‘Your government honours us by sending two of its most able investigators.’

Jones wasn’t sure if Bahati’s flattery was preferable to Maghembe’s lack of preparation, but at least he had done his homework. She marked him as the one to watch.

The speaker on the conference table crackled and a woman’s voice piped through the room.

‘The Lieutenant-Colonel has returned, sir.’

‘Send him up please,’ Maghembe replied. Then, to Jones and Wells, ‘Your French counterpart is here.’

‘I didn’t know the French were sending anyone,’ Robbie whispered to his boss.

‘Nor did I,’ Maghembe said, with obvious annoyance. There seemed to be nothing wrong with his hearing.

 

The door opened and a stocky man with a stylish haircut and a ruggedly handsome face entered the room.

‘Colonel, I apologise for being late,’ the Frenchman said with a self-deprecating smile.

Maghembe waved a hand. ‘No matter. Allow me to introduce Commander Jones of the Australian Federal Police. Lieutenant-Colonel Lefèvre of the Gendarmerie Nationale.’

‘Bonjour Bella,’ the Frenchman said, placing his hands on Jones’ shoulders and planting a kiss on each cheek. ‘I was hoping they would send you. It is good to see you again.’

‘Jean-Paul,’ Jones replied in a tone that might have said “I’m glad to see you too but don’t forget what happened last time”. ‘How are you? It must be, what, three years?’

‘Oui. Four, maybe. Too long, I think.’

Wells inserted himself between his boss and the Frenchman. ‘Robert Wells. I’m with the Commander.’

‘You are the man lucky, Monsieur Wells. I envy you.’

‘He means we’re working together, Jean-Paul, as you very well know.’

‘Ah! In that case, I congratulate you on having such a capable and beautiful colleague.’

Maghembe, clearly irked by the Frenchman’s suaveness in the face of his own clumsy attempt at charm, nodded to Bahati, who called the group to order.

The five seated themselves around the table. Maghembe at the head, Bahati to his right, Lefèvre to Bahati’s right. Jones sat across the table from Lefèvre; from there she had a view of Maghembe, Bahati and Lefèvre in one line of sight. Wells sat between Jones and Maghembe.

Maghembe explained the purpose of the meeting: to review terms of reference for the investigation into the death of David Wilson; ensure everyone had the latest information; and to agree lines of enquiry. He nodded to Bahati.

‘Two nights ago, Tuesday,’ Bahati said, ‘at twenty-two forty-five, the body of an adult male was discovered within a luxury tent at Lake Manyara Resort. He was identified as David Wilson, an Australian national who checked into the resort at midday that day. His body had lacerations to the face, arms, and torso, including two wounds under the rib cage that punctured the heart. The body was found during a routine check of the resort.’

‘How was the body identified?’ Jones asked.

‘Initially by his passport. We received biometrics the following morning,’ Maghembe said. ‘From your AFP, Commander. They match those of the dead man. There is no doubt as to his identity.’

Bahati circulated a set of scene-of-crime photos. The injuries to Wilson’s body were confronting.

‘No weapon has been found,’ he said.

Maghembe then invited Wells to take the group through David Wilson’s AFP profile.

‘David Wilson,’ Wells said. ‘Thirty-eight. Australian citizen. Geologist. No known partner. No siblings. Fluent in several languages including Swahili. A regular visitor to East Africa, initially as a tourist and more recently on business. His most recent visit commenced November 26 – six weeks ago. Four weeks ago, he flew to Geneva via Nairobi and returned to Nairobi three days later.’

‘Do you know what sort of business Wilson conducted, Agent Wells?’ Maghembe sounded genuinely interested.

‘Mining consultant. Provided geotech advice – mineral quality, seam mapping, that sort of thing. Clients included mining firms with interests throughout East Africa. Mostly small concerns, but he did include BHP in his résumé, and he recently added one of the larger Chinese outfits.’

‘Any other business interests?’ Another innocent question from Maghembe.

‘Not according to this,’ Wells said, tapping his AFP notes.

‘Interesting,’ Maghembe said. ‘Our enquiries suggest Wilson had become quite well-known in Arusha. And Dar es Salaam.’

Wells shifted in his seat. ‘Well known for…?’

‘As a trader of tanzanite, Agent Wells. Uncut tanzanite.’

‘But,’ Wells said in a defensive tone, ‘your government regulates the tanzanite trade. Uncut stones can’t be exported. Are you suggesting Wilson was smuggling?’

