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and educated in So11th Africa .and the United States. His first 
work of fiction was Duslr:lands (1974) .. This was followed by In the 
Hear;t qf the Country (1977), which won the premier South 
African Mi.terary award, the GN A Prize; Waiting .for the 
Bar.bar.iam fl980), which was awarded. the GNA Prize,, the 
Geoffrey Faber Memorial Priz·e and the James Tait Bla.ck 
Memorial Prize; Life & Times qf Michael K (1983), which won 
the 1983 Booker Prize and the 1985 Prix Etranger Femina; Fo·e 
(1986).; Whit,e Writing (1988), a collection of essays;. and Ag~e qf 
/r:on (19'90) which won the 1990 Sund~g Express Book of the Year 
Award. J. M. Goetzee wa.s winner of the Jerusalem Priz·e for 
1987 .. Many of his books are published hy Penguin. His other 
works include tra.nslations, linguistic studies and literary criti­
cism. He is:,, at pl'esent,, Professor of General Liiteratur:e at the 
University of Cape Town. All of his novels have received the 
highest critical acclaim; writing for the Sundqy Times, Victoria 
Glendinning said,, 'h is hal'd to cm:ll\ley ... just what Coetzee's 
special quality is. His writing gives off whiffs of Conrad, of 
Nabokov,, of Golding, of the Paul Theroux of The Mosqu.ito 
Coast.' And Bernard Levin has descrihed him as 'an artist of 
weight and depth that put him in a category b<:yond ordinary 
comparison' .. 
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Coetzee,, J. M., 1940-
In the heart of the country. 

· · · Originally publ.isbed as: ln the heart ·of the country. London: Seeker & Warburg, 1977, 
' Reprint.. Originally published: From the hea.rt llf tile country. 

1st U.S. ed. New· York: Harper & Row; cl977. 
I. Title. 
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ISBN 0 14 00 .. 6228 9 AACR2 

Sections 85-941 have appeared in South Africa in the 
magazine ,StaJ1dpunle 12'4, August 1976. 

E!nglish version pJepa.red by the autllor 

Printed in England by Clays Ud, St Ives pic 

Except in lhe United· Stales ·of Ame·rica,. lhis book is sold subj;ect 
to the ~ondition that it shall not,. by way of trade or otllerwise, be lent,, 

re-s.old,. hired out, or ·otherwise circulated without the publisher's 
prio·r con.sent in .any form of bindlng or cover other than that in 

which it is published and without a si.milar condition including this 
. condition !being imposed on tile subsequent purchaser 

. . E lflT. SiAAl't 
BlBl. 0\ UNGUE R'E E flLOSOft,A. 
'FAC. OllEJlE. A Dl RONA 
:Ul UNtV'BRSlT 
JN:'/. ·N., 

l. Tod~y my father brought home his new bdde. They 
came dip-dop across the flats in a dog-cart ~rawn by a hor:se 
with an ostrich-plume waving on its forehead, dusty after the 
long haul. Or perhaps they wer·e drawn by two plumed 
donkeys, that is also possible. My father wore his. bla·ck 
swallowtail coat and stovepipe hat, his bride a wide-brimmed 
sunhat al):d a white dress tight at waist and throat. Mor·e detail 
I cannot give unless I begin to •embroider, for I. was not 
watching. I was in my room,. in the •emerald semi-dark of the 
shuttered late a.fternoon, reading a book or,. more likely, 
supine with a. damp towel over my eyes fighting a migraine.,. I 
a:in the one who stays in her room reading or writing or 
fighting migraines. The coloni•es are fuU of girls. like that, but 
none, I think, so extreme as I. My father is the one who paces 
the floorboards back and forth, back and forth 1n hiis slow 
black boots ... And then, for a third, there is the new wife, who 
Jies late abed .. Those are the antagoni.sts. 

2. The new wife. The new wife is a lazy big-boned 
voluptuous feHne woman with .a wide s]ow-smilrng mouth . .Her 
eyes are black and shrewd like two berries, two shrewd black 
berries. She is a big woman .with fine wrists and long plump 
tapering fingers. She eats her food with relish .. She sleeps and 
eats and lazes. She sticks out he:r long red tongue and licks the 
.sweet mutton-fat from her lips .. "Ah, W like that!" she says, and 
smiles and roUs her eyes. I watch her mouth mesmerized. 
Then she turns on me the wide smiHng mouth and the shrewd 
black ~yes. W cannot easily sustain her smile. We ar•e not a 
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happy famii,h'.~t.<,?~ther. 
- · .·! ;~~ .• ,~ l a ~ "~ ,. ~ _ t· .•• _ 

3.. . S6e:"iis.:tl,l,~:p~f" ~i~'~ :t~~iefo~efih~ old one~'ia dead .. 
The oWd wiftl:IWt(S.:IllX&.O~ff~,. ~.~t: ~i·ed so .tn~ny years ago that I 
barely recaUber. I inusrua·fe tieeirl~vety JP.Ung when she died, 
perhaqps only a. new:born .babe. -l!rotn~~·P,ne of the farthest 
oubHeues ·of mem?ry I extra.ct a faint grey image,. the image of 
. il faint grey: frail gentle loving mother huddled on the floor, 
one such as. any girl in_niy posi,tion would be Hkdy to make up 
for he:rsd[ ·· · · . 

4. · My father's fir:st wif:e, my mother,, was a. frail gentJ,e 
~oving wom'an who lived and. died under her husband's thumb. 
.Her husband never forgave her f:or failing to bear him a son. 
His relentiess sexual.demands ]ed to. her death in childbirth. 
She was ,11ioo frail and gentle i:o give birth to the rough rude 
boy-heir miy. father want•ed,, ther·efor·e she died ... The doctor 
came too late, Summoned by a messenger on a bicyde, he had 
to •. ·come. trundling along forty miles of farm-track in his 
donkey~calrt. When he arrived my mother aheady lay 
composed on her deathbed: patient, bloodless, apol.ogetk. " 

• ' ~~ ~ ' ~; ~ ... _I. -

5. , · · ._ (But why did he not come on horseback? .But were 
ther:e bicydes in those days?) ·· 

'.. 1 • I-was not .watching my father bear his bride home 
. acrosS the Rats because I was in my :room in the dark west wing 
eating.my heart out and biding my time. I should have been 
standing ready to greet them with smiles aq.d offers of tea, but 
I was not. l was ab5ent . .I was not missed. My father pays no 
attendon.to my absence. To my father I. have been an absence 
all J;D.y life. Therefore instead of being the womanly wannth at 
the. heart of this bouse I ha.ve been a zero, nuU, a vacuum 
towards, whiich aU coHapses inwawd, a turbulence, muffled, 
grey, ,like a chill · draft eddying through the corridors, 
neglect·ed, -~engeful. ·, ... 

i. . 

'1i.,;;:,;n·-,; :Night falls, and my father and his new wife cavort in 
·. t~e':bedroom .. Hand in band they stroke her womb,. watching 

for it _to fllicbr and, blossom. -They twine; she laps him iin her 
"·.- '.. ' '>'-

2 

Resh; they chudde and moan .. These al!e fair times for them. 

8. In a house shaped by destiny Uke an H l hav·e Uved 
all my life, in a theatre of si:one and sun fenced in with miles of 
wire, spinning my trail from room t•o room, loom1ng over the 
servants, tbe grim widow-daughter of the dark father. 
Sundown afller sundown we have fa.c-ed ea.ch other over the 
mutton, the potatoes, the puinpki:n, dull food cooked by duU 
hands .. Is it possible that we spoke? No, we could not have 
spoken,. we must have fronted ea.cb other in silenc·e and 
chewed our way through time, our ey·es, his black eyes and my 
black ey·e8 inherited from him, roaming blank a.cross their 
fields of viision. Then we have retired to sleep, to drea'm 
allegories of baulked desire such as we are blessedly unfitted. to 
interpret; and in the mornings vied in icy a.scetidsm t~o be the 
earlier afoot,. to la.y the fire in the co]d grate. Life o.n the farm .. 

9•. In the shadowy hallway the dock tiCks away day and 
night. I am the ·one who keeps it wound and who w·eekiy,. from 
sun and alma.nac, ·conects k. Time on the farm is the time 
of the wide wodd, neither a jot nor a titde more or less. 
Resolutely I beat down the blind, .subjective time of the heart, 
with its spurts of excitement and drags· of tedium:. my pulse 

· wiU throb with the steady one-second beat of civilization .. One 
day some as y·et unborn scholar will re.cognize in the dock the 
machine that has tamed the wilds. But win be ever know the 
desolation ·of the hour of the siesta. chi:ming in cool green high· 
ceilinged houses where the daught•ers of the colonies Iiie; 
counting with theiir eyes shut? The [and is full of melancholy 

· spinster.s like me, lost· to history,. blue a.s roaches in our 
ancestral homes., keeping a. high shine on the copperwar·e and . 
laying in jam. Wooed when· wie w·ere 'Httle by our mastedul 
·fathen, w·e are bitllei vestals, spoiled f:or Hife. The chlldho()d 
rape: someone should study th.e kernel uftruth in this fancy;· · . -~ : ~ . ~ - " ~ - ~ ":..' . ; . ' 

10. I Uv·e, I suffer, I am here. Wi.tb· cunnin.g ·and 
treachery,· if necessary, I fight against becoming f:?•ne of th~ 
forgotten ones of hi.story. I· ain • a spi.ns~er· with· a locked dia_ry_ 
but I am mo·re than that. I am· an uneasy consdousne:Ss but; 1 
am more than that too. When aU the Ughts are out I smile in 
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the. dark., My teeth, glint,. though no one would believe it. 
~ . ' ~~ 

,11., ,,;,1She_comes up behind me, a waft oforang&blossom 
:.and ":WI!:, a.nd takes me by the shoulders ... 1 do· not: want you to 
:, be angry·, I understand that. you should fed diist.urbed · and 

unha.ppy,. but there is rio cause :For it. I would like us an to be 
happy together. I wiU do anything, truly anything, to make 
,that ·come ,about. Can you beJi.eve me?" 
· I st.ar·e into 'the chwmney·recess; my nose sweUs and 
red.dens. 

"'I want to make a ha.ppy household,,," she croons, 
drdwng, :''the three of us t:ogether. I want you to think of me as 
.a sister, not an enemy.'~ · 
.. I W!l!tcb ~he fuU lips of this glutted woman. 

12.. . There was a time when I imagined that if ~. talked 
long enough it would be revealed to me what iit means to be an 
angry spinster in the heart of nowhere. But though ~· sn:iffat 
-~~ch anecdo·te like a dog at its doo, I find none of that heady 
expansion into the as-if that marks the beginning of a. true 
doubJ.e Wife. Aching to :form the words that will trans.]at•e me 
into the land of myth and. hero,. here I am still my dowdy self 
in a ;dull summer·J!:teat ~hat,wni not transcend itself. What do I 
lack? l weep and gnash my teeth... Is it mere pa.ssioi:l? Is it 
m•ere.ly a visi.on of a second •exiistence passionate enough t.o 

. •£arry ~;e, from. the. munda.ne of being into the doubJ,eness of 
sigjlificadon?. Do I n;ot:·quiver at every pore with a passion of 
v~exatioJ:!.r, .Is it that my passion lacks will? Am I an angry yet 
~mehow aft:er aU complacent farmyard spinster,. wrapped in 
~e embrace of my furies? Do ] truly wish to get beyond 
ID~UJ' The st•ory of my rage a.nd its dire se·quel: am Jl going to 
climb· in:to:' this vehicle .and dose my eyes and be ca.rried 
~O!IDS:'tream, over the rapids, through the broken water, to 
wak~ refreshed on the quiet •estuary? What automatism is this, 
what Uberati·on is it goin;g to bring me, and without Hiberatiion 
what is .. the point of my story? Do I feel rich ou.t:tage at my 
i,pinst,er .fat·e? Who .is behiind my ·oppression? You and. you, I 
say, crouching in the cinders, stabbing my finger at father and 
stepmother. But why have l not run away from them? As long 
as an· elsewhere exists where I .can lead a life, there are 
~)~j ~ - "'i: - I I ' 

heavenly fingen pointing at me too .. Or am I, hitherto 
unbeknown t•o me, but now alas. known., reserved fo·r a more 
compl·ex fat•e: to be crucified head downward as a warning to 
those who lov·e their rage and lack an vision of .another tale? 
But what · other tale is there for me? Marriage to the 
neighbour's second son? I am not a happy peasant. I am a 
miserable black virgin, and my story is my story, even if it i.s a 
dull black blind stupid miserable story, ignorant of its 
meaning and of an its many possible untap·ped happy variants~ 
.I am I. Chara.cter is fate. History is God. Pique, pique, pique. 

13. : The Angel,. that. is how she is sometimes known .• The 
Angel in .Black who comes to sav'e t.he ·children of the brown 
folk from their croups and fel'ers .. AU her household severity is 
ttansf:orm.ed into an unremitting compassion when it comes to• 
t~e ·care of the sick. Night after night she sits up with 
whimpering chUdren oi women in labour, fighting off sleep. 
"An angel from heaven!" they say, their flatterers' eyes keen. 
Her heart sings. In war she would Hghten the last hours of the 
wounded. They would die with smHes on their lips, gazing into 
her ·eyes;. clasping her hand... Her stores of compassion are 
boundless. She needs to be needed. With no one to need her 
she is . baffle,d and bewildered. Does that . not explain 

. everything? . 

14. If my father had been a weaker man he would have 
had. a better daughter. But he has never needed anything. 
Enthralled. by my need to be n.e.eded, I drde him like a moon .. 
Such is my sole .risible venture into the psychology of our 
.debacle. To explain is to forgive.,. to be explained is to be 
forgiven, but I,. I hope and · f:e.ar, am inexpUcable, 
unforgivable. (Yet what is it in me that shrinks from the light? 
Do I really hav•e a. secret or is this bafflement bdore myself 
only a wa.y of mystifying my better, que.sting half? Do .I truly 
believe that stuffed in a crack between my soft mother and my 
baby self lies the key to this black bored spinst•er? Prolong 
yqursel£, prolo·ng yourself, that is the whisper I hear in. my 
inmost.) 

