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The Go-Away Bird

1

All over the Colony it was possible to hear the subtle voice of the
grey-crested lourie, commonly known as the go-away bird by its call,
‘go’way, go'way’. It was possible to hear the bird, but very few did, for
it was part of the background to everything, a choir of birds and beasts,
the crackle of vegetation in the great prevalent sunlight, and the soft
rthythmic pad of natives, as they went barefoot and in single-file, from
kraal to kraal.

Out shooting with her uncle and her young friends, happy under
her wide-brimmed hat, Daphne du Toit would sometimes hear the go-
away bird. Sometimes, durigé the school holidays, her aunt and uncle
would have the young neighbours over from farms thirty miles distant.
They would scrounge a lift into the nearest township — ‘the dorp’
they called it, for it was no more than a sandy main street in a valley,
frequently cut off in the rainy season, when the rivers would swell above
the bridges.

As they rumbled down the hill in the Ford V8 the uneven line of
corrugated iron roofs would rise to meet them, and presently the car
would stop outside the post office which was also the headquarters of
the Native Commissioner. They would spill out to receive calls and
glances of recognition from the white population. Natives would appear
from nowhere to group themselves a few yards from the car, grinning
with a kind of interest. They would amble past the general European
store, two or three native stores and a dozen haphazard houses with
voices of women scolding their servants rising from behind the torn
mosquito-wire around the dark stoeps. Though it was a British colony,
most of the people who lived in the dorp and its vicinity were Afrikaners,
or Dutch as they were simply called. Daphne’s father had been Dutch,
but her mother had been a Patterson from England, and since their death
she had lived with her mother’s relations, the Chakata Pattersons, who
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understood, but preferred not to speak Afrikaans. Chakata was sixty, he
had been very much older than Daphne’s mother, and his own children
were married, were farming in other colonies. Chakata nourished a
passionate love for the natives. No one had called him James for thirty-odd
years; he went by the natives’ name for him, Chakata. He loved the
natives as much as he hated the Dutch.

Daphne had come into his household when she was six, both parents
then being dead. That year Chakata was awarded an OBE for his model
native villages. Daphne remembered the great creaky motor-vans and
horse-drawn, sometimes ox-drawn, covered wagons pouring into the
farm from far distances, thirty miles or five hundred miles away, neigh-
bours come to congratulate Chakata. The empty bottles piled up in the
yard. The native boys ran about all day to attend to the guests, some of
whom slept in the house, most of whom bedded down in their wagons.
Some were Dutch, and these, when they dismounted from their wagons,
would kneel to thank God for a safe arrival. They would then shout their
orders to their servants and go to greet Old Tuys who had come out to
welcome them. Chakata always fell back a little behind Old Tuys when
Dutch visitors came to the farm. This was out of courtesy and tact for
Old Tuys, the tobacco manager on Chakata’s farm who was Dutch, and
Chakata felt that these Afrikaners would want to linger first with him,
and exchange something sociable in Afrikaans. As for Chakata, although
he spoke at least twenty native dialects, he would no more think of
speaking Afrikaans than he would think of speaking French. The Dutch

visitors would have to congratulate Chakata on his OBE in the English

tongue, however poorly managed, if they really wished to show they
meant him well. Everyone knew that Old Tuys was a constant irritant
to Chakata, addressing him usually in Dutch, to which Chakata invariably
replied in English. ,

During those weeks following Chakata’s return from Government
House with the Order, when he kept open house, Daphne would loiter
around the farmhouse, waiting for the arrival of the cars and wagons, in
the hope that they might bring a child for her to play with. Her only
playmate was the cook’s piccanin, Moses, a year older than Daphne, but
frequently he was called away to draw water, sweep the yard, or fetch
wood. He would trot across the yard with a pile of wood pressed against
his chest and rising up to his eyes, clutching it officiously in his black
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arms which themselves resembled the faggots he bore. When Daphne
scampered after Moses to the well or the wood-pile one of the older
natives would interfere. ‘No, Missy Daphne, you do no piccanin’s work
You go make play.” She would wander off barefoot to the paddock
beyond the guava bushes, or to the verging plantation of oranges,
anywhere except the tobacco sheds, for there she might bump into Old
Tuys who would then stop what he was doing, stand straight and, folding
his arms, look at her with his blue eyes and sandy face. She would stare
at him for a frightened moment and then run forit.

Once when she had been following a dry river-bed which cut through
Chakata’s land she nearly trod on a snake, and screaming, ran blindly to
the nearest farm buildings, the tobacco sheds. Round the corner of one
of the sheds came Old Tuys, and in her panic and relief at seeing a human
face, Daphne ran up to him. ‘A snake! There’s a snake down the river-bed!
He straightened up, folded his arms, and looked at her until she turned
and ran from him, too.

Old Tuys was not yet sixty; He had been called Young Tuys until his
wife was known definitely té have committed adultery, not once, but a
number of times. After her death it was at first a matter of some surprise
among the farmers that Old Tuys did not leave Chakata’s, for with his
sound health and experience of tobacco, he could have been anyone’s
manager in or beyond the Colony. But word got round why Tuys
remained with Chakata, and the subject was no more mentioned, save
as passed on from fathers to sons, mothers to daughters, like the local
genealogies, the infallible methods of shooting to kill, and the facts of
life.

Daphne was only half conscious of the go-away bird, even while she
heard it, during the first twelve years of her life. In fact she learnt about
it at school during Natural History, and immediately recognized the fact
that she had been hearing this bird calling all her life. She began to go
out specially to hear it, and staring into the dry river-bed, or brushing
round the orange trees, she would strain for its call; and sometimes at
sundowner time, drinking her lemonade between Chakata and his wife
on the stoep, she would say, ‘Listen to the go-away bird.”

‘No,’ said Chakata one evening, ‘it’s too late. They aren’t about as late

‘It was the Bird,” she said, for it had assumed for her sufficient

3
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importance to be called simply this, like the biblical Dove, or the zodiacal

‘Look yere, Daphne, ma girl,’ said Mrs Chakata, between two loud
sucks of whisky and water, ‘chuck up this conversation about the blerry
bird. If that’s all they teach you at the blerry boarding-school -

‘It’s Natural History,” Chakata put in. ‘It’s a very good thing that she’s
interested in the wild life around us.’ ,

Mrs Chakata had been born in the Colony. She spoke English with the
African Dutch accent, although her extraction was English. Some said,
however, that there was a touch of colour, but this was not sufficiently
proved by her crinkled brown skin: many women in the Colony were
shrivelled in complexion, though they were never hatless, nor for long
in the sun. It was partly the dry atmosphere of the long hot season and
partly the continual whisky drinking that dried most of them up. Mrs
Chakata spent nearly all day in her kimono dressing-gown lying on the
bed, smoking to ease the pains in her limbs the nature of which no doctor
had yet been able to diagnose over a period of six years.