‘I’m suggesting nothing,’ Maghembe said. ‘Merely sharing the intelligence we’ve gathered, which is one purpose of this meeting.’

‘But you do,’ Jones said, ‘think tanzanite is the reason Wilson was killed.’

Maghembe fixed Jones with hooded eyes. ‘I am certain of it,’ he rumbled. Jones wondered what evidence Maghembe had, but said nothing. She waited, expressionless.

‘Two weeks ago,’ Maghembe said, leaning forward slightly, ‘Tanzania’s Minister for Resources received a package containing a partially cut block of tanzanite. Analysis showed the tanzanite was not from a registered mine. Illegal mines exist, of course, but they rarely produce specimens of any quality. This one was almost flawless, and two hundred carats.’

‘How big is that?’ Wells asked.

‘Three centimetres across.’

‘Valuable?’

‘Of course,’ Maghembe replied, as if Wells had asked whether the Tanzanian sun rose in the east. ‘A message was attached. “There are more where this came from.” The following day, another tanzanite arrived. Twice the weight of the first. Over four hundred carats. Just as pure. On each of the next four days, another block of tanzanite arrived, each twice the weight of the one before.’

‘But that would make the sixth one…’ Jones said, doing the arithmetic in her head, ‘sixty-four hundred carats!’

‘Yes, Commander. One-and-a-quarter kilograms of the highest quality tanzanite. No one had ever seen a specimen of that size and purity.’

‘And the next day?’ Wells asked. ‘Was there a seventh?’

‘No more stones were received,’ Maghembe said carefully.

Jones waited before asking the obvious question.

‘What does this have to do with David Wilson?’

‘We found a fragment of tanzanite next to his body,’ Bahati said.

‘And…?’

‘It’s a perfect match for the sixth stone.’

For the first time since entering the room, Jones could hear traffic outside.

‘You think Wilson sent the stones?’

Maghembe breathed in noisily through his nose. ‘Not necessarily.’

‘Then how do you explain the piece of tanzanite?’

After a pause, Bahati replied, ‘The six tanzanites had been in safe custody at the Ministry of Resources. Last Sunday, they were found to be missing.’

‘That’s awkward,’ Wells muttered. He earned a glare from Maghembe for his trouble.

‘Two days before Wilson was murdered,’ Jones said. ‘So, you’re suggesting his death is related not just to tanzanite, but specifically to the tanzanite sent to – and subsequently stolen from – the Minister.’

‘Precisely. One possibility is that Wilson, somehow, removed the stones from the Ministry, or arranged for them to be removed. I should add that at the time of the theft, Tanzanian police knew nothing of Wilson or his involvement in the tanzanite black market.’

‘But one fragment doesn’t mean tanzanite is the only motive. There could be other motives,’ Jones said.

‘I might have agreed with you,’ Maghembe said, ‘if we didn’t have further intelligence that we believe to be compelling. And I need not point out that, in any investigation, once the motive is known, the list of suspects can be narrowed significantly.’

‘How narrow is narrow?’ Wells asked, suspicion in his voice.

Bahati lifted an index finger.

‘Then… why are we here? If you already know who killed him?’ Wells spoke with obvious frustration. To Jones’ irritation, neither Maghembe nor Bahati seemed to think it necessary to offer a response.

‘I can answer your question, Robbie, even if our hosts are reluctant to. First, because our orders brought us here, whether Colonel Maghembe likes the idea or not.’ Then, turning to Maghembe and looking him straight in the eye, she said, ‘And second, because however certain the Colonel is about the motive for David Wilson’s murder, and the perpetrator, he may not be right. As I said a few minutes ago, we are here to ensure David Wilson gets justice.’

Maghembe glared at Jones for several seconds. She didn’t blink. Eventually, Maghembe twitched his lips into an awkward smile and said, ‘Quite so, Commander.’

With the tension broken, and a form of mutual respect established between the Tanzanian and Australian camps, Jones asked if they could review the additional intelligence Maghembe had alluded to.

Bahati said, ‘It will need some context, Commander. Perhaps I should walk you through the document from start to finish. This version,’ he said, indicating the papers in front of him, ‘includes the additional material.’

Maghembe waved his approval, and Bahati began.

‘On the night of Wilson’s murder, Manyara had twenty-three guests, including Wilson, and eight residential staff. Two of the guests were allowed to check out early the morning after Wilson’s body was discovered. This was a procedural error attributed to the inexperience of one officer. The two people had headed west to the Serengeti, where they were contacted and any involvement in Wilson’s murder ruled out.

