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      Chapter One

      
      On a Hot Day We Dream of Tea

      
      In Botswana, home to the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency for the problems of ladies, and others, it is customary – one might
         say very customary – to enquire of the people whom you meet whether they have slept well. The answer to that question is almost inevitably that
         they have indeed slept well, even if they have not, and have spent the night tossing and turning as a result of the nocturnal
         barking of dogs, the activity of mosquitoes or the prickings of a bad conscience. Of course, mosquitoes may be defeated by
         nets or sprays, just as dogs may be roundly scolded; a bad conscience, though, is not so easily stifled. If somebody were
         to invent a spray capable of dealing with an uncomfortable conscience, that person would undoubtedly do rather well – but
         perhaps might not sleep as soundly as before, were he to reflect on the consequences of his invention. Bad consciences, it
         would appear, are there for a purpose: to make us feel regret over our failings. Should they be silenced, then our entirely human
         weaknesses, our manifold omissions, would become all the greater – and that, as Mma Ramotswe would certainly say, is not a
         good thing.
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe was fortunate in having an untroubled conscience, and therefore generally enjoyed undisturbed sleep. It was her
         habit to take to her bed after a final cup of redbush tea at around ten o’clock at night. Mr J. L. B. Matekoni, her husband
         and by common consent the finest mechanic in all Botswana, would often retire before her, particularly if he had had a tiring
         day at work. Mechanics in general sleep well, as do many others whose day is taken up with physically demanding labour. So
         by the time that Mma Ramotswe went to bed, he might already be lost to this world, his breathing deep and regular, his eyes
         firmly closed to the bedside light that he would leave for his wife to extinguish.
      

      
      She would not take long to go to sleep, drifting off to thoughts of what had happened that day; to images of herself drinking
         tea in the office or driving her van on an errand; to the picture of Mma Makutsi sitting upright at her desk, her large glasses
         catching the light as she held forth on some issue or other. Or to some memory of a long time ago, of her father walking down
         a dusty road, holding her hand and explaining to her about the ways of cattle – a subject that he knew so well. When a wise
         man dies, there is so much history that is lost: that is what they said, and Mma Ramotswe knew it to be true. Her own father,
         the late Obed Ramotswe, had taken so much with him, but had also left much behind, so many memories and sayings and observations,
         that she, his daughter, could now call up and cherish as she waited for the soft arms of sleep to embrace her.
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe did not remember her dreams for very long once she had woken up. Occasionally, though, an egregiously vivid dream
         might make such an impression that it lodged in her memory, and that is what happened that morning. It was not in any way
         a bad dream; nor was it a particularly good dream, the sort of dream that makes one feel as if one has been vouchsafed some
         great mystical insight; it was, rather, one of those dreams that seems to be a clear warning that something special is about
         to happen. If a dream involves lottery tickets and numbers, then its meaning is clear enough. This dream was not like that,
         and yet it left Mma Ramotswe feeling that she had somehow been given advance notice of something out of the ordinary, something
         important.
      

      
      In this dream she was walking along a path in the stretch of bush immediately behind Tlokweng Road Speedy Motors, the building
         that the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency shared with Mr J. L. B. Matekoni’s garage. She was not sure where she was going, but
         this did not seem to matter as Mma Ramotswe felt happy just to be walking along it with no great sense of having to reach
         a destination. And why should one not walk along a path, particularly a comfortable path, without any idea of getting anywhere?
      

      
      She turned a corner and found herself faced with a large acacia tree, its foliage extending out like the canopy of a commodious
         umbrella. To dream of trees is to … to long for trees, and finding herself under the shade of this tree would have been enough
         to make the dream a satisfactory one. But there was more to it. Underneath the tree, standing in such a position that the
         mottled shade of the leaves all but obscured his face, was a tall, well-built man. He now stepped forward, held out a hand
         and said, ‘I have come at last, Mma Ramotswe.’
      

      
      And that was the point at which Mma Ramotswe awoke. The encounter with this stranger had not been threatening in any way; there had been nothing in his demeanour that was suggestive
         of hostility, and she had not felt in the slightest bit anxious. As for what he said, she had simply thought, even if she
         had not had the time to say it, Yes, it has been a long time.
      

      
      For a few minutes after waking, she had lain still in bed, mulling over the dream. Had the man been her father, then the dream
         would have been easy to understand. She knew that she dreamed of her father from time to time, which was only to be expected,
         given that not a day went past, not one day, when she did not think of that great and good man, the late Obed Ramotswe. If
         you think of somebody every day, then you can be sure you will dream of him at night; but it was not him whom she encountered
         under that acacia tree – that was very clear. It was somebody quite different, somebody she sensed was from a long way away.
         But who could that be? Mma Ramotswe did not really know anybody from a long way away, unless one counted Francistown or Maun,
         where she knew a number of people. But those towns, although several hundred miles from Gaborone, are both in Botswana, and
         nowhere in Botswana was the abode of strangers. That was because Botswana, to those who lived there, was home, and familiar,
         and comfortable, and no place in such a country will seem far away. No, this man under the tree was from somewhere outside
         the country, and that was unusual and puzzling and would have to be thought about at some length.
      

