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‘The chameleon gets behind the fly, remains motionless for some time, then he advances very slowly and gently, first putting forward one leg and then another. At last, when well within reach, he darts his tongue and the fly disappears. England is the chameleon and I am that fly’
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‘[The British] happen to be the best people in the world, with the highest ideals of decency and justice and liberty and peace, and the more of the world we inhabit, the better it is for humanity’
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PROLOGUE


Matabeleland, Southern Rhodesia, 1921


George McFadden listened intently as Reverend Grove outlined his plans for the new mission station at Marula, some sixty miles south-west of Bulawayo along the wavering, thinly tarred road that led to Bechuanaland. George gripped the back of the chair, his ruddy face screwed up as he struggled to suppress his rising panic at the pools of sweat forming under his armpits, sliding down his ribcage. His protruding knuckles showed white against his freckled skin, burned to an angry reddened stripe at the nape where the fierce African sun bore endlessly down upon him. He’d been instructed to wear a hat at all times, but no one had mentioned the wind. On his very first day, striding out confidently across one of the closely grazed fields, a breeze sprang up out of nowhere and whipped it off his head. He’d immediately given chase, but stopped after a few seconds, aware of himself as a figure of ridicule to the clutch of children squatting in a hollow in the sandy road running next to the fields. One of them stood up and pointed at him, covering his mouth with his hand in a universal gesture of amusement or amazement, hard to tell which. He was a strange sight in these parts. A tall, red-haired white man with a sparse, gingery beard and dark, close-together eyebrows . . . little wonder they stared. Apart from himself, Reverend Grove, Tim Bellingham and the occasional travelling salesman, there were no other white men within a hundred-mile radius of the little mission village.


He was suddenly aware of a deepening silence. He looked up. Reverend Grove had finished talking and was looking expectantly at George, waiting for an answer. The sweat now pooled against his waist. He pressed his arms against his sides. It was the heat; the damned heat. He moved about it in a dazed torpor all day long, unable to think clearly. ‘I . . . I beg pardon, sir,’ he stammered, reaching for a handkerchief to mop his perspiring face. ‘I . . . I’m afraid I didnae catch . . .’


Reverend Grove winced. George’s heart sank. He knew how much his thick Scots burr offended him. Reverend Grove’s carefully modulated accent spoke of a very different background to the Glasgow tenement where George had sprung from. George was one of thirteen children left penniless when his father, a dockyard worker, was hit by a swinging boom and thrown, already lifeless, into the murky waters of the Clyde. His mother wasted no time in presenting George, one of the brighter of her sons, to a distant cousin of hers, Alistair Corcoran, who somewhat reluctantly offered to pay for George’s education. George rarely saw his uncle after that first visit. In due course, however, aged twenty-three with his degree firmly in hand, he was able to call upon his uncle in his elegant home on Law Crescent, in the shadow of the Dundee Law. He was shown into the dining room and his benefactor got up and embraced him. The lad had done well for himself, yes, indeed, it was clear. The investment had paid off. Emboldened by the warm reception and the glass of sherry pressed into his large hands, George hurriedly launched into further plans. He’d been thinking of something in the legal profession . . . perhaps even a barrister? His benefactor took off his glasses and stared at him. There was a moment’s uncomfortable silence, during which George began to panic. Had he said something wrong? His uncle cleared his throat. Had George perhaps considered Africa? Well, no, he had not. Africa? He remembered growing breathless. He’d tried to keep the panic out of his voice, much as he was doing now. Africa?


‘George, I asked if you’ve any carpentry skills?’ Reverend Grove’s voice broke into George’s painful recollections. The Reverend’s weary expression gave him away. He already knew George’s feeble answer.


‘No, er, no . . . I have not,’ George admitted. ‘It wasn’t . . . it wasn’t on the, er, curriculum.’


Reverend Grove sighed. ‘What do they teach you fellows these days?’ he muttered. ‘Well, we’ll just have to make the best of it.’


‘I’m sure I’ll—’


‘Well, I’m sure you’ll—’


Both men spoke quickly, not wishing to linger. George paused; the right of way was the Reverend’s.


‘It was a gift from Rhodes,’ the Reverend said, fumbling in his waistcoat for his pipe. He lit it carefully, a thin plume of smoke rising vertically towards the thatched roof of the hut that had served for the past five years as the mission school. It was the hut’s replacement with a brick-and-stone building they were now discussing.


‘That . . . that was very kind of him,’ George murmured, not knowing quite what to say. Carpentry? He’d never held a hammer in his life.


‘Indeed.’


The two men stood for a moment in the deepening silence. There didn’t seem to be anything further to say.


‘Well, you’d best be getting along,’ Reverend Grove said finally. ‘Darkness falls quickly in these parts.’


‘Aye, that it does,’ George agreed. He got up hurriedly and moved towards the doorway. Outside, the shadows were already long on the ground, dancing where the wind stirred the trees, sending their leaves into a whispering flurry. He crossed the patch of bare ground behind the mission, his feet biting into the warm sandy red soil, sending up little clouds of ochre-coloured dust. The sweet, thick after-taste of sorghum beer was in his mouth and throat – his mind, too – as he walked unsteadily towards the cluster of thatched huts that marked the beginning of the village. Hamlet? Settlement? Township? Even after eighteen months he found it hard to name it. Less than a village, more than a clearing . . . what was it?


