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PART ONE


   
      
      I

      
      Squeezed Between the Bush and the Ocean

      
      THE MANGROVES HERE IN northern Mozambique grow in the sea or on beaches that the sea reclaims sporadically. The sands they grow in are disinfected
         daily by the tide. The vast expanses of watery forest are clean, fresh and beautiful. Yet their name ‘mangrove’ has unfortunate
         connotations, conjuring up images of the sweet-water mangroves of other countries with their swamps, mud, mosquitoes and crocodiles.
         Images of the likes of Dustin Hoffman struggling to survive in their unhealthy vapours have helped give mangroves a bad name.
      

      
      Generically, sea mangroves missed a press opportunity and a world whitewashing when the tsunami devastated Asian coasts. Many
         of the damaged areas had until recently, been protected by mangroves. Had those mangroves still been there to break the force
         of the tsunami, thousands of lives and homes could have been saved. Alas, millions of hectares of mangroves have been destroyed
         in the past forty years and millions more are being wantonly cleared to make way for prawn farms and holiday resorts. Mangroves
         are an endangered species in need of protection. They are also inspiring plants to be around: quite literally, they effervesce
         the air and the water around them, thereby de-stressing every living creature near them. Their warm waters are a tactile lullaby.
      

      
      Fish know that these Mozambican mangroves are a good place to be and a good place to breed. The safe pools between their roots
         are the nursery of the Indian Ocean: a breeding ground of multicoloured fish, prawns, lobsters, starfish, crabs and picture
         books full of sea creatures all coexisting in an orderly fashion within this seemingly endless sparkling tepid bath. By day,
         shoals of miniature silvery fish leap out in what look like choreographed flashes. By night, tiny electromagnetic sparks light
         up the warm natural champagne in the salt rivulets and lagoons. It is as though nature were giving a slide-show on the natural
         harmony of land and sea and all their plants and creatures. Every aspect of the landscape exudes peace.
      

      
      When the local people disturb this harmony by taking life, they tend to pray for forgiveness. No crab, fish or chicken is
         killed without acknowledging the shame of disturbing the environment. Even nasty insects like the 15-centimetre-long centipede
         fatter than my thumb which dropped at my feet from an acacia tree one day are allowed to live. My first reaction was to kill
         it, my second was to imagine being sprayed by its juice if I did, and my third was to ask Adamji, a fearless guard, to kill
         it instead. But he picked it up with a stick and threw it far away muttering, ‘Let it live.’
      

      
      Adamji’s beneficence doesn’t extend to rats, which he chases and stabs with a sharpened bamboo cane without any qualms or
         regrets.
      

      
      Not all animals, it would seem, are God’s chosen creatures here. A few serve renegade masters, bad spirits – aminepani – and can be slaughtered without so much as a backward look. Some can be killed and the taking of their life absolved. Harming others, like the dolphin, the rare nashekura (a brown stork) and the common African crow, is strictly
         taboo. The same rules apply on land and sea and in the no-man’s-land between them. There are no borders here between the one
         and the other, and yet there is no doubt that the sea is the ultimate ruler.
      

      
      Very early on in my love affair with Mozambique, I learnt to respect both the mangrove and the tide. Instead of taking the
         long bush road to the Mossuril coast, I was coming in by sea with an itinerary I found so romantic that I got lost in the
         contemplation of it, to the exclusion of foresight.
      

      
      Morripa had called my partner, Mees, and me several times during the day to stress at what time a local fishing boat would
         pick us up on Ilha de Moçambique, the island harbour a few kilometres off the coast. And he called us again on Ilha with strict
         instructions to be at the fortress beach no later than 2pm to catch the sailing dhow back to Varanda, where Mees had just
         become a project owner. This was the first and only time I have disregarded our local hero’s advice.
      

      
      We were at what was then the only restaurant on Ilha, Reliquias, a cavernous and curious converted warehouse decorated with
         maritime relics and photographs of old Ilha. Mozambican restaurants in general are very slow to serve. So slow, in fact, that
         our idea of starting a College of Tourism grew in great part from the hours and hours of waiting in bars and restaurants for
         a very simple meal. Reliquias was no exception. When I lived in Venezuela it took me years to get used to the Latino concept
         of ‘mañana, mañana’. Here, with so many life-threatening obstacles between the waiter and any certainty of a tomorrow at all,
         slowness seems to spill over into the more secure realm of eternity.
      

      
      The delicious lobster we ordered and eventually ate that day almost had time to complete its annual migration from the moment
         we chose it to the moment it arrived on our table. Two o’clock came and went before there was any hint of the lobster heading
         our way. Over a bottle of chilled Portuguese rosé, with the smell of grilled fish wafting out of the blackened kitchen, it
         was easy to gaze at the gentle sea from the comfort of our palm-leaf shade and see no real urgency to get a move on. Why abandon
         our lunch after such a long wait in favour of trudging down to the beach under a burning sun to sail back on an empty stomach
         when there were still over three hours of daylight left?
      

      
      Morripa called yet again to remind us that the boat would be there from 2pm sharp. I thanked him and he thanked me: there
         are a lot of thank-yous traded in Portuguese. Then I reasoned that the dhow captain was getting paid for the day, so he would
         not mind whether he waited or sailed a few hours earlier or later. It wasn’t until after 3pm that lunch finally arrived and
         it was nearly 4pm by the time we got through the bill-paying ceremony and down to the dock.
      

      
      As planned, a small, chipped sailing dhow was waiting for us. The burly captain commented that the tide was not good now and
         the wind was frail and would slow down our crossing. We didn’t mind. It was a beautiful view, and the rosé gave everything
         an extra glow.
      

      
      Night fell while we were still at sea. The captain had somewhat understated the slowing down: we were becalmed for over an
         hour mid-channel. When a wind rose, it was a rough one and brought too many waves for us to be able to steer through the coral
         to Varanda. The captain explained he would have to take us to Cabaceira Pequena, from where we could walk through the mangrove
         back to our camp. This was not ideal because we were arriving from Nampula, the provincial capital, and had a lot of luggage with us, including
         a laptop and heavy film equipment. Under the circumstances, there was nothing we could do. The dhow had no motor and its course
         was dictated by the wind and waves.
      

      
      As we sailed towards the flickering pinpoints of oil lamps and the village, the boat leaked faster and faster. A boy in a
         ragged T-shirt and indecently wrecked shorts was bailing for all he was worth with a baobab seed scoop. We were the only sailing
         craft out on the sea. The captain kept calm and manoeuvred his home-made mast and sail and then punted us to the shore with
         the odd grumble about the perils of night sailing.
      