‘The remaining twenty guests and eight staff were interviewed at Manyara yesterday. None of the guests recalled having spoken with Wilson, who had by all accounts kept to himself throughout his stay at Manyara. The staff who had served Wilson were not able to provide any useful information. Put simply, none of those interviewed saw or heard anything relating to Wilson’s death.’

‘None?’ Jones said. ‘Possible a member of staff saw something but was reluctant to report it?’

‘My officers are skilled interviewers, Commander,’ Bahati said. ‘If anyone saw something relevant, they would have uncovered it.’

Wells said, ‘But haven’t you just eliminated everyone who was at Manyara on the night of the murder?’

‘No. I have eliminated everyone who was a guest at Manyara. Manyara had a visitor the night Wilson died. A visitor who was already of interest to us. And who, we have since learned, was known to David Wilson.’

The hairs on Jones’ arms stood up. ‘Why were they of interest? What’s their connection with Wilson?’

‘The answer to both questions is the same, Commander,’ Maghembe said.

‘Tanzanite,’ guessed Jones. ‘This person is Australian?’

‘French,’ Bahati said.

‘Which is why,’ Maghembe said, ‘I have accepted Lieutenant-Colonel Lefèvre’s offer of assistance.’ He looked at Lefèvre as he spoke.

Jones detected a shift in Lefèvre’s mood. His bonhomie had evaporated.

‘Yes, yes, of course,’ Lefèvre said, clearing his throat and flicking at his tablet. ‘The name is Fabien Dumas. Twenty years. Paris. University student.’

Then Lefèvre stopped. He seemed reluctant, or unable, to continue. Twice he opened his mouth to speak and said nothing.

Maghembe expressed his annoyance by breathing noisily through his nose, and signalled Bahati to pick up the discussion. Bahati leaned forward as he spoke.

‘Dumas became known to us some weeks ago, well before the theft of the tanzanite. He is not just a student, not merely a tourist. He is a link in the tanzanite smuggling chain that we now know Wilson was part of. Dumas’ gang—’

Lefèvre interrupted. ‘It is not Dumas’ gang, as you put it. Dumas is a minor player – a pawn.’

‘Very well. The gang acts for jewellers in Amsterdam who buy uncut stones. Stones of dubious origin.’

‘Not just tanzanite?’ Jones asked.

‘Blood diamonds,’ Bahati said, with those two words branding Dumas a killer. ‘Four days ago, Dumas flew into Nairobi from Copenhagen. He rented a 4WD that crossed the border into Tanzania the following day. Regrettably, we lost track of the vehicle soon after it entered Tanzania. However, two nights ago, the night Wilson was murdered, it was seen in the carpark at Manyara.’

‘What time was that?’ Jones asked.

‘Just before twenty-two hundred.’

‘Within Wilson’s time-of-death window,’ Jones said.

‘Quite so, Commander.’

‘Who saw it?’ Wells asked.

Bahati glanced at Maghembe before answering. ‘An undercover operative,’ he said.

‘Were you expecting Dumas? Is that why the undercover was at Manyara?’

‘The undercover officer was at Manyara on unrelated business.’

‘Would that unrelated business have anything to do with David Wilson?’

Bahati answered with what sounded to Jones like carefully chosen words. ‘As I mentioned a few minutes ago, Tanzanian police had no interest in David Wilson until his body was discovered.’

‘Just to be clear,’ Jones said patiently, ‘the undercover officer was not conducting a surveillance operation on David Wilson?’

‘That is correct.’

Wells then asked Bahati whether the undercover officer had seen Dumas himself, or just Dumas’ rental. It was a simple question, but neither Maghembe nor Bahati seemed keen to provide an answer. Maghembe’s temple twitched.

Lefèvre chose this moment to re-enter the discussion. ‘Dumas was not seen, according to the report I have. Only his vehicle. The witness saw someone who might have been Dumas entering the vehicle before it drove away at speed.’

It was now obvious to Jones that while Maghembe and Bahati had Dumas in the frame for Wilson’s murder, Lefèvre was acting more like Dumas’ defence attorney. Why? Jones knew Lefèvre. She liked him. She trusted him. She had to be careful here. Her relationship with Lefèvre must not be seen to shape her judgement.

Wells followed with another simple question. ‘Do we know whether Dumas was travelling alone?’