A bird called out and a dog barked somewhere beyond the clearing where clumps of mealies were bunched together, desperate for rain. He glanced up at the sky. Not a cloud in sight. Clear and high, the blue of it – azure, cerulean, Prussian, cobalt, turquoise – stretched to infinity, beyond infinity. It made his eyes ache, dizzy to the point of collapse. It wasn’t a blue he could recall ever seeing before. He was a Scotsman. His whole being was finely and permanently attuned to the quicksilver changes in weather that were a feature of his homeland. Clear skies in Scotland were a rare occasion. Usually the weather was thick and hanging, always threatening rain. Not here. Not a spit of rain in days, weeks, months. Oh, how he longed for it, and for the taste of something other than the sour, ferment-smelling pap they made from corn, a tasteless porridge with none of the gritty snap and bite of Scottish oats. Pap and wild spinach – that seemed to be the extent of their diet. No wonder the men, women and children were listless to the point of apathy. Out here, sixty miles from the nearest town and life beyond the near-futile scratching out of an existence for their daily food, there was nothing to sustain them nutritionally, materially or spiritually. He brought himself up abruptly. His thoughts were veering dangerously again. It was on account of the latter – spirituality – that they were here. Grove, Bellingham and himself. At the thought of Tim Bellingham, his gut tightened. Twenty years old, golden-haired, tanned and boyishly enthusiastic, he’d come out recently from Cambridge with his head full of new ideas, most – nay, all – of which filled George McFadden with dread. Dread because he hadn’t thought of them. Dread because everything that came out of Timothy Bellingham’s mouth seemed so . . . clever, so reasonable, so thoughtful . . . so right. The frightfully clever-sounding words tripped off his tongue. Latin, Greek, a touch of ancient Hebrew, when he was so inclined. And unlike George, afflicted with both a stammer and a burr, the natives appeared to have no trouble understanding him. In addition to his perfectly modulated Etonian English, in six weeks he’d mastered more Shona – an unforgiving, illogical tongue if George had ever heard one – than George had in eighteen months. ‘Sawubona, nkosi.’ That was what the elders called him. ‘Nkosi’. ‘The learned one’, a term reserved for the most respected amongst them. Even Reverend Grove wasn’t an ‘nkosi’. No, only Timothy Bellingham with his easy, loping walk and charming manner was that.


Suddenly a movement in the bushes to his left caught his eye. He stopped abruptly. Although the low scrub that surrounded the village could hardly be called jungle – not enough rain for that – he was still fearful. Here in the heart of Africa, a harmless-looking spider could inject enough venom into a man’s hand to kill him in seconds. And it wasn’t just the spiders. Although rarely glimpsed, snakes the size of yam tubers slumbered in the warm cracks of rocks, just waiting to be trodden upon. He’d seen what happened to a goat or a donkey bitten by one of those. Half an hour; that was all it took.


‘Who’s there?’ he called out. His skin tingled unnervingly. There was a scuffling noise and then the unmistakable sound of giggling. He stared into the deepening gloom. Darkness fell so swiftly here, close to the tropics. The mealie stalks rustled. His fingers closed around the Bible in his left hand. ‘Who goes there?’ he all but shouted.


The stalks parted to reveal two faces. He almost let go of the Bible in relief. Two young girls, identical in their unspecified features. He still hadn’t learned to distinguish between them, unable to recall who was who, in spite of Reverend Grove’s masterful attempts to Anglicize their dreadfully long and complex names. He could scarcely tell the difference between boys and girls. If it wasn’t for the fact that the men sported ragged beards and the women went bare-breasted, he wasn’t sure he’d know which was which amongst his own age group, truth be told. But the two in front of him were girls. It was clear. Their pubescent breasts with thick, dark, puffy nipples were right in front of him. He cast his eyes downwards, his whole body being flooded with hot, awkward embarrassment. Would they not learn? It was so unseemly. So un-Christian.


‘Sawubona, bwana,’ they both sang in unison. His eyes fluttered upwards momentarily. He thought he recognized one of them, though he’d be damned if he could remember her name. The darker of the two. She was the Chief’s daughter, or so he’d surmised. Hard to tell, what with their multiple women and everything. Who belonged to whom? They lived in compounds, not homes, and their language, such as he’d come to understand it, was no help. Everyone was a ‘sister’ or a ‘brother’, and the word for ‘woman’ could mean anything – wife, concubine, mother, sister, grandmother, aunt. It was all so loose and unfettered, so unstructured. Yes, the natives were unstructured in their ways.


He looked back down at the ground. What were they doing in the mealie stalks at dusk? He struggled to recall the Shona word. ‘Home,’ he said finally, pointing to the watch he carried on a chain. Would they understand what he meant?


‘We went to fetch water, bwana,’ the darker one piped up suddenly in clear, if accented English.


His head flew up, astonished. Where had she learned English? Chief Lobengula had flatly refused to allow the girls in the village to attend the mission school alongside the few boys he’d managed to spare. ‘School is no place for women,’ Reverend Grove had informed him haughtily when he first arrived. ‘That’s Lobengula’s view, anyway. No use trying to persuade him otherwise, trust me.’


‘You speak English?’ he stammered incredulously.


She nodded. She was a bright-looking scrap of a thing, dark as you please, with skin the colour of a burned nut, or peat . . . he struggled to find the right words. Not for the first time, he wondered why the Chief was so against sending the girls to the one-room mission school. If this one was anything to go by, they were as bright – if not brighter and a darn sight more pleasant to look at – than any of the boys.


‘Yes, bwana. I speak English.’ Her voice was calm, unlike his, which had come out in a high-pitched squeal.


‘How?’


‘My brothers taught me.’ She lifted her chin, a touch defiantly, he thought to himself. She was not like the other girls, shy, timid little things whose gaze fell away the moment his landed.


He cleared his throat. ‘Well, that’s . . . that’s a good thing,’ he said finally. Guid. He hated the way it came out, the long ‘uuu’, like those insufferable Dutchmen to the south. He caught the look of stifled laughter that passed between them and felt the heat rise in his neck. The truth was, he’d had very little to do with women, African or otherwise. It embarrassed him now to recall the conversation with Bellingham of a few evenings ago.


‘So, anyone special left behind?’ Bellingham had asked, his lean frame sprawled out on the wicker chair in front of him. Unlike both George and Reverend Grove, who wore shirts and uncomfortably heavy trousers at all times, no matter how hot it was, Bellingham wore shorts. The first time George had seen him striding towards him in the mirage of heat and dust, he’d been scandalized. Those thick, muscular knees and finely turned calves . . . disappearing into leather sandals? He’d blushed to his scalp, as if a naked woman had suddenly appeared in front of him. Even Reverend Grove, usually the first and quickest to defend Bellingham, had felt compelled to give a small sermon. ‘Bellingham, it is not only that the requirement of modesty necessitates the provision of some sort of clothing, however simple, but Christian morality—’


‘Sir, I’m afraid it’s too hot,’ Bellingham cut him short, smiling broadly. ‘And whatever I’m wearing, it’s a darn sight more than they’ve got on.’ It was hard to argue with that.


Looking now at the scantily clad teenagers in front of him, George was forced to agree. He looked away, aware of his reddening face and neck. Dammit, he thought to himself, no Scotsman is made for these parts.


‘What’s your name?’ he demanded suddenly.


‘I am Nozipho.’


‘Nozipho.’ He pronounced it slowly. It was a pretty name.