      
      As we clambered out of the boat into thigh-high water and waded onto the beach, hundreds of children lined the shore and stared,
         cheering and laughing. Three of the workers from Mees’s project at Varanda, who lived in the village of Cabaceira Pequena,
         were there to greet us, headed by Ibraimo, who took charge of most of the bags.
      

      
      Walking through the village to Ibraimo’s house brought several hundred more people onto the narrow street and a further swarm
         of half-naked children. We moved in a procession, dripping water from our disembarkation and hoping we would be able to head
         off quickly to camp. It had been a long day and the excitement had blended with the wine and the large lobster to induce a
         sudden need for sleep.
      

      
      In the old days, when the Mossuril coast was fashionable, visitors could fly in via the tiny airport of Lumbo. Subsequently,
         this facility closed down. Needing to take aerial photographs of the area, we had hired a private jet and flown down in great
         style to this disused airport in the bush. Being the one who organizes things, I was concerned beforehand how we would get from the airport to Ilha. We had luggage and it was a twenty-two-kilometre walk, including the
         four kilometres of road bridge. Mees assured me that local people would see us fly over and land and we could pay a local
         child to go and find us a lift into the island town. Having never flown into the unknown before, I wasn’t very happy about
         this; but sure enough, on arrival, a dozen children ran up to us and within half an hour, one of them had found a truck willing
         to give us a lift.
      

      
      With hindsight, knowing now how difficult transport is in Mossuril District, that lift was little short of a miracle. It would
         be quite possible to wait all day for a truck to pass and another day to find one that would change course for the airport
         to pick us up. But we had been lucky and our trip was going according to plan – until we decided to linger over lunch. Actually,
         we lingered over drinks before lunch and ate at a gallop.
      

      
      I asked Ibraimo if we could head on to Varanda soon but he was adamant that the crossing on foot was impossible for many hours.
         These were early days for me and Mees, and what we wanted had not yet fitted itself to what could or could not be. So we discussed
         our options and decided to brave the sea and get to Varanda before the tide got any higher. Ibraimo absolutely advised us
         not to do this. We knew from Morripa that the local people see the mangrove as taboo at night and are afraid of the restless
         spirits of their ancestors there. So we mistook Ibraimo’s reluctance for fear of spirits rather than fear of drowning. Neither
         Mees nor I had ever seen the mangrove in full flood from the village side and had no idea that when a Cabaceirian says, ‘Don’t
         go there,’ he means it. In the light of Ibraimo’s continued warning, I tried to call Morripa in neighbouring Cabaceira Grande
         to ask his advice, but the sing-song ‘Liga mais tarde’ (Call back later) showed that the phone network was down.
      

      
      We checked the distance to our camp at Varanda: it was less than two kilometres. We had three guides with us to help carry
         the bags and each of them crossed the same mangrove at least twice a day. We were wet and tired and not much enjoying being
         the Akunha – the white person, or outsider – entertainment for a large crowd of gawping children and teenagers, so we told Ibraimo we
         had decided to go anyway, and five minutes later we set off following his reluctant footsteps. There were many stars and the
         night was balmy but almost pitch black. A screech owl followed us for the first part of our way. A dozen of the children who
         had stuck to us like limpets from the time we disembarked also followed us to the edge of the inland water, but where the
         sand started to be wet and a hem of salt foam gathered, they drew back as though stung and ran away, whooping and shouting.
      

      
      We entered the mangrove at the end of the village beyond the ruined warehouses where a line of giant lilies grows between
         whitewashed stones to mark an ancient cemetery that is slowly being drawn back into the sea. The water was warm and gentle,
         but my Japanese thong slippers were not ideal water-walking shoes and the right one (which was looser) kept slipping off.
         Ibraimo offered to carry my laptop, but I decided that if anyone was going to drop it it had better be me.
      

      
      For the first fifteen minutes, with the water still only knee deep, Mees and I wondered what all the fuss had been about.
         Then, almost without warning, the water was waist-high. Ibraimo said we could still turn back and he advised us to do so.
         It was nice in the water, soothing and peaceful, and we didn’t want to turn back, so we overruled him and waded on.
      

      
      Only now, after several years of working together, would Ibraimo or any of the other guards have the confidence to put their
         foot down and defy their boss for safety’s sake. Back then, Mees was their new employer and no one dared countermand his will. Many Mozambicans lack self-confidence: their low self-esteem is borne of centuries of subjugation. No
         one talks much about the past brutality of the Portuguese, but the collective memory of it still weighs people down. In the
         Cabaceiras, to this day, not only will very few villagers contradict a ‘boss’, very few will stand up for themselves in the
         presence of any kind of authority.
      

      
      On the night in question, Ibraimo knew we were walking into doom but he didn’t dare insist that we stay back. He suggested
         it timidly several times, but he didn’t say, ‘If we go on we will all drown.’
      

      
      And Morripa knew that we had to get the boat by 2pm. He knew the tide would be impassable after that. By calling me with gentle
         reminders he was actually trying to say the same thing: it is dangerous to sail back later, but he too was wary of sticking
         out his neck.
      

      
      So we two stubborn Akunha were wading through the mangroves with the streaming tepid water up to our necks. I was balancing my laptop on my head while
         holding it steady with one hand. The moon was not up yet and it was dark. But for Ibraimo and the two guards ahead of us,
         I had no idea where I was heading. Mees had a torch which he used in a gentlemanly fashion to show me where to walk underwater.
         Ibraimo had said more than once that we were to place our feet exactly where he placed his. It is slow work wading through
         deep water, and what with my Japanese slippers and the laptop, I was slower than the others and kept lagging behind. Thankfully,
         Mees waited for me time and again until I caught up. One of my slippers finally got irretrievably lost, which meant I could
         keep up better but my bare right foot was prey to sharp coral rocks jutting out of the sandy bed.
      

      
      Mees knew the area and he also knew the guides, but, like me, he didn’t know where exactly we were and he didn’t understand a word of the local language. The water was streaming faster now and it was quite an effort to stay upright
         in places. Wading the two kilometres was taking much longer than we had imagined and our insistence on crossing now was no
         longer looking like the good idea it had seemed back in the village.
      