Bahati took this one. ‘He was alone when he crossed into Tanzania from Kenya. However, our witness – the undercover police officer – was surprised at how quickly Dumas—’

‘If it was Dumas,’ Lefèvre said.

Bahati continued smoothly, ‘How quickly Dumas’ vehicle was able to drive away.’

‘And where’s the vehicle now?’ Wells asked.

‘We are… not sure,’ Bahati said.

The room fell silent for a second or two.

‘Can I just get this straight?’ Wells said. ‘This guy Dumas is on your watchlist. He flies into Nairobi, hires a car, crosses into Tanzania, and disappears in broad daylight. Later, the car turns up at Manyara but then, presumably with Dumas inside, it disappears – again – leaving an Australian citizen dead. Is that the gist of it?’

‘We concede that the surveillance of Dumas did not go precisely to plan.’

Notwithstanding the sloppy policework Wells had summarised, Jones now understood Maghembe’s conviction that Wilson’s death – at whoever’s hand – was related to the stolen tanzanite, and she said as much. She asked Bahati whether anything at all was known about where Dumas’ vehicle had gone after it left Manyara.

‘Very little. The vehicle drove away at speed at twenty-two thirty, running down our officer as it did so. Wilson’s body was discovered soon after. Descriptions of Dumas and his vehicle were sent to all ports and border crossings with instructions to detain him on sight. Police from Arusha arrived at Manyara at oh one hundred and secured the site. No one was allowed in or out. Guests were informed when they arrived for breakfast. Apart from the pair who departed for the Serengeti, that is.’

‘What options would Dumas have for leaving Tanzania?’ Jones asked.

‘The closest international airport to Manyara is Kilimanjaro – where you arrived this morning. It’s two hours from Manyara. The nearest seaport is Tanga, an eight-hour drive. The nearest road crossing is into Kenya, at Namanga, three hours’ drive. There is no way Dumas could have reached any of these locations before the alerts were posted.’

‘And there’s been no sign of him since Tuesday night?’ Wells asked.

‘None,’ Bahati said. ‘He was booked on last night’s twenty-two thirty flight to Amsterdam from Julius Nyerere – that’s the international airport in Dar es Salaam.’

‘But he didn’t show?’ Wells said.

‘If he had, we would have him in custody,’ Bahati said. ‘I am convinced he is still in Tanzania. But he may be hard to find. A million square kilometres is a large area to search.’

Maghembe asked Lefèvre if he had anything to add regarding Dumas. Lefèvre shook his head.

‘Very well.’ Addressing the group, Maghembe said, ‘You are aware that tanzanite has great significance for Tanzanians. It is a precious stone unique to our country. It is ours, and ours alone. Examples such as those stolen from the Ministry are rare and their protection is of the highest importance.

‘The Arusha police force is pursuing two investigations with equal priority: the retrieval of the stolen tanzanite, and the bringing to justice of the person or persons responsible for the death of David Wilson. The investigations are linked by Wilson’s known involvement in tanzanite smuggling.

‘Furthermore, Dumas’ link to tanzanite smuggling makes him an immediate focus of both investigations. His presence at Manyara—’

‘Possible presence,’ Lefèvre said.

‘His presence at Manyara also makes him a person of interest to Lieutenant-Colonel Lefèvre. Is that not so, Lieutenant-Colonel?’

Maghembe had Lefèvre cornered. Lefèvre had no choice but to agree, which he did with little enthusiasm. If he thought that would mollify Maghembe, he was mistaken. Maghembe pierced him with a look and with surprising directness said, ‘I accepted your unsolicited offer of assistance in good faith. I assumed you would have information or access to resources that might expand upon what we already knew about Dumas, yet you have offered little. It is obvious that you knew of Dumas and his Amsterdam connections before Major Bahati spoke a few minutes ago. How you knew, I have no idea. Perhaps you are a better detective than you appear to be.’

Lefèvre leapt from his chair, but his protest fizzled in the face of Maghembe’s glare. Seething but impotent, he resumed his seat.

‘Furthermore,’ Maghembe continued, ‘I suspect you know yet more about the mysterious Fabien Dumas. Despite your protestations, it is my belief Dumas is a person of great interest to you.’

Lefèvre denied it all with a shake of his head, but Maghembe wasn’t done.

‘Now, if you wish to pursue any investigation of Dumas, you have a choice. You can work within Major Bahati’s operation, or you can return to France. I will not have you running a competing investigation.’