‘It means “gift”,’ she added. The other girl said something sharply to her, most likely admonishing her for volunteering information. All three stared at each other for a few seconds, then, without saying a word, the two girls suddenly turned and ran, their buttocks jiggling provocatively beneath the scrap of leather and beads they wore in place – and mockery – of a skirt. He forced himself to look away. The view it gave him of himself was disturbing. He was a sober man of impeccable moral truth. He didn’t like the way the girl – Nozipho – looked at him. As if there were something in him that justified – or even encouraged – her scrutiny. As if he were other than what he appeared.


‘Where’ve you been?’ Bellingham looked up as he entered the room. It annoyed him, that lingering emphasis on the ‘you’. As if he were incapable of going anywhere on his own.


‘Nowhere,’ he replied shortly. ‘A walk.’


‘A walk?’ Bellingham’s voice carried with it his amused disbelief. ‘Where to?’


‘Nowhere,’ George repeated. He sat down on the edge of his narrow bed and began to unlace his boots. He didn’t like to reveal his bare calves and feet in front of Bellingham but there was little choice. Until the new mission was completed, he was stuck there in the small, airless room with him and there was no escape. Bellingham’s flesh had none of the dead marble whiteness of his own; it was burnished to a deep gold by the sun, as if polished to reveal the vitality within. He thrust his thin white toes away from view, sitting awkwardly on his hands, wishing he were anywhere but there.


‘Ever been tempted?’ Bellingham spoke up suddenly, not bothering to lower his book. An Outcast of the Islands. George noted the title immediately. He had no idea how Bellingham did it . . . managing to keep up with the latest titles and trends from Britain, which might as well have been the moon for all their contact with the outside world.


‘Tempted?’ George was momentarily confused. Tempted by what?


‘By them.’ Bellingham answered his unasked question, lowering the book. He winked conspiratorially at George. ‘I don’t mind telling you,’ he said chummily, ‘I’ve been more than tempted. Held myself back, of course. Well, you have to, don’t you? No knowing what the consequences might be. And they’d be pretty damn difficult to hide,’ he chuckled.


George stared at him, aghast. ‘Wh-what are you talking about?’ he stammered.


‘Oh, come on. I’ve seen your face when you think no one’s looking. She’s got a fine pair on her; I’ll tell you that for free.’


‘Who?’ George felt hot and clammy, suddenly dizzy.


‘Old Lobengula’s daughter. The young one. I think they call her Nophizo, something like that.’


‘Nozipho,’ George corrected him automatically. ‘It means “gift”.’


‘There you go.’ Bellingham let out a lewd guffaw. ‘You have noticed, you sly old dog.’


George shook his head firmly, although his face was on fire. ‘She’s the Chief’s daughter,’ he said sourly.


‘All the more likely to comply,’ Bellingham commented mildly. ‘They’d sell their mothers if they thought it would gain them an advantage.’


George said nothing, too shocked to protest. Bellingham’s tone was decidedly un-Christian. He stood up suddenly. The room was too airless to contemplate staying indoors and despite the mosquitoes, he wanted to be outside, away from Bellingham’s prying eyes. He opened the door and breathed a sigh of relief. It was nearly dark and all around him, the land ran away to the horizon. There was nothing to be seen, only the appearance of the darkening sky. The bits of space between the smooth round mud huts came together in the darkness, ballooning out until he was lost in it. A few minutes later the village was gone, swallowed up entirely. Somewhere off in the distance he heard the cattle bellowing softly. The crickets had begun their night song. The land never slept. He ached for the silence of winter, the crying of birds as they migrated from place to place, season to season, the gentleness of it all. He sat down heavily on the edge of the step, forgetting for a moment that his feet were bare and that all it would take was one little sting, one little nip from an insect he could barely see, let alone name . . . and God only knew what might happen. That was the worst thing about being here. God only knew what might happen.









PART ONE


1949


Twenty-eight years later


•   •   •


Confession is good for the soul even after the soul has been claimed.


MONA RODRIGUEZ









1


Robert McFadden, aged thirteen, pressed his ear flat against the wooden panelling and strained to hear the conversation taking place on the other side of the wall. ‘You cannot be serious,’ his mother said, her voice tight with outrage. ‘Where is she?’


There was a moment’s silence, then his father’s voice came through the wall. Weak and placating. ‘Well, that’s just the thing . . . she’s, er, here.’


‘Here? Where’s here? Here? Here in Edinburgh?’


‘Aye.’


Robert frowned. It had been a strange week. His father, who had been away in Africa for most of Robert’s life, was finally back. For good. But Mother seemed about as pleased to see him as she was to see the gardener. Or the coalman. Or the old hunchback who delivered vegetables once a week. Not pleased, in other words. Knowing Margaret McFadden, it wasn’t altogether surprising. Robert’s quiet, stern character, somewhat disconcerting in a child of thirteen, came almost exclusively from his mother, or so everyone said. She’d married ‘down’ – that was the word everyone used. For a time, Robert thought it meant ‘Africa’; ‘down there’, as the servants kept referring to it. After a while, however, he grasped the true meaning of the word. It had to do with money, of which his mother had plenty and his father absolutely none. No one seemed to understand how or why they’d married in the first place and, since he was an only child, there was no one to ask, no one with whom he could speculate. All he knew was what Mrs Guthrie, the housekeeper, had told him in those odd moments when she’d relaxed sufficiently to pour herself a wee dram and ease off her shoes. His mother was the daughter of a Rhodesian landowner, originally from Scotland, who’d been travelling with his wife and two young daughters from Salisbury to Johannesburg when their train derailed and they were stuck for a week in Marula, a tiny mission station just south of Bulawayo where his father was stationed. He loved hearing the words. Bulawayo. Marula. Gweru. In Mrs Guthrie’s mouth they took on an even more exotic ring. ‘Bool-ay-waay-oh.’ He’d looked it up on the map. He found it impossible to imagine his mother in anything other than the high-necked, stern dresses with full skirts, stockings, boots and sometimes even a tie that she wore year-round, even on the odd day when the sun shone brightly in Edinburgh and the air turned misty with heat and haze. Whatever had transpired in that week in the middle of darkest Africa, Margaret Strachan returned to Scotland betrothed. He was aware too that the word ‘return’ had a certain ironic ring to it. Before she’d set foot in the house in Abercromby Place, purchased for her and her new husband by an overly grateful father, she’d only once been to Scotland. She’d grown up on a sprawling estate in Rhodesia, had been home-schooled by her mother, an Englishwoman of her time and class, and as a result, sounded about as Scottish as the Queen, whom she adored. Unlike her husband, whose Glaswegian accent was as irrevocably wedded to his vocal cords as his tweed suits were to his frame, there appeared to be little of Scotland in the woman, and vice versa. Every chance she could, she boarded the steam train for London, taking Robert with her. When Robert was nine, she’d outraged everyone by declining to send him to Fettes College or George Heriot’s, which was where his cousins had been sent. Instead, she sent him to Eton. When he first heard the news, he was secretly relieved. Neither school inspired anything more than outright dread. Fettes with its gloomy Gothic spires and George Heriot’s with its turrets and cold, stone facade seemed more like prisons than schools. He much preferred Eton. The endless playing fields, the smiling house matron, and the fact that he was four-hundred-odd miles away from the frosty atmosphere of 3 Abercromby Place was enough to assuage any homesickness he might otherwise have felt. By the age of thirteen, he sounded for all the world exactly like all the other English boys in his year . . . there was nothing Scottish about him, which pleased Margaret no end but seemed to upset and astonish his father. In truth, it mattered little. He so seldom saw or heard from his father that by the time George McFadden returned to Edinburgh, Robert, who was on holiday from school, hardly recognized him.