Since ever Daphne could remember, when Mrs Chakata lay on her
bed in the daytime she had a revolver on a table by her side. And
sometimes, when Chakata had to spend days and nights away from the
farm, Daphne had slept in Mrs Chakata’s room, while outside the bed-
room door, on a makeshift pallet, lay Ticky Talbot, the freckled English-
man who trained Chakata’s racers. He lay with a gun by his side, treating
it all as rather a joke.

From time to time Daphne had inquired the reasons for these pre-
cautions. ‘You can’t trust the munts,” said Mrs Chakata, using the local
word for the natives. Daphne never understood this, for Chakata’s men
were the finest in the Colony, that was an axiom. She vaguely thought
it mustbe a surviving custom of general practice, dating from the Pioneer
days, when white men and women were frequently. murdered in their

beds. This was within living history, and tales of these past massacres

and retributions were part of daily life in the great rural districts of the
Colony. But the old warrior chiefs were long since dead, and the warriors
disbanded, all differences now being settled by the Native Com-
missioners. As she grew older Daphne thought Mrs Chakata and her kind
very foolish to take such elaborate precautions against something so
remote as a native rising on the farm. But it was not until the Coates
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family moved in to the neighbouring farm thirty-five miles away that
Daphne discovered Mrs Chakata’s precautionary habits were not gener-
ally shared by the grown-up females of the Colony. Daphne was twelve
when the Coates family, which included two younger girls and two older
boys, came to the district. During the first school holidays after their
arrival she was invited over to stay with them. Mr Coates had gone on
safari, leaving his wife and children on the farm. The only other European
there was a young married student of agriculture who lived on their land
two miles from the farmhouse.

- Daphne was put up on a camp bed in Mrs Coates’s bedroom. She
noticed that her hostess had no revolver by her side, nor was anyone on
sentry duty outside the door. :

‘Aren’t you afraid of the munts?’ said Daphne.

‘Good gracious, why? Our boys are marvellous.’

“Auntie Chakata always sleeps with a pistol by her side.’

‘Is she afraid of rape, then? 'said Mrs Coates. All the children in the
Colony understood the termy! rape was a capital offence, and on very
remote occasions the Colony would be astir about a case of rape, whether
the accused was a white man or a black.

It was a new thought to Daphne that Mrs Chakata might fear rape,

- not murder as she had supposed. She looked at Mrs Coates with wonder.

“There isn’t anyone, is there, would rape Auntie Chakata? Mrs Coates
was 'smiling to herself.

Often, when she was out with the Coates children, Daphne would
hear the go-away bird. One day when the children were walking through
a field of maize, the older Coates boy, John, said to Daphne,

‘Why do you suddenly stop still like that?’

T'm listening to the go-away bird,” she said.

Her face was shaded under the wide brim of her hat, and the maize
rose all round her, taller than herself. John Coates, who was sixteen,
folded his arms and looked at her, for it was an odd thing for a little girl
to notice the go-away bird. : ‘

‘What are you looking at?’ she said.

He didn’t answer. The maize reached to his shoulder. He was put into
a dither, and so he ‘continued to look at her, arms folded, as if he felt
confident. ’

‘Don’t stand like that,” Daphne said. ‘You remind me of Old Tuys.’

5
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John immediately laughed. He took his opportunity to gain a point,
to alleviate his awkwardness and support his pose. ‘You got a handful
there with Old Tuys,” he said.

‘Old Tuys is the best tobacco baas in the country,’ she said defiantly.
‘Uncle Chakata likes Old Tuys.’

‘No, he does not like him,’ said John.

“Yes, he does so, or he wouldn’t keep him on.’

‘My girl,’ said John, ‘T know why Chakata keeps on Old Tuys. You
know. Everyone knows. It isn’t because he likes him.’

They moved on to join the other children. Daphne wondered why
Chakata kept on Old Tuys.

They scrounged a lift to the dorp. The Coates family were uninhibited
about speaking Afrikaans, chatting in rapid gutturals to people they
met while Daphne stood by, shyly following what she could of the
conversation.

They were to return to the car at five o’clock, and it was now only
half-past three. Daphne took her chance and slipped away from the group
through the post office and out at the back yard where the natives were
squatting round their mealie-pot. They watched her with their childish
interest as she made her way past the native huts and the privies and out
on the sanitary lane at the foot of the yard.

Daphne nipped across a field and up the steep track of Donald Cloete’s
kopje. It bore this name, because Donald Cloete was the only person
who lived on the hill, although there were several empty shacks surround-
ing his.

Donald Cloete had been to Cambridge. Indoors, he had two photo-
graphs on the wall. One was Donald in the cricket team, not easily
recognizable behind his wide, curly moustache and among the other
young men who looked so like him and stood in the same stiff, self-assured
manner that Daphne had observed in pictures of the Pioneer heroes. The
picture was dated 1898. Another group showed Donald in uniform among
his comrades of the Royal Flying Corps. It was dated 1918, but Donald
behind his moustache did not look much older than he appeared in the
Cambridge picture.

Daphne looked round the open door and saw Donald seated in his
dilapidated cane chair. His white shirt was stained with beetroot.

‘Are you drunk, Donald,” she inquired politely, “or are you sober?’
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Donald always told the truth. T'm sober,” he said. ‘Come in.

At fifty-six his appearance now had very little in common with the
young Cambridge cricketer or the RFC pilot. He had been in hundreds
of jobs, had married and lost his wife to a younger and more energetic
man. The past eight years had been the most settled in his life, for he
was Town Clerk of the dorp, a job which made few demands on
punctuality, industry, smartness of appearance, and concentration, which
qualities Donald lacked. Sometimes when the Council held its monthly
meeting, and Donald happened to stagger in late and drunk, the Chairman
would ask Donald to leave the meeting, and in his absence propose his
dismissal. Sometimes they unanimously dismissed him and after the
meeting he was informed of the decision. However, next day Donald
would dress himself cleanly and call in to see the butcher with a yarn
about the REC; he would call on the headmaster who had been to
Cambridge some years later than Donald; and after doing a round of the
Council members he would busy himself in the district, would ride for
miles on his bicycle seeing that fences were up where they should be,
and signposts which had fallén in the rains set upright and prominent.
Within a week, Donald’s dismissal would be ignored by everyone. He
would relax then, and if he entered up a birth or a death durmg the week,
it was a good week’s work.

“Who brought you from the farm?" said Donald.

“Ticky Talbot,” said Daphne.

‘Nice to see you,” said Donald. And he called to his servant for tea.

‘Five more years and then I go to England,” said Daphne, for this was
the usual subject between them, and she did not feel it right to come to
the real purpose of her visit S0 soon.

“That will be the time,’ said Donald. “When you go to England, that
will be the time.’ And he told her all over again about the water
meadows at Cambridge, the country pubs, the hedging and dltchmg, the
pink-coated riders.