      
      ‘I had a very unusual dream,’ she said to Mma Makutsi as they attended to the morning’s mail in the office.

      
      Mma Makutsi looked up from the envelope that she was in the process of slitting open. ‘Dreams are always unusual,’ she said.
         ‘In fact, it is unusual to have a usual dream.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe frowned. She thought that she understood what Mma Makutsi meant but was not quite sure. Her assistant had a habit of making enigmatic remarks, and this, she suspected, was one such remark.
      

      
      ‘Phuti,’ Mma Makutsi continued, referring to her new husband, Phuti Radiphuti, ‘Phuti has many dreams, every night. He tells
         me about them and I explain what they mean.’ She paused. ‘He often dreams about furniture.’
      

      
      ‘That is because he has a furniture shop,’ Mma Ramotswe said. ‘So perhaps it is not surprising.’

      
      ‘That is so, Mma,’ agreed Mma Makutsi. ‘But he can dream about different pieces of furniture.’ She paused, fixing Mma Ramotswe
         on the other side of the room with the cautious look of one about to reveal sensitive information. She lowered her voice.
         ‘Some nights he dreams about beds; other nights he dreams about dining-room tables. It is very strange.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe looked down at her desk. She did not like to discuss the intimate side of anybody’s marriage – particularly when
         the marriage was as recent as Mma Makutsi’s. She thought of new marriages as being rather like those shy, delicate flowers
         one sees on the edge of the Kalahari; so small that one might miss them altogether, so vulnerable that a careless step might
         crush their beauty. Of course, people talked about their dreams without too much embarrassment – most dreams, after all, sound
         inconsequential and silly in the cold light of day – but it was different when a wife talked about a husband’s dreams, or
         a husband about a wife’s. Dreams occurred in beds, and what occurred in marital beds was not a subject for debate in the office
         – especially if the dream related to beds, as it appeared that some of Phuti Radiphuti’s dreams did.
      

      
      But if Mma Ramotswe was reluctant to probe Phuti’s dreams too closely, the same was not true of her assistant. The topic had
         now been broached, and Mma Makutsi pursued it enthusiastically.
      

      
      ‘There is no doubt about a dream about beds,’ she continued. ‘The meaning of that dream is very clear, Mma. It should be very
         obvious, even to a person who does not know much about dreams, or other things, for that matter.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe said nothing.

      
      ‘Yes,’ said Mma Makutsi, ‘if a person says I have been dreaming about beds, then you know straight away what the dream means. You can say to them, I know what that dream means. It is very clear.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe looked out of the window, which was high, and gave a view from that angle only of a slice of blue; empty blue;
         blue with no white of cloud; nothingness. ‘Is the meaning of dreams clear, Mma? Do any dreams make sense, or are they just
         like … like clouds in the sky, composed of nothing very much? Maybe they are clouds in our mind, Mma; maybe that is what they
         are.’
      

      
      Mma Makutsi was having none of this. ‘The meaning is often clear,’ she retorted. ‘I have no difficulty, Mma, in understanding
         a dream about beds.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe sighed. ‘Well, they do say, don’t they, Mma, that men have such things on their minds most of the time. They
         say that men think only of that, all day. Listen to the way Charlie speaks when he thinks you can’t hear him. That shows you
         what men think about – or at least, young men. I do not think that Mr J. L. B. Matekoni has thoughts like that in his head
         all day. I do not think that, Mma.’
      

      
      It was as if Mma Makutsi had not heard her. ‘Yes, Mma. The meaning of a dream about beds is very simple. It means that you
         are tired. It means that you need more sleep.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe stared at her assistant for a few moments. Then, with some degree of relief, she smiled. ‘Well, there you have
         it, Mma. That must be what such a dream means.’
      

      
      ‘On the other hand,’ went on Mma Makutsi, ‘a dream about a dining-room table is different. That does not mean that you are
         tired.’
      

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘No, it does not mean that, Mma. A dream about a dining-room table means that you are hungry. I think that is very obvious.’

      
      Mma Ramotswe looked first at the teapot, and then at the clock. She would wait, she decided; if one kept bringing forward
         the time at which one had tea, then the period after teatime would become far too long. Tea had to be taken at the right time;
         if anything was clear, it was that.
      

