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  Chapter 1




  The rain drummed down on the corrugated iron roof. Ten past eight in the morning. Captain Benny Griessel clicked open his homicide briefcase on the wall of the wide, high veranda, removed the shoe protectors first, then the thin, transparent latex gloves. He pulled them on, vaguely aware of respectful eyes on him, the uniforms and two station detectives who sheltered in the open garage beyond the curtain of rain. His anxiety and fatigue faded, his focus was on what awaited him here in this big old house.




  The heavy front door stood open. He approached the threshold. The grey morning cast the entry hall into deep dusk, the second victim appeared as a dark, shapeless mass. He stood still for a moment, holding his breath. Considering the advice of Doc Barkhuizen: Don’t internalise. Distance yourself.




  What did that mean, now?




  He looked for a light switch, found it inside, just beside the door jamb. He clicked it on. High up against the baroque ceiling a chandelier shone white and bright. It did nothing to dispel the chill. The man lay outstretched on the gleaming oak floor, four metres from the door. Black shoes, black trousers, white shirt, light grey tie, top button undone. Arms outstretched, a pistol gripped in the right hand. Mid- thirties. Lean.




  Griessel warily stepped closer. He saw the bullet wound in the forehead, diagonally above the left eye. A thin streak of blood, now almost black, ran down to the right. Under the head, which was turned to the left, a puddle, thicker, saucer-sized. Exit wound.




  He felt relief at the simplicity of this death, the swiftness of it.




  He sighed, long and slow, trying to rid his body of this tension.




  It didn’t work.




  He surveyed the hallway. On an antique table to the right was a light blue vase filled with a green and white mass of fresh arum lilies. On the opposite side, against the left-hand wall, was a hat stand beside an umbrella rack. Six old-fashioned portraits hung on the wall in heavy oval frames. Dignified men and women stared out of each one.




  And at the back, deeper in, a sitting room opened out between the two pillars.




  He made his calculations from the position of the body, the probable trajectory of the shot, so he could walk where it would least disturb the invisible blood spray and spatter. He stepped around and crouched down beside the pistol, saw the Glock emblem on the barrel, and after it 17 Gen Austria 9x19.




  Griessel sniffed the barrel. It hadn’t been fired. He stood up.




  Most likely the shooter had stood in the doorway, the victim more or less in the centre of the hallway. If the murder weapon was a pistol, the casing would have been ejected to the right. He searched for it, didn’t find it. Perhaps he had used a revolver. Perhaps it had bounced off the wall, lay under the victim. Perhaps the shooter had picked it up.




  The exit wound meant the bullet would have hit the wall somewhere. He drew an imaginary line that led him to the sitting room.




  He trod carefully, making a wide detour around the corpse, past the pillars, where he picked up the faint scent of burnt wood. The hall chandelier illuminated only a small track in the spacious room and it cast a long Griessel shadow, sending him in search of another light switch. He found three in a row, just behind the pillar, pressed them one by one, and turned around. Soft lighting. Thick wooden beams in the ceiling. Shelves against the walls, filled with leather-bound books. A huge Persian carpet, silver and blue, giant sofas and easy chairs arranged in two separate seating areas. Coffee tables, gleaming, golden wood. Too many lamps and vases, combined with the fussy wallpaper, all intended to create an impression of old-world elegance. In the centre, stately and impressive, was the great hearth, the embers cold. And to the right, just visible behind a dark blue chair – the shoes and trouser legs of the third victim. In the background, on the stark white passage wall, he saw a bright fan of blood spray, like a cheerful, surreal artwork.




  Griessel noted the similarities, and unease settled on his heart.




  The body in the passage had the same military haircut, the same build – broad-shouldered, with a lean fitness – as the one in the hallway. Also the same black shoes, black trousers, and white shirt. Another bloodied Glock beside a ruined hand. Only the tie was missing this time.




  Another head wound, between the temple and the right eye. But the first bullet must have hit the hand – two joints of the finger lay rolled against the white-painted skirting board.




  And then he spotted the two shells shining dully on the edge of the carpet in the sitting room. The shooter’s, had to be, lying there within ten centimetres of each other. His mind started to play its old tricks; he heard and smelled exactly how it had all happened. The murderer was a shadow slipping through this space, pistol stretched in front of him, he saw the man in the passage, two shots, the hand was a small scarlet explosion. The intense agony, short-lived, before death, no time for fear, just the short silent scream into eternity.




  Griessel let out an exclamation, deliberate and loud over the drumming rain, to suppress it all. He hadn’t had enough sleep. The fucking stress of the past weeks. He must pull himself together now.




  He walked carefully around the body, crouched down beside the pistol. Exactly the same as the other one. Glock 17 Gen 4. He sniffed. No smell of cordite.




  He stood up, eyes scanning around him, and further down the passage he found the two holes in the right-hand wall.




  He had to tread carefully, because the body, the finger, the pistol, and the blood covered the full width of the passage. He hopped from one foot to the other until he was over it. Bent down at the holes. Both bullets were there, buried deep in the plaster. That would help.




  Then he went in search of the fourth victim.




  The first room, up the passage to the left, had the door open, curtains drawn. He switched on the light. There was a suitcase on the double bed, open. A blue-grey tie, and an empty black shoulder holster lay on the dressing table. In the en-suite bathroom, shaving material and a toothbrush were neatly arranged. Apart from that, nothing.




  He walked to the second bedroom. Tidy. Two single beds. A small travelling case at the foot of one. A jacket on a hanger, hooked into the handle of the dark brown wardrobe. A toilet bag hung from a rail in the adjoining bathroom.




  He walked out into the passage again, opened a door to the right. It was a big bathroom, gleaming white, with a bath on ball-and-claw feet, a washbasin on a marble slab, bidet, and a toilet.




  The next two bedrooms were empty, with no sign of occupation. The last one was right at the end, on the left. The door was open, the room inside almost in darkness. He switched on the light.




  Outside the rain stopped abruptly, leaving an eerie silence.




  It was a large room. In chaos. The loose carpet lay rucked up. The double bed was askew, the mattress and bedding thrown off. The chair in front of a beautiful antique desk lay on its back, the standard lamp on the desktop was overturned, all the drawers were pulled open. And the doors of the massive wardrobe stood wide too, a pile of clothes on the ground. A large suitcase in the corner, upside down.




  ‘Benna!’ A sharp interruption to the softly dripping silence, from the front door, startling him.




  Captain Vaughn Cupido had arrived.




  ‘I’m coming,’ he shouted back. His voice echoed hoarsely through the huge empty house.




   




  Cupido stood on the threshold in his long black coat, a new piece he confessed he had picked up ‘at a factory shop in Salt River, for a song, pappie; classic detective style, the Hawk in Winter, I’m telling you’.




  And as Griessel carefully negotiated the hall, he was suddenly conscious of his own crumpled trousers. The thick blue jersey and jacket hid his shirt at least. Yesterday’s clothes. And Cupido wouldn’t miss that.