‘And what’m I to do with her?’ he heard his mother ask frostily. He pressed his ear even harder against the wall.


‘I . . . well, perhaps we could find some . . . employment . . .?’


‘Employment?’ His father might as well have blasphemed. ‘What sort of employment?’


There was a moment’s hesitation. ‘Well, she could join the other servants . . . in the house?’


‘The house?’ His mother’s voice rose. ‘In our house? Whatever will people say? A Negro serving girl in this house?’


‘She’s not . . . well, I mean, clearly . . . yes, of course, she’s a . . . a . . . well, I mean, the thing is . . . I can hardly send her back, can I?’ His father appeared to be pleading.


‘Robert McFadden! What in heaven’s name are ye doing?’ He jumped guiltily. It was Mrs Guthrie, on her way to light the drawing room fire.


‘I . . . I was just . . .’


‘Eavesdropping, that’s wha’ ye’re doin’! Runaway wi’ ye, afore I tell yer mither.’ Mrs Guthrie glowered down at him. Robert needed no second warning. He fled. His mother would take an extremely dim view of his eavesdropping. As he galloped up the stairs to his room on the third floor, two at a time, he wondered who they’d been talking about. A Negro. A servant girl, too, by the sound of it. Who was she and how had she come to be in Edinburgh, in his home?
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His first thought, upon seeing her for the first time, was that she resembled nothing so much as a deer; a doe-eyed, frightened-looking deer, caught in the cross-hairs of a gun. His second thought, coming close on its heels, was that there was something strangely familiar about her, as though he’d seen her before. The two thoughts jostled uneasily at the forefront of his consciousness as he stared at her. It was a cold grey morning and the air was like smoke. Through the large sash window that looked onto the gardens at the rear of the crescent, the soft, muffled sky moved slowly and ponderously. Beyond the sloping rooftops and chimneys that fell to the Firth of Forth, the waters of the estuary glinted like steel.


She stood next to the large oak table, floury with the morning’s baking, her thin, dark fingers resting trembling on its edge, as though she might otherwise fall. She was slight – so slight! – dressed in a long, dark brown pinafore frock that was several sizes too big for her and only a shade or two darker than her skin. He had never seen a Negro before. Once, in London, sitting in the back of a taxi with his mother, he’d seen an Indian man in a resplendent turban and a long, flowing robe that looked more like a dress than anything a man might wear. He’d craned his neck for ages, trying to catch the last glimpse of his dark skin and flashing white eyes, but his mother had caught him out and reprimanded him for staring. Now, however, he couldn’t help himself. She was unlike anyone he’d ever encountered. Her hair, escaped from the funny cloth hat she wore, was thick and springy, a soft dark cloud that shaped her head like a halo.


‘Dinnae stand there gawpin’ at each other,’ Cook said briskly. ‘Here, start wi’ this, will ye?’ she said to the Negro girl, handing her a rolling pin. Her own thick, meaty arms were covered in flour, sleeves pushed up to her elbows. The girl stood there, dumbstruck, though whether with terror or incomprehension, Robert couldn’t tell. How old was she?


‘Does she speak English?’ Robert asked curiously.


‘Aye, or so yer father says,’ Cook said sniffily, as though the girl was invisible. ‘I’ve nivver heard her say a word, mind.’


Suddenly the girl picked up the rolling pin and followed Cook’s lead, batting down the soft mass and separating it into thick balls, ready to be rolled. So, she did speak English after all. He smiled, pleased with the discovery. To his surprise, she smiled back, offering the full charm of her face to him, like a shy gift. It was a pleasant shock. There was something about her, he discovered, that made him fear a rebuff. He had no idea how to talk to her. In his confusion, he turned away and quickly left the kitchen.


He climbed the stairs to his room on the third floor, just below the servants’ quarters. It was lonely at home in the holidays. He missed the rowdy, rough-and-tumble atmosphere of school. Home was boring in a way school never was, could never be. Sometimes his mother came upon him in the library or the drawing room, ‘idling without purpose’, she called it. In Mother’s eyes there could be no greater sin.


He sat down on the edge of the bed and tried to recall the girl’s face beyond the shock of the new. Her features were smudged, any attempt at a precise recollection blotted out by her darkness. Eyes? Black, he thought, like the springy soft mass of her hair. Nose and mouth? He saw her in his mind’s eye and frowned. There it was again, that strange sense of familiarity hovering on the edge of his consciousness. Was it possible he’d seen her likeness somewhere? A photograph, perhaps? It had been years since his father had opened any of the leather boxes that lay along the bottom shelf of the bookcase in his study. They contained a treasure of sepia-tinted photographs of Father’s ‘other’ life in Africa, that place Robert had never seen and could scarcely imagine.


The clock on the landing suddenly struck eleven, the last chimes fading softly into the mid-morning gloom. On impulse, he stood up suddenly. Father had gone out earlier that morning and his mother was entertaining a circle of women from the church in the drawing room on the ground floor. He had a sudden longing to open those boxes and see for himself where the mysterious Negro girl had come from. He might even find a photograph that he’d once seen, long ago, that was now reasserting itself in his mind’s eye, explaining why it was that he felt he knew her, as impossible as it seemed.