Donald’s ragged native brought in tea in two b1g cups, holding one in
each hand. One he gave to Daphne and the other to Donald.

How small, Donald said, were the English streams which never dried

up. How small the fields, little bits of acreage, and none of the cottage

women bitchy for they did their own housework and had no time to
bitch. And then, of course, the better classes taking tea in their long

7
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galleries throughout the land, in springtime, with the pale sunlight
dripping through the mullioned windows on to the mellow Old Windsor
chairs, and the smell of hyacinths . . .

‘Oh, I see. Now tell me about London, Donald. Tell me about the
theatres and bioscopes.’ :

“They don’t say “bioscope” there, they say “cinema” or “the pictures”.’

‘I say, Donald,” she said, for she noticed it was twenty past four, ‘I
want you to tell me something straight.”

‘Fire ahead,” said Donald.

‘Why does.Uncle Chakata keep on Old Tuys?’

‘I don’t want to lose my job,” he said.

‘Upon my honour,’ she said, ‘if you tell me about Old Tuys I shan’t
betray you.’

“The whole Colony knows the story,’  said Donald, ‘but the first one
to tell it to you is bound to come up against Chakata.’

May I drop dead on this floor,” she said, ‘if I tell my Uncle Chakata
on you.’

‘How old are you, now?’ Donald said.

‘Nearly thirteen.’ :

‘It was two years before you were born — that would make it fifteen
years ago, when Old Tuys . . .’

Old Tuys had already been married for some time to a Dutch girl
from Pretoria. Long before he took the job at Chakata’s he knew of
her infidelities. They had one peculiarity: her taste was exclusively for
Englishmen. The young English settlers whom she met in the various
establishments where Tuys was employed were, guilty or not, invariably
accosted by Tuys: “You committed adultery with my wife, you swine.’
There might be a fight, or Tuys would threaten his gun. However it
might be, and whether or not these young men were his wife’s lovers,
Tuys was usually turned off the job.

It was said he was going to shoot his wife and arrange it to look like
an accident. Simply because this intention was widely reported, he
could not have carried out the plan successfully, even if he did, in fact,
contemplate the deed. Certainly he beat her up from time to time.

Tuys hoped eventually to get a farm of his own. Chakata, who knew of
his troubles, took Tuys on to learn the tobacco sheds. Tuys and his wife
moved intoa small house on Chakata’s land. ‘Any trouble with the lady,
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Tuys,” said Chakata, ‘come to me, for in a young country like this, with
four white men to every one white woman, there is bound to be trouble.’

There was trouble the first week with a trooper.

‘Look here, Tuys,” said Chakata, T'll talk to her.” He had frequently in
his life had the painful duty of giving his servants a talking-to on sex. At
the Pattersons” home in England it had been a routine affair.

Hatty Tuys was not beautiful: in fact she was dark and scraggy.
However, Chakata not only failed to reform her, he succumbed to her.
She wept. She said she hated Tuys.

Donald paused in his story to remark to Daphne, ‘Mind you, this sort
of thing doesn’t happen in England.’

‘Doesn’t it?’ said Daphne.

‘Oh well, there are love affairs but they take time. You have to sort of
build them up with a woman. In England, a man of Chakata’s importance
might feel sorry for a shut if she started to cry, but he wouldn’t just make
love to her on the spot. The climate’s cooler there, you see, and there
are a lot more girls.’ /

‘Oh, I see,” said Daphne. “What did Uncle Chakata do next?’

“Well, as soon as he had played the fool with Mrs Tuys he felt sorry.
He told her it was a moment of weakness and it would never occur
again. But it did.’ ’

‘Did Tuys find out?’

“Tuys found out. He went to Mrs Chakata and tried to rape her.’

‘Didn’t it come off?’

‘No, it didn’t come off.”

‘It must have been the whisky in her breath. It must have put him off,’
said Daphne.

‘In England,” said Donald, ‘girls your age don’t know very much about
these things.’

‘Oh, I see,’ said Daphne.

‘It’s all different there. Well, Mrs Chakata complained to Chakata, and
wanted him to shoot Tuys. He refused, of course, and he gave Tuys a
rise and made him manager. And from that day he wouldn’t look at Mrs
Tuys, wouldn’t even look at her. Whenever he caught sight of her about
the farm, he looked the other way. In the end she wrote to Chakata to
say she was mad in love with him and if she couldn’t have him she would
shoot herself. The note was written in block letters, in Afrikaans.’
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‘Chakata would never answer it, then,” Daphne said.

‘You are right,’ said Donald. ‘And Mrs Tuys shot herself. Old Tuys has
sworn to be revenged on Chakata some day. That’s why Mrs Chakata
has a gun at her bedside. She has implored Chakata to get rid of Old
Tuys. So he should, of course.’

‘He can't, very well, when you think of it,” said Daphne

It’s only his remorse,’ said Donald, ‘and his English honour. If Old
Tuys was an Englishman, Daphne, he would have cleared off the farm
long ago. But no, he remains, he has sworn on the Bible to be revenged.’

‘It must be our climate,” said Daphne. ‘I have never liked the way Old
Tuys looks at me.’

“The Colony is a savage place,” he said. He rose and poured himself a
whisky. ‘I grant you,” he said, ‘we have the natives under control. I grant
you we have the leopards under control -’

‘Oh, remember Moses,” said Daphne. Her former playmate, Moses,
had been got by a leopard two years ago.

“That was exceptional. We are getting control over malaria. But we
haven’t got the savage in ourselves under control. This place brings out
the savage in ourselves.” He finished his drink and poured another. ‘If you
go to England,’ he said, ‘don’t come back.’ ’

‘Oh, I see,” said Daphne.

She was ten minutes late when she arrived at the car. The party had
been anxious about her.

‘Where did you get to? You slipped away . . . we asked everywhere . . .’

John Coates said in a mock-girlish tone, ‘Oh, she’s been listening to
the go-away bird out on the lone wide veldt.’

‘Five more years and then I go to England. Four years . . . three ..

Meanwhile, life in the Colony seemed to become more exciting every
year. In fact, it went on as usual, but Daphne’s capacity for excitement
developed as she grew into her teens.

She had a trip to Kenya to stay with a married cousin, another trip to
Johannesburg with Mrs Coates to buy clothes. :

“Typical English beauty Daphne’s turning out to be,” said Chakata. In
reality she was too -blonde to be typically English; she took after her
father’s family, the Cape du Toits, who were a mixture of Dutch and
Huguenot stock.

At sixteen she passed her matric and her name was entered for a
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teachers’ training college in the Capital. During the holidays she flirted
with John Coates, who would drive her round the countryside in the
little German Volkswagen which his father had obtained for him. They
would go on Sunday afternoons to the Williams Hotel on the great main
road for tea and a swim in the bathing-pool with all the district who
converged there weekly from farms and towns.