15. Another aspect of my.self, now that· .I am talking 
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~ . ' ~~ 
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~)~j ~ - "'i: - I I ' 
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, abo (lit mys~lf, is my love of nature, p•articulady of insect 1 i:fe, of 
t~~ ,~;currying purposeful Hfe that goes on amund. each baU of 
dtin,g and. undew every stone .. When I was a l-ittle giid ~ave, 
';.;eave.!) iin. a fri:Ued sunbonnet I would sit aU day in the dust, so 
.the ·story gges, playing with my friends the beedes, the grey 
ones and the brown ~nes and the big black ones whose names I 
forget b!lt ·couM with no effort tum up in an encydopedi.a, and 
my friends t~e. anteaters who made those degant liitde conical 
sandtraps down whose sides I would tumble the common red 
all:t, a~d. every now and again,, secre11!ed beneath a flat stone, a 
pal·e da.zed na .. ccid baby scorpion,, whom I would •Crush w:i.th a 
sti·ck, f:or ev·en then I knew that scorp·ions were .bad. l have no 
{ear. of insects.. I lea¥e the homestead behind and walk 
_barefoo~- up, the river bed, the ho·t dark sand crunching 
~eneath my soles and_ squeezing out between my toes. In the 
:drifts I sit with spread skirts feeling the warmth mould itself to 
~>::thighs.:};would have no qualm,. lam sure, if it came to the 
pinch, though how it could come to this pinc!t I do not know, 
about living, i.n a mud, hut, or indeed under a J,ean-to of 
bi:.anches, out in the.veld,, eatiing ·chickenfeed, talking to the 
insects. Ev_en through the Iitd·e gi.:d the lineaments of the crazy 
old lady miist: have glimmered,, and the brown folk, whq,hide 
behind bushes and know everything., must ha¥e ·chuckled. 
' ' ' ' ~ .. 
16:. Igrewup with the servants' children. m. spoke like 
one of them ~efore I learned to speak like this. I played their 
stick and stone games befo·re I knew I could· have a dolls' house 
with Father ,and M~ther and ~eter .. and Jane asleep i:n :their 
own beds a.nd.' dean'clot_}tes re~.dy_ in the chest \~~'hose drawers 

· sU~ in and.. out .while Nan· the dog and. Felix the cat snoozed 
befo·re 'the'· kitchen coa[s. With .the servants' children I 
:Searched the veld. for khamma-roots, fed cowsmHk to the 

... ory<haned lambs, hung over the gate to watch the sheep dipped 
arid the Christmas pig shot. I sl!l-dled the sour. recesses where · 
they sleptpeU-meU like r.abbits, I sat at the fe-et of their Mind 
old grandfather while he whittled dothes-pegs,and.told his 
stories of bygone days when men ·and beasts migrated from 
winter. grazing to summer grazing and lived together on the 
trail.. At the feet of an old man I have drunk in a myth of a 
past ,~hen beast and man and. master liived a common life as 

• ~J - 0 • 
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innocent as the stars in the sky,. and I am far from laughing. 
How am I to endure the ache of whatever it is that .is lost 
without a dream of a pristine ag•e, tinged perhaps widi the 
violet of melancholy, and a myth of expulsion to interpret my 
ache to me? And mother, soft scented loving mother who 

. drugged me with milk and slumber in the featherbed and 
then,- to the sound of beUs in the night, vanished, leaving me 
alone among rough hands and bar~ bodies - where are you? 
My lost wodd is a world of men, of .cold nights, wood6re, 
glea~ing ey·es, and a long tale of dea,d heroes in a language I 
have not unlearned. 

17. · In this house with rival mistresses the servants go 
about their duties with hunched shoulde~s .. flinching from the 
dregs of bad temper that wiU be flung at them. Bored with 

.drudgery,. they look forward to the colour and drama of 
quarrels, thou,gh they know that few things are better for them 
than amity .. The day has not yet come when the giants war 

, among themselves and the dwarves slip away in the night. 
Feeling aU their fedings not successively in waves of ;contraries 
but simultaneously as a hotchpotch of rage, regret, 
resentment, and glee, they exper.ience a giddiness th~t makes 
them long to be asleep. They want to be in the big house but 
they also want to stay at home malingering, dozing on a bench 
in the shade. Cups faU through their fingers and shatter on the 
floor .. They whisper rapidly in corners. For no good reason 
they scold their children. They have bad dreams. The 
psychology of servants.. , 

18. I H\(·e neither alone nor in society but as iit were 
among children. I am spoken to not in words, which come to 
me quaint and vdled,. but in signs, in conformations of face 
and hands, in postur·es of shou]ders. and feet, in nuances of 
tune and tone, in gaps arid absences whose grammar has never 
been recorded. Reading the brown fo]k ~grope, as they grope 
reading me: ·for they too hear my words only du1ly, listening 
for. those overtones of the voiCe, those subdeti,es of the 
eyebrows that ten them my true :t,neaning: "Beware, do not 
cross me,''' "'What I say does not ·come from me." Across vaUeys 
of space and time we strain ourselv-es to catch the pale smoke 
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.. o:fea·ch. other's signals. That is why my words .are not words 
. ; .s':lcb as men use to men ... Alone in my :room with my duties 

,behind me and the lamp s11eadi1y burning, I d~<tk into 
rhythms that are my own, ·stumbl.e over the rocks of words that 
I h,ave never heard on another tongue. I c11eate myself in the 
,words that create me, I, who living among the downcast have 
never beheld myself in the equal regard of another's eye, have 
~eyer held .another in the equal :regard of mine. Whi]e I am 
f~ee to be l, nothing is impossible .. ln the doister of my :room I 
am the mad hag .I ~m destined. to be. My dothes •cake with 
dribble, I hunch and twist,. my £eet blossom with horny 
"canouse.s, this prim voice, spinning out sentences without 
occasion, gaping with boredom because nothing ·ever happens 

·on: the farm;. cni.cks· and oozes the peevish loony sentiments 
that belong to the dead of night when the censor snores, to the 
~razy hornpipe I dance with myself. 

19; ... · . What solace are lapidary paradoxes for the loves of 
the body? I watch the full lips of the glutted widow,, hear the 
·creak of floorboards in ~he muted farmhouse,, the warm 
mur!Jlur from the great bed,. feel the balm of loving flesh upon 
i:ne, sleep away into the st•eaming pody smeUs .. But hoJ!i'i to let 
go the :real for the deep darkdown desired? A jagg•ed virgin, I 
standiin the. doorway, nak·ed,, asking. ,· 

. . 
<J._--·,.~ ~-..·.·~ ~- -·~ 

· 20 ... ::,. k:To her.fuU dark lips the glutted widow raises a 
finger ii~ crypdc gesture. Does she warn me to silence?' Does my 
candid. body amuse her? Through the open curtains stream 
'the rays of the· full moon on to her shoulders, her fuU ironical 
lips: In the shadow of her haunch lies the man asleep. To her 
mouth she.raiises a cryptic hand.ls she amused? Is she startled? 
The nig~tb:reeze wafts through the parted curtains. The room 
is in darkness, the sleeping .figures so· still I cannot hear their 
breathing above t~e hammer of my heart.- Should I go to them 
d(lthed? Are they--phantoms who -win vanish when· I touch. 
th~m? She watches me with fuU ironical lips .. I drop· my"dcithes 
a,t; the. door. In the glare of the moonlight she goes over my 
pohr. bese•e·ching body .. I weep, hiding my eyes, wishing for a 
life story that win wash over·me t:ranquiUy as it does for other 
women.-'£:'1 

21. . When he came in hot and dusty after a ·day''s_ work 
my father expected that his bath should be ready for him. h 
was my chi]dhood duty to light the fire an hour befo:r·e sunset 
so that the hot water could be poured into the ena~eUed 
hipbath the moment he stamped through the front door. 
Then I would retire to the dark side of the floral scre.en to 
receive his dothes and lay o~t the dean under1inen. Tiptoeing 
out.?f th~ bathroom I would hear the wash of his entry,. the 
sucking of the water under his armpits· and between his 
buttocks, and inhale the sweet damp heavy miasma of soap 
and sweat .. Later this duty ceased; but when I think of male 
flesh, white, heavy,. dumb, whose flesh can it be but his? · 

22. Through a chink in the curtain I watch them. 
Taking his hand, ]ifting her skirt, she steps down, one-two, 
r.rom the dog-cart. ~he stretches her arms; smiling, yawning, a 
htde parasol danghng dosed from a gloved finger. He stands 
behind her. Low words pass. They come up the steps. Her eyes 
are full and happy, the kind of eyes that do not notice fingers 
at the lace curtains. Her legs swing easily,. at peace ;with her 
body. They pass through the door and out of sight,. 
sauntering, a man and a woman come home. 

23. Into the evening, as the shadows first lengthen and 
then cover ever;thing, I stand at the window .. Hendrik cro.sses 
the yard on his way to the storeroom ... The massed twitter of 
birds in the_ :ri:v·erbed rises and wanes .. In the last light the 
swaUows swoop to their nest under the eaves and the first bats 
flit., out. From their various lairs the predators emerge, 
~uuhond: mee:rkat. What are pain, jealousy, loneliness doing 
m the Afncan night? Does a woman looking through a window 
into th.·e dark mean aQ.ything? I place aU ten fingertips-on the 
cool glass. The wound in my chest: sHdes open .. If I am an 
emblem then I am an emblem.] am incomplete, I am a being 
with a hole. inside me, I signify something, I do not know what, 
~. 4,1.m_ ~1;1m,b ,. I ,~que our through a. sheet of glass into a da:rllmess 
that is complete., that liv~s in itself, bats, bushes, predators 
and aU, that does not regard me, .that is blind, that does not 
signifybut me:rdy is .. If I press harder t.he glass will break, ' 
blood wiU drip, the cricket-song wiU stop for a moment and 
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then ~esume. I Uve inside a .skin inside a house ... There is· no act 
1. know of that will Hberat·e me into the world. There is no act I 
know of that will bring the world into me.. I am a \&-rent of 
sound streaming into the unhr·e,rse, thousands upon thousands 
of corpuscles weeping, groaning,. gnashing theiir teeth. 

24... , They sweat· and strain, the farmhouse creaks 
·through the night. Already'the seed must have been. plant~d, 
soon she wiU be sprawling about in her mindl·ess heat, sweUmg 
and ripening, waiting for her little pink pi.~ to knock. Whereas 
a child ] bore. assuming that such a calamtty could ev·er befall 
me would. be· thin and saUow, would weep without c•ease from 
ache.s in his vitals,, would totter from room tQ• room on his 

·, rickety pins dutching at his mother's apro?·strings and hiding 
ms face from strangers. But who would gtve me a baby, who 
would not turn to ice at the spectacle of my bony frame on the 
wedding-couch,· the coat of fur up to my navel, the acrid 
cavities of my armpits,. the line of black moustache,. the eyes, 
watchful, defensive, of a woman who has nev·e:r lost possession 
of herselfil What. huffing and puffing there would have to be 
before my house could be blown downl Who coul;d wake my 
slumbering eggs? And who would attend my chddfJed? My 
father, .scowruing, with a whip? The brown fol~ .. cowed 
servitors, kneeling to offer a t!Ussed Iamb, first fruits, wild 
honey; sniggering at the_ mira de of the virgin bir~h?' ?ut of his 

: hole he pokes his snout,, son of the father, Anuch~1st of the 
·.desert come to lead his dancing hordes to the prom1sed land .. 
. They whirf and beat drums,. they shake axes· and pitchforks, 

th.ey follow the babe, whUe iin the kitchen his mother co~1u:res 
· over the fire, or tears out the guts of coc_ks, or ·ca.ckles m her 

Moody armchair~ A mind mad enough for parri·C.ii~e and 
pseudo~matricide and who knows what other atrocities can 
surely ·encompass an epWleptmc FUhrer and the march.of a band 
0 f,o·v·erweeniing serfs on a ·country town from whose silver roofs 
the sunfi:re winks and frori:l wbose windows they are iidly shot to 
pieces.: · They ·lie in the" dust., ·sons and daughlbers of the 
Houentots . .-flies crawl in theb: wounds, they a11e carted off and 
buried · in " a. heap. Labouring under· ·my father's. weight I 

· . st:ruggie~'to give life to a' world _but ~em to engender only 
·death.'' · :.~ · ' '' ll' '• _·, ·n.' -:. ~· ' 
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25. By the light of a storm-lantern I see that they sleep 
the sleep of the blissfuHy sated, she on her b;ack, her nightdre;ss 
rucked about her hips, he face down,. his left hand ~olded in 
hers. I bring not the meat-deaver as I thought it would be but 
.the hatchet, weapon of the Valkyries. I deepen my.self in the 
stillness Hke a true lover of poetry, breathing with thei~ breath. 

26. My fa.ther lies on his back, naked, the fingers of his 
right hand twined in the fingers of her left, the jaw sla·ck., the 
dark eyes dosed on aU their fire and lightning,. a liquid rattle 
·coming from the throat,. the tired blind fi.sh, cause of aU my 
woe, lolling in his groin (would that it had been draggedout 
long ago with all its rciQts and bulbs!). The axe sweeps up over 
my shoulder. AU kinds of people have .done this before me, 

. wives, sons, ]overs, heirs, rivals, I am not alone .. Uk·e a ball on 
a string it floats down at the end of my arm,. sinks into the 
throat below me, and aU is suddenly tumult. The woman 
snaps upright in bed,. glaring about her, drenched in blood,. 

• bewHdeFed by the angry wheezing and .spouting at her s.ide. 
How fortunate that at times like the.se the larger action flows 

. of itself and :requires of the presiding figure no more than 
presence of mindl. She wriggl·es her nightdress decently over 
her hips .. Leaning forward and gripping what must be one. of 
their four knees, I deliver much the better chop deep into the 
•crown of her head. She dips over into the cradle of her lap and. 
topples leftward in a baU, my dramatic tomahawk stiU 
embedded in her. (Who would have thoughtJ had such st:rok,es 
in me?) But fingers are scratching at me from this side of the 
bed, I am off balance, 1 must keep a ·cooi head, I must pick 
them off one by one, :recover (with some effort) my a.xe, and 
hack with distaste at these hands, these arms until I have a fr·ee 
moment to draw a sheet over aU this .shuddering and pound it 
into quiet. Here I am beating with a. steady rhythm, longer 
perhaps than is necessary, but.- ca.Imiing myself too. in 
preparation for what must be a whole new phase of my hfe. 
For no. longer need I fret about ho·w to fiU my days .. I hav•e 
broken a commandment, and the guilty cannot be bor·ed. I 
have two fuUgrown bodies to get rid of besides rna ny other 
traces of my violenc·e.' I have a face to eoompose, a story to 
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iqvent, .and all before dawn when Hendrik comes for the 
·milking-pam 

27. ·· · ~· ask myself: Why,. since the moment she came dip­
dop aero~ the flats in the dog-cart drawn by a ho:r.se wi~ 
ost:ri.ch-plumes ·.in· its harness,, dusty after the long ~~ul, m 
.her wide-brimmed hat, have I refused speech Wtth her, 
stubbornly ex·erting myself t!O preserve the monologue of my 
life'? Can I imagine what it would have been like to turn the 
:pag·es of the mornings with her over steaming teac~ps, with 
the chickens ducking outside and the servants chattenng softly 
in the kitchen, in whatever spirit, guarded or peaceful? Can I 
iintagine cutting ou~ patterns with her, or stroning th1mugh the 
orc:;hard hand in, hand, giggHng? Is it possible that I am a 
pfison~~ not of the.~ondy farmhouse and the stone d~sert but 
',of my. sllitiny monologue? Have my blows been a.1med at 
shuttin:g those knowing eyes or at silencing her voiice? Might we 

. rtot;.bent.•o·ver our teacups, have lea.rned to coo to ·each other, 
o~." drl.fting past each other in the dark corridor' hot and 
.deep•less. in the siesta, hour,. have touched, embraced: and 
clung? M~ght those mocking eyes not have soft•ened., pught I 
'not have yielded., might we no·t 'have lain in each other's arms all afterno(ui whispering, two girls together? I . str:Qke. her 
forehead,, she nuzzles my hand,. I am held in the dark pools of 
her eyes; ldo not mind. 
' . . 