      
      She decided to steer the conversation back to her own dream. But just as she was about to do so, Mma Makutsi came up with
         a further observation on Phuti’s dreams. ‘When he said to me one morning that he had dreamed of dining-room tables, I was
         worried. Was I giving him enough to eat, I wondered?’
      

      
      ‘And what did you decide, Mma?’

      
      ‘I think I’m giving him enough food. I believe in demand feeding. I think that is what it’s called. I always leave some food
         out in the kitchen so that Phuti can pick up a snack if he feels hungry. There are other women who believe that you should
         only feed your husband at set times, so that he gets used to it. But I am not one of those women, Mma. I leave food out.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe suppressed a grin at the thought of demand feeding for husbands. The conversation, although potentially sensitive,
         had proved to be more amusing than anything else, and she knew that it could drift on indefinitely. It was her own dream that
         had started it, and it was to her dream that she now returned.
      

      
      ‘I had a very strange dream last night, Mma,’ she said. ‘As I was saying.’

      
      ‘Please tell me what it was, Mma,’ said Mma Makutsi. ‘I cannot guarantee that I will be able to tell you what it means, but
         we shall see.’
      

      
      ‘I dreamed that I was walking along a path,’ Mma Ramotswe began. ‘And—’

      
      Mma Makutsi interrupted her. ‘That means you are going on a journey, Mma. There can be no doubt about that.’

      
      Mma Ramotswe acknowledged this. ‘Possibly. But then the path came to a place—’

      
      ‘That is your destination,’ announced Mma Makutsi. ‘That place that you saw in your dream was your destination in life. That
         is very clear indeed. What was it like, Mma? Was it a very good place?’
      

      
      ‘There was an acacia tree—’

      
      Again there was an interjection. ‘Then that means you are going to end up under a tree, Mma. That is where you will find yourself,
         under a tree.’ She looked at Mma Ramotswe sympathetically. ‘That is not too bad, Mma. There are many worse places to end up.’
      

      
      ‘But the tree was not all that important,’ said Mma Ramotswe, raising her voice slightly to prevent further interruption.
         ‘There was a man standing under the tree. It was as if he was waiting for me.’
      

      
      ‘That will be Mr J. L. B. Matekoni.’

      
      Mma Ramotswe shook her head. ‘It was not him. It was a man I had never seen before. And he did not come from here. He was
         a stranger.’
      

      
      Mma Makutsi’s glasses flashed in a slanting band of sunlight. ‘Not from Gaborone?’ she asked. ‘Not from Botswana?’

      
      ‘No. He was from somewhere else. He was not an African at all.’

      
      Mma Makutsi was silent. Then she delivered her judgement. ‘You are going to meet a stranger,’ she said, with an air of gravity. ‘You are going to meet a stranger under an acacia tree.’
      

      
      ‘I thought it might mean something like that,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘But then I thought that it probably didn’t mean anything
         at all. That it was just a dream, and I would forget about it by this afternoon.’
      

      
      Mma Makutsi looked doubtful. ‘I don’t think you should forget it, Mma Ramotswe. I think that you should remember it, so that
         when it happens, when you meet that stranger under the acacia tree, you will be prepared.’
      

      
      She said nothing more, but gave Mma Ramotswe an oblique look; a look that Mma Ramotswe interpreted as a warning. But she had
         not understood – for all her claims to understanding dreams, Mma Makutsi had missed the point. This stranger was not threatening;
         this stranger, for whom Mma Makutsi said she should be prepared, was not somebody to be dreaded or guarded against. On the
         contrary, this stranger was a good man, a kind man, and his arrival – if he were ever to come, which was highly unlikely –
         was something to be welcomed, something to be celebrated. And there was something else – something that was hard to put into
         words. The man in the dream might have been a stranger in that she had never seen him before, but somehow she felt that she
         knew him. She knew him but did not know him.
      

      
      She glanced at her watch again. Resolve can be weakened by time, and by talk about dreams and by heat.

      
      ‘I know it’s a bit early, but I think that we should have tea now,’ she said to Mma Makutsi. And Mma Makutsi, who had removed
         her glasses to clean them, looked up, finished her task of polishing the lenses and said that she completely agreed.
      

      
      ‘On a hot day,’ she said, ‘we dream of tea.’

   
      
      Chapter Two

      
      Food Cooked with Love 
Tastes Better

      
      It was shortly after this conversation about dreams, or after the tea that followed this conversation, that an unknown car
         drew up outside the offices of the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency and parked beneath the acacia tree. Had this been followed
         by the emergence of a tall man similar in appearance to the one who had appeared in Mma Ramotswe’s dream, then Mma Makutsi’s
         belief in the prescience of dreams would have been dramatically confirmed. But this did not happen, as the person who opened
         the car door and stepped out – watched with bated breath by Mma Makutsi – was none other than Mma Silvia Potokwani, matron
         not only of the orphan farm but also, in a sense, of all she surveyed.
      