  ‘Howzit, Benna. How many are there?’




  Griessel walked out onto the veranda, began taking off the gloves. The dark mass of clouds was gone; the sun was trying to break through, making him blink. The view was suddenly breathtaking, the Franschhoek valley unveiled in front of him.




  ‘One of the farm workers is lying in the vineyard. There’s been too much rain; I haven’t been able to get there. And there are two inside.’




  ‘Jissis . . .’ Then Cupido looked sharply at him. ‘You OK, Benna?’




  He knew his eyes were bloodshot, and he hadn’t shaved. He nodded. ‘Just slept badly,’ Benny Griessel lied. ‘Let’s go and look at the one out there.’




   




  The first victim lay on his back, between two rows of vines – a coloured man, dressed in what looked like a dark red uniform with a silver trim. Cupido and Griessel stood on the edge of the lawn, just four metres from the body. They could see the large exit wound between the eyes.




  ‘He was shot from behind. And dragged over there.’ Griessel pointed at the two faint, washed-out furrows that ended at the man’s heels. ‘And these are the footprints of the labourer who found him lying here this morning.’




  ‘It’s a brother,’ said Cupido, and then, accusingly, ‘In a slave outfit.’




  ‘He works at the guesthouse. According to the—’




  ‘This is a guesthouse? I thought it was a wine farm.’




  ‘It’s a wine farm with a guesthouse—’




  ‘As if they don’t make enough money. You’re sure you’re all right?’




  ‘I’m fine, Vaughn.’




  ‘Did you go home last night?’




  ‘No. According to the—’




  ‘Was there a case I don’t know about?’




  ‘Vaughn, I worked late. You know how the admin piles up. And then I fell asleep.’ He hoped Cupido would just let it go.




  ‘In your office?’ Sceptical.




  ‘Yes. The station—’




  ‘So that’s how you got the call so early?’




  ‘That’s right. According to the station detectives, around about nine last night this worker was supposed to come to top up the firewood and check that all the guests were happy. When he didn’t come home, his wife thought he must have gone out on the town . . . Then the morning shift found him here. Then they saw the other one in the hallway. The trouble is, they say there were three.’




  ‘Now you’re losing me, man. I thought there were three?’




  ‘There were three guests. Inside.’




  ‘So there shoulda been four victims?’




  ‘Yes . . .’




  ‘So where’s number four?’




  ‘That’s the big question. The thing is . . . We have three head shots, Vaughn. The other one in there was shot through his pistol hand and in the head, the two shells are lying this close together . . .’




  It took a second for Cupido to grasp. ‘Jissis, Benna. Double tap.’




  ‘On a moving target . . .’




  Cupido merely shook his head in awe. ‘That’s sharp shooting, pappie . . .’




  ‘What bothers me most: the last bedroom shows signs of a fight. Now why would a man who can shoot like that wrestle with a person?’




  Cupido looked at Griessel anxiously. ‘You thinking what I’m thinking?’




  Benny didn’t want to say it, the implications were serious. He merely nodded.




  ‘There’s a newspaper photographer at the gate, Benna.’




  ‘Fuck,’ said Griessel.




  ‘Kidnapping. When last did we see that?’




  ‘There’s more trouble. Both the men inside look like . . . If I think of their build, hair, the clothes, both carrying Glock Seventeens. I think they are law enforcement. Or military, or Spooks . . .’




  ‘You’re kidding me.’




  ‘And a man who shoots like that, faultless . . . He’s had training. Task force, Special Forces, Intelligence . . . Something like that. A pro.’




  Cupido turned around and stared at the house. ‘Shit. Trouble, Benna. Big trouble.’




  Griessel sighed. ‘That’s right.’




  ‘We’ll have to get moving, pappie.’




  ‘I’ll have to call the Giraffe. They’ll have to manage the press.’




  They didn’t move. They stood side by side, heads bowed – Cupido a head taller than the stocky Griessel – mulling over all the implications, hesitating before the chaos that they knew would ensue.




  Until Cupido, with the tails of his Hawk in Winter coat flapping in the icy wind, put his hand protectively on Benny’s shoulder.




  ‘Benna, at least there’s one silver lining.’




  ‘What do you mean?’




  ‘The way you look this morning, I thought you must’ve gone on a bender again. But a dronkgat couldn’t do it; you couldn’t have figured all that out if you’d been pissed . . .’




  He turned and began to walk towards the guesthouse.




  Chapter 2




  Tyrone Kleinbooi saw the aunty climb up into the third-class carriage, here where the Metrorail train 3411 stood at Platform 4 of Bellville Station, just before 8.50 on the Monday morning. She was clearly in her best outfit, wearing a sober headscarf, clutching her large handbag with both hands. He shifted up a little to make the empty seat beside him seem more alluring.




  She looked at the seat, and at him, and then she headed towards him, as he knew she would. Because he looked respectable. Even features, as Uncle Solly used to say. You’ve got even features, Ty. It’s a boon in this industry.




  Industry. As if they worked for a company.




  She sat down with a sigh, balancing the handbag on her lap.




  ‘Morning, aunty,’ he said.




  ‘Morning.’ She looked him up and down, taking in his tall, skinny frame, and asked: ‘Now where do you come from?’




  ‘From the city, aunty,’ he said.




  ‘And where are you going to?’




  ‘Stellenbosch, aunty.’




  ‘You swotting there?’




  ‘No, aunty.’




  ‘Then what you doing there?’




  ‘Going to see my sister, aunty.’




  ‘So what’s she doing there?’




  ‘She’s swotting, aunty. B.Sc. Human Life. First year.’




  ‘That’s a grand course, nè? What do you do with that?’




  The train lurched, and pulled out of the station.




  ‘There’s lots you can do, but she wants to become a doctor. She didn’t make the selection last year, now she’s trying to get in like this.’




  ‘A medical doctor?’




  ‘Ja, aunty. She’s a slim kind, very clever.’




  ‘I would say so. Medical doctor nogal. And you? What do you do?’




  ‘I’m a pickpocket, aunty.’




  She gripped her handbag more tightly for a moment, but then she laughed. ‘Ag, you,’ she said, and bumped her elbow in his ribs. ‘What do you do, really?’




  ‘I’m a painter. But not pictures. Houses.’




  ‘I didn’t take you for a manual labourer, but that’s good honest work,’ she said, ‘for a young lat like you.’




  ‘So where is aunty going to?’




  ‘Also to Stellenbosch. Also to my sister. She struggles with gout. It’s so bad she has to go and lie down . . .’ And Tyrone Kleinbooi, dark as full-roast coffee beans, and even-featured, nodded politely and listened attentively, because he really did enjoy it. He was only vaguely aware that the rain had stopped. And that was good. Rain was bad for his industry. Pickings had been slim this month.




   




  The modern farmyard of La Petite Margaux was higher up the mountain, minimalist, stacked glass squares held in almost invisible frames of concrete and steel.