‘In England,” Daphne would tell him, ‘you can bathe in the rivers. No
bilharzia there, no crocs.’

“There’s going to be a war in Europe,” said John.

Daphne would sit on the hotel stoep in her smart new linen slacks,
sipping her gin and lime, delighted and amazed to be grown-up, to be
greeted by her farming neighbours.

“’Lo, Daphne, how are your mealies?’

‘Not too bad, how are yours?’

‘Hallo, Daphne, how’s the tobacco?

‘Rotten, Old Tuys says.’

‘I hear Chakata’s sold La Flé/zihe ’

‘Well, he’s had an offer, actually.”

She had been twice to a dance at Williams Hotel. Young Bllly Williams,
who was studying medicine at Cape Town, proposed marriage to her,
but as everyone knew, she was to go to college in the Capital and then
to England to stay with the English Pattersons for a couple of years
before she could decide about marriage.

War broke out at the beginning of her first term at the training college.
All her old young men, as well as her new, became important and
interesting in their uniforms and brief appearances on leave.

She took up golf. Sometimes, after a hole, when she was following
her companions to the next tee, she would lag behind or even stop in
her tracks.

‘Feeling all right, Daphne?

‘Oh, I was only listening to the go-away b1rd

‘Interested in ornithology?’

‘Oh yes, fairly, you know.’

When she returned to the farm after her ﬁrst term at the college
Chakata gave her a revolver.

‘Keep it beside your bed,” he said.

She took it without comment.

II
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Next day, he said, “‘Where did you go yesterday afternoon?’

‘Oh, for a trek across the veldt, you know.’

‘Anywhere special?’

‘Only to Makata’s kraal. He’s quite determined to hang on to that land
the Beresfords are after. He’s got a wife for his son, he paid five head.’
Makata was the local chief. Daphne enjoyed squatting in the shade of his
great mud hut drinking the tea specially prepared for her, and though
the rest of the Colony looked with disfavour on such visits, it was
something which Chakata and his children had always done, and no one
felt inclined to take up the question with Chakata. Chakata wasn’t just
-anyone.

‘I suppose,” said Chakata to Daphne, ‘you always carry a gun?’

‘Well, yesterday,” said Daphne, ‘I didn’t actually.’

‘Always,’ said Chakata, ‘take a gun when you go out on the veldt. It’s
a golden rule. There’s nothing more exasperating than to see a buck
dancing about in the bush and to find yourself standing like a fool without
a gun.

Since she was eight and had first learnt to shoot, this had been a golden
rule of Chakata’s. Many a time she had been out on her own, weighed
down with the gun, and had seen dozens of buck and simply had not
bothered to shoot. She hated venison, in any case. Tinned salmon was
her favourite dish.

He seemed to know her thoughts. “We’re always short of buck for the
dogs. Remember there’s a war on. Remember always,” said Chakata, ‘to
take a gun. I hear on the wireless,” he added, ‘that there’s a leopard over
in the Temwe valley. The mate has young, It’s got two men, so far.’

‘Uncle Chakata, that’s a long way off,” Daphne said explosively.

‘Leopards can travel,” said Chakata. He looked horribly put out.

‘Oh, I see,” said Daphne,

‘And you ought to ride more,” he said, ‘it’s far better exercise than
walking.’

She saw that he was not really afraid of her meeting the leopard, nor
did he need meat for the dogs; and she thought of how, yesterday
afternoon, she had been followed all the way to the kraal by Old Tuys.
He had kept to the bush, and seemed not to know he had been observed.
She had been glad that several parties of natives had passed her on the
way. Afterwards, when she was taking leave of Makata, he had offered
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to send his nephew to accompany her home. This was a customary offer:
she usually declined it. This time, however, she had accepted the escort,
who plodded along behind her until she dismissed him at the edge of the
farm. Daphne did not mention this incident to Chakata.

That afternoon when she set off for tea at the Mission, she was armed.

_Next day Chakata gave her the old Mercedes for herself. ‘You walk
too much,” he said.

It was no use now, checking off the years before she should go to
England. She climbed Donald Cloete’s kopje: ‘Are you sober, Donald,
or-?

Tm drunk, go away.’

Towards the end of her course at the training college, when she was
home for the Christmas holidays, she rode her horse along the main
wide road to the dorp. She did some shopping; she stopped to talk to the
Cypriot tailor who supplied the district with drill shorts, and to the
Sephardic Jew who kept the largest Kaffir store.

‘Live and let live,” said Chakata. But these people were never at the
farm, and this was Daphne’s Only chance of telling them of her college
life. : :
She called in at the Indian laundry to leave a bottle of hair oil which,
for some unfathomable reason, Chakata had promised to give to the
Indian.

She had tea with the chemist’s wife, then returned to the police station
where she had left the horse. Here she stopped for about an hour chatting
with two troopers whom she had known since her childhood. It was late
when she set off up the steep main road, keeping well to the side of the
tarmac strips on which an occasional car would pass, or a native on a
bicycle. She knew all the occupants of the cars, and as they slowed down
to pass her they would call a greeting. She had gone about five miles
when she came to a winding section of the road with dense bush on

 either side. This part was notorious for accidents. The light was failing

rapidly, and as she heard a car approaching round the bend ahead of her
she reined in to the side. Immediately the car appeared its lights were
switched on, but before they dazzled her she had recognized Old Tuys
at the wheel of the shooting-brake. As he approached he gave no sign of
slowing down. Not only did Old Tuys keep up his speed, he brought the
car off the strips and passed within a few inches of the animal.

3
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Daphne had once heard a trooper say that for a human being to fall
in the bush at sundown or after was like a naked man appearing in class
at a girl’s school. As she landed in the dark thicket every living thing
screeched, rustled, fled, and flapped in a feminine sort of panic. The
horse was away along the road, its hooves beating frantic diminishing
signals in the dusk. Daphne’s right shin was giving her intense pain. She
was fairly sure Old Tuys had stopped the car. She rose and limped a few
steps, pushing her way through the vegetation and branches, to the verge
of the road. Here she stopped, for she heard footsteps on the road a few
feet away. Old Tuys was waiting for her. She looked round her and
quickly saw there was no chance of penetrating further into the bush
with safety. The sky was nearly dark now, and the pain in her leg was
threatening to overcome her. Daphne had never fainted, even when,
once, she had wanted to, during an emergency operation for a snake-bite,
the sharp blade cutting into her unanaesthetized flesh. Now, it seemed
that she would faint, and this alarmed her, for she could hear Old Tuys
among the crackling branches at the side of the road, and presently could
discern his outline. The sound of a native shouting farther up the road
intruded upon her desire to faint, and, to resist closing her eyes in oblivion
she opened them wide, wider, staring into the darkness.