      
      Mma Makutsi let her disappointment be known. ‘It’s nobody,’ she said. ‘Just her.’

      
      Mma Ramotswe, who had not been looking out of the window, now did so. ‘But it’s Mma Potokwani, Mma. She is not nobody.’ The
         reproach in her voice was evident and was picked up by Mma Makutsi.
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry, Mma,’ she said. ‘I didn’t mean to be rude about Mma Potokwani. It’s just that I thought that it might be the man
         you saw in your dream. One never knows.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe let it pass. Mma Makutsi had never enjoyed a particularly good relationship with Mma Potokwani – the natural
         rivalry, Mma Ramotswe thought, that results from the juxtaposition of two strong personalities. That had changed more recently,
         though, and in particular there had been what amounted to a cordial truce when Mma Potokwani had offered to apply her undoubted
         organisational skills to the planning of Mma Makutsi’s wedding. This offer of help had been gratefully accepted, and had relieved
         Mma Makutsi of much of the anxiety that accompanies a wedding. Mma Ramotswe hoped that this cordiality would persist: she
         did not like conflict in any form, and it pleased her to think that these two women, who had so much to offer, might now cooperate
         rather than seek to undermine each other. Perhaps Mma Makutsi might help the orphan farm in its fundraising activities, now
         that she was Mrs Phuti Radiphuti and the occupant, therefore, of a reasonably elevated position in the town. Phuti was a man
         of substance, with the resources of the Double Comfort Furniture Store behind him and a large herd of cattle at the Radiphuti
         cattle post off to the west of Mahalapye. The size of that herd could only be guessed at – ‘A very large number of cattle,
         all of them quite fat,’ was all that Mma Makutsi had said on the subject – but whatever its dimensions, it meant that Mma
         Makutsi would now surely have the resources to help the orphan farm in some way.
      

      
      Mma Potokwani herself was not unaware of the change in Mma Makutsi’s fortunes, and it was possible, Mma Ramotswe thought, that this visit was connected with precisely that awareness.
         The matron of the orphan farm was famous for the vigour of her support for her charges, with every meeting, every encounter
         being seen as an opportunity to solicit support for the orphan cause. But as Mma Potokwani settled herself into the client’s
         chair in the office that morning, it became clear that it was business of a very different sort that was on the matron’s mind.
         Immediately after the normal greetings, Mma Potokwani cleared her throat and fixed first Mma Ramotswe and then Mma Makutsi
         with a baleful stare.
      

      
      ‘I have come to see you about a very difficult matter,’ she said. ‘In all my years as a matron, I have never come across something
         as difficult as this.’
      

      
      ‘You must have seen many things,’ said Mma Ramotswe.

      
      ‘Many very heartbreaking things,’ added Mma Makutsi from the other side of the room.

      
      Mma Potokwani turned her head to glance briefly at Mma Makutsi. ‘You’re right about that, Mma Makutsi,’ she said. ‘Or should
         I be calling you Mma Radiphuti now?’
      

      
      Mma Makutsi beamed with pleasure at the recognition. ‘That is very kind of you, Mma Potokwani. I shall be Mma Radiphuti when
         I am in my house – and when I go to the shops.’ That last qualification was important, as Mma Potokwani and Mma Ramotswe were
         quick to acknowledge. The Radiphuti name would certainly bring respect – and all necessary credit – when bandied about in
         shops.
      

      
      ‘However,’ went on Mma Makutsi, ‘my professional name remains Makutsi. That is quite common these days, you know. Professional
         people – doctors and lawyers and detectives – often keep their maiden name when they marry. That is because their clients
         and patients, and so on, all know them by that name.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe thought it a bit presumptuous for Mma Makutsi to include herself in the company of doctors and lawyers, but did
         not say anything.
      

      
      ‘It is also the name on my diploma from the Botswana Secretarial College,’ Mma Makutsi said. ‘That is it, framed, up there.
         See it? It reads Grace Makutsi, just above the place where it says ninety-seven per cent. Right there.’
      

      
      ‘I have seen it before,’ said Mma Potokwani, slightly shortly. ‘You have drawn my attention to it, Mma. More than once, I
         think.’ She paused, waiting for her pointed remark to be absorbed, but Mma Makutsi merely smiled encouragingly.
      

      
      ‘So, Mma Ramotswe,’ Mma Potokwani continued. ‘I have a rather complicated story to tell you.’

      
      ‘I am used to such things,’ Mma Ramotswe assured her. ‘Do I need to take notes? Is it that complicated?’