  The German owner met Griessel and Cupido at the front door, clearly disturbed. A large, bald man with the neck and shoulders of a weightlifter, he introduced himself as Marcus Frank. ‘It is a great tragedy,’ he said, with just a hint of a Teutonic accent, as he led them to the sitting room. The ceiling was two storeys high. On both sides was a wide, impressive view over mountain and valley.




  Two women stood up when they came in: one, young and attractive, the other, older – with an unusual, eccentric air about her.




  ‘Captain Cupido, Captain Griessel, this is Christel de Haan, our hospitality manager,’ said Frank, and touched the younger woman’s arm sympathetically. Her eyes were red-rimmed behind the trendy dark-framed glasses. She gripped a tissue in her left hand and just nodded, as if she couldn’t trust her voice.




  ‘And this is Ms Jeanette Louw,’ he said with an inflection that was just a tad too neutral, making Griessel focus more sharply, noticing the body language. There was something in the atmosphere here that didn’t quite fit.




  Louw stepped forward and put out her hand. She was possibly around fifty, with big bottle-blonde hair, a chunky frame and a strong jaw. No make-up, and she wore a man’s black designer suit, with a white shirt and red-and-white striped tie. ‘Hello,’ she said sombrely in a deep smoker’s voice, her handshake firm as she greeted the detectives.




  ‘Christel and I will leave you now, at Ms Louw’s request,’ said Frank. ‘We will be in my office, when you need us.’




  ‘No,’ said Cupido, ‘we need to talk to you now.’




  ‘I want to talk with you alone first,’ said the blonde woman with an air of authority.




  ‘Please. My office is just here.’ Frank pointed down the passage.




  ‘No. We don’t have time for this,’ said Cupido.




  ‘Those were my people in the guesthouse,’ said Louw.




  ‘What do you mean “your people”?’




  ‘Vaughn, let’s hear what she has to say.’ Griessel didn’t have the energy for a confrontation as well. And he had picked up the atmosphere between these people. Along with the loss, there was friction, a certain tension. De Haan began to cry.




  Cupido nodded reluctantly. With murmured words of consolation, Marcus Frank sent his hospitality manager down the passage.




  ‘Sit down, please,’ said Jeanette Louw, and took a seat herself on one of the angular couches.




  Griessel sat down, but Cupido remained standing with his arms folded over his chest. ‘What’s going on here?’ he asked, clearly not happy with the state of affairs.




  ‘I am the managing director of Body Armour, a private security company in the Cape. We rented the guesthouse, and our contract with La Petite Margaux includes an NDA. They have no—’




  ‘A what?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘A non-disclosure agreement,’ she said as though maintaining her reasonable tone with some difficulty.




  ‘What for?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘If you give me a chance, I will explain—’




  ‘We are working against the clock, ma’am.’




  ‘I realise that but—’




  ‘We are the Hawks. We don’t have time for small talk and monkey business.’




  ‘Small talk?’ Griessel could see her control beginning to dissolve, and her expression altered to a mixture of anger and grief. She leaned forwards, thrust an accusing finger at Cupido. ‘You think I want to make small talk while some of my men are lying dead in that guesthouse? Drop your act, and sit down, so I can give you the information that you need. Or I will walk out of here, and you can come and find me if you like.’




  ‘I don’t take orders from a—’




  ‘Please,’ said Griessel curtly.




  Louw sank back slowly into the couch. It took a while before Cupido reluctantly said, ‘OK,’ but he remained on his feet with his arms crossed.




  It took Louw a minute to control her emotions, then she addressed herself to Griessel. ‘First of all, may I ask: how many bodies are there in the house?’




  ‘Two,’ said Griessel.




  ‘Only two?’




  ‘Yes.’




  She nodded as though that’s what she had expected. ‘Can you describe them please?’




  ‘Mid-to late-thirties, short hair, lean, clean shaven, both were apparently carrying Glocks . . .’




  Louw held up her hand, she had heard enough. Her eyes closed, then opened again. ‘They are both my men. B. J. Fikter and Barry Minnaar.’




  ‘I’m sorry,’ said Griessel. And then: ‘You mean they worked for you?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘What sort of work, exactly?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘They were bodyguards.’




  ‘Who was the third person in the house?’ asked Griessel.




  ‘My client. Paul Anthony Morris.’




  ‘Who’s he, that he needs bodyguards?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘I . . . he’s a British citizen. That’s all . . .’




  ‘Shit,’ said Cupido, because he could see the complications already.




  Louw misread his reaction. ‘Captain, that is all the information that he was willing to provide.’




  ‘Ma’am,’ said Griessel, ‘at this stage we suspect that he . . . is missing. And he is a foreigner. That means . . .’ he searched for the right word.




  ‘Big trouble,’ said Cupido.




  ‘That’s right,’ said Griessel. ‘We need all the information we can get, as soon as possible.’




  ‘That’s why I am here,’ said Louw. ‘I will give you everything I have.’




  ‘But not in front of the farm people. Why?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘Because of the confidentiality clause, La Petite Margaux had no knowledge of who was in the guesthouse. And I have a discretionary duty towards my client. That is why I must talk to you alone.’




  Cupido shrugged.




  ‘Tell us what you know,’ said Griessel.




  She nodded, and took a deep breath, as if to gather her strength.




  Chapter 3




  ‘Last Wednesday, just before sixteen hundred hours, Morris contacted me by phone, and enquired about the nature of our services and the background of our personnel. With a . . . I suppose what they call an Oxford accent. I referred him to our website, but he said he had already studied it, and wanted to make sure it was not merely marketing. I assured him that everything was factually correct. He had a few questions about the training background of our personnel, which I answered—’




  ‘How are they trained?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘Most of my people are former SAPS bodyguards, Captain.’




  ‘OK. Proceed.’




  ‘Morris then said that he had, and I quote as well as I can recall, “a need to get out of circulation for a while, and enjoy the benefit of very vigilant, discreet and professional bodyguard services”. And he needed this from last Friday. I said yes, we can accommodate him, and asked whether I could work through the standard procedure to determine our service according to his needs. He wanted to know what that procedure entailed. I said it was a series of questions about his occupation, circumstances, next of kin who could be contacted in case of emergency, possible threats, time period, and budget limitations. His reaction was that there were no budget limits, and that he wished to use the services for a couple of weeks, but he would prefer not to supply any further information. I said I would prepare a plan and quote, and email it to him. He preferred to phone back, which he did an hour later.’




  Griessel listened to the official tone, the precise word choice. As if she sought refuge in the familiar territory of the official statement. There was a military air about her. He wondered if she had also been in the Service.




  ‘My recommendation was this guesthouse, and a team of—’




  ‘Why this one?’ Cupido asked.




  ‘We use it on a regular basis. It complies with our requirements. It is less than an hour from the airport, but outside the city. It is remote, with good access control, an open, manageable perimeter, and staff that understand our needs and requirements.’




  ‘OK. Proceed.’