      
      Ibraimo and the guides were chattering as they walked. Some of the time it was clear that they were joking but their laughter
         sounded hollow in the night air.
      

      
      After a while, I couldn’t help asking myself what exactly I was doing there. My only answer was that, despite vowing not to,
         I had, unashamedly, come seeking adventure. It was exciting, because like Mary Kingsley in West Africa and Dr Livingstone
         in Malawi, I was aware of being somewhere where other travellers had not been. Unlike the intrepid European pioneer travellers
         from the past, we were not venturing into an unknown continent, nor would achieving our goals add anything significant to
         the world’s existing stock of knowledge, but at a personal level on our mini-voyage of discovery, it was exhilarating.
      

      
      Who can say to what degree life influences art or vice versa? Aged fifty, I certainly still don’t know the answer. All that
         is clear is that for me the two forces are inextricably entwined and regardless of what initiatives I take to lead a more
         ‘normal’ existence, it seems that adventure and I will continue to walk hand in hand. Like a Vaudeville player who has retired
         from the stage, I am now making yet another ‘last comeback’.
      

      
      Quite suddenly, Ibraimo stopped and pointed to the other two guides, who were shorter than the rest of us. When he pointed
         out (in Macua and sign language) that the tide had risen over their chins and was still rising, the exhilaration turned to
         rank fear. We had been wading for well over an hour. We could not turn back and we could not go on. We clambered onto a sharp coral rock shaped like a field mushroom and crouched on its cap while the current swept in.
      

      
      The water level rose swiftly and steadily. For the first fifteen minutes or so as we squatted on our rock, Ibraimo and the
         two guides seemed to find this hilarious. Their laughter and banter was reassuring. As time went by, the tide kept rising
         and more and more of our perch was submerged by fast swirling water, and the three Macua men grew increasingly sombre. At
         the point when they fell stoically silent I began to see that it was really in the lap of the gods whether we made it to dry
         land that night or whether we drowned. There is a Macua proverb that says, ‘God is truly the judge of all things,’ but if
         we drowned, we (the akunha) had dragged the guides with us, which was a sorry thought. Having just been sitting in Ibraimo’s house with some of his
         eight children, the idea of turning them all into orphans on a whim made our night jaunt look like a terrible mistake. While
         I sat on that rock, I am glad that I didn’t know then, as I do now, how many local people drown every year in the tide. Nor
         did I know that one false step can be deadly because it is riddled with whirlpools and sink holes.
      

      
      Because the locals were afraid of their wilder ancestors and marauding foreigners whose malign ghosts supposedly lurked in
         the mangroves, I kept trying to persuade myself that our guides were really more afraid of spirits than the incoming tide.
         The minutes of waiting expanded into smothering tension too fraught to deal with. I opted out by imagining myself to be a
         mere observer of other people’s plight.
      

      
      As the Polish writer Ryszard Kapuściński observed, time moves very slowly in Africa, because it doesn’t really exist in the
         same way as it does in the Western world. Days drift by in a continuum altered only by natural daylight and dark. Occasionally,
         something happens, and time clusters round that event. It becomes a momentary excitement, it gets inordinate attention, and then it slides into the collective memory as a landmark: a point in time.
      

      
      In general terms, once you accept the concept that things are neither fast nor slow, that they just are, it is incredibly relaxing. It is as though a straitjacket has been removed and hitherto unknown dimensions reveal themselves.
         Alas, I had not yet slid into that rhythm; it was still only two days since I had taken the long-haul flight from Amsterdam
         to Johannesburg. The consumer bonanza of South Africa’s number-one airport was still fresh in my mind and I was still fully
         into measuring time according to my Western medium. In the eerie moonlight, on our two square metres of coral island, it seemed
         clear that we would all be there for quite a while. So I used the interlude to observe and think.
      

      
      For reasons I could not explain at the time, my thoughts were unusually clear and I felt exhilarated. This is a known effect
         of being in a mangrove. The plants have air roots which generate so much oxygen that it has the combined effect of making
         you high and intermittently knocking you out into the deepest and most peaceful of sleeps. As I had walked through the water, I had several
         times had to fight the urge to slip under and sleep, as one might in a warm bath. On the rock, I got the other side, the zinging,
         extra-alert effect.
      

      
      Once my own fear factor subsided, I realized that I had sloughed off years of tiredness in less than an hour and I began to
         enjoy my predicament. My mood stopped on its road to euphoria every time I remembered that the villagers had watched us trudge
         past their mud and macuti (palm-thatch) huts that night with expressions which had struck me at the time as more like dread than ‘Cheerio!’ The ecstatic
         greeting we had received from several hundred jubilant villagers when our dhow was pulled to the shore had turned to something else entirely when we proposed wading through the mangrove. As we set off, my ability to partially
         read other people’s thoughts either let me down, or the thoughts got lost in translation. I had thought: We are breaking a
         taboo and they are trying to scare me, rather than seeing that we were breaking a safety rule and the villagers were scared
         for our lives.
      

      
      The memory of those looks, combined with the stoic but obviously growing gloom of our guides and my guilt towards them, began
         to unnerve me. When I mentioned this to Mees, he was very sanguine about it all, but he had spent thirty-one years as a news
         cameraman amid war, earthquakes, floods and riots. He suggested that, since we would probably have to stay on our safe haven
         for at least another hour, we crack open the box of patisserie I had bought that morning in Nampula. At which point, I remembered
         that I not only had my laptop and a box of cakes in the carpet bag I had been carrying on my head as we waded along the underwater
         path following the guides step by step like lobsters on a migratory path, I also had a thermos of coffee.
      

      
      So we unpacked our little picnic and the five of us ate in the moonlight. Our guides had probably never seen a thermos, coffee,
         a confectionery box or a chocolate cream sponge before in their lives. I thought they were shy when they refused second helpings
         of both the cake and the pre-sweetened espresso. With hindsight, people who have lived almost exclusively on fish, corn and
         manioc must have found my delicacies quite disgusting. Had I looked more closely, I would probably have seen them discreetly
         dropping the slices of chocolate sponge into the raging sea.
      

      
      Despite having travelled widely in search of a home, I have lived more as an experienced somnambulist than an active member of any society. Years of training have allowed me to get by while half my senses are asleep. That night, in
         a moment of truth, I found there was something so completely incongruous about drinking espresso while perched like a gannet
         mid-sea, in an environment in which I was to all intents and purposes nothing, that I woke up to life as though to a revelation.
         Far away somewhere, a screech owl staked its claim to the silent night and packaged the moment, so to speak. Above, the sky
         glittered with more stars than I had ever seen before.
      