      
      ‘I can write it all down in shorthand,’ Mma Makutsi volunteered. ‘That way, not a word will be lost.’

      
      ‘That will not be necessary,’ snapped Mma Potokwani. ‘It is complicated and simple, all at the same time. You do not need
         to take notes. Have you heard of a man called Mr Ditso Ditso? He is a well-known businessman.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe nodded. She had not met Ditso Ditso, but had seen his name in the papers on numerous occasions. And she knew
         people who knew him; that was always the case in Botswana – you inevitably knew somebody who knew somebody.
      

      
      ‘Rra Ditso is quite a good man, I think,’ said Mma Potokwani. ‘Sometimes people like that – rich people – are very selfish
         and forget where they have come from and who their people are. He is not like that.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe felt able to agree with these remarks on the newly rich. The growing prosperity of Botswana meant that there
         were many who had come a long way, and it was not uncommon to find people who seemed to forget the claims of friends and family once their fortunes were established. Recently
         there had been a case reported in the newspapers of a wealthy bottle-store owner whose elderly parents were discovered to
         be living in extreme poverty in a remote village. They had not even heard of their son’s success, but were still proud of
         it when it was revealed to them and declined to express any bitterness over the difference in their circumstances. Mma Ramotswe
         had been astonished by their response, but then had thought: no, these are the real Botswana values. The son might not have
         them, but the parents did. And parents – whether they were in Botswana or anywhere else – almost always forgave, whatever
         happened; or at least, mothers did. Whatever a son or daughter did, a mother forgave.
      

      
      ‘It is good that he remembers other people,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘Sometimes I think that rich people live in a country in which
         they are the only people. It is called the Rich People’s Place, I think.’
      

      
      Mma Potokwani smiled. ‘I think that’s right, Mma. But this Ditso – he’s not like that at all. He has been very generous to
         everybody.’ She paused. ‘Including ourselves. He has been very, very generous with his time.’
      

      
      ‘That’s good,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘You must be pleased with that, Mma Potokwani. You’re always asking people …’ She stopped
         herself. It was Mma Potokwani’s job to ask people to help the orphan farm, and she should not mention it as if it might be
         a fault.
      

      
      Mma Potokwani raised a hand. ‘I should be pleased, Mma, but …’

      
      For a few moments there was silence. Then Mma Makutsi said: ‘You are not pleased, Mma Potokwani?’

      
      Again Mma Potokwani shifted in her chair and glanced at Mma Makutsi. ‘No, I’m not pleased, Mma Makutsi. Do I look pleased?’
      

      
      Mma Makutsi shook her head. ‘I do not think you are pleased.’

      
      ‘You are right, Mma. You are a very good detective. I am not pleased.’

      
      There was a further brief silence. This time it was broken by Mma Ramotswe, who said: ‘So …’ It was not much to say, but it
         moved the conversation on.
      

      
      ‘The problem,’ Mma Potokwani explained, ‘is that this Ditso is on the orphan-farm board. I have a board, you see, and they
         are the people who make the big decisions for the orphan farm. They are good people, and they like the orphans. They work
         very hard.’
      

      
      ‘Of course they do,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘I know some of those people on your board. They are on many boards – working very
         hard for their causes.’
      

      
      Mma Potokwani agreed that this was so. She very rarely had any disagreement with her board, she said, but unfortunately a
         major disagreement had emerged over a decision that Mr Ditso Ditso had talked the board into making. ‘We were given a very
         big grant by a diamond company recently,’ said Mma Potokwani. ‘The board had to decide what to do with all the money. Rra
         Ditso came up with a project, although he did not consult me – not once. He said the money should be used for building purposes.
         I had no objection to that: we could do with a few more houses for the children to live in. But then he decided that it would
         be something quite different, and that was when everything began to be not quite so good.’
      

      
      ‘He has chosen something unsuitable?’ asked Mma Ramotswe.

      
      Mma Potokwani raised her eyebrows. ‘Unsuitable is not a strong enough word, Mma. His choice is a disaster – a very big disaster.’

      
      Mr Ditso Ditso, Mma Potokwani went on to reveal, had decided that the orphan farm needed a dining hall and a modern kitchen
         to serve it. This would mean that all the food could be cooked in one place, and that would mean a considerable saving could
         be made. ‘It is always cheaper to do everything in one place,’ he said to the board. ‘I have always done that in my business,
         and it has made me a rich man. Do everything at the same time, in the same place, and your costs go down. If your costs go
         down, then your profits go up.’
      

      
      These words, reported verbatim by Mma Potokwani, hung in the air. There was something wrong with them, thought Mma Ramotswe;
         they might apply to a business, but … but was an orphan farm a business?
      