2:8. I ask myself: What is it in me that 'lures me into 
/forbidden bedrooms and makes me commit forbidden acts? 
Has a Iif:edme in the de.sert, wrapped in this funnel of black 
doth., wound me into such a coil of vicious energy that the 
merest pedlar or visiting third cousin would find himself 
poisoned at his meat or hat·cheted in bed? Does an. elementary 
life·. burn p•eop~e down to elementary states,. to pu:re anger, 
pure gluttony, pure sloth? Am I unfitted by my upbringing for 

- a life of more complex feelings? Is that why I have never left 
the farm.;. foreign to townslife, preferring . flo im.me:rs·e myseU in 
a hmdscape of symbol where simple passions can spin and 
fume around their own centres, in limidess space, in endless 
time,. working out their own forms of damnation? 

l2 

29. .I ask myself: But am I doing justice to the city? h it 
not possible to conceive a city a.bove whose rooftops dri£t the 
wisps of a thousand private fires, from whose streets :rises ~he 
susurrus of a. thousand pattering damn•ed voices? Perhaps; but 
it is too painterly, and I am not a painter. 

3·0. I ask myself: What am I going to do with the bodies? 

31. Far down in the earth flow the underground rive~s .. 
through dark caverns dripping with crystaUiine water, graves, 
if only they •could be reached, fo:r an the family secrets in the 
wodd. I wade out into the tepid dam looking for the sinkhole 
which in ou.r dreams beckons from the deep and leads to the 
underground kingdom. My skirt billows and floats around my 
·waist like a black flo·wer. My feet are soothed by the red slime, 
the gre·en duckw·eed. Like abandoned twins my shoes watch 
from the bank. Of aU .adventures .suicide is the most literary, 
more so even than murder. With the story coming to its ·end., 
all one's la.st bad poetry finds release. I •Cast a long calm look of 

' fareweU at the sky a.nd the stars, which probably cast a long 
calm vacant look back, exha1e the last beloved breath 
{goodbye, spirit!),. and dive fo_r the abyss. Then the elegiac 
trance passes and aU the rest is. coM,. wet, and fardcat My 
underwear balloons with water. I strike bouom all too .soon, as 
fiu from· the mythic vortex as ev.er. The first wined draught of 
water through my nostrils sets off a cough and the blind paniic 
of an organism that wants to liv·e. I haul myself to the surface 
with legs and a:rm.s .. My head breaks gasping and retching Into 
the night air .. I try to launch myself .inoo the horizontal but I 
am weary, weary. Perhaps I .strik,e out once or twice with 
wooden arms. Perhaps I sink a second' time,. tasting the wal!ier 
with less revulsion now .. Perhaps I come 110 the surface again, 
stiU thrashing, but also waiting for an inllerlude of stillness to 
test and tast•e the languor of my musdes. Perhaps I beat the 
water now in one spot only, making a last bargain, giving up a 
breath,.£or the sake of a single word,. half water, half plea to 
the absent, tO all the absent,. who •Congregate now in the sky in 
a whirlwind of absence, removed, sightless, to .can off the dogs, 
liio call off the joke, before I sink again and tum myself to the 
serious exploration of my last moments. ' 
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32. , ~ ~-'·But what do I know about exploring these deeps,. I, 
-~;d.rudgem~id.en who has ,spent her ~ays over a cooki!l§·pot in 
,a_ :sooty;co:m:ne~· and•,her ;nights p:ressmg her kn~.~;ckles ~~to her 
ey_es,, ~atching the rings of Ught cascade and spm, wa~tmg for 

. visions? .Like killing, dying· is probably a st•ory ·dreaner than 
. ~ the~. one •• tell myself. Deprived of human intercou:rse, I 

. ia~vitably overvalue the imagination and expect it to make the 
mundane glow with an aura of self-transcend·ence ... Y·et why 
t:hese glorious sunsets, I ask ·:mysdf; if nature does not speak to 

, us .!with tongues of fir·e? (I am unconvinced by talk about. 
.. ~~spended. dust partides.) Why cricketS all n~ght I~ng and 
biirdsong at dawn?· But it is late. U there 1s .~ ume for 
ru.mination there is also a time to go back to the kztchen, and 
at this moment I have a seriious matter to att-end to,. the 
disposal of the corpses. Fo:r soon Hendrik is going to open the 

· back door, and. while it i,s true that the essence of servanthood 
is the servant's intimacy whh his master's di:rt:, and while it is 
also true. that there is a perspective 'in which oorpses are dirt, 
Hendrik is not only essence but substance, not only servant but 
stranger.;,·First Hendrik wHI come for the milking-pail,. then, ·a 
little hiler, Anna; :to wash the dishes, sweep the floof, make 
the bed.sl What will Anmt-think.when she f:inds the household 
still buulior the. steady sound of scrubbing from the Jl!llaster'~ 
. bed.room? She h.esitates, Hsten.iing, befqre she knocks. I cry out 
in fright, she hears me mufH.ed through the heavy door: "No, 
not today! ·Anna; -is that you?· Not· today- come back 
tomorrow;:.Now go away, please .. " She pads off. Standing with 
an·-ear to the··crack·I hear the back door dose behind her, 
th~il; though she ought to be out of ·earshot, the trot of her feet 
on the gravd: Has she sm~lled blood? Has she gone to tell? _ 

33; The woman lies on her side with her knees drawn up 
to her chi:n. If I do not hurry she wm set in that position. Her 
hair fiaUs over her face :in a sticky dark-red wing. Though her 
last act was to flinch from the terrific axe, screwii_ri.g bet eyes 
shut~ clenching her te·ei:h: the fiace has now ~elaxe~. But' the 
man; tena·dous of life, haS! moved. His final expenence must 
have been an unsatisfactory one, a groping with duUed 
mhsdes: t.owaid. an Hlusory zone of safety. He·Jies, head and 
anns over the edge of the bed, black with his heavy blood .. It 
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would have been better for him to have yiel!ded the gentle 
ghost, £allowing it a~ far as he could on ~ts pa~~ge o~t: dosing 
his eyes on the image of a swallow swoopmg, nsmg, ndmg .. 

34; How fortunate at ilines like these that there is only 
one problem, a prC!blem of deanliness .. l!ntii this bloody 
afterbirth is gone there can be no new hfe for tp.e. The 
beddothes ar.e soaked and wiU have to be burned .. The 
mattress too wiU have to be bum.ed,. though not today .. There 
i.s a quag of blood on the floor and there will be more blood 
when .I shift the bodies. What of the bodies? They can be 
burned or buried or submerged. If buried or submerged they 
win have to leave the house. If buried they can be buried only 
where the ·earth is soft, in the :riverbed. But if buriied in the 
:riverbed they wm be washed out in the next spate, or in the 
one after that,. a.nd return to the world lOlling in each other's 
rotten arms against the fence where the fence crosses the riv·e:r. 
If weighted and sunk in t~e dam, they wil.n c.ontamhiate t~e 
water and :reappear as chamed sk·eletons gnnmng. to the sky m 

' the next drought. But buried or drowned, they wtll ha.ve to be 
shifted, whether entire in barrowioads o:r in par·ce~s. How 
dearly my mind works,. like ~he mind of a machine; Am I 
strong enough to move them unaided. in a. whedbanow, or 
must I hack away until I have portable sections? Am I equal to 
carrying· even a single monolit_hk tr~nk? Is there a way ?f 
partitioning a .trunk without obscemty? I should have pa~d 
more attention to the art of but·chery ... And how does one cham 

·flesh to rock without drilling holes? And with what? An auger? 
A brace and bit? What of exposure on an antheap as an 
alternative,, or exposure on a remote part of the fann, in a 
cave? What of a funeral pyre in the badt yard? What of fi.ring 
the bouse about aU our ears? Am I equal to that? · 

35. Or' course the truth is that I a .. m equal to anything, I 
am nothing if not embarrassed by my freedom, these tasks 
require only pati•ence a.nd meticulousness,,. of which, like the 
ant,. I have ov•ermuch, besides a steady stomach. If I go 
wandering in. the hiUs I am sure that, in time, r. wi~ find 
boulders with hol.•es through them, wom by the dnppmg of 
water in a bygone ice ·age, no ·doubt, or forged in a vokank 
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would have been better for him to have yiel!ded the gentle 
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' the next drought. But buried or drowned, they wtll ha.ve to be 
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·flesh to rock without drilling holes? And with what? An auger? 
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cave? What of a funeral pyre in the badt yard? What of fi.ring 
the bouse about aU our ears? Am I equal to that? · 

35. Or' course the truth is that I a .. m equal to anything, I 
am nothing if not embarrassed by my freedom, these tasks 
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catadysm .. In the wagonhouse there are bound llo be yards ·Of 
p_royidential chain, hitherto invisible, now sudden~y leaping 
into sight,. and casks Cif gunpowder, faggots of sandalwood. 
But what I now find ~ysdf wondering is whether it is not time 
for me to find a strong-thewed accomplice who,, without pause 
for question,. wiU swing the corpses on to his shoulders a.nd 
stride off to; dispose of them iin some swift, effective way, such 
as stuffing ~hem down an exhausted bor~hol·e and capping it 
with a mighty rock. For ti!e day wiU come when I must ha.ve 
~mother buman .being,. must hear another ·voice, even if it 
speaks only abuse. This monologue of the self is a. maze of 
words out of which I shaU not find a way untii someone else 

• ; giv•es me a lea.d. I roU my eyebaUs, I pucker my Ups, I stretch 
my •ears, but the face in the mirror is my fa()e and wiU go on 
being mine even if I bold it in the fire till it drips. No matter 
~tb .what frenzy) live the business of death or waUow in bloo<l 
and soapsuds, no matter. what woU'howls I bud into the night, 
my acts, played out within the macabr·e theatre of myself, 
remain mere behaviour ... I ·offend no one, for ther·e is; no one to 
offend but the servants and :the dead. How shaU I be saved? 
And can this really be I (scrub-s.•crub-scrub), this bare-kneed 
lady? Have I, the true deepdown I beyond words, p.atticipated 
in these phenomena. any .more deeply than by simply being 
pr·esent illt a moment in time, a point in space, a{ which a 
block of violence, foUowed by a block of scrubbing,. for the 
s~ke of the-.servants, rattled. past on their way from nowhere to 
nowh.er•e? If I tum my back and walk away wm this whole 
bloody lanipliit scene not dwindle down the tunnel of memory, 
Pi!l•SS through the gates of hom, and leave me grinding my 
knuckles iii!.. my ~yes, in the grim lilttle room at the end of the 
p·assa~, waiting for my father's eyebrows to c·oalesce,. then the 
bWack pools .beneath them, then the cavern of the mouth from 
which ·e·choes and echoes his eternal NO? 

36. ·.· For he does not die. so easily a:tter aU. Disgruntled, 
saddWe·sore, iit is he who rides in out of the sunset,. who nods 
when lg:reet him, who stalks into the house and. slumps in his 
armchair waiting for me to hdp him off with his boots. The 
old. da~s are not gone after aU. He has not brought home a new 
wife,.:~ am still his daughter,. if I can unsay the bad words 
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perhaps even his good daught·er,,. though it would be weU, I 
can see, to k·eep out of his way whiie he ruminates a failure 
which I, innocent of the ways of courtship, kept aU my li:Fe in 
the economic d.ark, will fail to understand .. My heart leaps at 
this second chance, but I move demurely,. I bow my head .. 

37.. My father pushes his food aside untouched. He sits 
in the front room staring into the grate. I Ught a lamp for him,. 
but he wav·es. me away. In my room I pick at a hem and tune 
my ears to his sitence. Does he si.gh between the chimes, of the 
dock? I undress and sleep. In the morning the front room is, 
empty . 

38. · Six. months ago Hendrik brought home his new 
bride. They came dip-clop across the flats in the donkey-cart, 
dusty after the long haul fmm Armoede. Hendrik wore the 
black suit pass·ed on to him by my father with an old wide: 
brimmed felt hat and a: shirt buttoned 1:0 the throat. Hils bride 
sat by his side clutching her sbawl, exposed and apprehensiv·e. 
Hendrik had bought her from· her father for six goats and a 
five-pound note, with a promise ·Of five pounds more, or 
perhaps of five goats more, one ·dOes not always hear these 
things welL I ha.ve never seen Armo·ede, I seem nev·er llo have 
been anywhere,. I seem to know nothing for sure, perhaps i am 
simply a ghost or a vapour floating at the intersection. of a 
certain latitude and a certain longitude,. suspended her·e by an 
unimaginable tribuna] until a certain act is committ·ed.; a 
stake is driven through the heart of a · eorpse buried at a 
crossroads,. perhaps,. or somewhere a castle crumbles into"a 
tarn, whatever that may be. I have never been to Annoede, 
but with no effort at aU, this is one of my faculties, I can bring 
to life the bleak windswept hili,. the iJron shanties with hessian 
in the doorways, the chickens,. doomed, scratching in the dust, · 
the cold snot·nosed children toiling back fro·m the dam with 
buckets of water, the same chkk·ens scattering now before the 
donkey··cart in whkh Hendrik bears away his cbUd-bride, 
bashful, kerchiefed, while the six. dowry-goats nuzde the 

· thorns and watch through their yellow eyes a scene in its 
plenitude fo·rever unknowable to me, the thorn-busbes, the 
midden, the chickens, the children scampering behind the 
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:c:art,.althetd in a unity und,er the sun, innocent, ·but to me 
o~Jy names,. names, names.- Ther·e is no doubt about" it, what 

·keeps me going (see the· tear:s roU down the slopes of n\y nose, 
,only. metaphysics keeps them from faUing on the page, I weep 
for · that lost · ·innocence,. mine and mankind's) iis my 
·determination,, my bon determination, my iron intractable 
,risible determination to burst through the screen of names into 
the goatseye view of Armoede and the stone d·esert, to name 
only ~!illese, in despite .. of aU the philosophers have said (and 
.what do, I, .poor p11ovindal bJa,i:kstocking.,. know about 
philoso·phy, a.s the lamp gutters and the dock strik,es ten?). 

39 .. Locked in sleep she Hes aU night at Hendrik's side, a 
chiid.stiU growing,' now a fra·ction at the knee, now a fraction 
at the wrist, the proportions always suave. In t.he old da.ys, the 
!bygone days when Hendrik and his kin foUow,ed their fat· 
tailed. ~iteep firom pasture to pasture, the golden age before the 
worm .. arrived; on the wings of the howling storm no doubt, 
and decamped at the very spot where I sit, what a coincidence, 
~rhaps then,. when Hendrik was a patriar·ch bowing hiis knee 
to no one, he took to bed two wives who revered him, did his, 
wiU, adapted. their bodies to his desires, slept dght -~gainst 
hil_l1, the oM wife on one side, the young wife on the ot:h~r. that 
~s,h<;~w Umagine it.. But tonighLHendrik bas only orie wife, 
ancJ. old Jakob in the schoolhouse has only one wife, who pouts 
and. mutters. Borne on the wind at nightfall comes her 
crosspatch voice,. the words blessedly iqdistinct, one cannot 

·have too little of quarreUing,. but the tunes of denundation 
'quite dear. 
~ . ; . - " .. 