      
      The tide eventually turned and instead of surging on towards the village, it began to move decisively back towards the sea,
         summoning all its slipstreams and rivulets. As the Macua say, ‘The sea has emptied again.’ Everywhere, nature adapted to its
         rule. Millions of crabs scuttled across thousands of rocks. Perched on our jagged outcrop, we were like giant crabs: dependent
         on and irrelevant to the majestic tide. The sensation of physical harmony with the surrounding was like another kind of wave.
         When the water finally ebbed enough for us to go on our way, slipping back into the tepid water was a sensation I cannot describe
         without the inevitable Californian overtones, because it was like a rebirth, a new baptism. I was a minuscule and insignificant
         part, but every part of me recognized a visceral, cerebral and spiritual affinity with that watery domain. So I knew, even
         then, before I had seen the stillness and beauty of where I was to go, that this wild and wonderful place was the place for
         me.
      

      
      Three hours later, standing on the edge of a lagoon cradled by white sand – with nothing but the murmuring ocean and whispering
         casuarina trees, swathed in warm air – I felt a huge relief knowing that all my days of running and seeking were over. This
         was what I had been looking for; and one day I would return to live and (hopefully) eventually to die there in that ancient,
         silent, magical place.
      

   
      
      II

      
      Dream Catching

      
      I JOKE SOMETIMES THAT I don’t drive a car because I am driven. In fact, I don’t drive and I am an obsessive seeker of goals. I was always looking
         for something and I didn’t know what that something was. I just knew, intuitively, that I’d recognize it when I found it.
         Find it I did in a place called the Quirinthe Peninsula just beyond Cabaceira Pequena on the northern coast of Mozambique.
         It is a place so remote that few have visited it since the time of Vasco da Gama.
      

      
      Local legend has it (with some corroboration from history books and some embroidery, no doubt, by the local community) that
         Vasco da Gama stopped on Mozambique Island (Ilha) and asked for water from the massive Arabian reservoirs there. The islanders
         pretended that they had none to spare and sent the Portuguese captain to neighbouring Cabaceira Pequena. He sailed the four
         kilometres of the Mozambique Channel and demanded water from the thriving Afro-Arabian trading village on the coast. Supposedly,
         a fight broke out between two of his unruly sailors and the local Cabaceirians, who refused to give their precious water away
         without due payment.
      

      
      So a thirsty Vasco da Gama sailed away again, to return the following year for vengeance. Together with a small fleet, he bombarded the hapless Macua-Arabic village, razing its coral-stone
         warehouses and buildings to a pile of rubble. To this day, the bleached coral ruins remain.
      

      
      Since then, few foreigners have been back. Across the mangrove, only three kilometres away, the Portuguese colonists built
         several palaces and both lived and traded in Cabaceira Grande for over two hundred years until their show town slipped back
         into the bush. At the turn of the twentieth century, having beaten the rebellious native population back into submission,
         they tightened the yoke and took up where they had left off, asset-stripping Mossuril for the greater glory of the King of
         Portugal. It was not until 1975 that Mozambique managed to free itself of the ensuing Portuguese colonial rule. After the
         colonists were unceremoniously expelled once and for all, the people left the Portuguese legacy virtually untouched. The villas
         and palaces of the former masters stand abandoned, the soap and palm-oil factories are derelict, cashew plantations grow untended,
         and former farmland has reverted to bush.
      

      
      However, in the first wave of colonization, back in 1569, the Portuguese built a stately church in Cabaceira Grande, which
         stands intact to this day, wedged between the seashore and a palm grove. This church of Nossa Senhora de Remedios has a garden
         of giant lilies beside it, around the tomb of an unknown conquistador. After the Portuguese left Mozambique over thirty years
         ago, the jungle crept quietly back over the village and pushed it back to a level of mere subsistence around the abandoned
         palaces and the church, which are the only testimonies on its mass of mud huts to it ever having been a town.
      

      
      Meanwhile, its sister village, which had been the victim of Vasco da Gama’s revenge, never recovered and sank further and
         further into obscurity. With its stocks and stores destroyed, it had nothing to sell. There was nothing to give and nothing to take.
      

      
      Out to sea, the lighthouse of Ilha de Goa beams its intermittent guidance to passing ships. The lighthouse is zebra-striped.
         There are no real zebras left here in the hinterland. Along with all the other game, they were outrun by hungry villagers
         in the years of famine when the rest of the country was at war after independence. It looks as though what is left is a half-memory:
         the zebra stripes are maroon and white and the only hint of black is where the annual rains have mildewed lime. The lighthouse
         itself is a relic from the past. After dark, the four-kilometre-wide Mozambique Channel is the exclusive domain of submarine
         creatures. On this once famed trade route, ships used to find their way to Mozambique Island and then Zanzibar and Goa, guided
         by the Table Mountain visible on the horizon. By day, fishing dhows and hundreds of dugout canoes bob on the normally tranquil
         surface. Long ago, by night, the sole light of Ilha de Goa steered ships away from the perilous coral reef. Now the lighthouse
         continues its slow blink and the treacherous coral rocks are still underwater in the narrow Mozambique Channel, but no ships
         pass by day or night.
      

      
      Around the full moon, a colour spectrum bleeds, seeping red, yellow and violet bands into the sky, tinting passing clouds
         a watery magenta. Around a full moon there is no need for a torch or lanterns, no need for candles or oil lamps because the
         moonlight is bright enough to read by. But for over a week around each new moon, no invisible hand throws the cloth of stars
         and it is so dark that on night walks one stumbles into trees and mud walls.
      

      
      I am wandering in the dark, feeling my way, getting hopelessly lost until Morripa, my friend and guide, leads me back once again to mysterious tracks known only to him and a few hundred closely related and mostly forgotten Cabaceirians.
         Morripa is the most mysterious of all the inhabitants here. His call has anchored me among the mangroves. By association,
         he has washed a veneer of acceptance over my otherwise outlandish status of Akunha. His guidance steers me through all of this unknown territory. It is he who has assembled a team here and who finds most
         of its new members. From Adamji to guard, Fatima to cook the beans and Mestre Canira to make doors and windows, shelves and
         chairs, Morripa is the recruiter. Like a conjurer, he can find most things. Unlike a conjurer (and given the dire isolation
         of this spot), he needs a few days for each request. But with that time (and by paying up-front plus transport), and by using
         his enormous network gleaned in his other lives, he can come up with anything from a bull to a helicopter, a tractor, a rabbit,
         a dinner service, tarpaulin, computer cable or anything else one can think of.
      