Old Tuys got hold of her. He did not speak, but he gripped her arm
and dragged her out of the bush and threw her on the ground at the side
of the road out of the glare of the headlamps. Daphne screamed and
kicked out with her good leg. Old Tuys stood up, listening. A horse was
approaching. Suddenly round the bend came a native leading Daphne’s
horse. It shied at the sight of the van’s headlights, but the native held it
firmly while Old Tuys went to take it.

“Clear off,” said Tuys to the boy in kitchen Kaffir.

‘Don’t go,” shouted Daphne. The native stood where he was.

Tl get you home in the van,” said Old Tuys. He bent to lift Daphne.
She screamed. The native came and stood a little closer.

Daphne lifted herself to her feet. She was hysterical. ‘Knock him. down
she ordered the native. He did not move. She realized he would not touch
Old Tuys. The Buropeans had a name of sticking together, and, what-
ever the circumstances, to hit-a white man would probably lead to prison.
However, the native was evidently prepared to wait, and when Old Tuys
swore at him and ordered him off, he merely moved a few feet away.
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‘Get into the van,” shouted Tuys to Daphne. ‘You been hurt in an
accident. I got to take you home.’

A car came round the bend, and seeing the group by the standing car,
stopped. It was Mr Parker the headmaster.

Old Tuys started the tale about the accident, but Mr Parker was
listening to Daphne who limped across to him.

“T'ake me back to the farm, Mr Parker, for God’s sake.’

He helped her in and drove off. The native followed with the horse.
Old Tuys got into the van and made off in the opposite direction.

‘I won't go into details,” said Chakata to Daphne next day, but I can’t
dismiss Tuys. It goes back to an incident which occurred before you
were born. I owe him a debt of honour. Something between men.’

‘Oh, I see,” said Daphne.

Old Tuys had returned to the farm in the early hours of the morning.
Daphne knew that Chakata had waited up for him. She had heard the
indeterminate barking of a row between them.

She sat up in bed with her 1 splints.

‘We could be raped and murdered,” said Mrs Chakata, ‘but Chakata
still won’t get rid of the bastard. Chakata would kick his backside out of
it if he was a proper man.’

‘He says it's because of a debt of honour,” said Daphne.

“That’s all you get from Chakata. Whatever you do,’ said Mrs Chakata,
‘don’t tharry a blerry Englishman. They got no thought for their wives
and kids, they only got thought for their blerry honour.’

It had always been understood that she was to go to England in 1940,
when she was eighteen. But now there was no question of going overseas
till the war should end. Daphne had been to see a Colonel, a Judge and
a Bishop: she wanted to go to England to join one of the women’s
services. They told her there was no hope of an exit permit for England
being granted to a civilian. Besides, she was under age: would Chakata
give his permission?

At twenty she took a teaching jOb in the Capital rather than join any
of the women’s services in the Colony, for these seemed to her feeble
organizations compared with the real thing.

She was attracted by the vast new RAF training camps which were
being set up. One of them lay just outside the Capital, and most of her
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free time was spent at sundowners and dances in the mess, or week-end
tennis parties at outlying farms where she met dozens of young fighter
pilots with their Battle of Britain DFCs. She was in love with them
collectively. They were England. Her childhood neighbour, John Coates,
was a pilot. He was drafted to England, but his ship and convoy were
mined outside the Cape. News of his death reached Daphne just after
her twenty-first birthday.

She drove out to the camp with one of her new English friends to
attend a memorial service for John at the RAF chapel. On the way the
tyre burst. The car came to a dangerous screeching stop five yards off
the road. The young man set about changing the tyre. Daphne stood
by.

He said to her for the third time, ‘OK. All set, Daphne.” She was
craning her head absently.

‘Oh,’ she said, bringing her attention back to him. ‘I was listening to
the go-away bird.’

‘What bird?’

“The grey-crested lourie. You can hear it all over the Colony. You
hardly ever see it. It says “Go’way”.’

He stood listening. ‘T can’t hear a thing,’

‘It’s stopped now,” she said.

‘Are there any yellow-hammers here?’ he said.

‘No, I don’t think so.”

“They say “a little bit of bread and no cheese”,’” he said.

‘D'you find them all over England?’

I think so. Anyway, there are millions in Hertfordshire.’

She engaged herself to marry a flight-lieutenant instructor. He was
killed the following week in a flying accident. He had said, describing his
home near Henley, ‘Ghastly place really. The river simply walks over
the garden. Father's been doubled with rheumatism, but won’t move.’
These words had somehow enchanted her. “The river simply walks over
the garden,” and she knew that the river was the Thames and that the
garden was full of English bushes and all the year round was green. At
his funeral she felt that the garden had gone under the sea. His family
lived not far away from the English Pattersons. ‘No,” he had said, ‘I don’t
think we know them.” It seemed incredible that he did not know his
neighbours of only fifteen miles distant. ‘No,” wrote the English Pat-

16

The Go-Away Bird

tersons, ‘we don’t know the people. Are they Londoners come down
since the war? There are a lot of Londoners . . .’

In the Christmas holidays after her twenty-first birthday she said to
Chakata, Tm giving a term’s notice. I'm going to Cape Town.’

‘Have you had more trouble with Tuys?" he said.

‘No. It’s just that I want a change. I should like to see the sea.’
‘Because, if you have had trouble with Tuys, I shall speak to him.’
“Are you at all thinking of gettmg rid of Old Tuys?" said Daphne.

‘No,” he said.
He tried to persuade her to go to Durban instead of Cape Town.
‘Durban is more English.” He did not like the idea of her staying with

her father’s people, the du Toits, in Cape Town.

Cape Town made her hanker all the more for England. There was just
enough of the European touch — old sedate Dutch houses, cottage
gardens, green meadows, a symphony orchestra, a modern art gallery —
to whet her appetite for the real thing. The fact that the servants were
paler than those of the Colony, and more European in feature, suggested
to her a proximity to England where servants were white. ‘We have no
one left,” wrote the English Pattersons, ‘but Clara, and half the time we
have to wait on her. She has lost her memory and she keeps thinking you
are your mother. She thinks Toad is Uncle Pooh-bah. Aunt Sarah is a
trial. She thinks we pinch her sweet coupons.’.

Daphne longed to be waiting on Clara, to be accused by Aunt Sarah
of stealing the coupons, to be washing up the dishes and climbing over
stiles with the cousins whom she had never seen. Some of her relations
were nicknamed after characters in The Wind in the Willows, Rat, Mole,
Toad, others named from as yet unaccountable sources — her uncles
Pooh-bah and The Dong, for instance. The du Toits could not quite
follow the drift of Daphne’s letters from England when she read them
aloud, herself carried away by the poetry of the thing. ‘Rat,” she would
explain, “is Henry Middleton, Molly’s husband. He’s in the navy . .."