.40 .• ~-' . , .This is not Hendrik's home. No one is ancestral to 
tbe .~tone desert, no one. but the insects,. among whom myself,. a 
thin. black :beetle with dum:my wings, who lays no egg.s and 
b_~i,f!:ks in. the sun, a real puz:de to entomology.. Hendrik's 
forebea.rs in the olden days crisscrossed the .desert with their 
flocks and their chattels,. heading from A to B or from X to Y, 
sniffing fo·r water,,. abandoning stragglers, making forced 
mar·ches. Then one day fences began to go up·- I speculate of 
course .... men on hor.seba.ck rode up and from shadowed faces 
issued.i.nvitations to stop and. settle that might also have been 

orders and might have been threats, one does not know, and so 
one became a herdsman, and one's ·children after one, and 
one's women took in. washing. Fascinating, this colonial 
history: I wonder whether a speculative history is possible,. a.s a 
speculative philosophy, a speculative theology, and now,. it 
would appear, ·a speculative entomology- are possible,, all 
sucked out of my thumb, to say nothing of the geography of 
the stone ·desert and animal husbandry. And economics: how 
am I to explain the economics of m-y· existence, with its 
migraines and siestas, its ennui, its speculative languor:s, unless 
the sheep have something to eat (for this is not finaU y an insect 
farm); and what have I provided. for them but stone· and 
scrub? It must be the scrub that nourishes the she,ep that 
nourish me, the bleached scrubgrass, the grey scrub-bushes;,. 
dreary to my eye but bursting with virtue and succulence. to the 
sheep's. There is_ another great moment in colonial history: the 
first merino is lifted from shipboard., with block and tackle, iin 
a canvas waistband,. bleating with terror,. unaware that this is 

, the promised ]and where it win browse generation after 
generation on the nutritious scrub a.nd provide the economic 
base for the presence of my father and myself in this lonely 
house where we kick our heels waiting for the wool to grow and 
gather about ourselves the remnants; o.f the lost tribes of the 
Hottentots to be hewers of wood a.nd draw·ers of water a.nd 
shepherds and body-servants in perpetuity and where we are 
devoured by boredom and pull the wings off flies. 

41.. H,endrik was not born here... He arri¥ed from 
·nowhere, the child of some father and some mother unknown 
to me, sent into the world in hard times, with or without a 
blessing, to earn his bread. He arriv·ed one afternoon asking 
for work., though why here I cannot imagine, we are on the 
road from no A to no B in ·the world, if such a fate is 
llopologicaUy possi.ble, I hope I use the word correctly, I have 

·never had a tutor, I am not one o.f those long· legged hoydens 
that.wandering tutors love to draw a stool up· next to, but dour 
and sweaty and stupid with anxiety.. Hendrik arrived one 
afternoon, a boy of sixteen, I am guessing,. dusty of cour,se, 
with a stick in his hand and a bag on his shoulder,. stopping at 
the _foot of the steps and looking up tio where my father s,al: 

\ 
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.. sm.:oldng a~d staring into the distance: ·that is our wont here, 
· t~at .must be t~e.or.igin of our speculative bias, staring. into the 
. ·dist!lnce, stanng· mto the fire. Hendrik doffed his' bat, a 
. ·characteristic ·gesture, .a sixt•een-year-o)d hoy hoMing his hat to 
· "hiis breast, men and boys all wear hats here. · . · 
~;, . ,. ,. ~'Baas,!' said Hendrik, "good day, baas ... ~ am looking 
ofor_work."' . . . : . . . 

My father hawked a.nd. swaUowed .. I render his 
;words;_ :ll ·cannot know·whc:;ther Hendrik heard what I heard 
besi·~e.s.,.what I perhaps did not hear that day but hea.r now in 
my inner ear, 1he penumbra of mood ish ness or disdain about 
thewords.. . · . 

. "What kind of work ar·e you lookin,g for?'' 
:'Anything- just work, baas." 

·'"''·'' · .. ,.t~'Wherea:reyou from?':'·-
::.· ., ,.;';~From-Armoede, my ·baas. But now ~ ·come from 
haas Kobus; .. Baas Kobus says the baas has work here ... " 

,>·'-- .- :~ . ·''ll'o you work for baas Kobus?": 
.. • - ,. .~'No,-~l do not'· work for ·baas Kobus. I was there 
I~okin:g Ior work.- :rh·en baas Kobus said that the baas has 
work .. So J ·came .. '' 

sheep?"' 
"What kind of work can you do? Can you wofk with 

•h ~ .. 

"Ye.s, I know sheep,. baas. ••· 
:"How old are you? Can you count?" 
"I. am strong .. I willl WO•rk. The baas wm see." 
"Are you. by yourselG''' 
"Yes baas,. I am by myself now." 
"Do you know the p·eopte on my farm?" 

·.-··"No· baas, I know no, one a.round here." 
"Now· listen carefuUy .. What is your name?'" 
''H~ndrik, my ba.as .. '' 

, ''Listen ca11efuUy,- Hend.rik. Go to the khcchen and 
tell Anna to gi¥e you bread a.nd ·c.o.ffee. Tell her she must fix a 
place for you lio sleep. Tomorrow morning early •• want you 
here. The.n OC win tell you your job, Now go."-· · 

~'Yes, my baas. Thank. you, my baa~." 
~': -

. 42.~7;·, ·:._,,_How satisfying, the Dow of this dialogue. Would 
. that aU my ltt:e were like that, ·question and an.sw·er, word and 
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echo, instead of the torment of And next?' And next? Men''s 
talk is so unruffled, so serene, so fun of common purpose; I 
should have been a man, I·would. not have grown up so· sour, I 
would have spent my days in the sun doing whatever it. is that 
men do, digging holes, building fence.s, counting sheep. ·What 
is there for me in the. kitchen? The patter of maids, gossip,. 
ailments,. babies, steam, foodsmeUs, catfur at 'the 
ankles - what kind of Hfe can I ma~e of these? Even decades of 
mutton and pumpkin and potatoes ha:ve failed to coax fr·Om 
me the jowls, the bust, the hips of a true country :foodwife, 
have achieved no more than to send my meagre buuocks 
sagging down the backs of my l·egs .. For alas. the power of my 
will, which I pkture to myself as wire sheathed in cr·epe, bas 
not. after an been great enough to keep me forever pristine 
agamst those molecules of fat: perishi.ng by the rrtiUiion in their 
campaigns against the animalcules of my blood, they yet push 
their way forward, a tide of blind mouths, that is how I 
imagine it, as I sit year after year across the tabme from my 
silent father, Hstening.to the tiny 11ieeth inside me: One should 
not expect mira des from a body... Ev,en I will ·die. · How 

· chastening.. - · · 

43. The mirror. lnherit·ed from my long-lost mother, 
whose portrait it must be that hangs on the wan of the dining­
room over the heads of my silent father and my silent sdf, 
though why it is that when I conjur·e up that waU I find below 
the pictur·e-rail only a grey blur, a strip of grey blur, if such 
is imaginabl·e, traced . out by my . eye along the 
wall ... Inherited from my long·lost mother, whom one day I 
shaU find, the mirror fills the door .of the wa.rdrobe opposite 
my bed. It gives me no pleasur·e to pore over reflections of my 
body~ but when I ha.ve sheathed myself in my nightgown, 
which i.s white- white for nighttime, black for daytime.,. that is 
how I dress - and my bedsocks for the. winter cold and my 
nightc~p for the. drafts,. I sometimes, leave the light burning 
and recline abed sustained on my e~bow and smHe at the 
image that redines abed facing me sustained on an d bow, and 

·sometimes even talk to it, or her .. h is at times like these that I 
notice (what· a h~lpful device a. mirror. is Ior bringing things 
into the open,. if one can caU it a: device,. so si~ple is it, s6 
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•h ~ .. 
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~': -
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deV:·oid of mechanism) bo·w thickly the hair grows between my 
ey~$, a.nd wonder whether my glower,. my rodent glo,wer,. to 
mmce ~o words,,· i have no cause to Iove this face, might' fiot be 

. <;osmet1cally tempered if I plucked out some of thitt hair with 
tweez~rs, or even aU of i! "in a bunch, like carrots, with a pair 
?£ ~hers, thereby pusbmg · my eyes apart and ·creating an 
illusaon of ~race and even temper. And might I not soft.en my 
.~p~t tD?' 1f I released my hair f:rom iits daytime net and pins, 
Its mghttame cap,. and washed it, and let it fall first to· the nape 
of my n;eck, then perhaps on.e day l:io my shoulders,, iif it grows 
for corp~s w~y should ~t not grow for me? And might I not be 
less .. ugly 1U dad somethmg about my teeth, of whkh I have too 
~any, by sacrificing some l:io give the others space to grow in, 
1£) .am not ·too old for gro•wth? How equably l contemplate 
pulhng out l:ieeth: many things I fear but pain does not seem to 
.be on~~ of them. lwoul·d seat myself (I say to myseU) in front of 
the mirror,. denth the jaws of the pliers on a oondemned 
tooth., and tug and worry.tiU iit came out. Then I would go· on 
to the ne~t one, And having done the teeth and the eyebrows I 
would go on to the complexion. · I would run down tio the 
or·thard. ·every morning and stand under the tl'ees, the al'lrilcot­
trees,. the peach-trees, ·the fig·trees, devouring fruit uritU my 
bowe~s relented; I would take exercise, a morning wal~,.down 
the nverbed, an evenin,g walk on the hillside. If the cause be 
physical thil;,t makes ~y skin so dull and pallid., my Oesh so thin 
and heavy, Jf such combinations are possible, that I sometimes 
wonder whether the blood flows in me or merely stands in 
pools, Clr whether I have tw•enty-one skins instead of seven,. as 
the. books say- if the cause be physi·cal then the cure must be 
physical;. if not, what is there left to· believe in? 

44; c , But what a joy it would be to be merely plain.,. to be a 
plain placid e:mpty-head·ed heiress anxious not to he l·eft on the 
shelf, ready to c~mmit herself body and soul to the 6rst willing 
:FeUow to pass by, a pe·dlar ·even, Ol' an itinerant teacher of 
Latin,. and breed him six daughters,. and bear his; blows and 
c.urses with Christian fortitude, and live a de•cent ·Obscure life 
~nstead of leaning on an elbow watching myself in the mirror 
~~ ~n at~osphere of gathering gloom and doom,. if my bones 
teU me an.ght. Why., when I am able so relentlessly to leave my 

2:.2 

wa.rm bed at five in the morning to light the stove, my feet 
blue with cold, my fingers cleaving to the froz.en ironware, can 
I not leap up· now, run through the moonlight to the tookhest, 
to the orchard., and begin the whole r·egime:il of hair-plucking 
and tooth-pulling and fruit-eating before it is too late? Is there 
something in me that loves the gloomy,. the hideous, the doom· 
ridden, that sniffs out its nest .and snuggles down in a. dark 
corner among rats' droppings and' chicken-bones rather than 
resign itself to d·ecency? And if there is, where does it come 
from? From the monotony of my surroundings? From aU these 
years, in the heart of nature, s·even leagues from the nearest 
neighbour, pla.yiing with sticks and sl:iones a.nd insects? I think 
not. though who am I to say .. From my parents? From· my 
father, an,gry. loveless? From niy mother, that blurred. oval 
behind my father's head:? Perhaps. Perhaps from them,. jointly 
and severally, and behind them from my four grandparents, 
whom I ha.ve :Forgotten but ·could certainly recall in case of 
need, and my eight great-grandparents and my sixteen great­
great-grandparents, unless there iis incest in the line, and the 
thirty-two befor·e them and so forth until we come to Adam 
and Eve and finaUy to the hand ·of God, by a process whose 
mathematics has. always eluded me. Original sin, deg·enera.cy 
of the Hne: there ~re two fine, bold hypotheses for my ugly fa.ce 
a.nd my dark desires, and for my disinclination to leap out of 
bed. this insta~t ' and. cure ·myself.. But: explanations do not 
interest me. I am beyond the why and. wherefore of myself.. 
Fate is what I C!lm interested in; or, faUing fate, whatever it is 
that is going to happen to me. The woman in the nightcap 
watching me from the mirror, the woman who in·a c·ertain 
sense is me, will dwindle and expire here in the heart of the 
country unless she has at least a thin porridge of event to Uve . 
on. I am not int·erested in becoming one of those people who 
look into mirrors and see nothing,. or walk in. the sun and cast 
no shadow. ~t is up to me. 

45. Hendri.k. Hendrik is paid in kind and cash. What 
was once two shiUings at the end of the month has now grown 
to six, shillings .. Also two slaughter-sheep arid weekly rations of 
flour, mealie-meal, sugar, and coffee. He has his own 
vegetable pat·ch. He iis clothed in my father's good castoffs .. He 
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he :cures and tans. His 
he is cared for.. When he 

·. • · · . be passed on to a ~rqnger 
a bench in the sun from where he will 

~!-ll;•u.Eu•o:::u at their p·lay. His grave is, marked out 
:~ e;graveyard. His daughters wiU dose his eyes. 

a:J;e .. other .ways of arranging things, but none that I 
pf so pacifi,c as this. 

Hendrik wishes to start a line, a humble line of his 
: own in paraUel to the line of my grandfather and my father, to 
speak only of them. Hendrik would like a house fuU of sons 
and daught•ers. That is why he has married. The second son 
he •thinks, the obedient' one, will stay behi~d .. 'J.earn th; 
fannwork., be a pillar ofhelp,.marry a good gid, and continue 
tbe)ine .. The daughters, he thinks, wiin work in the farmhouse 
kitch_en. ()n Saturday nights they wiU be courted by boys from 
t},l~ neighbouring farms, ·come epic distances a_cross the ve]d 
on their bicycles with guitars strapped on their shouMers, and 
bear chi~dren out of wedlock. The first son, the •quarrelsome 
o~e, the one who wiU not say Y·es, will] [eave home to find work 
on the ~aUways,. and be stabbed in a brawl,. and die a]one,!'i~nd 
{)r~ak hls mother's heart. As for the other sons, the obscure 
on~s •. perhaps they too wiU leave in search of work and never 
b~ .heard. of again, or perhaps they wiU die in infancy,. along­
Wlth .a percentage of the daughtlers, so that although the line 
will ramify it will not ramify too 'far. Those are Hendrik's 
ambitions. 
. . 

47; ·,, . Hendrik.. ha~ found a wife be.cause he is no longer a 
young man, because he does not wish his blood to di·e from the 
earth.forever, because he has come .to dread nightfall, because 
man was not made to HYe alone. 