The dust motes spiralled slowly upwards as he pulled the first box towards him. It hadn’t been moved for months, perhaps even years. No one ever came into the study other than Father and the maids, who hurriedly dusted and restocked the copper bucket of coals every other week. Somewhere inside him, a momentary twinge of unease surfaced but he suppressed it quickly, a little quiver of excitement running through him as he lifted the lid. The musty smell of old paper and tobacco rushed upwards to meet him.


There were perhaps a hundred or more photographs of differing sizes and paper thicknesses, from tiny portraits with crinkled edges to more official-looking prints of groups of people: huddled under a tree, inside a mud-walled house, outside a church in what looked like the veritable middle of nowhere. He pulled them out carefully, picking each one up and studying it, trying to fathom the stern faces behind the moustachioed gentlemen in pith helmets and hats who were his father’s colleagues, he supposed. There were no women. There was an old train ticket, yellowed and fading. He picked it out and turned it over. Léopoldville–Brazzaville. He didn’t even know where that was. A dried-out nib of a fountain pen, a button . . . some sort of insignia. There was a letter in there, folded over thrice. He hesitated. He recognized his mother’s looping, fanciful script whilst simultaneously hearing her voice. Eavesdroppers never hear good of themselves. Reading her letters was tantamount to eavesdropping, he knew. He carefully put the letter aside. A single portrait photograph lay underneath; he pulled it out and held it up. It was of a young woman with coal-black skin and shining eyes, who held her hand up to her mouth in a gesture of suppressed laughter. He frowned. There it was again. That whisper of something he’d long ago forgotten or buried, or both. He stared at the photograph. He turned it over. There, in his father’s script, a single word. Nozi.


Suddenly he heard footsteps coming towards the study door. He hurriedly shoved the photographs back into the box and clumsily put it back in place. He scrambled to his feet and only just managed to slip behind the heavy damask silk curtain behind his father’s desk before the door opened. It was one of the maids. He watched as she quickly scraped the remnants of the previous night’s fire from the grate and restacked the coals, carefully sweeping away the ashes from the hearth before tiptoeing out as quietly as she’d come. There was something foreboding about the study with its endless books and air of dim, deathly calm. He waited until the last of her footsteps died away and then made his own escape.
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Her name was Aneni, which he soon learned meant ‘God is with me’. Mrs Guthrie snorted derisively. ‘God or no, she’ll be known as Annie in this hoos.’ She seemed to have no idea why she’d been brought to Scotland. Her mother had died a long time ago, she told him. She’d learned English back where she’d come from, down there in Africa. She called Father ‘bwana’, which Robert learned meant ‘sir’ or ‘master’. Bwana had insisted she attend school, apparently angering her grandfather, the chief of the village where she’d been born. He could hear traces of his father’s accent in amidst the schoolgirl vocabulary and the words she’d picked up from the other maids, quick as a flash. Was she pretty? He couldn’t really say. Father said she was sixteen, three years older than he was. He noticed the way her breasts moved underneath the pinafore she wore in the same distracted way he noticed all the maids’ – those near enough his own age, that was. She was certainly prettier than Dorcas, the chambermaid, and Lettie, who worked in the kitchen. She had smooth, shiny skin and the big, doe-like eyes were fringed with black lashes; a square, well-turned jaw and full lips that covered pearly-white teeth, the front one sticking out just a fraction so that the lips twitched every once in a while, a reminder of the slight imperfection in an otherwise perfectly pleasing face. He was instinctively attracted to what he didn’t even know was beauty. He found it difficult to meet her eyes. The darkness there disturbed him.


She slept with the other girls in a room in the attic under Cook’s watchful eye. Although they were wealthy enough to own both a townhouse and a house in the countryside, near Peebles, the family lived mainly in Edinburgh. His mother disliked the cold – and it was always cold in Peebles, even in summer. There were four staff in the New Town home, and perhaps a dozen in the countryside. He was aware, as children often are without being told, that it was his mother’s private income that paid for it all. He found the words puzzling. What was ‘private income’? How did it differ from ‘salary’? And what was wrong with his father that he seemed incapable of generating wealth? It was all very confusing and different from most of his fellow Etonians, whose fathers were either ‘in government’ or ‘the City’. As far as he could work out, Father didn’t really seem to have a job. He’d been a schoolteacher at a mission school, but many of the photographs showed him carrying a saw and a hammer, and the mud-and-brick building didn’t look anything like a school to Robert.
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The house was in a flurry of excitement. All day long the smells of Christmas wafted up the stairs. Cinnamon, nutmeg, cloves . . . scents that had been forgotten in the war years had suddenly reasserted their presence, despite rationing. Cook’s voice could be heard shouting orders to everyone, including Mrs Guthrie, which made the servant girls smile and forced his mother upstairs with a migraine. There was to be a dinner that evening for several of their neighbours, including someone from Africa with whom his father had once worked, a man named Mr Bellingham. Robert eagerly anticipated the visit. Aside from Annie, he’d never met anyone from his father’s past. He was due to arrive in the early afternoon, on the train from London. Angus, the footman, was dispatched in a taxi to pick him up from the station. Although Robert longed for one, his mother was adamant that they had no use for a car. ‘A waste of money,’ she declared firmly. ‘Where would we go?’


A tap at the door interrupted his thoughts. It opened a crack. It was Annie. She wasn’t allowed upstairs and certainly not to his room, but over the past few days the household rules had been relaxed on account of Christmas. ‘Cook says you’re to come downstairs,’ she said timidly, hovering in the doorway.


‘What for?’


‘She wants you to taste something.’


‘Can’t you do it?’


She shook her head. ‘I don’t know what it’s supposed to taste like.’


‘Oh, very well. I’ll be down in a minute.’ He picked up his comic book again. Billy Bunter was in the midst of a dramatic rescue operation and he desperately wanted to find out what would happen. But Annie was still hovering at the door.


‘She says you must come now. She’s afraid it’s going to burn.’


‘Oh, bother! All right, all right . . . I’m coming.’ Billy Bunter would have to wait.


By the time he got to the door, Annie had disappeared down the stairs, her tread as light and soundless as a feather.