Lefèvre said nothing, his eyes locked onto some invisible object on the table in front of him. Jones, shocked by the attack Maghembe had launched on her friend, wondered why Lefèvre wasn’t pushing back. She remembered him as a man who would not take an attack on his character without a fight. Right now, he looked like a student caught cheating in an exam. Is there, she wondered, substance to what Maghembe said?

Jones and Wells had sat in silence throughout Maghembe’s tirade, and now Jones wondered if they were due the same treatment.

‘Commander. Agent Wells. Your situation is different,’ Maghembe said in a more conciliatory tone. ‘I expect you will want to inspect the scene of Wilson’s death and form your investigation around what you learn. However, regarding Dumas – who, I am certain, will be a person of interest to you also – you are subject to the same constraints as Lieutenant-Colonel Lefèvre. I trust that is understood?’

Bahati declared the meeting over. He leaned across the table toward Jones and Wells, and said, ‘I have assigned you a driver for the duration of your stay. He is waiting downstairs to take you to Manyara. Once there, ask for Sergeant Batenga.’

Lefèvre was halfway to the door, phone in hand, swiping at the screen, when Maghembe’s voice filled the room. ‘Before you all leave, there is something else I wish to share with you.’

Only when he knew he had everyone’s attention – including Lefèvre’s – did he continue.

‘Six blocks of tanzanite were sent to our Minister for Resources. Six exceptional specimens on six consecutive days. After that, no further stones were received. No notes. No explanations.’

‘You’ve already told us that,’ Lefèvre said impatiently.

Maghembe ignored him.

‘Perhaps not surprisingly, word of the six stones’ existence, and of their quality, reached the people of Tanzania. Rumours began.’

‘Rumours… of a seventh?’

‘Yes, Agent Wells. But it is not simply an exercise in counting.’ Maghembe paused, as if framing his words. ‘Have you heard of the Kilimia?’

Wells shook his head.

‘It is a cluster of stars – blue stars – that rises over the eastern horizon at dawn once a year. To the naked eye, the cluster has seven stars. Seven… blue… stars.’

Lefèvre threw up his hands. ‘Is this an astronomy lesson now?’

Again, Maghembe ignored him.

‘Kilimia is important because it appears each year with such regularity that ancient civilisations used it as a marker of the seasons. Here in east Africa, it told farmers when to plough the earth. But the ancients, of course, had no understanding of the true nature of stars. My ancestors thought the stars of Kilimia were gods, capable of miraculous feats. One Swahili myth says that each of Kilimia’s seven stars concealed a replica of itself within the Earth, a blue gemstone as bright and luminous as the star itself, a reward for the people who till the land. In time, each of the seven stones would be dug from the ground and presented to the ruler of the land, the king.’

Maghembe paused. Wells joined the dots. ‘And so far,’ he said, ‘six have been found and presented. Except it’s the Minister for Resources, not the king.’

‘Quite so,’ Maghembe said as though reluctant to agree with Wells’ second observation.

‘And the seventh?’

‘The seventh will outshine the other six combined.’

‘Another doubling,’ Jones noted.

‘Perhaps even more. The myth says it will be a stone of unsurpassable beauty.’

Lefèvre shook his head. ‘Isabella, they are just stories.’

‘I agree,’ said Bahati. ‘Even if we accept that a seventh stone exists, the rumours about it are totally far-fetched. They say it will emerge from the earth pristine – perfectly cut and polished. One version describes it as an orb twelve centimetres across weighing fifteen thousand carats. Three kilograms. That is just not possible!’

Jones watched Maghembe’s face as Lefèvre and Bahati dismissed the myth and the rumours. Their scepticism didn’t seem to bother him, though he clearly held a different view. For her part, Jones had no difficulty believing a seventh stone existed, but as to its size, her limited knowledge of tanzanite meant she had little idea of what was credible. She held out her hand, palm up, fingers slightly curled, and pictured the orb Bahati had described: a sparkling, blue ball of tanzanite. Could it be?

‘Has this seventh stone been found?’ Jones asked. ‘Is it sitting in a drawer somewhere waiting to be presented?’

‘That, Commander, is the question. No one knows. But why would the first six stones be presented if the seventh wasn’t, shall we say, available?’

‘Because real life and mythology are two different things?’ Wells said, eliciting grunted agreement from Lefèvre.

With her colleague having joined the detractors, Jones pursued what was now a two-person discussion.