  ‘My recommendation to Morris included a team of two armed bodyguards per day and night shift. He accepted immediately, and asked what the next step would be to close the deal. I asked him to deposit one week’s daily tariffs. He—’




  ‘How much?’ Cupido asked, uncrossed his arms and sat down in a chair beside Griessel’s. ‘How much was the deposit?’




  ‘Just over five thousand two hundred pounds. About seventy thousand rand.’




  ‘For a week?’ In disbelief.




  ‘That’s right.’




  ‘And he paid it?’




  ‘Within half an hour. And the next day, the Thursday, he sent a scan of the photo page of his passport via email, which I had requested for identification and registration purposes. It showed that he was a fifty-six-year-old British citizen. He also called that Thursday with details of his arrival. During that call I notified him of procedures at the airport, and gave him a description of my people who would meet him. That was the sum total of my communication with him. Fikter and Minnaar went to meet him at the airport on Friday afternoon – he was on flight SA337 from Johannesburg which landed at fifteen ten. They—’




  ‘Johannesburg?’ asked Cupido. ‘So he didn’t fly out of England?’




  ‘It’s possible that he flew from the UK to Johannesburg, and caught a connection to Cape Town. I can’t confirm that.’




  ‘OK. Proceed.’




  ‘Fikter sent me a SMS on Friday afternoon at fifteen hundred seventeen to confirm that Morris had arrived safely, and another at sixteen hundred and fifty-two that they were at La Petite Margaux guesthouse and that everything was in order. They took the night shift that Friday night, and Stiaan Conradie and Allistair Barnes the day shift. Every team reported via SMS at the beginning and end of each shift. There were no problems. On Sunday morning, at the end of the night shift, I had a telephone conversation with Fikter to check on how things were going. He said Morris was a very courteous and refined man, and that he appeared relaxed and jovial. Conradie and Barnes are here at the moment, down at the gate. They are ready to talk to you as soon as the SAPS allow them entry to the farm.’




   




  ‘So let me get this straight,’ said Cupido. ‘All that you know, is that this ou is a Brit with a fancy accent and seventy thousand to burn. No address, no job description, nada. For all we know he could be a serial killer.’




  ‘That’s correct.’




  ‘But you are happy to sell bodyguard services to such a person?’




  ‘Captain, if you have cash and you want to buy a new car, the dealer doesn’t ask you if you have a criminal record.’




  ‘A cop with cash for a car? Fat chance. And it’s not the same.’




  ‘Oh?’




  ‘Bodyguard services are sort of personal, don’t you think?’




  Louw began to lean forward again, and Griessel asked: ‘When you spoke to him on the telephone – did he sound scared? Anxious?’




  She shook her head. ‘No. During the conversation I drew only two conclusions. The first was that he had not used this sort of service before, and the second was that he wanted to reveal as little about himself as possible.’ She looked at Cupido. ‘And that’s not unusual. Personal security services are by their very nature discreet. The majority of our clients are businessmen who don’t want it trumpeted about—’




  ‘Why not?’




  ‘A need to maintain a low profile. And I think that’s also because they don’t want to offend their hosts. They come to do business with local companies, and the very public display of security gives the impression that they believe South Africa is a dangerous place.’




  ‘Then why do they use the service? There’s just about no crime against tourists.’




  ‘It’s a general misconception among foreigners—’




  ‘Which you are happy to indulge. Could you see from the email address where he works? What was the domain name?’




  ‘It was a Gmail address. And the name was Paul underscore Morris fifteen or something.’




  ‘And the payment of the deposit? EFT?’




  ‘Yes. From a Swiss bank, Adler, if I remember correctly. I will confirm that.’




  ‘Ma’am . . .’ began Griessel.




  ‘Please. I am not a ma’am. Call me Jeanette.’




  ‘The two bodyguards in there . . .’




  ‘B. J. Fikter and Barry Minnaar.’




  ‘Yes. How long ago did they leave the SAPS?’




  ‘About seven, eight years . . .’




  ‘How long have they worked for you?’




  ‘For the same time period. I can assure you the attack had nothing to do with—’




  ‘No, that is not what I’m getting at. How . . . good were they?’




  She grasped his meaning. ‘I only appoint the best. And for the sort of work they do, there is annual refresher training and testing, and the standards of fitness, weapon handling, and self-defence is high. We even do six-monthly drug tests. I can assure you Fikter and Minnaar were outstanding operators.’




  ‘And yet . . .’ said Cupido sceptically.




  Jeanette finally lost her control. She planted her feet apart, leaned forward, put her elbows on her knees. ‘Let me tell you, if you weren’t a policeman, I would bliksem you right now.’




   




  The young woman, not much older than Tyrone Kleinbooi, looked at the pile of notes, and then at the computer screen. ‘You still owe seven thousand rand,’ she said, each English syllable precise.




  ‘Why do you gooi English at me – I thought this was supposed to be an Afrikaans university here,’ said Tyrone. ‘This is all I can pay now. One thousand two hundred and fifty.’




  She bristled a little. ‘It doesn’t matter what language a person says it in, mister, die rekening is agterstallig. You are in arrears. Results are only released when it is paid in full.’




  It was frustration that made him tease her. ‘You can gooi in as many fancy white Afrikaans words as you like, but I can tell you’re actually a Cape Flats girl.’




  ‘Ek kom van die Pniel af, I’m not from the Flats. And I can see you have more money in your wallet. Does your pa know what you’re up to?’




  ‘Jirre,’ said Tyrone Kleinbooi. ‘What name is there on your computer, dollie?’




  ‘“Nadia Kleinbooi”. And I’m not your “dollie”.’




  ‘Do I look like a Nadia?’




  ‘How should I know? There are some funny names on this computer.’




  ‘Nadia is my sister, dolly. We don’t have a ma, and we don’t have a pa. This is money that I earned with my own two hands, versta’ jy? And what is left in my wallet, I have to go and give to her to pay her rent on her flat. So don’t you sit there and judge me. Have a heart, we pay as we can, she worked flippen hard, those results belong to her, not you lot – so why can’t she see them?’




  ‘I don’t make the rules.’




  ‘But you can bend them, net ’n bietjie. For a brother.’




  ‘And lose my job? Not today.’




  He sighed, and pointed at the screen in front of her. ‘Can you see them there?’




  ‘The results?’




  ‘Ja.’




  ‘I can.’




  ‘Did she pass?’




  Her face revealed nothing.




  ‘Ag, please, sister,’ he said.




  She glanced around first. Then said softly and quickly: ‘She passed well.’ She took the money and began counting.




  ‘Dankie, sister,’ he said, and turned to go.




  ‘Jy kannie net loep nie, you must wait for your receipt.’




  ‘Sien jy, I knew you could gooi Flats.’




  Chapter 4




  They felt the pressure, the urgency of time slipping away.




  ‘Cyril was a friend to me,’ said Marcus Frank, the German owner. ‘A valued employee.’




  Benny Griessel knew there was a risk that Cupido would say something like, ‘So why did you make him wear a slave uniform?’ and so he interjected quickly: ‘You have our condolences, Mr Frank. Now, one of the—’




  ‘Our reputation is in tatters,’ said Frank. ‘The media is waiting at the gate.’