      
      Mma Potokwani sensed the reservation. ‘If you’re wondering whether that’s the right way to run an orphan farm, Mma, then you
         are right to think that. We are not a business.’
      

      
      ‘You are a home,’ said Mma Makutsi.

      
      ‘That is exactly right,’ said Mma Potokwani. ‘We are a home, and although we like to keep our costs down, there are other
         things to consider.’
      

      
      ‘The house-mothers …’ began Mma Ramotswe.

      
      ‘Yes, Mma,’ said Mma Potokwani. ‘As you know, we have little houses where the children live. They are not big – just eight
         to ten children in each, and one house-mother for each.’
      

      
      ‘They are very good ladies,’ said Mma Ramotswe.

      
      ‘Yes, they are. I choose them very carefully. Not everybody can be a house-mother. A lady must be kind if she is to be a house-mother.
         She must also be able to control the children. She must know what it is like to have no parents, and she must make allowances.
         There are many things for a good house-mother to keep in mind. It is not easy.’
      

      
      ‘But it works,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘I have seen those ladies and they are very fine people. The children love them.’ She frowned. ‘Surely the board doesn’t want to do away with your house-mothers.
         Who would there be to love the children?’
      

      
      Mma Potokwani assured her that the board had no intention of getting rid of house-mothers; there would still be plenty of
         work for them to do. ‘They keep the houses clean. They mend the children’s clothes. There are many things. But the big thing,
         Mma, the big thing they do is they cook the children’s food and they eat it together, round a table, like a real family.’
      

      
      ‘And if there is a new hall and a kitchen—’

      
      Mma Potokwani became animated. ‘That will all go, Mma Ramotswe! That will go! And if that happens, then the heart of our place
         will be …’ She searched for the right words. ‘It will stop beating. There will be no heart any more.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe looked down at her hands. Of course Mma Potokwani was right: your family was made up of the people you ate with
         as a child. Everybody knew that. And how could the people who sat on the board not understand it as well? Had they themselves
         no people to eat with?
      

      
      She put that to Mma Potokwani, who thought for a moment before she replied. ‘I think that maybe they know that, but they are
         dazzled by all the money that they are being offered. That is what money does, Mma Ramotswe – you must have seen that. Sometimes
         we need to look the other way when people put money in front of our noses. We have to look at the other things we can see
         so that the money doesn’t hide them.’ She sighed. ‘And they are very pleased at the thought of savings. They are always saying
         to me that we must look for ways to save money. And here is one. They tell me that it will cost only half as much to make
         the same amount of food in one kitchen. They say that we cannot ignore that.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe listened to this gravely. She understood the point that Mma Potokwani was making; she had seen the children eating in their houses with their house-mother; she had smelled
         the rich stews bubbling away in the tiny kitchens of the individual houses; she knew what all of that meant. And now they
         were planning to have the children sit all together in one great dining hall, served by a kitchen into which they would never
         be allowed to wander. What chance would a child have of sticking a finger into some dish to taste what was being made? Or
         of standing beside a house-mother while she made a meal and sang, as some of those women did? Who would teach the children
         the cooking songs? Not some anonymous chef, she thought, hired to produce large quantities of food with efficiency rather
         than love. And food made with love, she thought, tasted better – everybody knew that. It just did.
      

      
      ‘I’m very sorry to hear all this, Mma Potokwani,’ she said. ‘But I’m not sure if we can do anything to help. If you haven’t
         been able to persuade your board to change its mind, then I can’t see what any of us can do. They will just say, “You mind
         your own business, Mma Ramotswe.” That is what I fear they will say, Mma.’
      

      
      ‘I know that, Mma,’ said Mma Potokwani. ‘I have tried, and I have failed. I cannot expect you to do any better. But …?’

      
      I should have known she would not be so easily defeated, thought Mma Ramotswe. Not Mma Potokwani … ‘But?’
      

      
      Mma Potokwani leaned forward in her chair. Mma Makutsi did so too. ‘I have had an idea, Mma Ramotswe. It’s just an idea. I
         have no proof of anything.’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe waited. ‘An idea?’

      
      ‘More of a suspicion.’ She paused. ‘What if we found out that Mr Ditso was in favour of this project for the wrong reason?’

      
      ‘I do not think the board would accept it.’

      
      Mma Potokwani was triumphant. ‘Exactly!’

      
      Mma Ramotswe brought her down to earth. ‘But is there any reason to think that he is behaving dishonestly?’
      

      
      Mma Potokwani shrugged. ‘How do you get as much money as he has? By working? I really don’t see, Mma, how one man could do
         so much work that he would end up with so much money. No, there’s something else there – something that we don’t know about
         but that must be there, Mma – it must.’
      