‘Could the myth be just a story created to explain the existence of tanzanite?’ she asked, reframing Wells’ question.

‘The myth has been Swahili lore for a thousand years. Tanzanite was discovered in 1967.’

‘But how…?’

Maghembe smiled. ‘Nobody knows. Rather than explaining the presence of tanzanite, the myth predicted it. That is one reason it is so powerful. And why so many Tanzanian people believe the tanzanites sent to the minister are the first six Kilimia stones. It’s a question of faith. Some believe. Some do not.’

‘Do you? Believe?’

Maghembe did not hesitate. ‘I do,’ he said, looking into Jones’ eyes. ‘I have absolutely no doubt the seventh Kilimia exists. And when it is found, it will prove to be the most exquisite specimen of tanzanite ever known. However, my belief is neither here nor there. I have shared this piece of Tanzanian lore because it is possible that whoever sent the six tanzanites to the Minister did so knowing that parallels with the Kilimia myth would be drawn. If so, that strengthens the argument – as opposed to the belief – that the seventh exists. And it might tell us something about the sender.’

Jones nodded. She could not fault Maghembe’s reasoning.

‘Does the seventh Kilimia have a name?’

‘It is the only one of the seven that does. The Swahili call it Jiwe la Kilimia. Simply, the Kilimia Stone.’

Wells looked perplexed. ‘What about the other six? They’re Kilimia stones, too.’

‘They are. But to the Swahili people, the seventh is the only one that matters. Created by the brightest of Kilimia’s stars, it stands alone. It, alone, bears the name Kilimia.’

Again Jones nodded. ‘And do you think,’ she said quietly, ‘the Kilimia Stone will help us uncover the truth of David Wilson’s murder?’

‘Yes, Commander. I do.’


Geneva, Switzerland


Thursday 4 January, 9:30 a.m. (10:30 a.m. EAT)

The winter wind blowing off Lake Geneva stole most of the sun’s pale warmth, leaving little for the two men sitting on a bench by the shore.

One of the men lit a cigarette from its smouldering predecessor, which he crushed under his heel. The bench creaked as he shifted his considerable bulk.

The other, comparatively small, sat watching the water through wary eyes, left knee jiggling with cold or nerves or both, waiting for the blade to fall. He didn’t need to wait long.

‘It’s a total fuckup,’ Smoker said, his voice as icy as the wind that sliced through the branches overhead.

‘I wouldn’t—’

‘First you let someone steal my tanzanite—’

‘It’s not yours… technically—’

Smoker’s eyes bulged. Jiggler cowered.

‘—but we know who’s got it,’ Jiggler quickly added.

‘Oh, yeah. So you keep sayin’. The little frog.’

‘Bahati says he’s still in Tanzania.’

‘How the fuck would that little cunt know? And even if he did, why would you believe him? He’s throwin’ his own party – and we’ve not been invited, in case you hadn’t noticed.’ He halved his cigarette with a single wind-assisted drag. ‘And now Jones and the Boy Scout are sniffin’ around. How did that happen, for fuck’s sake?’

‘God, I don’t know. I’m not in charge of everything the AFP does. Anyway, it’s manageable.’

‘It’d better be. I’ve got a lot ridin’ on that stone, which means you’ve got even more. If you get my drift.’

‘Don’t worry. Jones won’t find anything.’

‘You think? I wouldn’t underestimate her if I were you. She’s smarter than you think she is. She’s certainly smarter than you are.’

With that, Smoker rose from the bench, adjusted his overcoat to block the worst of the wind, and set off toward his twenty-five-hundred-dollar-a-night suite at the Hotel des Bruges.


Mbutu, Tanzania


Thursday 4 January, 10:45 a.m.

Wilson’s murder was casting a long shadow over Dumas and Blackwell. Five hundred kilometres from Manyara and they were still under its gloomy pall.

Both had been convinced of two things as they had sped from Manyara on Tuesday night. First, they would have to dump Dumas’ Land Cruiser. The leopard would almost certainly have clocked their licence plate and reported it to the police (if he wasn’t police himself). Second, Dumas would have to disappear. It was his name on the rental agreement.

Blackwell’s plan was simple. Dumas would drop her as near to Arusha airport as they thought safe, then drive into the foothills of Mount Meru, to the north of Arusha. He would abandon the Cruiser and walk to a rendezvous three kilometres to the west, reaching it before first light. Later, Blackwell would pick him up in a car rented at the airport.