  ‘I understand. But one of the guests is missing, and we have to move as fast as possible. Can you tell us what Mr January was doing at the guesthouse last night?’




  Frank made a helpless gesture in the direction of the still weepy Christel de Haan.




  The woman put on her glasses and said: ‘He cleared the dinner table, and lit the fire.’




  ‘What time?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘At exactly nine o’clock.’




  ‘How do you know that?’




  ‘That was our agreement with them.’




  ‘The bodyguards?’




  ‘Yes. Breakfast at exactly eight o’clock, house cleaning at nine, lunch at one, dinner at eight p.m. Final clearing, and hospitality at nine. They are very strict, they have a lot of rules.’




  ‘Like what?’




  ‘They screened all our people. Only six were cleared to work when they rented the guesthouse, two for breakfast, two for house cleaning in the morning, and two for dinner and evening hospitality. It made things very difficult . . .’




  ‘Why?’




  ‘Because sometimes members of our staff are ill, or they want to take a vacation . . .’




  ‘So why did you rent the house to these people?’




  ‘They pay almost double the going rate.’




  Cupido shook his head again in amazement. ‘OK. So Cyril January was one of the cleared people?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘How did it work? Did he have keys?’




  ‘No, no, if they wanted to enter, they had to call one of the guards when they were at the door.’




  ‘How?’




  ‘With a cellphone. They had to say a code word. They had to say “breakfast in the green room” if it was safe, or “breakfast in the red room” if they thought there was danger.’




  ‘Jissis. And then the guard unlocked the door?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘But you said there were two people serving dinner?’




  ‘Yes. Cyril’s daughter . . .’ De Haan’s eyes filled, and her voice became hoarse. ‘I’m sorry. His daughter, she’s only eighteen . . . She served dinner with him, and they cleared the table, and then she left with the trolley. Cyril was doing hospitality . . .’




  ‘What does that mean?’




  ‘Chocolates on the pillows, check the bathroom supplies, like soap and shampoo and shower gel and hand cream, and light the fire . . .’




  ‘Do you know what time he usually finished?’




  ‘Between nine and half past.’




  ‘And his wife thought he went to town last night?’




  ‘He did do that sometimes.’




  ‘Where would he go?’




  ‘To friends.’




  ‘And he would stay out all night?’




  ‘Sometimes.’




  ‘What was the procedure when he left the house?’ asked Griessel.




  ‘He just left, and they locked the door behind them.’




  ‘And this morning?’




  ‘One of our agricultural workers saw Cyril’s body. At about six-thirty, on his way to report for work. And then he saw the front door of the guesthouse was open . . .’




  ‘OK,’ said Cupido, ‘we’ll have to speak to the daughter . . . We have to speak to all the staff, in about . . .’ he looked at his watch, ‘in about an hour’s time. Can you assemble them for us?’




   




  Cupido began to rant as they walked towards the car, just as Griessel knew he would.




  ‘“They pay almost double the going rate.” That’s the trouble with this country, Benna. It’s just naked greed, no fucking ethics. Everybody just wants to score, it’s just skep, pappie, skep, before doomsday comes. Seventy thousand bucks for a week’s personal security? We’re in the wrong business, I’m telling you. And that lesbetarian wants to bliksem me? What for? Because I tell it like it is? She can’t do that, I mean, what do you say? There’s just no appropriate response to a lezzy, you’re gefok if you say come try me, you’re gefok if you zip your lip. There should be a law against that sort of thing. Wants to bliksem me? With seventy thousand in her back pocket and her Calvin Klein suit and that hair . . . And what is this here? German owner of a Boer farm with a French name where a Brit is kidnapped. Fucking United Nations of Crime, that’s where we’re heading. And why? ’Cause they bring their troubles here. Like those French at Sutherland, and the Dewani thing, and who gets the rap? South-fokken-Africa.’




  They got into the car.




  ‘I’m telling you now, the perpetrator will be a foreign citizen, but d’you think the TV will mention it? Not on your life, it’ll be like “crime-ridden society” all over again, all that kak. It’s not right, Benna. Wants to bliksem me. But they screen the little volkies in slave uniforms and let them clean up after their whitey backsides until ten o’clock at night. Chocolates on the pillows . . .’




  ‘Forensics are here,’ said Griessel when he spotted the white minibus parked at the guesthouse, beside the SAPS photographer’s Corolla, and the two ambulances.




  ‘They’ll have to get a move on – we have to search the Brit’s room.’




  ‘And the Giraffe.’ Beside the big Ford Territory of the Directorate of Priority Crime Investigations – DPCI, or the Hawks – stood tall, thin Colonel Zola Nyathi, commanding officer of the Violent Crimes Group.




   




  As the first Hawk on the scene, Griessel reported as succinctly as he could. He was aware of the colonel’s sharp eyes on him, with that unreadable, unchanging poker face of his.




  When he had finished, the Giraffe said: ‘I see,’ and stood with his head bowed, deep in thought.




  Eventually: ‘You’re JOC on this one, Benny.’




  ‘Yes, sir.’ His heart sank, because the last thing he needed in his current situation, was the responsibility of the so-called Joint Operations Command.




  ‘You already have Vaughn. How many more people do you need?’




  He knew the Hawks liked big teams who could hit hard and fast, but he was still sceptical about this approach. Too many people falling over each other, especially on an investigational level. And he knew command didn’t always mean control over the direction of the investigation. ‘Four detectives, sir.’




  ‘You sure?’




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  ‘I’ll get Cloete out. And start oiling the consulatory wheels.’




  Captain John Cloete was the Hawks’ media liaison officer. And Griessel knew they were going to need all the help they could get with the British Consulate. For though the Brits weren’t as bad as the Canadians, and the Canadians were not as difficult as the Chinese – embassies were not keen to share their citizens’ information, especially when there was crime involved. And in any case, they were bureaucratic dead-ends. So all he said was: ‘Thank you, sir.’




  He noticed Nyathi’s gaze dwell on him a moment before the colonel nodded, turned, and walked back to his vehicle. He knew it was because he looked so terrible. He cursed himself again. Last night he should have . . .




  ‘Come, Benna,’ said Cupido, ‘let’s check how far Forensics are.’




   




  In Dorp Street in Stellenbosch, a tour bus was parked in front of Oom Samie se Winkel, the now-legendary old-time store and tourist magnet.




  Tyrone Kleinbooi eyed up the tourists on the pavement. Europeans, he recognised them by their pale legs, their get-up. He had given up wondering why European and American visitors were the only people in Africa who bought and wore safari outfits – the hunting jackets (with pockets for ammunition), the Livingstone helmets or wide-brimmed hats, the boots.




  His senses sharpened. He focused on the group lining up at the door to get on the bus. At the back stood a middle-aged woman with a big raffia shoulder bag. Easy target. She would be expecting contact with other tour members. Her purse would be in the bag, right at the bottom, in the centre, big and fat, loaded with rands and euros and credit and cash cards, ripe for the picking. All he had to do was to take the hair clip with the little yellow sunflower that he had in his pocket, hide it in his hand, bend down in front of her, and pretend to pick it up.