‘Doesn’t he treat her right, then?’

‘He adores her actually,” said Daphne, using the infectious phraseology
of the letters from England. :

‘Why does she call him a rat, then?’

Chakata was right, thought Daphne, you simply can’t explain the
English sense of humour. . ,
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- She went to night-clubs in Cape Town, keeping steadily in her thoughts
the fact, of which she was convinced, that these were but tawdry versions
of the London variety.

The du Toits were members of an Afrikaner élite. They tolerated but
did not cultivate the English. One of their cousins, an Oxford graduate
now fighting in North Africa, came home on leave and made a bid for
Daphne. Just at that moment she became attached to a naval officer who
had arrived a fortnight ago in a corvette which had been badly hit. Ronald
was the most typical, Daphne thought; Englishman she had ever met,
and the most unaffected. The ship, he whispered confidentially, for no
one was supposed to know it, would be in port for six weeks. Meanwhile,
might they consider themselves engaged? Daphne said, oh really, all
right. And regardless of anything the du Toits might speculate, she spent
a night with him at a sea-front hotel. With the utmost indifference Ronald
mentioned that, before the war, he had captained the village cricket team
— “The squire usually does.” Daphne saw, in a vision, numerous long
white-flannelled legs, the shadowy elms, pretty sisters in pastel dresses,
the mothers in old-fashioned florals and the fathers in boaters, all cool
and mellow as the lemonade being served, under the marquee by the
lake, on trays borne by pale-faced, black-frocked, white-frilled maids.
Daphne thought of the heat and glare of Chakata’s farm, the smell of the
natives, and immediately felt bloated and gross.

A few days later, while she was dancing cheek-to-cheek with Ronald,
at the tea-dance provided by the hotel on the sea-front, to the strains of

‘The fundamental things apply
As time goes by

— at the same moment young Jan du Toit was informing the assembled
family that Daphne’s fiancé was a married man.

Her Aunt Sonji spoke to Daphne next morning,

Daphne said, ‘He’s the captain of his local cricket team.”

‘He could still be a married man,” said Sonji.

By lunch-time the information was confirmed, and by sundown the
corvette had sailed.

Daphne felt irrationally that it was just the sort of thing one would
expect to happen while living with the du Toits. She removed to Durban,
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treating the English ships with rather more caution than hitherto. She
eschewed altogether the American navy which had begun to put in
frequent appearances.

Among her colleagues at the school where she taught in Durban was
a middle-aged art master who had emigrated from Bristol some years
before the war. He saw England as the Barbarian State which had
condemned him to be an art master instead of an artist. He spoke often
to Daphne on these sad lines, but she was not listening. Or rather, what
she was listening to were the accidentals of this discourse. “Take a
fashionable portrait painter,” he would say. ‘He is prepared to flatter his
wealthy patrons — or more often patronesses. He’s willing to turn ‘em
out pretty on the canvas. He can then afford to take a Queen Anne house
in Kensington, Chelsea, or Hampstead, somewhere like that. He turns
the attic into a studio, a great window frontage. A man I know was at
college with me, he’s a fashionable portrait painter now, has a studio
overlooking the Regent’s Canal, gives parties, goes everywhere, Henley,
Ascot, titled people, dress des::izers, film people. That’s the sort of
successful artist England produces today.’

Daphne’s mind played like the sun over the words ‘Queen Anne
house’, ‘Kensington’, ‘Chelsea’, ‘Studio’, ‘Regent’s Canal’, ‘Henley She
had ears for nothing else.

‘Now take another fellow,” continued the art master, ‘T knew at college.
He hadn’t much talent, rather ultra-modern, but he wanted to be an
artist and he wouldn’t be anything else. What has he got for it? The last
time I saw him he hadn’t the price of a tube of paint. He was sharing a
Soho attic with another artist —- who's since become famous as a theatrical
designer incidentally - name G.T. Marvell. Heard of him?

‘No,” Daphne said.

‘Well, he’s famous now.’

‘Oh, I see.’

‘But the artist he was living with in Soho never got anywhere. They
used to partition the room with blankets and clothes hung on a piece of
rope. That's the sort of thing you get in Soho. The native in the bush is
better off than the artist in England.’

Daphne took home all such speeches of discouragement, and pondered
them with delight: ‘Soho’, ‘poet’, ‘attic’, ‘artist’.

*
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In 1946, at last, she got a place on a boat. She went to say goodbye to
Chakata. She sat with the ageing man on the stoep.

‘Why did you never go back to England for a visit?” she said.

“There has always been too much to do on the farm,” he said. ‘I could
never leave it.” But his head inclined towards the room at the back of the
stoep, where Mrs Chakata lay on her bed, the whisky and the revolver
by her side. Daphne understood how Chakata, having made a mistake
in marriage, could never have taken Mrs Chakata home to the English
Pattersons, nor could he ever have left her in the Colony, even with
friends, for he was a man of honour.

‘I suppose,’ said Daphne, ‘the Pattersons will be thrilled to hear about .

our life out here.’

He looked worried. ‘Remember,” he said, ‘that Auntie Chakata is an
invalid. At home they don’t understand tropical conditions, and —

‘Oh, I shall explain about Auntie Chakata,” she said, meaning she
would hush it up.

‘T know you will,” he said admiringly.

She walked over to Makata’s kraal to say goodbye. There was a new
Makata; the old chief was dead. The new chief had been educated at the
Mission, he wore navy blue shorts and a white shirt. Whereas old Makata
used to speak of his tribe as ‘the men’, this one called them ‘my people’.
She had used to squat with old Makata on the ground outside his large
rondavel. Now a grey army blanket was spread, on which two kitchen
chairs were placed for the chief and his visitor. Daphne sat on her kitchen
chair and remembered how strongly old Makata used to smell; it was
the unwashed native smell. Young Makata smelt of carbolic soap. ‘My
people will pray for you,” he said. He did not offer to send a man to
escort her to the farm, as old Makata had always done.

She knew Old Tuys had followed her to the kraal, and she was aware
that he was awaiting her return. Her arms were swinging freely, but she
had a small revolver in the pocket of her shorts.

A mile from the farm Old Tuys walked openly over the veldt towards
her. He was carrying a gun. Daphne doubled as casually as possible into
the bush. It was sparse at this point, and so she was easily visible. She

_picked her way through the low brushwood, moving towards the farm.
She heard Old Tuys crackling through the dry wood behind her.
“Stop there,” she heard him say, ‘or I shoot.”
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Her hand was on her revolver, and it was her intention to wheel round
and shoot before he could aim his gun. But as she turned she heard a
shot from behind him and saw him fall. Daphne heard his assailant
retreating in the bush behind him, and then on the veldt track the fading
sound of bicycle wheels.

Old Tuys was still conscious. He had been hit in the base of the neck.
Daphne looked down at him.