      
      That evening, Mma Ramotswe fed the children early so that they could both tackle homework that had taken second place to more
         attractive afternoon activities – to football, in Puso’s case, and to talking to friends in Motholeli’s. Both of the foster-children
         were bright, although Puso showed a tendency to be easily distracted.
      

      
      ‘It says here,’ said Mma Ramotswe patiently as she sat with Puso at the table that Mr J. L. B. Matekoni had made for the boy’s
         bedroom, ‘that it takes one man one hour to dig a ditch.’
      

      
      Puso looked up at her. ‘That is very quick, Mma. One hour? Could anybody dig a ditch in one hour?’

      
      ‘It’s just for this sum,’ said Mma Ramotswe. ‘And we shouldn’t worry about that just now. What else does it say?’ She looked
         at the crumpled sheet of paper on which the homework exercises had been printed out. ‘It says that if it takes one man one
         hour to dig the ditch, then how long would it take for three men to dig the same ditch? What do you think is the answer to
         that, Puso?’
      

      
      Puso frowned. ‘It would be very hard for three men to dig one ditch, Mma. They would always be getting in each other’s way.
         So it would probably take longer than it would take one man to do it. Maybe two hours?’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe smiled. ‘We don’t have to worry about practical things when we’re doing sums,’ she said. ‘You can forget about
         things like that. What you must do is to divide one by three. That will tell you.’ She paused. She was not sure whether he had learned about fractions yet, and the trouble, anyway,
         was that everything was different these days. Children did not learn to count in the same way as they used to. And she was
         not even sure whether fractions had been abolished altogether.
      

      
      ‘Let’s think of it in minutes,’ she said at last. ‘One hour is sixty minutes. So if you divide sixty by three, what do you
         get? That is how long it would take three men to do the work done by one.’
      

      
      Puso closed his eyes. Opening them, he pursed his lips with effort before he replied, ‘Ten minutes? No, maybe five.’

      
      Mma Ramotswe shook her head. ‘No, that’s not right. The answer is twenty minutes, Puso. And do you know how I got that answer?’

      
      The boy shrugged. ‘They could do it much more quickly if they had somebody like Mma Potokwani ordering them about. She’d make
         them dig faster, wouldn’t she, Mma?’
      

      
      She did not reply to this, even if what Puso said was quite true. There was nobody like Mma Potokwani to get things done,
         and that applied, she suspected, as much to ditches as it did to anything else.
      

      
      ‘I think you should try to do this by yourself,’ she said. ‘If you can’t do these sums, then ask the teacher to help you.
         I am not sure how you do these things these days – it is all rather different.’
      

      
      And it was different, as she discussed with Mr J. L. B. Matekoni when, an hour or so later, they had their own rather delayed dinner.
         He said that he was not at all sure if schools taught mental arithmetic any more. ‘Take Charlie,’ he said, referring to the
         older of his two apprentices. ‘If you ask him to do some simple calculation – such as what the capacity of a fuel tank might
         be if you take a bit of it off – he looks blank and reaches for his pocket calculator. We can do those things in our head,
         can’t we, Mma?’
      

      
      Mma Ramotswe thought about this. It was true that she could work out how much change was due at the supermarket till, but
         when it came to fuel tanks and their capacity, she was not so confident. But the general point that Mr J. L. B. Matekoni was
         making certainly stood: there were some things that just had to be learned through effort, and she was not sure how popular
         effort currently was. ‘It is all different, Rra,’ she said. ‘The world is all different. But people like Charlie can do other
         things, you know. These people who cannot add up can do other things very well.’
      

      
      Mr J. L. B. Matekoni looked doubtful. ‘I’m keen to hear what those things are,’ he said.

      
      ‘They are good at …’ began Mma Ramotswe, quickly searching her mind. ‘They are good at computers and things like that.’

      
      ‘Maybe,’ he said. ‘But there are things other than computers, Mma. There are proper machines with cogs and grease. Are they
         good at those? Are they good at fixing ploughs?’
      

      
      The mention of ploughs reminded Mma Ramotswe of Mma Potokwani, who had recently asked Mr J. L. B. Matekoni to fix the small
         plough that they used to till the fields at the orphan farm. He had done it, of course, as he always did, and charged no fee,
         again as he always did. Now she told him about the visit the matron had paid to the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency that morning.
      

      
      ‘She came in an unknown car,’ she said. ‘She told us that it had been given to the orphan farm by a big donor. Mr Ditso Ditso.’

      
      ‘Ow!’ said Mr J. L. B. Matekoni. ‘That man is very big.’

      
      ‘Yes. But the car is only the beginning. He has said that he will give a whole lot more in future.’

      
      ‘He is very kind as well.’