  Uncle Solly: I had an appie who tried that trick with money, a ten-rand note. He flashed it at the mark, and the mark’s attention went immediately to his wallet. Now that’s just stupid. You use something that is colourful and pretty. But not money.




  ‘I think you dropped this, ma’am,’ he would say quietly, intimately, confidentially, with his big innocent look-how-honest-our-locals-are smile. And his even features. With his right shoulder nearly touching her.




  With her eyes and all her attention focused in surprise on the hair clip, he would slide his right hand into the bag, get a sure grip on the purse.




  She would beam with grateful goodwill, because these white people from the north are black people pleasers, probably feeling guilty about their own colonial escapades. She would reach out her hand to the clip, and then shake her head. ‘Oh, thank you, but it’s not mine.’ He would bump her lightly with his right shoulder as he withdrew his hand from the bag, and put the purse in his pocket.




  The withdrawal is the key. Smooth and fast. Keep the wallet upright, don’t let it hook on anything – the last thing you want at that crucial moment is a snag. And remember, there are other people who might be watching, so you want everyone’s attention on the dropped object, you hold it high and handsome. And then you get the wallet out of sight, and your hand out of your pocket. Show it to the people, here is my innocent hand.




  ‘My apology, ma’am,’ he would say.




  She would reply in a Dutch or German accent: ‘No, please, don’t apologise.’ Except the Austrian woman, two years ago, who said ‘thank you’ and took the clip out of his hand. He had the last laugh though. The profit from her purse was nearly two thousand rand.




  He would smile, turn, and walk away, look back and wave at her. Don’t rush it. Saunter, Ty. But be aware, want jy wiet nooit . . . You never know, the words echoed in his head.




  He was in between the tourists, next to the woman, ready, every nerve ending tingling, the adrenaline flowing, just enough.




  And then his brain said, Don’t.




  If it feels wrong, walk away.




  He saw the pair of security guards just beyond the shop, their eyes on him.




  He walked past, to Market Street, and his sister’s flat.




  Chapter 5




  From the front door, Griessel and Cupido could see the two men from Forensics at work under the bright spotlights in the sitting room. And hear their heated rugby conversation .




  ‘I’m telling you, Bismarck is not a man, he’s a machine,’ said Arnold, the short fat one, vehemently.




  ‘You shoot your own argument in the foot,’ said Jimmy, the tall thin one. They knelt side by side, in the spacious lounge.




  ‘What makes you say that?’




  As a team they were known as Thick and Thin, a relic of the tired old quip from the days when they first began to work together: ‘Forensics will stand by you through thick and thin’, which in turn had been inspired by fat Arnold’s previous Forensics partner, a freckled, cheeky and pretty redhead woman, who had self-deprecatingly referred to their partnership as ‘Speckled & Egg’. There was a fair bit of murmuring when she left in search of greener pastures, and Jimmy – male, and far less attractive – was appointed.




  ‘Bismarck is a machine? How does a machine get injured? Anyway, this year we will win the Cup, because your Sharks machine is going to seize up when the chips are down. Just like last year . . .’




  ‘May we come in?’ Griessel called.




  ‘Thank the Lord, the Hawks are here,’ said Arnold.




  ‘I feel so safe now,’ said Jimmy.




  ‘Are you wearing shoe covers?’ Arnold asked.




  ‘Haven’t you finished up front here yet?’ Cupido retorted. ‘Maybe you should stop talking rugby kak and get your arses into second gear.’




  ‘Rugby kak? What sort of Cape coloured are you?’




  ‘The sort who will kick your whitey arses if you don’t pull finger.’




  ‘If you’re a kicker, the Stormers need you,’ said Arnold. ‘All fifteen fly-halves are injured again.’




  ‘Fokkof,’ said Jimmy. ‘Come in if you have shoe covers on. There’s something very weird here you should see.’




   




  The ‘something very weird’ was a cartridge case.




  ‘It’s a Cor-Bon .45 ACP +P,’ said thin Jimmy as he held it up for display with a pair of silver pliers.




  ‘Not all forty-fives can shoot the Plus P,’ said Arnold.




  ‘Only the more recent models.’




  ‘Your Plus P has a higher maximum internal pressure.’




  ‘And higher velocity.’




  ‘We can explain that in layman’s terms if you don’t understand.’




  ‘We know easy words too.’




  ‘So now you are ballistics and language experts?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘Your modern Forensic’s scientific knowledge is vast,’ said Jimmy. ‘Bordering on genius . . .’




  ‘In contrast with your average Hawk,’ said Arnold.




  ‘AKA the bird brains,’ said Jimmy.




  ‘Fokkof,’ said Griessel. He knew it wouldn’t help to try to be witty, because they always had the last word.




  ‘Benny, you look particularly appealing this morning.’




  ‘Or is that “appalling”?’ The Forensics duo grinned at each other.




  ‘Not so very bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, eh? And not too sharp-eyed for a Hawk either,’ said Arnold.




  ‘Don’t you see it?’ asked Jimmy.




  ‘See what?’ asked Cupido.




  ‘The engraving.’ He held the cartridge closer and rotated it.




  ‘What is it?’ asked Griessel.




  ‘Take this,’ said Arnold, and he held out a magnifying glass. Griessel took it, and studied the copper tube.




  ‘It looks like a snake. Ready to strike.’




  ‘Amazing,’ said Jimmy. ‘That he can see anything at all through those bloodshot eyes.’




  ‘And what’s under the rearing snake?’ Arnold asked.




  ‘Are those letters?’ The engraving was tiny.




  ‘Praise the Lord. The Hawks can read.’




  ‘We can bliksem you too,’ said Cupido. ‘What do the letters say?’




  ‘“N”, dot, “m”, dot,’ said Arnold.




  ‘So what does that mean? “Never mind”?’




  ‘Where do you dig that up?’




  ‘NM. Never mind. Don’t you understand texting language? I thought you were so clever?’




  ‘Sophisticated people don’t use texting abbreviations. Capital N, small letter m stands for “newton-metre”. If both were small letter it would stand for “nanometre”. But in both cases without the dot,’ said Arnold.




  ‘So what do the two capital letters with two dots stand for?’




  ‘I thought you were the detectives.’




  ‘Because you rocket scientists don’t know?’ said Cupido in triumph.




  ‘We can’t do all your work for you.’




  ‘Or, at least we can’t do all your work for you all the time.’




  ‘Fokkof,’ said Griessel. ‘We have to search the last room. Are you finished there?’




  ‘Haven’t even started.’




  ‘Jissis,’ said Cupido.




   




  They went to interview Scarlett January, daughter of the murdered worker, Cyril.




  Cupido sat beside her on the comfortable couch in the sitting room. He held her hand, his voice gentle and sympathetic. Griessel and Christel de Haan each sat in a chair.