T'1l send them to fetch you,” she said.

The following week the police made half-hearted raids on the native
dwellings in the district. No firearms were discovered. In any case,
Daphne had called in at the police station, and told her old friend, Johnnie
Ferreira, that if any man black or white was brought to trial for shooting
Old Tuys, she would give evidence for the assailant.

‘Old- Tuys was after you, then?’

‘He was. 1 had a revolver and I intended to use it. Only the other got
him first.”

‘Quite sure you didn’t see who shot him?’
‘No. Why?’

‘Because you say “black or white”. We have been more or less
assuming it was a native since we understand the man had a bicycle.”

‘Black or white,” said Daphne, ‘it makes no difference. He was only
doing his duty.’

‘Oh, I know,’” said Johnnie, ‘but we like to know the facts. If we got
the man, you see, there are good grounds for having the charge against

"him dismissed, then we should bring Old Tuys on a charge when he

comes out of hospital. It’s about time Chakata was rid of that slug.’

‘Well, you haven’t got the man,” said Daphne, "have you?

‘No,” he said. ‘But if you have any ideas, come and let’s know. Think
it over.’

Daphne parked the car at the foot of Donald Cloete’s kopje and
climbed slowly, stopping frequently to look at the wide land below, the
little dorp, the winding main road, and faintly, the farm roofs in the
distance. She took in the details like a camera, and as if for the first time,
for soon she would be gone to England.

She sat on a stone. A lizard slid swiftly between her feet and disappeared
among the grasses.

‘Go’way. Go'way.’
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The sound darted forth and vanished. Two or three times she had
seen the go-away bird. It was quite colourless, insignificant. She rose and
plodded on.

‘D or S, Donald?’

‘So-so. Come in.’ .

Johnnie Ferreira wants to bring a charge against Old Tuys,” she said,
‘for his attempt on me the other day.’

‘I know,” he said, Johnnie’s boys have been here.’

- ‘What did you say?

I told them to try elsewhere.’

There were few white men in the Colony who rode bicycles, and only
one in the district. Bicycles were used mostly by natives and a few
schoolboys. All the children were away at school. Daphne’s unknown
protector was therefore either a passing native or Donald doing his
rounds. Moreover, there was the question of the gun. Few natives, if
they owned firearms, would be likely to risk betraying this illicit fact.
And few natives, however gallant, would risk the penalty for shooting a
white man.

‘Why not let them put Old Tuys on charge?’ said Daphne.

‘I don’t prevent them,’” he said. “They can go ahead.’

“They need a witness,” she said. ‘Otherwise it’s his word against mine.
Old Tuys would probably be acquitted on appeal.’

‘Nothing doing,” he said. ‘I don’t like the law-courts.’

‘Well, it was very nice of you, Donald,” she said. ‘T'm grateful.’

“Then don'’t talk to me about law cases.’

‘All nght, Iwon't.

‘You see,” he said, ‘how it is. Chakata wouldn’t like the scandal. All
the past might come out. You never know what might come out if they
start questioning Old Tuys in the courts. Old Chakata wouldn’t like it.’

‘I think he knows what you did, Donald. He’s very grateful.’

‘He’d be more grateful if Old Tuys had been killed.’

‘Did you catch Old Tuys on purpose or did you just happen to be
there when Old Tuys came after me?’ she inquired.

‘Don’t know what you mean. I was putting up the Foot and Mouth
notices that day. T was busy. I've got more to do than keep Old Tuys in
sight.”

T'm going away next week,” she said, ‘for about two years.”
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‘So I hear. You have no conception of the greenness of the fields. It
rains quite often . . . Go to see the Tower . . . Don’t return.’ '

2

Linda Patterson, aged twenty-eight, was highly discontented. Daphne
could not see why. She herself adored Uncle Pooh-bah with his rheumat-
ism and long woollen combies. Only his constant threats to sell the damp
old house and go to live in some hotel alarmed Daphne at the same
time as the idea gave hope to her cousin Linda. Linda’s husband had
been killed in a motor accident. She longed to be free to take a job in
London.

‘How could you leave that lovely climate and come to this dismal
place?” Linda would say.

‘But,” Daphne said happily, “this at least is England.’

Not long after she arrived Aunt Sarah, who was eighty-two, said to
Daphne, ‘My dear, it isn’t done.’

‘What isn’t done?’

Aunt Sarah sighed, ‘You know very well what I mean. My nightdresses,
dear, the rayon ones. There were three in my drawer, a green, a peach,
and a pink. I only discovered this morning that they were gone. Now
there is no one else in this house who could have taken them but you.
Clara is above reproach, and besides, she can’t climb the stairs, how
could she? Linda has lots of nighties left over from her trousseau, poor
gel -’

‘What are you saying?” said Daphne. “What are you saying?’

Aunt Sarah took a pin out of her needle-box and pricked Daphne on
the arm. “That’s for stealing my nighties,” she said.

‘She’ll have to go to a home,” said Linda. “‘We can’t keep a daily woman
for more than a week because of Aunt Sarah’s accusing them of stealing.’

Pooh-bah said, ‘D’you know, apart from that one thing she’s quite
normal, really. Wonderful for her age. If we could only somehow get
her to realize how utterly foolish she is over that one thing -’

*She’ll have to go to a home.’

Pooh-bah went out to look at the barometer and did not return.

‘I don’t mind, really,” said Daphne.

‘Look at the work she causes,” said Linda. ‘Look at the trouble!’
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Next day, when Daphne was scrubbing the kitchen floor Aunt Sarah
came and stood in a puddle before her. ‘My Friar’s Balsam,” she said. ‘I
left a full bottle in the bathroom, and it’s gone.’

‘Tknow,” said Daphne, scrubbing away, ‘I took it in a weak moment,
but now I've put it back.’

‘Very well,” said Aunt Sarah, trotting off and dragging the puddle with
her. ‘But don’t do it again. Pilfering was always a great weakness in your
mother, I recall.’

The winter temperature lasted well into April. Linda and Daphne had
to sit by a one-bar electric fire in the library if they wanted to smoke;
Pooh-bah’s asthma was affected by cigarette smoke,

Linda was conducting a weekend liaison with a barrister in London,
and with Daphne in the house she found it easier to disappear for longer
weekends, and then, sometimes, a week. ‘Daphne,’ she would say on the
phone, ‘you don’t mind holding the fort, honestly? This is so important
to me.’ , ,

Daphne went for walks with Uncle Pooh-bah. She had to take short
steps, for he was slow. They walked on the well-laid paths to the river
which Daphne always referred to as ‘the Thames’, which indeed, of
course, it was.

‘We went as far as the Thames,’ Daphne would tell Linda on their
return. They ventured no further than the local lock, a walk bordered
with green meadows and wonderful sheep.

Relations of some friends in the Colony invited her to London She
accepted, then told Linda when she would be away.