      
      ‘Yes,’ agreed Mma Ramotswe. ‘But the trouble is, Mma Potokwani doesn’t like a new scheme he has cooked up.’

      
      Mr J. L. B. Matekoni listened gravely as Mma Ramotswe told him about the reservations that Mma Potokwani had expressed as
         to the effect that the proposed changes at the orphan farm would have. ‘And then,’ she went on, ‘Mma Potokwani wondered about
         whether his money was honestly acquired. Do you think it is, Rra?’
      

      
      He did not hesitate. ‘I don’t think so.’

      
      She greeted this with interest. ‘Really, Rra? Have you heard something?’

      
      Mr J. L. B. Matekoni shook his head. ‘No, I have not heard anything. I have heard nothing, in fact.’

      
      ‘Then how can you say that his money was not honestly earned?’

      
      Mr J. L. B. Matekoni looked slightly uneasy. ‘You will laugh at me, I think.’

      
      ‘I will never laugh at you, Rra.’

      
      ‘In that case, I can tell you. I know this because of his car. He drives a dishonest car.’

      
      Mma Ramotswe tried to control herself. She made a supreme effort, but it did not work, and she burst into a peal of laughter.

      
      ‘There,’ said Mr J. L. B Matekoni. ‘You laughed at me! You said that you wouldn’t, but you did.’

      
      ‘I’m sorry, Rra. I did not mean it. It’s just that … it’s just that I can’t see how a car can be dishonest.’

      
      ‘But it can,’ he protested. ‘There are certain cars that are always chosen by dishonest people, just as there are cars that
         only the honest will drive. When you’re a mechanic for many years, you become able to notice these things.’
      

      
      ‘And he drives a dishonest one?’

      
      ‘Very,’ said Mr J. L. B Matekoni. ‘Have you seen? It’s covered with chrome and flashy bits and pieces. Any mechanic – any
         mechanic at all, Mma – will say when he sees such a car: “There goes a bad man.” A mechanic knows these things, Mma. He just does.’
      

      
      Later that night, as she lay awake in the darkness, Mma Ramotswe considered these words. A mechanic knows these things … It sounded very general, very unscientific, but it was, she thought, probably true. Mr J. L. B. Matekoni had always been a very good judge of character, and if he said
         that there was something about Mr Ditso Ditso that was suspect, then he was probably right. But the difficulty for her was
         that it was one thing for somebody to say that another person was bad; it was quite another thing to prove it. And that was
         what Mma Potokwani had asked her to do: to provide proof that could be shown to the board of the orphan farm that one of their
         most influential members was bad, and so was his money. It would not be easy; it is never easy to provide proof even when
         we feel, in our very bones, that we know something to be the case. She was sorry that Mma Potokwani had asked her to do this,
         but, as always, when Mma Potokwani asked you to do something, whether it was to dig a ditch or to find out information about
         a rich man, it was impossible to say no. Completely impossible.
      

   
      
      Chapter Three

      
      Your House Has Got My 
Name on it

      
      Mma Makutsi had informed Mma Ramotswe that she would not be coming into the office until mid-morning the next day. It was an
         announcement rather than a request, and reflected a subtle change in the internal arrangements of the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective
         Agency. This change was not threatening in any way: Mma Ramotswe and Mma Makutsi had always got along together very well,
         even if it occasionally had to be made clear – in the gentlest way – that Mma Ramotswe was the head of the agency and Mma
         Makutsi was not. There had also been a disparity in status. Not that this was anything upon which Mma Ramotswe would ever
         be inclined to founder, but in the past there had been no escaping the fact that while Mma Ramotswe was the wife of a prominent
         mechanic and garage owner, the daughter of a highly regarded man who knew a great deal about cattle, and a pioneering – indeed the only – private detective in Botswana, Mma Makutsi was none of these things. She had
         not exactly come from nowhere – Bobonong was not nowhere, even if it could hardly be described as somewhere – but her place,
         her family, her village all seemed a very long way from Gaborone. And her material circumstances had been very different,
         too. When she emerged from the Botswana Secretarial College she had very little: a couple of dresses and one and a half pairs
         of shoes, one shoe having been lost in a move from one rented room to another. And to have one and a half pairs of shoes is
         effectively to have only one pair, unless, of course, the single shoe could in some way be considered a potential substitute
         for one shoe of the complete pair. This, however, would require that they match, which is rarely the case.
      

      
      Mma Makutsi had borne her straitened circumstances with dignity. Mma Ramotswe had never heard her complain – not once, not
         even when, towards the end of the month in those last, trying days before payday, she knew that Mma Makutsi’s purse was empty,
         or close to empty. Mma Makutsi would never ask for an advance on next month’s pay, and had declined such offers when Mma Ramotswe
         had made them.
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