  ‘I’m so sorry for your loss, little sister.’




  The pretty, petite girl nodded through her tears.




  ‘If I could, I would not have bothered you. But we want to catch these evil people. They must pay for what they have done to your daddy.’




  Another nod.




  ‘Are you OK to answer a few little questions?’




  She sniffed, blew her nose, and said: ‘Yes, uncle.’




  ‘You are very brave, sistertjie, your daddy would be very proud of you. Did you work with him every day in the guesthouse?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘The night shift, nè?’




  Nod.




  ‘Did you see the Englishman?’




  ‘Ja.’




  ‘What can you tell us about him?’




  ‘He was very friendly.’




  ‘Did he talk to you?’




  ‘Ja.’




  ‘What did he say?’




  ‘My table looked nice. And the food was good.’




  ‘Is that all?’




  ‘And it’s so lovely here. On the farm. If he looks out the window. That’s all.’




  ‘OK, sistertjie, that’s very good. Now the bodyguards. Did you talk to them too?’




  ‘Not really.’




  ‘Were they nice to you?’




  ‘Ja, uncle. But they didn’t talk much.’




  ‘Now, last night, what time did you leave there?’




  The memory of the previous evening caused Scarlett’s shoulders to shake. It took her a time to say: ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘It’s OK, sistertjie. So more or less nine o’clock?’




  Nod.




  ‘And everything was OK. There in the guesthouse?’




  Nod.




  ‘The same as the other nights?’




  ‘Ja.’




  ‘The bodyguards weren’t different?’




  ‘No, uncle.’




  ‘Can you tell us how you left? Did one of them walk with you?’




  ‘Ja. The one they call B. J.’




  ‘OK, tell me nicely.’




  ‘I told B. J. I was finished. He went and unlocked the front door. He went out first and looked, and then he came back in and said everything is fine. Then I called Daddy, because he had to help me with the trolley down the steps. Then—’




  ‘What trolley?’




  ‘The trolley with the leftovers and the dishes.’




  ‘OK, and then?’




  ‘Then we went out, Daddy helped me down the steps, and I pushed it back to the restaurant.’




  ‘And then they locked up again?’




  ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘That’s OK. And you didn’t see anything, while you were pushing it back to the restaurant?’




  ‘I just . . .’ And Scarlett January began to weep again. Christel de Haan stood up, gave her a couple of tissues and sat down again.




  When she had regained some control, she said: ‘Uncle, I . . . I’m a bit shy, uncle . . .’




  Cupido leaned closer and whispered in her ear. ‘So just tell me, I won’t tell a soul.’




  She nodded, blew her nose, and turned her mouth to his ear. ‘Daddy says I was born with the helm . . .’




  ‘OK.’




  ‘Because I get these gevoelentes; premonitions.’




  ‘I understand.’




  ‘When I was walking there, I got this feeling, uncle.’




  ‘What sort of feeling, sistertjie?’ he whispered, barely audible.




  ‘Evil, uncle. A terrible evil. Over there by the bougainvillea.’




  Chapter 6




  Tyrone told his sister about her results. He sat on the only easy chair in Nadia’s one-bedroom flat – the one with the broken leg that he had found thrown out in front of a house in the Bo-Kaap. He had mended it. Not good workmanship, because he didn’t know much about woodwork. But it was sturdy, and it was comfortable.




  ‘So, I’m very proud of you,’ he said.




  She sat at the big work table with her long black hair, and delicate, almost fragile beauty. He had swapped it for a stolen iPhone at the second-hand shop in Woodstock’s Albert Street.




  ‘Thanks, boetie.’




  ‘Don’t worry, I’ll have the money by the end of the month,’ he said. He took out his wallet. ‘Here’s the rent for the flat.’




  ‘No, I only need a thousand, I got lekker big tips.’




  ‘That’s what I want to talk about. Tips or not, you’re here to study.’




  ‘But I like the work, boetie.’




  ‘I understand, but nou’s dit crunch time.’




  ‘I can’t just sit and swot all day.’




  ‘So go for a walk. Or socialise a bit.’




  ‘No. We eat for free, at the end of the shift, it saves me good money. And where will you get more than five thousand rand by the end of the month?’




  ‘Big paint job in Rose Street, a whole block of flats. I’m one of the subcontractors for Donnie Fish. And it’s interiors too, so it can ma’ rain. And in any case, the Cape economy is booming again, tourism is up seventeen per cent. Ek sê jou, by December there will be enough for half of next year’s class fees as well. You just swot, so that you make the selection. I don’t want you wasting your time with waitressing.’




  ‘It’s not wasting time.’ She had that stubborn look around her mouth that he had known since they were little. ‘And I will make the selection.’




  He knew he wasn’t going to convince her. ‘That’s what I want to hear.’




   




  The four extra Hawks detectives arrived – Lieutenant Vusumuzi Ndabeni, small of stature, with a manicured goatee and wide-awake eyes; Lieutenant Cedric ‘Ulinda’ Radebe, the ex-boxer, whose nickname in Zulu meant ‘honey badger’; Captain Mooiwillem Liebenberg, the DPCI’s best-looking detective and most respected skirt-chaser; and Captain Frankie Fillander, the veteran with a long scar from his ear to his crown from a knife wound.




  Standing on the lawn of the guesthouse, Griessel brought them up to date with the details. He had to concentrate, because the weariness was a burden growing steadily heavier. And he was increasingly self-conscious about his appearance, and the looks that he was getting from his colleagues. He asked Ndabeni and Fillander, the gentlest of the officers, to question the farm workers, and told Radebe and Liebenberg to talk to the bodyguards.




  Then he and Cupido walked to the veranda to hear whether Forensics were finished yet. The wind blew suddenly chill again.




  ‘Global warming?’ said Cupido as he looked up at the dark clouds once more looming in the east. ‘Seems to me every winter is colder and wetter.’




  Griessel’s cellphone made a cheerful sound in his trouser pocket. He knew who and what it was.




  His colleague looked keenly at him. ‘But that’s an iPhone you got there.’




  ‘Yes,’ said Griessel.




  ‘Since when?’




  ‘Friday.’




  Cupido’s eyebrows remained raised.




  ‘Alexa gave it to me,’ said Griessel.




  Alexa Barnard. The new love in his life, the once famous singer, now a rehabilitated alcoholic, one hundred and fifty days sober now, and slowly rebuilding her career.




  ‘The iPhone 5?’




  ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘Jy wietie?’ Cupido chortled at his ignorance.




  Griessel took the phone out of his pocket and showed it to him.




  ‘Yip, iPhone 5C. It’s not an Android, but Benny, broe’, dai’s kwaai. Welcome to the twenty-first century. You have graduated from appie to pro.’




  Over the last few months Cupido had been one of Griessel’s technology mentors. He had been nagging Benny for a long time to get an Android smartphone. ‘An HTC, Benna. Just don’t go and get a Samsung. Those guys are the new Illuminati, taking over the world, gimmick by gimmick. Never trust a phone company that makes fridges, pappie.’