48. I know nothing of Hendrik. The reason for this is 
tha.~ in a]~ our years together on the farm he has k,ept his 
st~~on whd.e I have kept my distance; and the combination of 
the two, the station and the distance,. has ensured that my gaze 
~amn:? on him, hi.s _gaze falling on me, have remained kiindly, 
mcu:nou.s, remote. This passes with me for an explanation. 

24 

Hend:rik is a man who works on the farm. He is nothing but a 
tall, ·straight-shouldered brown man widi high cheekbones 
and slanting eyes who crosses the yard with a .swif~ tireless walk 
I cannot imitat·e, the legs swivelled from 'tbe hip rather than > 
bent at the knee, a man who slaughters the sheep for us on 
Friday evenings and hangs the carcase in the tree and chops 
the wood and milks the cow and says, ''Morning, miss,'' in the 
mornings and lifts hils hat and goes about his duties. We have , 
our places, Hendrik and I,. in an old old code. With fluid ease 
we move through the paces of our ·dance. 

4'9. I ke·ep th~ traditional distance. I am a good mis.tress, 
fair-minded, even-handed,. kindly,. in no sense a witch­
woman. To the servants my looks do not count, and I am 
grateful. Therefore what I feel blowing iin on the thin dawn· 
wind is not felt by me alone. AU of us feel it, and aU of us have 
grown sombre. I lie awake Hstening to the cries, mut•ed, 
stifled, of desire and sorrow and disgust and anguish, even 
,anguish, that swoop and glide and tremble through this house., 
so that one might think it infested with bats, with anguished, 
disgusted, sorrowful, longing bats, searching for a lost nesting· 
place;. wailing at a pitch that makes dogs cringe and sears that 
inner ear of min·e which, even in subterranean sleep, tuues 
itself to my father's signals. It is from hiis bedroom that the 
cries _have been. coming, higher and angrier and sorrier than 
ever since Hendrik brought back his girl from A:rmoede, tbe 
dust rising la.zHy behind the cart, the don~eys toiling up the 
path to the cottage,. weary after the long hauL At the door 
Hendrik pulls up, he :rests the whip in its socket and dismounts 
a:nd lifts the girl down and turning his back on her begins to 
unharness. And standing here on the stoep six hundred yards 
away my father for the first time sees through his heavy field· 
glasses the red kerchief, the w,ideset eyes., the pointed chin, the 
sharp little t·eeth, the foxy jaw, the thin arms, the slender body 
ofHendrik's Anna. · · · 

50... The great beam of my vision swings and for a speU 
Hendrik's child-b:ride is iHuminated, stepping down from the 
donkey-cart. Then, like the lighthouse·k·eeper strapped into 
his chair against ~he treacherous seventh wave, I watch the gir] 
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unharness. And standing here on the stoep six hundred yards 
away my father for the first time sees through his heavy field· 
glasses the red kerchief, the w,ideset eyes., the pointed chin, the 
sharp little t·eeth, the foxy jaw, the thin arms, the slender body 
ofHendrik's Anna. · · · 

50... The great beam of my vision swings and for a speU 
Hendrik's child-b:ride is iHuminated, stepping down from the 
donkey-cart. Then, like the lighthouse·k·eeper strapped into 
his chair against ~he treacherous seventh wave, I watch the gir] 
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.slip back iil,ltO the dark, hea.r the grinding of the cogs that t.urn 
t1le-lam.p,.and wait for Hendrik, or my father, or t~at other 
_woman, to swi:m i:nto view and. gWow for a spell wi:th a light that 

' "is'not their own but comes from me and may even be not light 
·.but fire. I ha.ve only, .I teU myseiDf, .to throw off the straps and 
haul on .. the lever .l'eady to my band for the cogs to stop 
grinding and the light· to fall steady on the girl, her sWim arms, 
her. slender body; but I am a coward, to speak only of 
cowardice,. the beam swings on, a.nd in a mom·ent I am 

.. watching the s~one des·ert or the goats or my fac:Je in the mirror, 
·objects on which I can happily release the dry add breath I 
have held back so painfuUy, br•eat:h that is, .1 cannot after aU 
d·eny i.t, my spirit, my S•elf, or as much so as the light is. 

·.Though _I may ache to abdiicate the throne of consciousness 
and enter the,mode of being practised by goats or stones, iit is 

· ·with an ache I do not find intolerable. Seat.ed here I bold the 
.goats anc(stones, the entire farm and even its environs, as far 
)IS, I k~ow them, suspended in this cool, alienating medium of 
.mjne, e.x.cha.nging them i:tem by item for my word-counters. A 
hoi gust lifts and drops a Rap of ochre dust. The landscape 
r<ecompose.s itself and setues. Then Hendrik hands his bride 

. down from the donkey-·cart. Vivid and unwitting una!er the 
~enses .iJf 1the .field-glasses she takes. her first steps. tow~rd the 

, cottage, stiU holding what may be a withered posy, her toes 
dellljurely, inward,. soft flesh brushing soft flesh und·er the stiff 
c:;aWko of her-skirt,.and words again begin to· f:dter .. Words are 
c:oin. Wo·rds alienate. Language is no medium lor d.esire . 