‘From then on,’ Blackwell had said, ‘I’ll be an adventure tourist travelling solo.’

‘And me?’

‘You’ll stay out of sight until we get to where we’re going.’

‘Which is where?’

‘A thousand kilometres west. Towards the shores of Lake Tanganyika.’

Dumas had not pushed for more. Blackwell would tell him when the time came. He trusted her.

He always had.

‘I’ll take everything of mine when you drop me,’ she had continued. ‘We can’t leave anything in the Cruiser that might identify me, or anything that might suggest you’ve had a passenger. I’ll also take the cooking gear, food for a week, some water, first-aid kit, maps.’

‘What about my gear?’

‘Walk away in the clothes you’re wearing. Take your phone. That’s it.’

‘Cards? Passport?’

‘Burn them.’


❖ ❖ ❖ ❖

 

Just before nine on Wednesday morning, Dumas had smiled in relief as a Toyota RAV4 with Blackwell at the wheel had approached the rendezvous.

Phase one of their escape was complete.


❖ ❖ ❖ ❖

 

The rest of Wednesday had been spent on the road, Blackwell driving, Dumas literally laying low on the back seat, trying to sleep in anticipation of being on watch that night. News services had covered the “Murder in Manyara”, as it had been dubbed, but, curiously, neither had broadcast Dumas’ name or even his description or nationality. The reports had simply referred to “a person of interest”.

 

By Thursday morning, Wilson’s murder was no longer the top news item, and Dumas was allowing himself to dream that the leopard had not recorded the Cruiser’s licence plate, or for some other reason had not reported it.

That dream evaporated when a message pinged onto his phone at 10:47, three hours into the day’s journey.

 

Tanzanian police suspect your involvement in murder of David Wilson and related theft of tanzanite. Your vehicle (and you?) were seen at Manyara Resort Tues night. A nationwide search is underway. I know you are innocent! Papa

 

He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly through puffed cheeks before reading the message to Blackwell, his voice quavering. When he reached the signoff, Blackwell swung her head around so fast she nearly put the car into a ditch.

‘What? How would he know…?’

‘Perhaps someone in the Gendarmerie told him?’

Their eyes met in the rear-view mirror, Dumas’ haunted, Blackwell’s thoughtful.

‘Hey,’ she said. ‘He hasn’t told us anything we didn’t already suspect. And the good news is they’re still looking for the old Cruiser. That’s something.’

‘Is it? It’s okay for you, Charlie. It’s not you they’re looking for.’

‘Don’t worry. I’ll get us home. In forty-eight hours, we’ll be back in France.’

Dumas nodded, but the fear in his eyes remained.

‘You should let him know,’ Blackwell said quietly. ‘Put his mind at ease.’

They drove on in silence for a few kilometres, before Blackwell said, ‘There’s a town up ahead. Mbutu. We’ll stop for fuel.’


Arusha


Thursday 4 January, 11:00 a.m.

Jones and Wells stepped from police headquarters into the bustling late-morning air of central Arusha. Their driver, Frank, was waiting. He guided them to the rear seat of an aging Toyota van parked nose to the kerb. Frank explained in broken English that the air-con wasn’t working, but that wouldn’t be a problem because of the large sliding windows. No matter that it’s thirty in the shade, thought Jones. Once seated, the AFP officers watched, with shared alarm, as Frank walked to the front of the van and pushed it rear-first into the chaotic stream of traffic heading west along Makongoro Road. Miraculously, cars and trucks either swung around the van or came to an obliging halt. Frank waved his thanks before hopping into the driver’s seat, engaging first with a crunch, and driving off. He checked his passengers in the rear-view mirror and made a questioning thumbs-up gesture. Jones and Wells looked at each other before responding in kind.

As they left the outskirts of Arusha, Jones figured it was safe to discuss the case. The Toyota’s engine was making such a racket there was no way Frank would be able to overhear.

‘What did you make of all the myths and legends?’ she said.

‘Stars turning into tanzanite? As if. You didn’t believe it, did you?’

‘No, of course not, but it’s not hard to believe there’s a link between Wilson’s murder and the stolen tanzanite. Nor that there’s a seventh stone out there somewhere. What’d you make of Lefèvre?’

‘Didn’t seem all that switched on, to be honest. Was he like that when you worked with him before?’

‘No. No he wasn’t. I remember him being sharp. Quick-witted. Nobody ever dominated him the way Maghembe did just now.’

‘Well, maybe he’s changed. Does it matter? We won’t be working with him.’