      
      Without knowing it when I first met him and pledged my support to his cause, Morripa is also a fellow dreamer and a fellow
         writer, workaholic, insomniac. While appearing to be the gentlest of men when, for instance, talking tête-à-tête with one
         of his twenty-seven children, there is also a fierce side to him which rarely shows. I know from his war record that he has
         been trained to strike deadly blows. I have seen his face set and his eyes narrow a few times and thereby seen why it is that
         no one messes with him. Mostly, though, in situations designed to provoke a saint, he stays incredibly calm and conceals all
         emotion, becoming as near invisible as flesh and blood can be. Lurking under the surface of all his diplomacy there is defensive
         violence, an iron will, a lot of poetry and a pureness of heart that often imbues mere proximity to him with spiritual feeling.
         If he were Jewish, he might be considered a Just Man, carrying the burden of other people’s woes. But he is Macua through, and through, and he lives as a dream-catcher devising plans and
         schemes for himself and his people and making them happen.
      

      
      Together, we are learning to pace ideas and actions. There are three of us, Mees (my partner), Morripa and me, sharing a vision
         too unlikely for many of our peers to see. By trial and error we take two steps forward and one step back in a dance whose
         steps we are partly copying and partly inventing. Sometimes Morripa or I shoot out in a false direction in what we call ‘Bridge
         over the river Kwai syndrome’. Then a simple action mushrooms into a feat of engineering, labour and sacrificed energy only
         to collapse shortly afterwards. Mostly, though, we have found a good rhythm and a balance between talking about things, planning
         them and actually getting them done.
      

      
      I am on the edge of the known world, surrounded by seawater yet not on an island. Twice a day the tide floods the mangroves
         enclosing villages. The Indian Ocean is so pristine here it is clear enough mid-channel to see thirty metres down to the seabed.
         Starfish, occasional sea urchins, corals, lobsters and sea creatures ranging from grey blobs to marlin, dolphins and whales
         inhabit the channel. To sail over them seems like watching an endless Discovery Channel documentary close up on a wide screen.
         Only at sea are we truly equal: if the leaking dhow capsizes, we will all drown. The sea is no respecter of persons. Although
         high winds bring the same gloomy fears to all the passengers, the crossings are usually relatively safe. So long as the bailer
         keeps bailing and the crew and passengers keep shifting their combined weight from side to side, laughter echoes across the
         waves from the various boats. Fair winds trigger hilarity and foment excited debates.
      

      
      After my first dozen crossings, the women perched at one end of the dhow ceased to stare at me with anxious wonder and their emaciated menfolk ceased to resent my presence on their boat. Akunha are supposed to charter their own vessels. The four battered local ferries are the domain of native Cabaceirians. A couple
         of times, in the early days, I was challenged by the captain of the early ferry as to why I was trespassing. When I explained
         that I had come to live among them and therefore was not, technically, an outsider, the captain pointed out that I could never
         be one of them because I was rich and they were poor. One early morning he told me, ‘This ferry is for local people only.
         The price [ten MTS = forty USD cents*] is for us. You have more money so you should pay more.’
      

      
      One of the other passengers, an old man from the village with bloodshot eyes and a scar on the side of his neck where something
         nasty had obviously been surgically removed, stood up for me. The captain listened to him attentively and even half-smiled
         at me to encourage my continued efforts on behalf of his village, but he stood firm on his first point: ‘The Akunha can afford to pay more, so she should.’
      

      
      Several other passengers agreed with this, while a few others joined my scarred and aged defender. In the typically democratic
         manner of village meetings, with a dhow acting as a forum, the captain then turned back to me and invited me to share my thoughts
         on the state of our relative wealth. By this time, we were quite far out to sea, so stepping out and running to Morripa for
         his usual protective mantle was not an option. He takes Draconian measures against anyone who attempts to rip off me or the
         college we are creating. I supposed I could stubborn it out and refuse to pay more money but a mixture of feelings surged
         up and all of them pointed to the captain actually having a good point. Alone on that ferry, wedged between a flock of skinny
         people in rags, I could afford to pay more to sail to Ilha. The captain and crew worked hard for their pittance. Whenever
         a boat was becalmed, the crew would row, if need be, from shore to shore. And lastly, the charter fare for tourists sailing
         from Ilha was 400 meticals, which was forty times more than I was proffering and the wizened captain was rejecting. I capitulated
         and doubled my fare, thereby pleasing all but my champion who grumbled about my lack of spirit the rest of the way. However,
         the captain was delighted and took it upon himself to teach me Macua in return for my largesse. This he did, and still does,
         imparting words very slowly and with firm condescension as though my failure to speak his language is the proof of my mental
         inadequacy. He nods encouragement to me as to a dog with a stick.
      

      
      ‘Ma – sca – mol – o. Say it, come on, bit by bit, ma–sca–mol–o.’

      
      Failure to comply and repeat brings out the disciplinarian in him, expressed in stern disappointment and a refusal to acknowledge
         me for the remainder of the voyage. Repeating my word of the day breaks his tree-bark face into a wide smile and a doggie
         pat for me. When he is pleased with me as a pupil, he turns to praise my progress to his other passengers. I do not let on
         that I already understand a lot of what is said in Macua, so his invariable comment of, ‘You see, she might be different but
         she isn’t stupid,’ is the nearest I come to a compliment in my new bush home far from the gallantries of Paris or Rome. Over
         the following year, this particular captain and I spent many hours conversing on many crossings to Ilha and back. We never
         made it on to name terms: he was always ‘O Capitano’ and I was always ‘A Akunha,’ but in our way we became friends. My name is less confusing than his. There are dozens of capitanos in the Cabaceiras but very few Akunha, of whom my daughter, Lolly, and I are the only ones to actually live here now. Telepathy and intuition play a great part
         in local conversation. Thus everyone else seems to know exactly which capitano is being referred to and which boy, which girl, which mother and which uncle, despite calling all boys muido (boy), and all girls menina (girl), all women mae, and all men tio (uncle), irrespective of any family tie. I was quite disconcerted when the first dozen students at the college here started
         calling me ‘my mudder’ until I realized that all women become ‘mother’ (mae), albeit in name only, once they cease to be a girl, and the name is a sign of affection and respect.
      