. Desire is· rapture, not exchang•e .. It is only by alienating the 
~~~~~~ed_tba~ language masters it .. Hendrik'.s bride, her s.ly d.oe­
·eyes, her· narr·ow hips, are beyond the grope of words until 
desir·e·;:.consents to mutate. into the curi9sity of the watcher. 
J'he f11em:y .of desire-in the medium of words yiields the mania 
of •t.he catalogue .. I struggl·e with tbe proverbs of heU. . 

... ··.·:· 
51. ,. in the hour before dawn Hendrik wakes, roused by 
sounds t·oo subde. fo·r ~my. ea.r,. veerings of t.he -wiind, the 
:rustlings of birds at. the tail·e,nd of sleep. In the dark be puts 
o~his 1trouse:rs,. hi.s sboes, his jacket. He rekindles the fire a.nd 
brews coffee .. Behind his ba.ck the stranger puWis up the kaross 
snug a.·bo·ut her ea:rs and lies watching. Her eyes gleam ·O·range. 

26 

The window is shut, the air iin the couage rich with hum~n 
smells. They have lain naked aU night, waking and sleeping, 
giving off their .'complex odours: the smoky sourness of brown 
people, I know that by heart, I must have had a brown nurse 
though I cannot recaU her; (I sniff a.gain, the other sffi,eUs are 
harder) the iron smeU of bl·ood certainly; coming pierdngly 
through the blood the thin acrid track of the girl's excitement; 

· and finaUy .. drenching the air wiith mHky sweetness, the flood 
of Hendrik's r•esponse. The question to ask iis not, How do I, a 
lonely spinster, •come to know such things? It is not for nothing 
that.I.spend evenings humped over the dictionary. Words are 
words. I· have never pretended to embrace that night's 

·experience. A fa.•ctoor, I deal in signs merdy. The true quesd·on 
is, If I know these things, then how much the more must my 
father not know them, and therefore, sweUing with envy in its 
ceU, why does the hot shell of his heart not burst? I pick up and 
sniff and. describe and .. drop, moving from one item to the 
next, numbering the univ·erse steadily with my words; but 
what weapons bas he with which to :kJeep at bay the dragons of 
desire? I am no prophetess, but a chm in the wind teUs me that 
disaster is coming. I h.ear dark footfalls in the empty passages 
of our house. I hunch my s~ou]d.ers and wait. After decades of 
sleep something is going to befall us. 

52. He.ndrik squats before the fire to pour the boHin'g 
water over :the coffee-grounds ... Whil·e the idyll lasts he wiU 
make his own coffee. Then the giirl, from fairy visitor grown to 
wife, wiU learn to get up first, and no doubt soon be shout·ed at 
and beaten too. Ignorant of this she wat·ches eagerly, rubbing 
the warm sole:s of her feet together. 

53. Hendrik steps out into the last of the night-world. In 
the trees along the riverbed birds begin to· grow restless. The 
stars are dear as ic·e. The pebbles grate crisply under his shoes . 
I hear the dank of the pail against the stone floor of the 
storeroom, then his swift stride crunching away to the 
cowshed. My father t•i:isses his blankets aside, swi~ out of bed, 
and stands on the cold floor in his socks. In my own room I am 
already dressing, for'I must have his cofiee ready when, stern 
a.nd drawn,, he sta.mps'into the kitchen. Ufe on the farm .. 

27 



.slip back iil,ltO the dark, hea.r the grinding of the cogs that t.urn 
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54.. No word about- the marriage has passed betw·een 
Hen~rik and my father since the day when Hendriik came to 
ask leave to bring a wife on to the farm and my father rep)red, 
''Do as you wi.sh." The wedding-feast was held at Armoede, 
the ""edding·niight on the road or here, I do not know, and the 
day after that Hendrik was hack at work. My father increased 
his rations but offered no wedding-gift. The firs.t time I saw 
Hendrik .a£ter the announcement I .said, "Congratulations,. 
Hendriik,," a.nd he touched his· hat and smiled and said, 
"Thank you, miss." 

55. , , .. · Sitting on the stoep• side by side, watching the last of 
the sunset, waiting for shooting-stars,. we sometimes hear the 
twang. of Hendrik's guitar-strings., fumbling, gentle, a.cross 
th~. rior.:er. One night when the air was particulady stiU we 
heard .him pick his way through the whole of Daar bo op die berg. 
But most ni.ghts the Wind whips the frail sound.s away, and we 
might as wen be on separate planets, we on ours,. they on 
theirs .. 

56.. I see little of Hendrik's brid•e. While he is away she 
keeps to• the cottage, for.aying only to the dam ~or water ·of to 
the river for firewood, where my eye is unfailingly drawn. to 
her scarlet kerchief bobbing among the trees. She' is 
familiarizing herself with her new life, with the routine of 
cooling and washing,. with her dudes to her husband, with her 
own body, with the four walls a.round her, with the view from 
the front door and the gt"'eat whit•ewa.shed farmhouse that lies 
at the •Centre of that view, wi.th the heav}r man and the brisk,. 
thin woman who come out •On the stoep in the evenings and sit 
staring into space~ 

57. Hendrik and his wife visit Jakob and Anna on 
Su~days. Tbey put on their best dotbes,. span in tbe donkeys, 
and _trundle sedately down the half-mile of track to the old 
schoolhouse. I .ask Anna about tbe girl. She says she [s. "sweet" -
but stiU a .chiWd .. If she is a. child, what am I? I .see that Anna 
would Wike to take her under her wing. 

58.. Hat. in h,and, Hendtik. stands at ·the kitchen door 
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waiting for me to look up. Across the b;:...c!r-bowl and the 
broken eggshells I meet his eyes. 
· "Good morning, miss." 

''Goodmomiing, Hend:rik. Howareyou?" 
"We are wen, miss. I came to ask: does miss perhaps 

have work in the house? For my wife, miss." · 
''Ye.s, perhaps I have, Hendrik. But where is your 

wHe?" 
"She is here, miss." He nods back over his shoulder, 

then finds my eyes again. 
''Tell her to come inside.'' 
He turns and says "Hel'' smmng ti;ghtly. There is a 

flash of scarlet and the girl slips behind him. He steps aside; 
leaving her framed ' in the doorway, hands clasped, eyes 
downcast. 

. ' 
"So you are another Anna. Now we have two 

Annas." 
She nods, stiU averting her fac•e. 

, "Talk to the miss!" whisper.s Hendrik. His voiice ~s 
harsh, but that means nothing, w•e aU know, such are the 
games we play for each other. 

"Anna, miss,'' whispers Anna. She dears her throat 
sofdy. 

"Then you win have to be .Klein-Anna-we can't 
have two Annas iin the same kitchen, can w.e?'' 

. She is beautifuL The head and eyes are childishly 
large, the lines of Hp and cheekbone dear as if outlined iin 
pendl. This year, and next year, and perhaps- the next, you 
wiU stiU be beautiful, I say to myself, until the second child 
·comes, and the childbearing and the aiilments and the squalor 
and monotony exhaust you; and Hend:rik feels betrayed and 
bitter, and you and he begi:n to shout at each other, and your 
.skin creases and your ey·es dull. You wiU be like me yet, I teU 
myself, never fear. 

"Look at me, Anna, don't be shy. Would you like to 
come and work in the house?" 

She nods slowly, rubbing her instep wi[h her big toe~ 
I. watch her toes and her wiry calves .. 

"Come on,,. chBd,. speak, I won't eat you up!" 
''H el'' whispers Hendrik from the door. 
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'~Yes, miss," she s.ays .. 
I. advance o.n her, drying my hands on my apron .. She 

does not mnch, but ber eyes flkker toward Henddk.~illc-,.toucb 
her under the chin with my forefinger and lift her face .. 

"Come, Anna, there is nothing to be afraid •of. Do 
you llmo·w who I am?" 

She lo<?ks straight into my eyes. Her mouth is 
trembling .. Her eyes are not black but dark dark brown, 
darker e'll'en than Hendri:k's. 

'"'Well, who am I?" 
"'Miss is the miss .. " 
''Well, come on tbe:nl Anna:!" 
But Anna, my. old Anna, has,· it seems, been 

Jl<?veriing ii.n the passage aU the time,, listening. 
·.; . "Anna, this is our Klein-Anna .. You are so nice and 
big: what .if we make you Ou-Anna, then she can be Klein­
Anna .. How d.oes that sound?" 

'"That sounds fine, miss." 
"Now Usten: give her a mug of tea, then she u.n g·et 

down. to work. Show her where the things for scrubbing are 
kept, ] want her to scrub the kitchen floor first of aU. And you,. 
Kleiin-Anna, .you_!!lust see to it that you.bring your own mug 
and pla.te tomorrow. wm you remember?" . 
. ~:, ·~ ·"Yes, miss.". 

' "Hendrik, you must go now, the baas wiU be cross if 
he s~s you hanging around here.'' 

_, '~'Yes, miss. Thank you, miss.'' 
,, . AU of this in-our own language., a langu.age of 
nuances, of supple word-ord.eT and delicate partides,. opaque 

·to the outsider, dense to its children with moments of 
solidarity, moments of distance. 

5'9. It rained this morning. For days there had been 
:raindouds rolli:ng in trains a•cross the sky from horizon to 
hori .. zon,, and far-off thund·er rattling against tbe dome of 
space, and a su~try g~oom. Then at mid-morning the birds 
began to• drde a.nd settle and. give muted nesting calls. AU 
breath of aiir ceased. Drops of water, huge, luk·ewa:rm,, splashed 
stra~ght down. out of the sky, faJtered, then began to fall in 
ea:rnest as the thunderstorm, Waced with lightning and 
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endlessly resonating, cut a path across us moving northward. 
For an hour iit rained. Then it was over, birds sang, the earth 
steamed, the last f:r·esh runnels dwindled and sank away. 

60. Today ~· darned six pairs of socks fo:r my father. 
There is a convention o]de:r than myself which says that Anna 
should not ·do the darning. 

61. · Today's l·eg of mutton was excellent: tender, juicy, 
roasted to a turn. There is a plac·e :for aU things. Life is 
possible in the desert.. 

62.. Coming over the rise past the dam, my father 
gathers about his head and shoulders the .streaks and whor]s., 
orange, pink,. lavender, mauve, crimson, of the haloed sunset 
display. Whate'll'er it is that he has been ·doing today (he ne'll'er 
says,. ~ De'll'er .ask), he comes home nevertheless in :pride and · 
glory, a fine figure of a man. 

63. In the fa.c·e of aU the :aUur·es of .sloth,. my father has, 
never ceased to he a gentleman. When he goes out riding he 
wears his :ridi~g-boots,. which I must help him off with and 
which Anna must wax. On his inspection tour every second 
week he wears a coat and tie. In a stud-box he keeps three 
coUar·studs. B·efore meals he washes his hands with soa.p. He 
drinks his brandy ·ceremonially, by himself, from a br;andy­
g1ass, of which he has four,· by lampHght, sitting in an 
armchair .. Every month, stiff as a ramrod on a .stool outside the 
kitchen door, the chickens eyeing him and ducking, he 
subjects himself to the discipline of my cutting~sdssors. I trim 
the iron-grey hair, smoothing it with the palm of my hand. 
Then he stands up, s~akes out tbe napkins, thanks me, and 
stalks away. Who would think that out ohituals lik·e these he 
cou]d string together day :after day, week after week, month 
after month, and,. it would seem, year after year, riding in 
e'll'ery evening against a flaming sky as though he had spent the 
whole day waiti.ng for this moment,, his horse tethered in a 
thorn-tree's shade just over the rise, he redining against the 
saddle,. whittling dothespegs, smoking, whistling through his 
teeth, dozing with his hat over his ·eye.s, his pocket·watch in hiis 
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'~Yes, miss," she s.ays .. 
I. advance o.n her, drying my hands on my apron .. She 

does not mnch, but ber eyes flkker toward Henddk.~illc-,.toucb 
her under the chin with my forefinger and lift her face .. 

"Come, Anna, there is nothing to be afraid •of. Do 
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She lo<?ks straight into my eyes. Her mouth is 
trembling .. Her eyes are not black but dark dark brown, 
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_, '~'Yes, miss. Thank you, miss.'' 
,, . AU of this in-our own language., a langu.age of 
nuances, of supple word-ord.eT and delicate partides,. opaque 

·to the outsider, dense to its children with moments of 
solidarity, moments of distance. 

5'9. It rained this morning. For days there had been 
:raindouds rolli:ng in trains a•cross the sky from horizon to 
hori .. zon,, and far-off thund·er rattling against tbe dome of 
space, and a su~try g~oom. Then at mid-morning the birds 
began to• drde a.nd settle and. give muted nesting calls. AU 
breath of aiir ceased. Drops of water, huge, luk·ewa:rm,, splashed 
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endlessly resonating, cut a path across us moving northward. 
For an hour iit rained. Then it was over, birds sang, the earth 
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teeth, dozing with his hat over his ·eye.s, his pocket·watch in hiis 
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hand. Is that_the extent of the hidden life he Ieads when he is 
out of ~ight; or is the thought irreverent? 

64.. . . Every sixth day, when our cydes coincide, his cycle 
of two days, my cyde of three, we are driven to the intimacy of 

, reUeving our bowels in the bucket-latrine behind the fig-trees 
in the malodour of the other's fresh faec·es., either he in my 
stench or I in his. Sliding aside the wooden Ud I straddle his 
heUish gust, bloody,. f:eral, the kind that flies love best, 
flecked, I am sure, with undigested flesh barely muUed over · 
before pushed through ... Whereas my own (and here I think of 
him with his trousers about his knees,. screwing his nose as high 
a~.he can.whi1e the blowflies buzz. furiously in the black space 

, below .him) is dark, olive with bile,. hard-packed,, kept in too 
long, old,, dred: ·We heave and stra.in, wipe oursdv.es in our 
~ifferent ways with squares of store-bought fioilet paper, mark 
of gentility, recompose our dothing, and retum to the great 
outdoors . .Then it becomes Hend:rik's charge to inspect the 
bucket and, if it prove not to he empty, to empty it in a hole 
dug fa.r away from the house, and wash it out, and return it to 
its place. Where exacdy the bucket is emptied I do not know; 
but somewhere on the fa.rm t~ere is a pit where, looped in each 
,other's coils, the father's red snake and the daughter's black 
embrace and sleep a!(ld diissolv•e. ·· 

~5... But the patlt!erns change. My father bas begun to 
come home in the.mo:rnings. Never befo:r·e has he done this. 
He blunders iinto.the kitchen and makes tea for himself. Me he 
shrugs away. He.starids with his hands in his pockets, hls back 
to the two Annas, if they are there, looking out of the w:indow, 
wh:ile the. tealeaves··draw. The maids bunch their shoulders, 
disqui·eted,. obliterating themselves. Of if they are not there he 
wand·ers through the house cup in .hand untH he finds Klein­
A?-na, s.weeping.or polishing or whatever, and stands over her. 
watching,. saying nothing .. I hold my tongue. When he leaves 

. W•e WOmen aU relax .. 

'66. · .In this ba:r:e land it is hard to keep secrets. We live 
naked. beneath each other's hawkeyes, but Uve so under 
pro~est. Our resentment of 'each other:, .. though buded in our 
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breasts, .sometime.s rises to.cboke us, and we take long walks, 
digging our fingernails into ouT palms. his only by whdmi:ng 
OUT secrets in ourselves that we cl!m keep them. If we ar·e tight­
lipped it is because there is much in us that wants to burst out .. 
We search for objects for our anger and,. when we find them, 
rage immoderately. The servants, dr·ead my father''s rages, 
always iin excess of their occasion .. Goaded by him, they lash 
the donkeys,. throw stones at the 'sheep. How fortunate that 
beasts feel no anger, but endure and endure! The psychology 
·of masters ... 

6 7. While Hendrik is out on a godforsaken task in the 
heat of the afternoon my father visits his wife .. He :rides up to 
the door of the cottage and waits, not dismounting, tin the girl 
·Comes out and stands before him squinting against the sun. He 
speaks to her. She is bashful. She hides her face. He tries to 
soothe her. Perhaps he even smiles,, but 1 cannot see. He leans 
down and gives her a brown paper pa·cket. ~lis full of candi·es, 
hearts and diamonds with mottoes on them. She. stands 
holdir1g the packet whHe be rides away. 

68. O:r: As Kldn-Anna makes her way homeward in the 
heat of . the afternoon my father comes upon her; She· stops. 
while, bending over the horse's neck, he speaks to her. She is 
bashful and hides her face. He tries to soothe her, even smiling 
at her . .From·his po•cket he takes a brown paper packet, which 
he gives her. h is full of candies,. what they call hearts and 
diamonds. She folds the packet .smaU and w~lks on. 

69. - He bends over the horse's neck,, talking to the gid, 
trying to .soothe her. She· hides her faoe. He reaches into his 
pocket and I catch a flash of silver. For an instant the coin lies 
open in her pa~m, a shHling or even a florin. They both look at 
iit. Then the hand doses. He :ride5 off a.nd she walks home. 

10. He pecks .at his food and pushes it away ... He drinks 
his glass of brandy not sitting in his armchair but padng about 
the yard in the moonlight. His voice, when he speaks to me,. is 
gruff with defi.ance and shame. I do not need to lurk behind 
the shutters to know his guilty thoughts .. 
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7~. .. ~h:re can she possibly spend the money? Where 
wdl she hrude Jt from her husband? Where will she hide the 
SW·e~ts? Or wm sheeat them aU herself in a single dajll'ls she so 
much of a child? If she has: one secret from heir husband she, 
will soon have two. Cunning,,, cunning giftl 

'12; · He believes that he wiU begin to prosper once l am 
out of the way .. Though he dare not say so; he would like me to 
ta.ke to my bedchamber with a migraine and stay there. I am 
prepared to believe he is sincere when he says to himsdf that 
he wishes I. and Hendrik and all the other hindrances would go 
away .. But how long does he think their idyll wUI last, the two 
of them alone on the farm, an ageing man and a servant-girl, 
a smy ·Child? He will be maddened by the vacuous freedom of 
it;' What will they do together day afte.r day after day?' What 

_can they have to say to each other? The tmth is that he needs 
•our •opposition, ·our several oppositions, to hold the girl away 
from him 1 1:0 confirm his desire for herO as, much as he needs 
our opposidon to be po~edess against that desir·e. h is not 
privacy that he tmly wants, but the helpless complicity of 
watcher.s. Nor can I believe that he does not know how he 
enters my dr·eams, in what capacities, commiuiing w'bat acts. 