‘Maybe not, still I’m worried about him.’

‘Sorry Boss, but don’t we have other things to worry about? Other than some bloke you met four years ago?’

‘He’s not just some bloke. He’s someone I was quite close to—’

‘Yeah, well I worked that out—’

’And… it seems to me he knows more about this than he’s letting on.’

‘I’m with you there.’

Jones ignored Wells’ cynicism and let the mood settle for half a minute before continuing.

‘So, what do you think?’ she asked again.

‘About Lefèvre? Clearly, he knows something about Dumas. Maybe he knows him. Or someone who does.’

‘But he wouldn’t be on the case. The French wouldn’t’ve sent him. They would’ve sent someone else.’

‘We don’t know the French did send him,’ Wells shot back. ‘Maybe they didn’t send anyone. He just turned up, remember?’

‘But he wouldn’t have volunteered if he knew the prime suspect. He might give something away.’

‘Boss? For starters, he has given something away, or we wouldn’t be having this conversation. Second, maybe Dumas wasn’t the prime suspect when Lefèvre put up his hand. But more to the point, it’s why you would volunteer – to find out what the others know; maybe set some false leads. Unless you were a complete idiot, the odds would be in your favour.’

‘He’s not a complete idiot.’

‘There you go.’

‘OK. Let’s assume you’re right. Lefèvre knows Dumas, or someone close. What would you do?’ Jones asked.

‘I dunno, Boss. Like I said, I think we should be focusing on Wilson, and Manyara.’

Jones bit her lip and tapped her little finger in an agitated sort of way.

‘OK. You’re right… as usual,’ she conceded. ‘So, what do we have?’

‘That’s new? This whole piece about Wilson’s dodgy connections in Arusha and Dar es Salaam. There’s nothing about any of that in our AFP briefing.’

‘Do you think he was at Manyara to trade the Kilimia tanzanite?’

‘The six stolen from the ministry?’

‘Yes, those… and the mythical seventh. And there was something else. What did Wilson do to grab the attention of Maghembe and Bahati?’

‘Other than getting killed, you mean?’ Wells said.

‘That’s my point. They say they knew nothing about him until they found his body, yet then they dig up all that stuff about his trading connections in next to no time.’

‘You think maybe they know more than they’re letting on?’

‘More about why Wilson was killed, at least,’ Jones said. ‘Did you see Bahati’s reaction when Maghembe mentioned Wilson’s connections in Arusha and Dar es Salaam? He tried not to show it, but he was surprised by what Maghembe had to say. I got the feeling Maghembe was showing that he knew something his junior didn’t.’

‘Not that you’d ever do that, eh Boss?’

‘Haha. No, this is about Maghembe and Bahati. There’s less trust there than there should be – in both directions. Just something to think about, that’s all.’

 

They fell into contemplative silence. Tanzania rolled by the windows. To the north, volcanic mounts rose from the plain. To the south, unfenced pasture carrying zebra, impala and buffalo stretched to the horizon. They passed villages of circular thatched huts enclosed by walls of stone. Small block-shaped buildings lacking roofs and glass. Men in shorts and tee shirts, women in colourful wraps, walking beside the road far from any obvious origin or destination. Occasionally, Masai youths with blackened faces and white-paint markings.

Jones began to fade into jetlag-induced sleep.

‘One more thing,’ Wells said. ‘Why would we have Wilson’s prints on file?’

Without opening her eyes, Jones said, ‘That, Robbie, is an excellent question.’


Lake Manyara


Thursday 4 January, 1:00 p.m.

‘Mto wa Mbu,’ Frank said as the van drove through a small town.

Wells prodded Jones.

‘Not far to Lake Manyara.’

The Tanzanian landscape had changed while Jones was asleep. The endless green grass of the savanna had been replaced by a row of low buildings serving as shops, businesses, and homes; the highway by a rutted, potholed, red-earth street. Acacias provided thin shade. Dogs wandered everywhere. Chickens too. A strip of concrete fronting a roadside gallery displayed stylised paintings of long-limbed, long-necked people holding traditional Masai poses.

Soon, the buildings became more scattered and gave way to trees again. Jones thought they were heading out of town when Frank swung onto a narrow road cut through the scrub. A hundred metres later a sign suspended between two ancient trees confirmed their arrival at Lake Manyara Resort. The trunk of the tree nearest Jones bore marks suggesting a vehicle had recently failed to make it cleanly through the gap.
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