Dinner that evening was a great success, bolstered enormously by the presence of Mr Bellingham, Father’s friend. He was everything Father was not. Handsome, fair-haired and broad-shouldered with an easy smile and a deep, rumbling laugh. He’d even managed to make Mother laugh out loud. For once Robert was allowed into the dining room with the adults, although he was seated at the far end of the long table covered in white damask that was so bright his eyes hurt. It had been years since the house had seen such a gathering. Their neighbours were all there . . . it was glorious. The dining room had never looked so rich and warm. The curtains were drawn, and the glasses and silverware gleamed in the soft light. It was hard to believe it was only four years since the war had ended. The gamekeeper at their Peebles home had sent up two pheasants . . . it had been years since they’d had game on the table. There was wine and port for the gentlemen, sherry for the ladies. Afterwards, the maids came in to clear away the plates. The men were standing, waiting for the ladies to rise. The door was open, and in the hallway, hidden from the guests, was Annie, waiting to help Cook and the two footmen carry dishes to the scullery. She’d obviously been given instructions to stay out of sight. Unlike the two other maids, who were in uniform, their hair pinned tidily under their caps, Annie was in her habitual brown pinafore minus a cap. Whoever had told her to wait had forgotten about the large mirror just inside the dining room. From where he was standing, Robert could not only see Annie, he could see Mr Bellingham as well. Mr Bellingham caught sight of Annie as he turned to help Mrs Macpherson rise a little unsteadily from her seat, and in that moment, his eyes swivelled round to meet Father’s. A look passed between the two men that Robert couldn’t fathom . . . surprise? Anger? Shame? He couldn’t tell. The moment passed as swiftly as it had come. When he turned back to the mirror, Annie was gone.


He wasn’t sure what had woken him, the bark of a dog outside somewhere, the creak of a stair . . . whatever it was, Robert came through the layers of sleep to lie in bed, his heart thudding. The house was quiet and although he was warm enough under his eiderdown, the room was cold enough to force a reluctance to get out of bed. There it was again. A sudden noise. Somewhere between a muffled shout and a scream, cut off abruptly. He lay there for a second more, his heart beating faster now. He’d recognized his mother’s voice. He slid out of bed, wincing as his bare feet touched the cold wooden floor. He bent down in the dark, fumbling for his thick woollen dressing gown and slippers. He padded carefully to the door and opened it, listening intently. On the floor below, a heated argument was going on, but not between his parents, he realized as he crept towards the source, but between his mother and Mr Bellingham! He stood in shock outside his mother’s bedroom door. Downstairs in the hallway, the grandfather clock chimed twice. It was two o’clock in the morning! What was Mr Bellingham doing in his mother’s bedroom? And where was Father?


‘I don’t care what you say!’ It was his mother’s voice, a low, hissing sound. The hackles on his neck rose. ‘You’re lying to me. You’re both lying!’


‘Mrs McFadden, please . . . please listen to me. It was not his fault!’


‘Don’t talk to me about “fault”,’ his mother sobbed. ‘Don’t you dare! How could he? And to think . . . she’s here, in this house, under my roof!’


‘Don’t blame the girl,’ Mr Bellingham urged, his own voice low and fast. ‘She’s only an innocent victim in all of this.’


‘Victim? You call her a victim?’


‘Mrs McFadden—’


‘I want her gone, d’you hear me? I want you both gone!’


‘Mrs McFadden, please! I beg you.’ Mr Bellingham was pleading. ‘Don’t punish her. Blame me, if you have to blame anyone. I saw what was happening and I made no move to stop it. He couldn’t help himself . . . you don’t know what these native women are like.’


‘You . . . you knew! All along, you knew!’


Robert’s heart was thudding fit to burst. He brought his hands up to his ears in an unconscious gesture of protection. He knew what he was about to hear. Somehow, deep down, he’d known it from the moment he’d seen her. Aneni wasn’t some ‘puir wee lass’ his father had rescued from obscurity. No, that wasn’t it at all. She was blood. She was his father’s child. Aneni was his half-sister.









PART TWO


1978


Twenty-nine years later


• • •


Be slow to fall into friendship, but when thou art in, continue firm and constant.


SOCRATES
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‘Sit up straight, Catriona. No one likes to see a slouching child, least of all me.’ Her grandmother broke off her conversation to peer at her down the length of the mahogany dining table. The table’s surface was like glass, light bouncing off in every direction. Jen McFadden sighed inwardly but did as she was told. Her given name was Catriona Jennifer McFadden. No one in the entire world called her Catriona, other than her grandmother and occasionally Mrs Logan, the cook, when she wished to tell her off. No one called her Jennifer, either. For as long as she could remember, she’d been called Jen. ‘And hold your knife and fork properly. Most unbecoming.’


Jen adjusted her grip, but the reason she was grasping her cutlery tightly in the first place was on account of the conversation taking place at the far end between her mother and grandmother, a conversation she wasn’t officially party to, of course, but which she could hear nonetheless. She waited with bated breath for her grandmother to answer her mother’s question.


‘So, when are they arriving?’ her mother asked again. Patiently, as ever. No use hurrying Margaret McFadden.


Her grandmother took her time. ‘Thursday,’ she said, finally. ‘They’re bringing them directly here. They’ll stay until Sunday and then they’ll leave the child here.’


Jen’s heart sank. So, it was true after all. Mrs Logan was right. There was someone coming to live with them. Someone she’d never met, didn’t know, didn’t want. She felt tears welling up in her throat and eyes. She looked down at her plate. She could feel her nose reddening and her cheeks growing warm. It was only a matter of seconds before her grandmother’s eagle eyes would spot her distress. Children who slouched, chewed with an open mouth, failed to hold their cutlery properly or – worse – sobbed at table, were not to be tolerated. She tried to concentrate on her food. Scrambled eggs, two round slices of black pudding, a single piece of toast and a grilled tomato . . . she struggled to breathe. It was hopeless. Everything on her plate swam before her eyes; colours, textures, taste merging as a tear began to trickle down her face.


‘What on earth is the matter with the child?’ her grandmother asked sharply.


‘Jen,’ her mother said quietly. ‘You can leave the table. You’re excused.’


‘She is not!’ Her grandmother’s voice rose indignantly. ‘I haven’t given Catriona permission to leave.’


‘Jen, leave the table.’ Her mother was unusually insistent.


Jen looked nervously from one to the other. She slipped from her chair and quickly left the room. As she closed the door behind her, she heard her grandmother say, ‘You’d do well to remember you married into the McFaddens, Alice Heatherwick, not the other way around.’