The long passage that Hnks the two wings of the house, with 
his bedroom iin one wing and mine in the other, t•e~ms with 
noctprnal_ spectres, he and I. among them .. They are not my 
creatures nor are they his: they are ours together. Through 

. them we possess and are· possessed by each other ... There is a 
level, we both know, at wbkh Klein-Anna is a p•awn and the 
real game lies between the two of us. 

, . . ,, -. 

-?3;. . _I have given in 1\o his wish and announced my 
mdt,sposltion. The green shuuers are locked .. All day I lie 
stret•che.d out on the counterpane with my horny toes in the air 
·and a pxUow .over my eyes. Everything I need is bete: under the 
bed. a. pot, by the bedside a ·carafe of wai.ei" with a tumbler over 
the neck. O~d Anna: brings tbe.'meals and dea.ns the room. I 
eat l~ke a ~ird~ I take nothing for the migraine, knowing that 
nothmg wrull help me and being anyhow a cultist of pain. 
Pleasure is· hard to ·come by, but pain is everywhere these 
days, I must learn to subsist on it; The air w.s cooW and green 
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even in the afterno'ons .. Sometime.s the pain is a solid block 
behind the waii of my forehead, sometimes a disk within my 
skull tilting and humming with the mov·ements of the ·earth, 
so:.:netimes a wave that unrolls and thuds endlessly against th.e 
backs of my eydids. I lie hour after hour concentrating on the 
sounds inside my head .. In a trance of absorption I hear the 
pulse in my temples, the explosion and eclipse of cells, the 
grate of bone, the sifting of skin intio dust. I listen to the 
m.olecular wodd inside me with the same attention I bring to 
the prehistoric wodd outside. I walk in the riverbed and hear 
the cascade of thousands of grains of .sand, or smell the iron 
ex_halation of rocks in the sun .. I bring my understandin,g to the 
concerns of insects- the particles of food that must be carried 
over mountaintops and stored -in ho·les, the eggs that must be 
arranged in hexagons, the rival tribes that must be 
annihilated: The habits of birds, too, are sta.ble. It is therefore 
with reluctance that I confront the gropings of human desire .. 
Clenched beneath a piUow in a dim room, focussed on the 
kernel of pain, I am lost in the being of my being. This is what 
'I was meant to be: a poetess of interiority, an explorer of the 
inwardness of stones, the emotions of ants, the consciousness ·Of 
the thinking parts ·of the brain. It seems to be the only career, 
if we except death, for which life in the desert has fitted me .. 

'14 .. My father is exchanging forbidden words with 
Klein-Anna .. I do not need to leave my room to know. We, he 
is saying to her, we .two; and the word reverberates in the air 
between them ... Now: come wit~ me now·, he is sayin,g to her. 
There are few enough words true,. rock-hard enough to buHd. a 
life on, and these he is destroying .. He bdieves .that he and she 
can choose their words and make a priva.te Wa.nguage, with an 1 · 
and you and here a.nd now of their own. But there can be no 
pri.vate language. Their intimate yo•u is my you too. Whatever 
they may say to each other, even in the closest dead ·of night,. 
they say in common words, unless they gibber like apes. How 
can I _speak t•o Hendrik as befo,re when they corrupt my 
speech~ How do I speak to them? 

75. Days, and nights wheel past, the Ught in my 
shuttered room brightens to grey·gr·een, and darkens to b]ack, 
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old Anna appears and disappea.i's and reappears in a round of 
pot and p~ate, mu:rmu:ring, ducking. I lie here involved in 
cycles of dme. outside the true dme of the worttt, while my 
father and Hendrik's wife travel their anow·stralght paths 
from lust to captUl'e, from helplessness !Do the relief of 
surr~nder; Now they are past cajolements and gifts and shy 
shakmgs ·of the bead.. Hendriik is ordered to the remotest 
ma.rches of the farm to burn the ticks ·Off sheep. My father 
tethers .his horse outside his servant's house. He locks the door 
behind. him .. The girl tdes to push his hands off, but she is 
awed by what is about to happen. He undresses he:r and lays 
her,~ut ·o~ his se:rv~nt's, coiir ~attress. She is limp· i:n bi~ arms. 
He hes W1th her and. rocks w1th her in an act which I know 
enough about to know that it too breaks codes.: 

\ . >. 

76 .. '·· ., :·'I look ·upon any poor man as totaliy undone," 
whispers ~·voice (in my solitude I he.a:r vo·kes, perhaps I am 
tru.ly~a Witch-woman);.;'' .. ~', totally undone if he has the 
mi:dortune to 'have'' an honest heart,' a· fin.e wife,. ·and a 
pow·erful neig~bour." Poor Hendri.k: undone, undone. I weep 
drunke? weepmg .. Then· I screw my eyes tight agai~st the pain 
and wamt for the three fig~ues to dissolve into streak§ and pulses 
and. whorls: Hendrik playing his mouthorga.n bene~th a far-off 
thorn-tree, the couple clenched in the stifling hut .. There is 
fina.ny only I., drifting into sl·eep, beyond the. reach of pain .. 
Actmg on· myself~ change the world. Where does this power 
end.? Perhaps that 1s what I am trying to find out. 

77. · .Anna has not come. AU morning I have lain waiting 
f:o·r her discreet tap· at the door ... I think of tea and rusks and mr ';Saliva fllows. There, is no doubt about. it, I am not pure 
.spwnt. : ·. 

'18. · . I sta~d in ~y slippers in t,he em.pty kitchen, dizzy 
after my long hibemauon. The stove IS .co[d. The sun blh1ks on 
th·e rows of copperware. 

. 79. · I stand behind my ,chair, gripp·ing the back. and 
speak to my father. 

· · "Whe~e is A:fina? She has not been in today .. " 
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. He forks up a mouthful of ri.10e and gravy, bending 
over his plate .. He chews with appetite. 

· "Anna? How should I know where Anna is? It's none 
of my business .. The maids are your business. Which Anna are 
you talking about?'' 

"I'm talkiing about our Anna. Our Anna, not the 
o·ther one. I want to know where she is. The schoolhouse is 
empty." 

"They have gone. They left this morning." 
''Who ha.s gone?" · 
"~he and old Jakob. They took the donkey-cart." 
"And why .have they suddenly left? Why di.dn't you 

tell me? Where have they gone?" 
"They have gone. They asked me, and I said they 

could. What else do you want to know?" 
"Nothing. There is nothing mo:re I want to know." 

80. Or perhaps as I come into the room words are 
already issuing from that towering b[a,ck .cylinder. 

"Anna and Jakob hav'e gone. l have given th·em a 
holiday. You win have to get along without Anna fo·r a while." 

81. . Or perhaps there is only the empty kitchen,. and the 
co]d stove,. and the rows of gleaming coppe:rware, and 
absence, two absences, three absenc•e;s, four absenc·es. My 
father creates absence. Wher·ever he goes he leaves a.bsence 
behind him ... The absence of himself above aU - a presence so 
cold, so dar~, so :~~e?Iote as to be itself an absenc·e, a moving 
shadow castmg a bhght on the heart. And the absence of my 
mother. My father is the absence ,of my mother, her negative, 
her death. She the soft, the fair: be the hard,. the dark. He has 
niurder,ed aU the motherly in me and left me this britde, hairy 
shell wnh the peas of dead words ranHng in it. I stand in the 
empty kitchen bating hiQ:t. 

82. The past. I grope around inside my head. for the 
mouth of the tunnel that wiU lead me back in time and 
memory past images of myself younger and younger,. fresher 
and fresher, through youth and childhood back· to my 
mother's :tmee a.nd my origins, but the tonne] is not there ... 
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awed by what is about to happen. He undresses he:r and lays 
her,~ut ·o~ his se:rv~nt's, coiir ~attress. She is limp· i:n bi~ arms. 
He hes W1th her and. rocks w1th her in an act which I know 
enough about to know that it too breaks codes.: 

\ . >. 

76 .. '·· ., :·'I look ·upon any poor man as totaliy undone," 
whispers ~·voice (in my solitude I he.a:r vo·kes, perhaps I am 
tru.ly~a Witch-woman);.;'' .. ~', totally undone if he has the 
mi:dortune to 'have'' an honest heart,' a· fin.e wife,. ·and a 
pow·erful neig~bour." Poor Hendri.k: undone, undone. I weep 
drunke? weepmg .. Then· I screw my eyes tight agai~st the pain 
and wamt for the three fig~ues to dissolve into streak§ and pulses 
and. whorls: Hendrik playing his mouthorga.n bene~th a far-off 
thorn-tree, the couple clenched in the stifling hut .. There is 
fina.ny only I., drifting into sl·eep, beyond the. reach of pain .. 
Actmg on· myself~ change the world. Where does this power 
end.? Perhaps that 1s what I am trying to find out. 

77. · .Anna has not come. AU morning I have lain waiting 
f:o·r her discreet tap· at the door ... I think of tea and rusks and mr ';Saliva fllows. There, is no doubt about. it, I am not pure 
.spwnt. : ·. 

'18. · . I sta~d in ~y slippers in t,he em.pty kitchen, dizzy 
after my long hibemauon. The stove IS .co[d. The sun blh1ks on 
th·e rows of copperware. 

. 79. · I stand behind my ,chair, gripp·ing the back. and 
speak to my father. 

· · "Whe~e is A:fina? She has not been in today .. " 
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. He forks up a mouthful of ri.10e and gravy, bending 
over his plate .. He chews with appetite. 

· "Anna? How should I know where Anna is? It's none 
of my business .. The maids are your business. Which Anna are 
you talking about?'' 

"I'm talkiing about our Anna. Our Anna, not the 
o·ther one. I want to know where she is. The schoolhouse is 
empty." 

"They have gone. They left this morning." 
''Who ha.s gone?" · 
"~he and old Jakob. They took the donkey-cart." 
"And why .have they suddenly left? Why di.dn't you 

tell me? Where have they gone?" 
"They have gone. They asked me, and I said they 

could. What else do you want to know?" 
"Nothing. There is nothing mo:re I want to know." 

80. Or perhaps as I come into the room words are 
already issuing from that towering b[a,ck .cylinder. 

"Anna and Jakob hav'e gone. l have given th·em a 
holiday. You win have to get along without Anna fo·r a while." 

81. . Or perhaps there is only the empty kitchen,. and the 
co]d stove,. and the rows of gleaming coppe:rware, and 
absence, two absences, three absenc•e;s, four absenc·es. My 
father creates absence. Wher·ever he goes he leaves a.bsence 
behind him ... The absence of himself above aU - a presence so 
cold, so dar~, so :~~e?Iote as to be itself an absenc·e, a moving 
shadow castmg a bhght on the heart. And the absence of my 
mother. My father is the absence ,of my mother, her negative, 
her death. She the soft, the fair: be the hard,. the dark. He has 
niurder,ed aU the motherly in me and left me this britde, hairy 
shell wnh the peas of dead words ranHng in it. I stand in the 
empty kitchen bating hiQ:t. 

82. The past. I grope around inside my head. for the 
mouth of the tunnel that wiU lead me back in time and 
memory past images of myself younger and younger,. fresher 
and fresher, through youth and childhood back· to my 
mother's :tmee a.nd my origins, but the tonne] is not there ... 



Inside my skull the waUs are glassy,. I see only reflections of 
.myself drab and surly staring b.ack at myself. :ij]ow can I 
beUeve this creatu.re was, eve·r a child, how can. I belie¥~ ,she was 
born of humankind? Easier to imagine her cra.wling from 
und.er a stone in her bouiegreen sheath., licking the egg·siiime 
off herself before taking her bearings and crawUng ·off to this 
farinhouse to take up residence behind the wainscot .. 

83. But perhaps if I spend a day in the loft emptying old 
trunks I wiU find evidence of a credible past: ornamental fans, 
lockets and cameos, dandng sUppers, fa¥ours and souvenirs, .. a 
baptismal frock, and photographs, if there were photographs 
in those days, daguerreotypes perhaps, showing a s:cowHng baby 
with ~ts hair in cuds sitting in the lap of a woman, hesitant, 
obscur•e, and behind them the stiff figure of a man, and, who 
knows, beside them a scowling lad too, in a suit trimmed with 
la·ce, a' brother who must have died in one of the great 
epideirnics, the influenza epidemic or the smallpox epidemic, 
leaving me without a protector. And then, in the bloom of her 
·tentative young motherhood; the woman must have died 
-trying to 'give bir~h to a thi.rd chiid, died as, she f:e,a:red she 
would, afraid to deny the man his detest·ed rdendess· pleasure 
in her her death a hideous storm of terror,. with the midwife 
wring{ng her . hands ... about the room and re.con:i.~ending 
ipecacuanha as a last :resort. . .. 

84. . . " AU over this land there must be patient middle-aged 
children waiting for their par·ents' grip on tbe keys to .slacken. 
The day I compose my father's hands on his breast and pull 
the sheet over his face, the day 'I take over the keys,. I wiU 
unlock the roUtop desk and uncover aH the S•ecr,eltS be has kept 
from me, the ledgers and banknotes and deeds and wills, the 
photographs of the dead woman inscribed "With aU my Joye", 
the packet of ]etters tied in a red ribbon. And in the darkest 
corner of the bottommost pigeonhole I win uncover the one­
time e·cstasies of ihe corpse, the verses folded three and four 
times and packed into a i:naniihi envelope-, i:he sonnets to Hope 
and Joy, the confessions of love,. the passionate vows and 
dedications,. the postmarital :rhapsodie~. the quatrains ''To my 
Son''; a.nd then no more, .silence,. the vein petering out .. At 
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some point on the Hoe from youth to man llo husband t.o father 
to master the hea.rt must have turned to stone. Was It there, 
with the advent of the stunted girl? Was I the one who killed 
the life in him,. as he kills the Hfe ~n me? 

85 .. In grotesque pink slippers I stand in the centre o~ the 
kitchen floor. My eyes pinch against the sta.b of the sunbght. 
Behind me lies the haven of the bed in the darkened room, 
before me the irritation of a day's housework. How can I 
possibly, out of the somnolence and banaHt:y of my life, out of 
ignorance a.nd. incapacity,. whip up the mena·ce of an outraged 

. daughter confronting an abashed o:r a_rroga11;t f~ther, a.brazen 
·o:r trembling servant-girl? My heart ts not m 1t, nothm~ h~s 
prepared me for this part. Life in. the desert teaches nothmg 1f 
not that all things are permissible .. I want no more than to 
creep back into bed and fall asleep with my thumb in my 
mouth, or else to· search out my old.est sunbonnet and wander 
away down the riverbed. tiU the house is out of sight and I hear 
nothing but the dcadas thrilling and the flies whipping past 

' my face. My theme is the endless drift of the c.urrents of sleep 
and waking, not the .s.torms of human confl1ct. · Wher·e this 
house stands in the .desert there is a turbulence, a vortex;. a 
black hole that ~-. live in but abhor. ~ would have been far 

-happier under a bush,. born in a pared of eggs, 'bursting my 
sheU in unison with a thousand sisters and invading the world 
in an army of ·chopping mandibles .. Between four walls my 
r.age is baffl,ed... Reflle.cted from planes of plaster and tile and 
boa.rd and w.allpaper, my outpourings rain bf!lck on me,, stick 
to me, seep back through my skin. Though I may look like .. a. 
machine with. opposed ~humbs that does housework, .I am m 
truth a sphere ·quivering with violen~ energi«:· rea~y to bu~st 
upon whatever fractures me. And while there ts on: Impulse m 
me that t,ens me to roll out and· erupt harmlessly m the great 
outdoors, I lear that ·there is another impulse - I am full of 
contradictions - telling me to hide in a corner like a black 
widow spider and engulf whoever passes in my venom. "Ta.ke 
that fo:r the you,th I. never had!" I hiss, and spit, if spiders can 
$pit. 

86. But the truth is that I have worn b~ack widow-weeds 
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Wonger tQ.an I can remember, for all I know I was a baby in a 
black diaper waviing my rickety little legs, duh:;hing at my 
,black knitted bootees,. wailing. Certainly at the age'Of six I was 
w·earing, day in, ·day out, a hideous botdegreen frock that 
draped me from throat to wrists and revealed the merest flash 
ofmea.gre shins befor·e these were engulfed in black dubshoes. 
I. must have been photographed at that age,. I have no other 
explanation for it; there mwt·be a photograph of me in one of 
those trunks or desks, and I must have miss·ed it when I was 
listing the items .. How could. a mere child have had enough 
self-awareness to see hersdf with such dispassionate .clarity, 
down to the pinched mouth and the pallor and the ratstail of 
hair?' Or perhaps I had a vision, I must not rdy l:oo much on 
photograp·hs. what could an those photographers have been 
.doing in the desert when I was a child, not hunting me I am 
sur·e;. perhaps, being a brooding kind of child, I was 
~ranspo:~:ted out of mysdf for an instant and had a vision of 
mys·elf as I really wa.s, in my bottlegreen dress, which must 
surely also be in the loft,, stuck away somewher·e, before I was 
returned to my unthinking anima] integrity by whoever it was 
that vouchsafed me the vision, 'my tutelary ange[, or some 
other variety of angd, a variety that warns one against high 
hopes for oneself perhaps,. an angel of reality, a minaJory angel. 
Or perhaps I never had animal integrity, or lost it before I was 
s.ix, perhaps by the age of .six I was already a. little corporal 
machine trotting around the yard, building ,endosu:res of 
stones or whatever it is that chi.ldren do, puUing the wings off 
£1i,es, watched over gravely. by a little ghostly double; perhaps, 
regrettably, there are no angeb, perhaps an the s~apshots of 
my chiMish sdhhat I carry about with me.are the work of that 
littie watcher (what else had. she to do?)., perhaps she split off 
from me when l was very very young, perhaps even my vision 
of myself as a baby with heartbu.:rn or heartache or whatever, 
dutching at my black boo·tees and wailing, is a vision of that 
double., pondering by the cribside,. feeling her own ghostly 
hea.rtache,. I guess of ·course that h was .a she,.; besides seeing 
b[ind aUeys bifurcadng )everywhere, whi!ch I ignore, being 
after bigger things than proMems of philosophy... . 

.8'7. ,. · I am a black Wido·w in mourning for the uses I was 
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never put to ... All my· ~ife I have been left lying about, 
forgotten, dusty, H:kJe an old shoe, o:r when l h~lVe beeri used, 
used as a tool, to bring the house to order, to regiment the 
servants. But I have ·quite another sense of myseU, glimmering 