‘But,’ said Linda, ‘I shall be in London next week. It’s important, you
know. Someone’s got to look after Pooh-bah and Aunt Sarah.’

‘Oh, I see,” said Daphne.

Linda cheered up. ‘Perhaps you could go the week after?’

‘No, next week,’ said Daphne patiently, ‘that’s when I'm going.’

‘Someone’s got to look after Pooh-bah and Aunt Sarah.’

‘Oh, I see.’

Linda started to cry. Daphne said, T'll write to my friends, and explain.’

Linda dried her eyes and said, ‘You can’t imagine how deadly it is
living in this awful house year after year with a couple of selfish old
people and that helpless Clara.’

Next weekend, while Linda was away, several Patterson relations
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arrived. Molly, Rat, Mole and an infant called Pod. Mole was an
unattached male cousin. Daphne expressed a desire to see Cambridge.
He said it would be arranged. She said she would probably be in London
soon. He said he hoped to see her there. Aunt Sarah stuck a pin in the
baby’s arm, whereupon Molly and Rat took Daphne aside and advised
her to clear out of the house as soon as possible. ‘It’s unhealthy.’

‘Oh,” said Daphne, but it’s typically English.’

‘Good gracious me!’ said Rat.

At last she had her week in London with the relations of her friends in
the Colony. Daphne had been told they were wealthy, and was surprised
when the taxi drove her to a narrow house in a mean little side street
which was otherwise lined with garages.

“Are you sure this is the right place?” she asked the driver.

“Twenty-five Champion Mews,” he said.

“That’s right,” said Daphne. “This must be it.”

Before Daphne had left the coyfitry Linda had remarked, ‘A house in
Champion Mews. They must be rather rich. How I would adore a mews
house.” Daphne remembered this.

The interior of the house was very winning. She readjusted her ideas,
and at dinner was able to say to her hostess, “‘What an adorable mews
house.’

‘Isn’t it? We were so lucky - literally everyone was after it.’

Mrs Pridham was middle-aged, and smart. Mr Pridham was a plastic
surgeon.

‘I shan’t make the mistake,” he said to Daphne, ‘of asking you about
all the dangers you encountered in darkest Africa.”

Daphne laughed.

‘You must have a Season of course,” said Mrs Pridham. ‘Have you
arranged anything?’

‘T'm here for two years at least.” Then she remembered about the
London Season, and said, ‘No, I have nothing arranged. But my uncle
has written to various friends.’

‘It’s getting a little late in the year,” said Mrs Pridham.

‘Really,” said Daphne, ‘I just want to see England. I'd like to see
London. Id like to see the Tower, and Uncle Chakata’s friends.”

‘I shall take you to the Tower tomorrow afternoon,” said Mr Pridham.
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He did, and afterwards they went for a spin round Richmond and
Kingston. He pulled up at a pleasant spot. ‘Daphne,’ he said, ‘I love you.’
And he pressed his lips of sixty summers to hers.

As soon as she could disengage herself, she casually wiped her mouth
with her handkerchief — casually, for she did not want to hurt his feelings.
However, she told him she was engaged to be married to someone in
the Colony.

‘Oh dear, I've done the wrong thing. Have I done the wrong thing?’

‘Daphne is engaged to a lucky fellow in Africa,” he said at dinner
that night. Mole was present. He looked at Daphne. She looked back
helplessly. Mrs Pridham looked at her husband, and said to Daphne,
‘Before you do anything, you must have your London Season. Stay six
weeks with us, do. I've brought out girls before. It’s too late of course to
do anything much but -’

‘Do stay with us,” said Mr Pridham.

Later, when Daphne explained the tale of her ‘engagement’ to Mole,
he said, “You can’t stay with the Pridhams. I know someone else you can
stay with, the mother of a friend of mine.’

Mrs Pridham looked sad when Daphne told her she could not prolong
her visit. For the rest of the week she unmistakably cast Daphne into her
husband’s way, frequently left them alone together, and often arranged
to be picked up somewhere in the car, so that Daphne was obliged to
dine with Mr Pridham alone.

Daphne mentioned to Mole, ‘She hasn’t the least suspicion of what
he’s like. In fact, she seems to throw the man at me.’

‘She wants to hot him up,’ said Mole. “There are plenty of women
who behave like that. They get young girls to the house simply in order
to give the old man ideas. Then they get rid of the girls.’

‘Oh, I see.’

She went to stay as a paying guest with the mother of Mole’s friend,
Michael. It was arranged by letter.

Michael Casse was thin and gangling with an upturned nose. He had
been put to stockbroking with an uncle, but without success. He giggled
a great deal. His mother, with whom he lived, took a perverse pride in
his stupidity. ‘Michael’s hopelessness,” she told Daphne, ‘is really ...
During the war, his mother told her, she had been living in Berkshire.
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Michael came home on leave. She sent him out with the ration book one
day after lunch to buy a packet of tea. He did not return until next
morning, He handed his mother the tea, explaining that he had been
held up by the connections.

‘What connections?” said his mother.

‘Oh, the trains, London, you know.’

And it transpired that he had gone all the way to Fortnum’s for the
tea, it never having occurred to him that tea could be bought in the
village, nor indeed anywhere else but Fortnum’s. Daphne thought that
very English. '

Michael now lived with his mother in her flat in Regent’s Park. Greta
Casse was as gangling as her son, but she gangled effectively and always
put her slender five foot ten into agreeable poses, so that even her
stooping shoulders and hollow chest, her bony elbows akimbo, were
becoming. She spoke with a nasal drawl. She lived on alimony and the
rewards of keeping PGs.

She took vastly too much mox}ey from Daphne, who suspected as
much, but merely surmised that Greta Casse was, like her son, stupid,
living in an unreal world where money hardly existed, and so one might
easily charge one’s PGs too much. Daphne frequently slipped out to
Lyons for a sandwich, so hungry did she go. She assumed at first that
society women were simply not brought up to the food idea, but when
she saw Greta Casse tucking in at anyone else’s expense, she amended
her opinion, and put Greta’s domestic parsimony down to her vagueness
about materialistic things. This was a notion which Greta fostered in
various ways, such as always forgetting to give Daphne the change of a
pound, or going off for the day and leaving nothing in the house for
lunch.

That she was, however, a society woman, in a sense that Daphne s
relations were not, was without doubt. Molly and Linda had been
presented, it was true. And Daphne had seen photographs of her mother
and Aunt Sarah beplumed and robed, in the days when these things were
done properly. But they were decidedly not society women. Daphne
mused often on Greta Casse, niece of a bishop and cousin of an earl,
her distinctive qualities. She went to see Pooh-bah one weekend, and
mentioned Greta Casse to a Miss Barrow, a notable spinster of the district
who had come to tea. Daphne was surprised to learn that this woman,
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