Jen hurried off. She had no desire to hear her mother’s response. Her grandmother was a bitch. That was what Mrs Logan had said the other morning to Mrs McClenaghan, the housekeeper, when she thought Jen wasn’t around. ‘Tha’ woman,’ she’d said, drawing herself up to her full height of four feet, her large overripe bosom quivering, ‘is a bitch. I dinnae mind saying it. I dinnae ken how Mrs A puts up wi’ it.’


‘Mrs A’ was Jen’s mother, Alice Heatherwick, the young Highlands girl who’d married Robert McFadden, sole heir to Mrs McFadden’s fortune. ‘Mrs M’ was Margaret, Jen’s grandmother. The wealth had come from her father, not her husband George McFadden, who’d died years earlier and for whom she seemed to have nothing but contempt. It was a miracle she even kept the man’s name.


‘Wheesht!’ Mrs McClenaghan said sharply. ‘She pays your wages, does she not?’


‘Aye. But she’s still a bitch.’


Jen was hiding in the pantry, crouched down with one hand stuck inside the glass jar of oatmeal biscuits. She stuffed a biscuit in her mouth to stop herself laughing out loud in glee. Bitch. Bitch. Bitch. She repeated the word softly to herself until she heard the two women move from the kitchen to the conservatory where they always had their elevenses. She’d slipped from the pantry with two biscuits in her pinafore pocket and a heart made lighter by their talk.


She ran upstairs to her bedroom on the third floor and closed the door behind her. She flung herself on the bed and rolled onto her front, pressing her face into her pillow, her hands balled into fists by her sides. She let out a muffled scream, beating her fists against the counterpane and kicking her heels, the way she’d done as a very young child in the days before Margaret McFadden had moved from her home in Peebles to live with them in Edinburgh. The family home was too large for her, she declared imperiously. ‘Rattling around in there like the Snawdoun Herald.’ Jen had wanted to know what the Snawdoun Herald was, but her mother was too distraught at the prospect of her mother-in-law coming to live with them to answer. Margaret was now seventy-six and in rude health. It was entirely possible she’d be with them for decades yet. Jen screamed into her pillow again. Her grandmother had been with them for four long years, a time without end. Jen, who had once been an only child and the darling of all the servants, had been peremptorily relegated to the sidelines, bound by a code of childhood conduct that seemed to belong to a different century. Seen and not heard. Spare the rod. And her favourite: Protect yourself from other people’s bad manners by a conspicuous display of your own good ones. Nowadays Jen rarely saw her father and when she did see her mother, Margaret’s shadow was somehow always hanging over them.


And now someone else was coming to join them and usurp her, sending her even further down the queue. Life couldn’t possibly get any worse.
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All day long, adults came and went, the murmur of their conversations punctuated by the sharp bang of the screen door as it swung to and fro. Some brought things – useless things, like goats (in one case) and a pile of traditional Ndebele blankets (in another). All were coming to say goodbye. Kemi sat with her grandmother on a low stool, sucking a boiled sweet that one of the aunties had given her, listening with half an ear to the adults talking. Most of her attention was elsewhere, taken up with the excitement of being the star attraction, rare in that household of real, and much more important, stars. She was leaving Rhodesia. The following night, she would board an airplane bound for London in the company of an international aunt. She would have preferred to go with one of her real aunts – Auntie Violet, for example, her mother’s younger sister – but the terms of her mother’s recent house arrest seemed to encompass all adult members of her family, even the ones Kemi didn’t know. She’d memorized the three-letter codes of all the airports on the journey to London – from Salisbury (SAY) to Rome (FCO), and from Rome to London (LHR). The last part of the journey to Edinburgh would be made by train. Her Uncle Robert would meet her at Heathrow (LHR) and chaperone her to London’s King’s Cross where they would catch a sleeper train to Edinburgh’s Waverley Station. The journey would take almost two whole days.


‘Who is Uncle Robert?’ she’d asked her grandmother. All she knew about him was that he had a daughter the same age as Kemi. Her name was Catriona Jennifer McFadden. Apparently, she couldn’t wait to meet Kemi. Kemi wasn’t so sure. If it were her, she reasoned, she wouldn’t be thrilled at the prospect of sharing her room with a complete stranger, especially not a stranger from halfway across the world.


Her grandmother was oddly silent. She shrugged. ‘He’s . . . he’s your grandfather’s friend,’ was all she would say. Kemi understood it to mean her grandfather Godspeed, her mother’s father; not her father’s father, Dumisani Mashabane. Her mother’s father was only known by his first name.


Someone was weeping as she came out of the house, banging the screen door loudly behind her. Kemi watched with detached curiosity as she patted her cheeks dry and blew her nose – loudly – before coming over to where Kemi sat and placing the palm of her hand on Kemi’s head. ‘Poor little thing,’ she said in Shona. ‘So young. All that way. And when will she come back?’


Her grandmother made a strange, half-strangled sound that sat somewhere between a sob and a groan. She brought her own hands up to her eyes, pressing against her lids, but when her fingers fell away, Kemi was relieved to see her eyes were dry. She wasn’t sure she could have borne seeing her grandmother cry. ‘Come,’ her grandmother said, getting to her feet. She wrapped her colourful kanga around her, tucking it firmly around her waist. It was a present from Kemi’s mother, brought back from a trip to Tanzania in the days when Florence Mashabane was still able to leave the country. A bright turquoise background, a red flowered border, and the words Sisi sote abiria dereva ni Mungu printed several times in circular, flowing script across it. ‘It means, “We are all passengers, God is the driver”,’ Florence told her delighted mother. Now, as a banned person, arrested for inciting resistance to white minority rule under Ian Smith’s government, Florence Mashabane was not allowed to leave her front door, except to drive to the police station every day between midday and two o’clock, to report and record her presence.


‘Come,’ her grandmother repeated. ‘Let’s go inside and see your mother.’ It was a subtle reminder that her mother wasn’t allowed past the swinging screen door. Across the road, just hidden from view by the hedge, was the unmarked police car that drove slowly up and down the street at any and every hour, now parked under the shade of an acacia tree. Kemi caught the glint of binoculars as one of the policemen trained his gaze on the house. She opened the door and followed her grandmother in. Just before it slammed shut, she turned and stuck out her tongue at him, a childish act of defiance that would have earned her a slap from her grandmother, had she seen it. It made her feel better, just the same.