      
      I rest my bare feet on sacks of manioc and baskets of live prawns with cloth bundles wedged behind and beside me as we loll
         across the sea. Far out, there are pools of startling turquoise in the mostly still water. Along the shoreline, a ribbon of
         pale beaches stretches north and south for hundreds of kilometres. For miles out along the coast there are strands of shallows
         in which flamingos and fishermen wade, gathering edible treasures from the rich seabed. Between them and the shore there are
         thickets, woods and forests of red and white mangroves. These marine trees have barnacles encrusted on their trunks and branches
         up to the high-tide mark. Their lush green tops are the nesting places of egrets and pelicans, gulls, storks and thousands
         of other birds that rise in startled flocks each time a sailing dhow punts by or a dugout canoe scarcely bigger than the muscular
         fisherman inside it paddles past the red lattice of hanging roots. The red mangroves have arched stilts. Their branches are
         beloved of egrets, which rise and flee as we glide by. Seabirds fly in circles, and then return to their perches to guard
         their watery realm. The air roots from the seedlings, saplings and large trees thrust up through the sand in knobbly spikes. These roots form palisades through which
         the fishermen have worn down a maze of narrow, almost invisible paths. Only the fishermen and the ferrymen know which paths
         are safe to follow and when it is safe to follow them as the tide comes rolling in.
      

   
      
      III

      
      Parallel Lives

      
      BEFORE I LEFT ITALY – my adoptive country for twenty years – I pulled the pragmatic side of my character to the fore and planned my immediate
         future (for a seven-year stretch) like a military campaign. Then in the winter of 2000, in a reasonably orderly fashion, I
         moved to Paris and then to the Netherlands with my youngest daughter, Lolly (who was nine at the time).
      

      
      Chastened and galled by having lost numerous court battles, the roof over my head, and the sleeves, at least, of my shirt,
         I was hell-bent on avoiding further escapades. I chose rather to immure myself in the business world under the tutelage of
         solid business people. I chose to do this in Amsterdam, a solid northern European business city.
      

      
      In some ways, it would be hard to find a more down-to-earth approach to life than that of the Dutch. I had no idea that by
         choosing to make this exotic downshift I was actually launching myself into the biggest and most exotic challenge I have ever
         met: Mozambique. And yet, by a series of coincidences, I was launched into and have subsequently embraced life on the edge
         on a stretch of coast along the Indian Ocean.
      

      
      There was a Dutch-African overlap during which I lived a double life: quite simply, day by day, I was a writer who lived in
         the heart of Amsterdam in the beautiful Villa Einstein overlooking a canal. And by night I was the person who ran a community
         college on the edge of the Indian Ocean, arranging for sacks of rice to be transported from Nampula to the college kitchens
         and for tree trunks to be shipped in from Nacala. A construction team of local builders were (and still are) working their
         way through the derelict rooms of what used to be a Portuguese naval academy, restoring them into classrooms and kitchens,
         dormitories and offices. The minutiae of one life and the other have made kaleidoscopic patterns in my mind.
      

      
      Now, as I wait for sporadic gusts of breeze to waft through the doors to my ballroom office, with so little contact with the
         outside world, it seems hard to believe that for two years, every Wednesday, I flew from Schipol to London and was a film
         producer, Monday to Friday, from nine to five. I was a businesswoman stealing time from board meetings and banks to be a writer
         again. By night, though, and every time I could get away – even for a few days – I did what I have always wanted to do. I
         lived my fantasies to the full.
      

      
      That may sound like sheer selfishness. And yet on the other hand I know that if I describe the work I do in Mozambique, the
         schools Teran Foundation is setting up, the farms we are planning, the water projects and my consultancy for the railroads
         and tourist projects there, then it might look as though, on the contrary, I were a selfless person. The truth is neither
         one nor the other. It lies in the balance of give and take. I give everything I have and am and can do. I take the most wondrous
         times and happiness as I have never known it before.
      

      
      Every time I look out across the palm groves that flank the college on two sides, I am reminded that nothing about my life up until 2002 has been as surreal or as magical as what
         I am doing now. Be it the beauty, the spirituality, the harmony, the friendship or just the warm weather and warm water and
         great beaches here: a combination of all has captivated me and it holds me in a grip no other place has exercised before to
         this degree. As a farmer, my work lies in coaxing new (to Mossuril) crops to grow in this salty sandy soil. And as a writer,
         my work lies in sifting through and selecting nuggets from an endless seam.
      

      
      I have always come to know other villages from the edge in, unfolding their secrets with less clinical eyes than I have cast
         over the Cabaceiras. But then I have always passed through other villages, pausing for however long as a mere visitor and
         not with the intention of helping them out. This time, I had to establish what was missing so as to be able to help fill the
         gaps. The Cabaceiras have been both blessed and cursed by their isolation. They were blessed by being outside of the seventeen
         years of war after independence, by having had (to date in 2007) less than a dozen known cases of HIV/Aids, by being shielded
         from most of the ills of the West; but they are cursed by missing out on nutrition, transport, education, healthcare, jobs,
         basic technology and most basic consumer goods. Any form of communication beyond the village is a challenge.
      

      
      An incongruous factor of such isolation is that the area has mobile phone coverage. Landline telecommunication might not have
         reached this particular bit of the East African coast, but the mobile phone has. Mozambique has a national network called
         M-cell which reaches right into the mangroves, even mid-channel when sailing to Ilha. Possession of a mobile is not only an
         enormous status symbol, but a unique and essential link to the outside world. Where mobile phones in the West are used more
         as business appendages and/or as the conveyors of continuously updated tittle-tattle to the exclusion of normal one-on-one conversation,
         a mobile in the bush is a life-saving device. However, there is a wide gap between its potential and reality.
      

      
      Like Italian teenagers who dangle car keys to nonexistent cars to show off their macho prowess, many local mobile phones are
         unavailable for use in critical moments due to lack of credit. The phones are topped up with two-or three-dollar cards, the
         purchase of which exceeds most family budgets. Those who can afford them tend to abuse their phones as rampantly as any Western
         teenager. Yet because most people cannot afford them and are therefore not used to phoning out, the use of the treasured mobile
         remains mysterious. When a new top-up credit has been installed, the ensuing glee is immediately shared. Any Mozambican with
         a mobile phone will use it to exchange inanities without any mobile etiquette at all. And no matter how inopportune a phone
         call might be, the idea of switching off a phone that works is inconceivable, as is the possibility that one might not answer
         a call.
      