  At the front door of the guesthouse Cupido called inside: ‘Jimmy, are you done?’




  Griessel quickly read the SMS on his screen. Missed you. Good luck. Can’t wait for tonight. Have a surprise for you. Xxx




  From inside the house came the reply: ‘Close enough. Just put shoe covers and gloves on again.’




  They obeyed in silence, and picked their way through the hall, sitting room, and down the passage. They found Thick and Thin in the last bedroom, busy packing away fingerprint paraphernalia.




  ‘Found a couple of weird things,’ said Arnold.




  ‘So did we,’ said Cupido. ‘You two.’




  ‘Sticks and stones,’ said Jimmy.




  ‘Water off a duck’s back,’ said Arnold. ‘Firstly, there is blood spray on the front door, which doesn’t make sense with the way the bodies are lying.’




  ‘Inside or outside?’ asked Griessel.




  ‘On the outside of the door.’




  ‘The door was open when I got here. The blood could have come from inside.’




  ‘We considered that,’ said Jimmy, ‘but it still doesn’t make sense.’




  ‘Secondly,’ said Arnold, ‘we found another cartridge in the hallway. In amongst the arum lilies. The same calibre, the same cobra engraving.’




  ‘One shooter for both victims,’ said Jimmy.




  ‘Thirdly, all the man’s clothes are new,’ said Arnold. ‘As in brand new. And I mean everything. Even the underpants.’




  ‘The suitcase too,’ said Jimmy. ‘Practically out of the box.’




  ‘And his passport.’




  ‘Where’s the passport?’ asked Griessel.




  ‘Top drawer, on the right, in a little leather cover, new, fancy,’ said Arnold.




  Griessel stepped carefully over the rucked-up carpet and the bed linen on the floor, and pulled open the drawer of the bedside table. Inside was a shiny leather pouch. He picked it up, unzipped it. There were boarding pass stubs for Air France and SAA inside. They showed that Paul Anthony Morris had taken Flight AF0990 from Charles de Gaulle airport in Paris to Johannesburg on Thursday at 23.20, and on Friday, Flight SA337 from Johannesburg to Cape Town. Business class, both times.




  The passport was tucked into a compartment of the pouch. Griessel pulled it out. It seemed very new still, the red cover with its gold lettering and national coat of arms was smooth and without creases or marks.




  He opened it, paged to the photo ID. It showed a man in his fifties with a long, symmetrical face, no hint of a smile. His hair covered his ears, but neatly trimmed, dark, with grey wings at the temples. He looked slightly downwards at the camera, which made Griessel wonder whether he was tall.




  To the right of the photo was his date of birth – 11 September 1956 – and the date the passport was issued. Barely a week ago.




  Cupido came and stood beside Griessel as he paged over to the immigration stamps. There were only two: France, last Thursday, and South Africa, Friday.




  ‘Brand new,’ said Cupido.




  ‘That’s what we were trying to explain to you,’ said Jimmy with an exaggerated long-suffering sigh.




  ‘Did you see a wallet anywhere?’ Griessel asked.




  ‘No,’ Arnold said. ‘If he has one, it went along. Or it’s somewhere else in the house.’




  ‘Anything else?’




  Jimmy put his hand in his briefcase and took out a transparent evidence bag. ‘A cable tie,’ he said, and held the bag up. ‘It was here, half under the bed.’




  Griessel took the bag and inspected it closely. The cable had been tied, and then cut.




  ‘Just the one?’




  ‘That’s right.’




   




  Griessel let the police photographer take pictures of the passport first – the outside page, stamp page, and information pages. He asked Cupido to travel with the photographer, wait for prints, and take them to the British Consulate. ‘Be diplomatic, Vaughn, please . . .’




  ‘Aren’t I always?’




  ‘And phone the Giraffe first, find out if he’s greased the wheels yet.’




  ‘Sure, Benna.’




  He would rather have gone himself, so he could think. About the case. About his sins. And also because Cupido was the least diplomatic of all the Hawks. But he was JOC leader. For now he would have to stay here.




  He jogged through the drizzle to the garage where Radebe and Liebenberg were questioning the two Body Armour employees.




  The four men stood in a tight circle, which they opened up to include Griessel. Liebenberg introduced him to the two bodyguards, Stiaan Conradie and Allistair Barnes. The same short haircut, broad shoulders, black suits, and white shirts as the victims. Their faces were grim.




  ‘I’m sorry about your colleagues,’ said Griessel.




  They nodded.




  There was an uncomfortable silence, eventually broken by Captain Willem Liebenberg who spoke while referring to his notebook: ‘They relieved the night shift every morning at seven-thirty, and worked twelve hours, till nineteen-thirty. The procedure for handing over was a cellphone call from outside, with “green” and “red” as code words for safe or unsafe. Then the front door would be unlocked from inside, and locked again. They said the British guy . . . Morris, was friendly, but not very talkative—’




  ‘You do understand, we don’t encourage conversation,’ said Barnes.




  ‘It distracts us from our work,’ said Conradie.




  ‘So they actually know very little about the man,’ said Liebenberg. ‘He’s about one point eight metres tall, more or less ninety kilograms, black hair, brown eyes. He speaks with a distinct British accent. Every morning after breakfast, and every afternoon after four, he went for an escorted walk of about forty minutes here on the farm, and every—’




  ‘Did he request that? The walk?’ asked Griessel.




  Conradie replied: ‘We give the clients a portfolio of choices. That was one that he chose.’




  A portfolio of choices. If Cupido had been here, he would be going on about that: An ex-policeman talking fancy.




  ‘And that’s safe?’




  ‘Safety is relative,’ said Barnes. ‘Unless the client divulges the nature of the threat. Which Mr Morris did not do.’




  Radebe shook his head. ‘Did you ask him?’




  ‘Miss Louw does that. The background research. She said the client chose not to divulge. Our responsibility is to convey the portfolio of choices to the client, and to accommodate them. If he believes the threat is of such a nature that it’s safe to go for a walk, we must accept that,’ said Conradie.




  ‘He asked us if we were sure no one had followed them from the airport,’ said Barnes.




  ‘Were you?’




  ‘If there were any signs, Fikter and Minnaar would have reported it.’




  ‘OK,’ said Griessel.




  Chapter 7




  The bodyguards said Morris sat in the dining room during the day with his computer and iPad, and in the evening, by the fire with a book that he had found on the sitting-room bookshelves. Sometimes he just stood at the window in the dining room, looking out over the Franschhoek Valley. ‘I never knew this country was so beautiful,’ he had apparently once said.




  Griessel asked them where he kept the computer and iPad.




  ‘He didn’t. Every time that we left, they were still on the dining-room table,’ said Conradie.




  ‘And at mealtimes?’




  ‘Morris ate in the dining room; we ate in the kitchen.’




  Conradie saw Griessel frown. ‘It’s protocol,’ he said.




  ‘Did he have a cellphone?’




  ‘He must have. We never saw him with it,’ said Conradie.
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