Inside the living room, her mother sat like a queen on her throne whilst various friends and family members fussed around her. To everyone else, the occasion would be tragic. Her only child, being sent away. A husband in jail down south, her daughter sent overseas to be raised by others, she herself under house arrest. How could she bear it? Florence’s answer was produced under a smile so serene and beatific it seemed to come from a religious rather than political source. We must all make sacrifices. I cannot exempt myself. Her grandmother’s hand on her shoulder guided Kemi forwards to the upright chair in which Florence sat, her elaborate hairdo, magenta-painted nails and elegant clothing a proud assertion of her identity as a beautiful, powerful woman and her refusal to be bowed. Kemi kneeled down dutifully at her mother’s feet. The smiles that followed were an acknowledgement that she, too, could be counted on in this family, utterly united in their dedication to the struggle to overthrow white rule.


The house and its occupants (save one) were in a fever of anticipation and excitement. Their African guest would be coming directly from Waverley to 17 Jordan Lane, Morningside, any minute now. Breakfast had been prepared and was being laid out on the dining room table. Claw-footed tureens of creamy porridge stood alongside silver jugs of not one, but three – three? – types of maple syrup; there were bowls of thick clotted cream; silver racks waited impatiently for slices of hot toast. From the kitchen came the scent of frying bacon and the cook’s own homemade sausages. Mrs Logan stood at the Aga, a huge bowl of beaten eggs in her floury arms, just waiting for the signal. All this for a ‘puir wee African lass’? Jen was in a fever of mutinous jealousy. No one had ever – ever – made such a fuss over her.


She wandered upstairs and into her mother’s bedroom. Her parents slept in separate rooms, an arrangement she thought everyone shared. It was only when she was invited to stay the night with Lizzie Macintosh that she noticed her parents didn’t sleep separately. ‘Where’s your mum’s room?’ she’d asked Lizzie, as they crept into the bedroom to look for her mother’s jewellery box.


‘This is my mum’s room,’ Lizzie answered, puzzled. ‘What d’you mean?’


‘Well, where does your dad sleep?’


Lizzie pointed to the double bed. ‘Right there. Where else is he supposed to sleep?’


Jen fell suddenly quiet. It was the first inkling she had that things in her own home might be the exception and not the rule.


‘Why do we have to have her?’ she asked her mother for the hundredth time.


Alice was in front of her dressing table, carefully combing and arranging her hair. She put down the silver-backed hairbrush and turned to face Jen. ‘Listen, I know it’s hard for you to understand, but poor Kemisa hasn’t got anyone. Her dad’s in jail and her mother’s been arrested. Just think what it’d be like if Daddy and I weren’t here. Who would take you to school? Who would cook your tea?’


‘Mrs Logan would,’ Jen muttered sullenly, picking at an invisible thread on her skirt. ‘And Jock would drive me to school.’


Her mother was silent for a few minutes. ‘Well, it’ll be nice for you to have a sister,’ she said finally. ‘You’re always saying you want a little brother or a sister.’


‘Yes, but she’s not my sister!’ Jen burst out. ‘She’s African! How can she possibly be my sister? She’s black! Everyone’ll know it’s a lie!’ Jen’s voice rose to a shout.


‘Catriona McFadden! Just you stop that nonsense right now! How in God’s name did we bring up such a selfish little girl? What does Christ teach us to be? Kind, compassionate, caring, that’s what. Not selfish and mean-spirited. Now, go and brush your own hair and make sure you’ve a clean skirt on. And put a smile on your face. The wind’ll change any minute and you’ll be stuck with that scowl.’ Her mother turned back to her own image. ‘Go on,’ she mouthed at her in the mirror. ‘Go!’


Jen fled. She burst into her room and slammed the door shut behind her. She dropped to her knees beside the bed and folded her hands in prayer. ‘Dear God,’ she began hesitantly. She paused for a moment, summoning up the courage to voice her innermost fears. ‘Dear God, please make everyone hate her. Please make her mean and ugly and horrid. And please, God, please make sure Mummy and Daddy don’t like her better than me.’


A single colour. All of England appeared as a single dull greyness that overwhelmed everything, especially the senses. Kemi sat in the back of the fancy car that bore them away from the airport and gazed out upon a landscape without any recognizable landmarks, no sense of scale or the passing of time. Fields, stone walls; more fields, more walls; steel electricity pylons running off to the horizon; the grey tongue of the motorway stretching in front of them; then, as they drew nearer to the city, small, neat bungalow houses, all painted the same colour. Presently they came upon taller houses, with square, boxy windows that looked out onto grey streets. Grey. It was a colour she couldn’t ever recall seeing. Now she was to be smothered in it. She pressed her hands and legs tightly together and tried not to look at the man sitting next to her who had introduced himself as ‘Uncle Robert’. She had no problem addressing him as ‘Uncle’ but adding ‘Robert’ seemed sacrilegious. At home, all adults were either ‘Auntie’ or ‘Uncle’, never ‘Auntie Jane’ or ‘Uncle John’.


She turned away from the back of chauffeur’s peaked cap and Uncle Robert’s stern, bearded profile and looked out of the window instead. The streets of London that they passed through were filled with a strange electricity, a kind of suppressed liveliness that was very different from the bustle and chaos of home. In Mbare, every square inch was taken up with human activity – hawking, trading, gossiping, making and mending. There was an orange seller under every shady tree, a shoeshine boy at every kerb. When you pulled up at a traffic light, someone immediately appeared selling Lotto tickets and chewing gum. The air was full – shouts of welcome and goodbye, the cries of the iced-water sellers, the women selling peanuts and boiled maize ears – ‘two shillings a piece!’ But in London there was no such noise, no such signs of life. Instead, all of life’s activity seemed to be tightly contained behind steamed-up glass windows – cafes, hairdressers, clothes shops, shoe shops, chemists . . . all hidden behind the same screen through which people peered, as though trying to work out what might be beyond. At a traffic light, when the car slowed to a halt she saw two children, separated by the foggy glass of a restaurant window. One was inside the restaurant and the other outside, waiting with his mother. She watched as they both slowly traced out a circle on the glass through which they could see each other. She stared at them. It seemed ineffably sad, almost as sad as the feeling pressing down on her whenever she thought of her mother’s face as she said goodbye, not even able to come to the airport in Salisbury. Her aunts and uncles were the ones appointed to take her. ‘Be a good girl, Kemisa. Study hard. Listen to Uncle Robert. Remember who you are, always. No matter what happens, hmm? I will come for you soon.’
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