      
      When the tsunami devastated so much of the Asian coast, the local people here knew something strange was happening because
         the tide streamed in and out of the mangroves in rapid succession. Such a thing had never happened before. It didn’t cause
         any damage though. It was a talking point: a moment of wonder. I was in Holland at the time and my first thought was of the
         Cabaceirians. I was able to call Morripa and ask if everyone was safe; he described the double tide to me.
      

      
      So if the village were less poor, and if top-up phone credits were available more locally, and if phone parts such as batteries
         and chargers could be supplied there, and if there was electricity to recharge the batteries or solar energy to replace that, then in theory all the villagers could be linked by mobile phone to the rest of the world.
      

      
      Morripa and about a dozen of his fellow village leaders have mobiles. There is no clearer sign that a person is upwardly mobile
         than such a possession. A man with a ‘rooky tooky’ (a bicycle) is a man to be reckoned with, but a man or woman with a mobile
         is in a higher class of achievement altogether. Horrendous ringtones are part and parcel of this elevated status. Deep in
         the bush, a carpenter or one of the Varanda workers will let their ‘Peer Gynt’, ‘Auld Lang Syne’ or ‘La Cucaracha’ ring repeatedly
         rather than rush to answer the offending mobile, just to enjoy the moment and share their good fortune with their friends
         and family. Every time I take my own phone out of my pocket and fiddle with my text messages, I see admiring eyes appraise
         my little silver Samsung. Because Lolly and I each have a mobile, and Mees has a stunning three of them, we are people who
         have made it.
      

      
      Being a writer doesn’t bring much credit in an area where there are no books to speak of. Not only are there no books, there
         are no bookshops or libraries, and, worse still, there are hardly any schools. A Cabaceirian can study to fourth-year primary;
         then the education system stops. Elsewhere in Mozambique this is not the case, but here behind God’s back there is nowhere
         to go to get an education. Newspapers don’t reach here and the internet has yet to arrive (waiting, no doubt, for electricity
         and telephone lines to precede it).
      

      
      There is much talk in town of a new system called ‘blabla’, a wireless radio phone which is to come our way any day. So far,
         I have bought two bla-bla phone faxes and both were dead on arrival with irreversible faults that did not allow them to work
         either in town or out of it. However, with patience, this seems to be the way of the future, and in some kind of African timescale which will not be tomorrow, and which cannot name the day in the future when the miracle will
         occur, I believe that a new link to the great beyond is about to form.
      

      
      Because the whole concept of telephones is new, many people with a limited circle of friends with phones have little idea
         how to use the magical object. Advice is freely given about how one should be held, used, kept and cosseted. Most of this
         advice comes from hearsay. Many people believe that this miraculous ‘talkie talkie’ must be moved continuously from ear to
         mouth. Others swear by holding it like a microphone. And when one breaks down (often), there is always someone ready to take
         it apart with a homemade penknife while a chorus of friends stand by to bewail the almost inevitable demise of that particular
         piece of technology.
      

      
      Every day, someone will call me and launch into a conversation that makes no sense to me and has no context without the caller
         identifying his or herself. When I ask, ‘Who am I talking to?’, the answer is simply, ‘Me.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, but who is me?’

      
      ‘I am.’
      

      
      ‘But who are you?’
      

      
      ‘I am me.’

      
      ‘But what is your name?’

      
      ‘What are you saying? This is me! I am talking to you.’

      
      And so it goes on, consuming the little yellow top-up cards from M-cell and quickly bringing whoever that ‘me’ was to the
         end of their credit. Thus everyday phone calls are imbued with life’s mysteries. The age-old search for identity is there,
         the philosopher’s riddle permeates. Existence attempts to base itself on audio reflection: you must know who I am because
         you can hear me; I exist because you can hear me. Thus the sheer joy of talking into a phone overrules the need for the speaker to identify him-or herself or to stand by the idea that speech per se is not communication
         and only becomes that when someone else understands what has been said.
      

      
      I hear the drums beat and relay their sound, slow and steady, filtering through the groves of palms and mango trees. The rhythm
         quickens, joined by new beats as more dried gazelle skins are pounded and more villagers gather round in ways that are known
         to them all, and which have been handed down religiously through the centuries by spoken words and gestures. While much of
         the rest of African culture was observed and anthropologically dissected, analysed, recorded and transported as a curio to
         the West, this Macua culture has survived unspoilt, unknown to us and untouched. As it unravels (and unravel it does) to reveal
         so many of its secrets, I feel so excited about sharing them that I am calling out of the bush as an anonymous caller. In
         this tale filtered through an ‘I’ and a ‘me’, I have so far assumed that you must know who I am because you can hear me.
      

      
      Pre-empting the ‘Yes, but who are you?’ question, let me say that I am a writer who was once a farmer and has become a farmer again, and who has always been
         a rootless person in search of a place to call home. I was born and brought up in London, but my absent father is South American
         and can claim kinship across half the world. I started writing as a child and have been writing ever since (mostly novels,
         but also short stories, autobiography and travel writing). I was brought up in London in the 1950s by a mother who longed
         to be somewhere else.
      

      
      From within a paradoxically close yet dysfunctional family (made up almost exclusively of females), I developed an intense
         clan spirit combined with an obsessive obligation to follow unorthodox paths. By proxy, my duty was to live life to the hilt, to make a mark and to do all the things my mother
         had been thwarted from doing. Apart from skipping school and indulging in minor childhood delinquency, for years I fulfilled
         this mission in an almost constant daydream. My expectation of how life should be was so rarefied that I managed to squeeze
         a few lives into the 1970s without really noticing them pass by. During that decade, I was benignly stalked by, and cradle-snatched
         by, a Venezuelan revolutionary and taken to his inherited lands in the Andes, and I became a farmer and a mother, a writer
         and then a refugee without realizing that that was my life, rather than the other more elusive dreams I was endlessly chasing.
      

      
      While I lived in the Venezuelan Andes, I spent many hours crying, secretly bewailing the fact that life had passed me by.
         When I returned to England and found literary success, it took me as many years again to come to terms with other people’s
         fascination with what had been, for me, a deep emotional trauma and eventual awakening, and over two thousand days of drudgery
         interspersed with an occasional highlight.
      

      
      Then, by drifting from one country to another and one adventure to another with three children in tow, I lived for twenty
         years basking in the complacency of minor success. A few of my books made it on to bestseller lists but none rushed to top
         those charts. More critics were kind than brutal, and although my fame was more for the strange life I led than for the books
         I wrote, it was fame enough to keep me endlessly afloat. However, when I reached the age of fifty and took stock of myself,
         I was disconcerted to see how ill my dreams matched my achievement.
      

      
      My life has been cocooned by unusual good luck and dogged by misfortune (sometimes simultaneously). The intensity of each
         frame of each scene has often excluded my seeing the bigger picture. Swathed in good intentions, I bumbled along in what often appeared from the outside to be a streamline,
         but which was actually a survival tactic. I could have continued bumbling to the end of my days and few would have been the
         wiser, but I was born greedy for experience, and when I scratch the surface of my own skin, I remember that I have always
         wanted more. The knocks I have received should have probably woken me up before, but, somewhat shamefully, they didn’t. I
         had to pinch myself awake.
      

      
      Successful writers receive a lot of praise and (despite some ups and downs in the reception of my sixteen books) so too have
         I. The modern cult of the writer makes praise for work written spill over into something much more personal. Fans of a book
         often become fans of the author, creating a halo-cum-swaddling band round the writer in praise of his or her life’s achievement.
         Although I did not set out to be an ‘autobiographical writer’, explaining how I got into some of the places where I have been
         often seemed like the only way of introducing a reader into that world. Several of my books have revealed a great deal of
         personal detail, thereby inviting friend and foe alike to know me at a remove. Although the goodwill of strangers has been
         a sustaining factor I have often felt grateful for, it has also made me feel uncomfortable. Other than make a bit of an effort
         here and there, apart from writing and bringing up three children (all of which I enjoyed immensely), I haven’t really done anything.
      

      
      I was present when others were doing. I worked hard on the Venezuelan hacienda but I would have had to have a heart of stone
         not to. After leaving the Andes, the effort and organization I put into my domestic life were almost sufficient to run, if
         not a small country, at least a small town. It wasn’t that I wanted to go into politics or run for mayor anywhere, but I felt my efforts could be better used elsewhere.
      

      
      Long ago in Venezuela, I had made a foray into community service and worked closely with a group of isolated villagers. But
         far from being a success story, it was a failure for which I have felt consumed by guilt. In a world of give and take, I got
         far more than I gave. My engagement with life began there and although I retained elements of somnambulism after I left, before my seven years of hard labour in the Andes I was like someone from another planet. And no matter what good deeds I did while
         I was there as the teenage mistress of my mostly absentee husband’s hacienda, I championed a cause and then abandoned it.
         I didn’t stay there: I ran away. After seven years in an increasingly violent marriage, I saved myself, my sanity and my daughter.
         With hindsight, I still don’t see what else I could have done (although, of course, I could have not married a complete stranger
         and not gone to South America in the first place).
      

      
      After I make all my own excuses, there is still the moral issue of what I was doing in a place of such abject poverty: the
         Andean hacienda was firmly rooted in Andean snobbery in which I was the lady of the manor and the people I worked with were
         hardly better off than serfs. The only lasting mark I made there was in the hearts of a handful of people. I know that most
         of the socio-economic changes I made came undone and unravelled like a half-finished jumper caught on a fence within months
         of my leaving.
      

      
      Then, three decades later, in Holland, while it seemed strange to live two such different but parallel lives, the strangest
         thing was that all the apparently disparate things I had done so far (from restoring palaces to farming avocados) served as
         ideal training for my new life. After nearly thirty years of searching, I have finally found the place I was looking for,
         and in so doing I seem to have found myself. This is the second chance that so rarely comes around and which I am determined not to blow. Long ago, I had a place, the hacienda,
         and it made sense to me. Now, once again, I have the chance to make a mark in the hearts of some fine people. And once again,
         I have the chance to be their catalyst for change. Given this new opportunity to stand by them, in so doing I can lay my own
         ghosts to rest in their heavily haunted mangrove.
      

   
      
      IV

      
      If Not Now, When?

      
      BACK IN 1998 AND 1999, while living in Italy embroiled in court cases, I sat by my telephone in Umbria, waiting for one or other of my numerous
         lawyers to ring, and I had hundreds of hours in which to plan a new life. It didn’t take me much reflection to realize that
         the two areas in which I felt I had truly failed were in my search for an ‘ideal’ partner and in getting into any active philanthropy.
         On the former count, after three marriages and various affairs, it had become blatantly obvious, to me at least, that I was
         hopeless at choosing anyone with whom I could delight in sharing either my life or dreams.
      

      
      I always used to be attracted to people who lived on the edge. Whether that edge was approached by their passion for art or
         their proximity to mental instability was not something I had weighed in the balance. More importantly, nor had I weighed
         the fact that even when that edge was given exclusively by a passion for art, as was the case with my last husband, the painter
         Robbie Duff-Scott, such a drive leaves little over, in real terms, for someone like me who is seeking a great deal of emotional
         and moral support. One of my millennium New Year resolutions was to stop seeking what I so obviously could not find.
      

      
      Another resolution was to stop being passive and take action. I took steps to change my life in such a way that I could repair
         my fortunes and set off to sub-Saharan Africa to fulfil another dream. Because no matter which way my thoughts turned, one
         remained as a steady backdrop to all the others: come what may, I was determined to set up a chain of African schools and
         libraries. This particular goal had been in the back of my mind for over twenty years. It started long before I had ever been
         to Africa. It had been further shaped during ten years of travelling in West Africa; and had grown from a whim to an obsession.
         A lack of funds, know-how or help did nothing to deter it. It was a stubborn plan and it wouldn’t go away. It really did not
         fit with my then predicament in Italy; but I knew all about stubbornness, and rather than try to quash it, I decided to shape
         my life around it instead.
      

      
      Last but not least, as the millennium dawned, I promised myself to actually carry out my New Year resolutions, instead of
         just thinking them and then letting them get shoved aside by other things.
      

      
      To which end, I went from one extreme to another: from searching for love to absolutely closing down my personal body shop
         and refusing to even contemplate a date, let alone a new partner. Soul searching, I had discovered that I seemed to consistently
         confuse a need to help and a pleasure in so doing with my relationships. The solution to both seemed to lie in the same direction:
         I should actively work in charity and stop mistaking marriage as a way-station for the International Red Cross.
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