tentatively somewhere in my inner darkness: mysdf as a 
sheath, a.s a matrix, as p:rotectrix of a vacant inner sp•ac•e. W. 
move through the world not as a knilebla.de cutting the wind, 
or as a tower with eyes, Hke my father, but as a hole,. a hole 
with a body draped around it, the two spindly leg:s hanging. 
loose at the bouom and the two bony arms flapping at the 
sides and the big head lolling on top. w· am a hole crying to be 
whole. I know this is in one sense just a wa.y of speaking, a way 
of thinking about myself, hut if one cannot think of oneself in 
words, in pictures, then what is there l:u think of oneself in? I 
think of my:self as a straw woman, a scarecrow, not too tightly 
stuffed, whh a scowl painted onmy [a.ce to scare the crows and 
in my centre a hollow, a space which thd1eldmice could use if 
they were V·ery dever. But this is more than a picture, i cannot 
deny it, l am not ignorant of anatomy,. I am not incurious 
about my constitution,. I am among other things a farmghl 
living in the midst of the .hurlyburly of nature, or such paltry 
hurJyburly as we have in the desert, not unaware·that there is a 
hole between my ],egs that has never been fiUed, leading to 
another hole never filled either. If I .am an 0, I am sometimes 
persuaded, it must he becaus•e I am a woman. Yet how gaUing, 
after meditations that would do •Credit to a thinker, to find 
·myself worked into the trap of ~conceding that if only I had a 
good man to sleep at my side, and give me babies, all wou]d be 
weU,. I would perk up and learn to smile, my liimbs would fill 
out,. my skin glow, and the voice inside my head stuuer a.nd 
stumble into sU.ence. I do· not have it in me to believe that the 
mating of farmboy with fanngid will save me, whatever save 
may mean, at l·east for the time being, there is no knowing 
what shifts I may be driven to. P:rovision.aUy, I believe myself 
reserved for a higher fate .. Therefore if by a miracle one of the 
rawboned neighbours should come trotting along one day with 
a posy of veld·flowers, blushing and sweating, to court me for 
my inheritance, I wiU take to my bed o:r :read to him from my 
terrible sonnets or writhe at his feet in a fit, anything to send 
him galloping off; a]wa.ys assuming that we have neighbours., I 
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see no eviden~e of it, we might as weU be living on the moon: 

·88. On the other hand, l have· been able, som~flihe·s for 
days on end, to lose my sense of election, to see myself as . 
simply a lonely, ugly old maii·d, capable of redemption,. to 
some ·extent, from loneHne.ss, from loneness, by marriage, a 
human institution·, to another lone soul, a. soul perhaps 
greedier than most; stupider, ugliet,. not much of a catch, but 
then what lciind of catch am I; whom I would vow to bend to a 
little low·er ,. · slave· for, a little harder than another woman 
:rould, whom I would have to disrobe for on Saturday nights, 
m the dark; .. so as not to ahnm him, and arouse,. if the arts of 
arousal can be learned, and guiid.e to the right hole, rendered 
penetrable with a gob ·Of chiickienfat from a pot at the bedside, 
and ·endure the huffing and puffing of, and be fiUed 

. ;even~ually, o?e expects,. with seed by' and lie li.stening to the 
:f!DOnng o{, till the balm of slumber arrive. What I lack in 
expedence I plainly make up fo·r in vision; if the commerce of 
men. with women is not Hk·e that it might as well be. l can 
_imagi~e too falling pr·egnant after many moons, though it 

· wo~ld not astonish me if I were barren, I look liike the ~opular 
notJon- of the barrep. woman, and then, after seven or eight 
mo~ths, gi~ing birth .to a chUd, with no miidwi:fe ~nd my 
husband bhnd drunk m the next room, gnawi.n.g through the 
umbilical cord.; dappin.g ~he livid babyface to my fl.at sour 
· brea.st; and then, after a decade of closet·ed breeding, 
emerging intio the light of day at the head of a litter of ratlike, 
runty girls,.· an the spit image of myself, scowling into the sun, 
ttippin.g ·over their own. feet, i.denticany dressed in bottlegreen 
smocks and snubnosed black shoes; and tben, aft-er another 
decade of listening to their hissiing and dawin.g, packing them 
off one by on.e to the mitsi.de world to do wba.tever it is that 
u.npr·epossessing girls do th.ere, live in boarding-houses and 
work in. post-offices perhaps, and bear inegitill).ate ratchHdren. 
to• ~nd back to the farm for sanctuary. 

89. · ' Perhaps that is-aU that election means to me.: n.ot to 
have to figure in a bucoHc comedy like the above, not to be 
explain.ed away by poverty, degeneracy, torpor, or sloth. I. 
wan.t my st.ory to have a beginning, a middle, and an end, not 

the yawning middle wilthout end which. threat·ens no less if I 
•Connive at my father''s philandering and live to gu.ard his 
dotage tha.n if I am led to the altar by a swain and die fuU of 
years, a wizened. granny in a rocking-chair. I must uot fall 
.asleep in the mi·ddle of. my-life.. Out of the blankness that 
surrounds me I must pluck the in.dden.t after in.ddent after 
incident whose Utde ·explosions keep· m·e going. For the other 
lciind. of story, the weave of :reminisc•ence in the dozing space of 
·the min.d, .can n.ever be mine~ My life is not past, my :art 
cannot be the art of memory. What wiU happen to me has not 
ret happened. I am a Mind spot hurtling with both eyes open 
mto the maw of tbe future, my password ''And then?" And iJ 
at this instant I do 'not look as if I am hurtling, it is only 
because I dither for a. while in. the empty house, feeling the 
comfort of the sunlight glancing off the same rows of 
copperware h glanced off befol'e I was born into this world. I 
would not be myself if I did not feel the seductions of the coo•l 
stone house .• the comfortable old ways, the antique feudal. 
l~nguage. Perhaps, despite my black clothes and the steel in 
my heart (unle.ss it is stone, who can t·ell when il is so far away), 
lam a conserver rather than a destroyer, perhaps my rage at 
my father is simply rage at the violations of the oldlan.guage., 
the correct language, that take place whe~ he ex.chan.ges kiisses 
and the pronouns of in.timacy with a. gid who yeste.rda y 
scrubbed the floors a.nd today ought ~o be deanin,g the 
windows. 

90. But this, Uke so much else about me, ·is only theory. 
Let me at all costs not immure myself in a version of mysdf a:s 
avenger, eyes flashi.ng and sword o·n high.,. of the old ways. It is 
the hermit crab, I. remember from a book, that as it grows 
migrates from one empty sheU to another. The grim moralist 
with the fiery sword is only a stopping-p]ace, a little less 
temporary than. the haggard wi:fe knitting on. th.e stoep, a little 
more temporary than the wild woman. of the v·eld who talks to 
he:r friends the insects and walks .in the midday sun, but 
temporary all the same. Whose shell I presently skulk in does 
not matter, it is the shel] of a dead crea.tur•e. What matters is 
that my anxiious softbodied self should have a :refuge from the 
predators of the deep, -fll)m the sqwd, the shark, the baleen 
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temporary all the same. Whose shell I presently skulk in does 
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:whale{ and. wha.t.ever else it is that preys on the herm.it crab, I 
, do not kn.ow the oceans, though one day when I am a wid;ow or 
a m,orued spinster I promise myself I will spend a day ~if' the 

·seaside, I will pack a basket with sand.wiches and 6U my purse 
with. money a.nd climb aboa.rd the train and tell the man I 
want to see the· sea: that gives y·ou some idea of how naive I 
am. OC wiU take off.my shoes and crunch through the seasand,. 
. wondering at the millions o~ dny deaths that ha.ve gone to 
.make it up; I will ro11 up my skirts and'wade in the shallows 
arid .be nipped by a crab, a hermit crab, as a cosmic joke,. and 
stare .at the horiizon, and sigh at the i.mmensity of it aU, aild eat 
my sandwiches,.ba.rely tasti~g the criisp sourdough br·ead, the 
sweet,. green fig presexve,. and -..think on my insignmficance. 
~Th~n,.·chastened, sober, I will catch the train back home and 
·sit on the stoep· and wat·ch the Damiing sunsets,. the crimso•ns, 
the pinks, the,violets, the oranges,. the bloody reds, and. heave 
a .sigh and· sink m.y head on my breast .and weep hesperiian 
tears ,for myself, for the life l have not lived,. the joy· and 
willingness of an unused body no·w dusty, dry, unsavoury, for 
the slowi.ng pulse of my blood .. I wiU get up out of the canvas 
chair and trail off to my bedroom and undress by the l.ast 
light, saving paraffin, and sighing; sighing fall at once asfeep. 
I wiD dream of a. stone, a pebble lying on the bea.ch, oQ. the 
acres of whrute sand, looking into the benign blue sky, lulled by 
the wa.ves; but. whether I wiU really have had the dream I wiU 
never know, for aU nightly happenings will be washed from my 
memory with the crowing of the cock .. Or perhaps I shall not 
sleep at all. but lie tossing and turning with the tootha.che 
after aU those sugary figs; for we pay no heed to hygiene her·e,. 
but walk. around with foul-smeUing br•eath and in due course 
with rquen stumps of, teeth, wondering what to do with 
ourseWv·es, until at last we are driven to the extr•emity of the 
farri~r's tongs, or to oiil of doves on a matchsdck., or to 
weeping .. Weep·in.g I have avoided hitherto, but there is, a time­
and a p•lace fo·r everything; I am sure it will come to weeping 
one day when I am left alone on the farm, when they have all 
gone, Hendrik and his wife, Anna and Jakob, my father, my 
mother, the ratUke grandchildren, and I can wander about 
the house car·efree in my shill, and out into the yard, and into 
the d·eserllied sheep-runs, and into the hills: then will be a dme 

f~.r weeping and for t~adng my ?air ai?-d gnashing my gums 
wruthout fear of de~e·ctmn or ~epnsal, w1~hout having to keep 
up a. front .. That wdl be the time for testmg these lungs I have 
never tested, to hear whether they can make the hiUs echo, and 
the flats., if Oats can echo,. with their shrieks ;and groans and 
laments. That too, who knows, may be the time for tearing up 
my clothes, ~or building a great bonfire in front of the house of 
clothes and furniture and. pictures, my father a.nd my mother 
an~ my long-lost br·other crinkling in the flames among the 
antimacassars, and for screaming with wHd glee as the flames 
soar · into ~he night sky, and even perhaps for carrying 
firebrands mto the house, for firing the mattresses and :the· 
wardrobes and the yeUowwood ceilings and the loft with its 
trunks full of mementos, until even the neighbours, wJ:10ever 
they may be, se·e the tower of Dames on the horizon and come 
galloping through the darkness to bear me off to a place ·o·f 
safety, a cackling, gib beri.ng old woman who wanted notice 
taken of her. 

91. ' The schoolhouse ils empty. The ashes in the grate are 
cold. The rack a.bov·e the stove is bare. The bed is stripped .. 
The shut~er flaps .. Jakob and. Anna are gon•e. They have been 
sent packmg. They have gone without even speaking to me. I 
watch ~emotes of d~t dreamily ascend. a shaft of sunUght .. 
There 1s what tastes hke blood at the ba·ck of my nose but is 
not., Tr';dy, e.v~nts have a. P?Wer to mov·e u.nmatched by one's 
darkest 1magmmgs. I stand m the doorway br·eatbiing fast. 

'92. . The schoolhouse. Once upon a tiime this was a real 
schoolhouse. Children came from th•e homestead to sit here 
and learn the three Rs ... In. summer they yawned and stretched 
and fidgeted whHe the beat buzzed in their ears.. On winter 
morning~ .they picked theh way a·cross the frosty earth and 
cha!t:ed _chdled bare to.es, together during the psalm-singing. 
~he children of the ne1ghbours came too, paying in cash and 
kind ... There wa.s a schoolmistress, daughter of an im· 
povenshed dergyman,. no doubt,, sent out ~o earn a. living. 
Then one day she ran away with a passing Englishman and 
was never beal'd of again., After that there were no more 
schoolmistresS.e:s.. For . many years the schoolhouse stood 
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unused., bats and starlings and spiders gradua1Wy taking it over, 
until one day it was turned over to Anna and Jakob, or to the 
Anna and Jakob who came before them, to lilve It cannot 
be otherwise,. if I am simply sucking thi.s history out of my 
thumb how am I to explain those three wooden benches 
stacked at the far end of the room, and the •easel behind them 
on whkh Jakob used to hang his coat? Someone must have 
built and stocked a schoolhouse, and advertised for a 
schoolmistress in the Weekly Advertiser or the Colonial 
Gazet.t.e, and met her train, and installed her in the guest· 
room, and paid her stipend, in order that the child.ren of the 
desert should. not grow up barbarian but be heirs of all the 
ag·es famiilliar with the rotation of the earth,· Napoleon, 
Pompeii,. the reindeer herds of the froz.•en wastes,. the 
anomalous expansion of water,. the seven days of Cr.eation, the 
im.mortaiD comedies of Shak,espeare, geometri·c and arithmetic 
progressions,. the major and minor modes, the boy with his 
finger. in the dyke; RumpelstHtskin, the mirade of the lo·aves 
and the fishes, the laws of perspective, and much much more. 
But whel'e: has it aU gone now, this cheerful submission to the 
wisdom. of the . past? How many generations can have 
~!lt~~;"VI';!ned between those children chanting the sixJtimes table 
and my dubious seU'? Could my father have been one of them? 

. If I hauled those benches into· the Hght would I find, beneath 
the dust, his initials hacked into the wood with a penknife? But 
if so,. where has aU the humane learning gone? What d.id he 
learn from Hansel and Gretel about fathers who lead their 
daughters_ into dark for•ests? What did Noah teavch him about 
fomkatio·n? What did the six times table teU him about the 
iron· laws of the universe? And even if it was not he but my 

·grandfather who sat on these benches and sang out his tables, 
why did he pass on no humanity to my fathe.r but leave him a 
barbarian and me too after him? Or is it possible that we are 

· not aboriginal here, my Hne? Did my father or my grandfather 
perhaps simply ga!Iop up pistoUed and band.oli.er·ed to the 
farmhouse;: one day, out of nowhere, and fling down a. tobacco· 
pouch of gold nuggets, and shoo the schoolmistress out of the 
schoom,ouse, and instal his hinds in her place, and institute a 
reign ·of brutishness? Or am ~.wrong, quhe wrong? Was I the 
one who attended school here, sitting in the darkest corner 
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draped in spiderwebs while my brothers and sisters, my many 
•. brothers and sisters, as well as the children from the 
neighbouring farms, clamoured to have a turn to teU the story 
of Noah: and have I put them all from my mind uuedy, 
because of their happy laughter,. or because they stuffed 
caterpiUan down the back of my bottlegreen smock to punish 
me for my sour fac·e and my hatred of games; and have they 
determined nevermore to communkat·e with me, but to leav·e 
me behind with my father in the desert while they make theiir 
fortunes in the city? How hard to believe this. If I have 
brothers and sisters they cannot be in the city, they ·must aU 
have been swept away by,the great meningitis ·epidemic; for I 
cannot believ•e that fraternal intercourse would not have ·left 
its mark upon me, and it has. aU too plainly no.t left its mark 
upon me, the mark that has been ]eft upon me inst•ead. is the 
mark of intercourse with the wilds, with solitude and vac!llncy. 
Nor can I believe that I was ·ever told the story of Noah, to 
speak of Noah only, sitting in a ring with the other children. 
My learning has the r·eek of print, not the resOnance of the full 
human voice telling its stodes. But perhaps our teacher wa.s 
not a good teacher, perhaps she slumped suUen at her table 
tapping the cane in the palm of her hand, brooding over 
insults, dreaming of escape, whUe her pupils pi~ed their way 
through their reading-books and one could hear a pin drop ... 
For how ds·e could I have learned to read, to say nothing of 
writing? 

93. Or perhaps they were stepbrothers, perhaps that 
explains everything, perhaps that is the truth, it certainly has 
more of the ring of truth,: if I can trust my ear: perhaps they 
were my stepbrothers and stepsisters, children of a. buxom 
blond ·much-loved wife who passed away. in her prime; 
perhaps, themsdves bold and blond and buxom and repelled 
by-an that was shadowy and uncertain, they waged incessant 
war on the O.ffspring of the mousy· unloved second wife .. who 
died in childbirth. Then'later, having imbibed 'a11 that th"ei~ 
governess could ofFer, they were swept off en ma~e' by a. bluff 
maternal und.•e to live happily ever a-f~er,, leaving me behind to 
wa.tch over my father's last years. And I have forgotten this 
horde no·t because I hated them but beca.use I loved them and 
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unused., bats and starlings and spiders gradua1Wy taking it over, 
until one day it was turned over to Anna and Jakob, or to the 
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be otherwise,. if I am simply sucking thi.s history out of my 
thumb how am I to explain those three wooden benches 
stacked at the far end of the room, and the •easel behind them 
on whkh Jakob used to hang his coat? Someone must have 
built and stocked a schoolhouse, and advertised for a 
schoolmistress in the Weekly Advertiser or the Colonial 
Gazet.t.e, and met her train, and installed her in the guest· 
room, and paid her stipend, in order that the child.ren of the 
desert should. not grow up barbarian but be heirs of all the 
ag·es famiilliar with the rotation of the earth,· Napoleon, 
Pompeii,. the reindeer herds of the froz.•en wastes,. the 
anomalous expansion of water,. the seven days of Cr.eation, the 
im.mortaiD comedies of Shak,espeare, geometri·c and arithmetic 
progressions,. the major and minor modes, the boy with his 
finger. in the dyke; RumpelstHtskin, the mirade of the lo·aves 
and the fishes, the laws of perspective, and much much more. 
But whel'e: has it aU gone now, this cheerful submission to the 
wisdom. of the . past? How many generations can have 
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the dust, his initials hacked into the wood with a penknife? But 
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fomkatio·n? What did the six times table teU him about the 
iron· laws of the universe? And even if it was not he but my 
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· not aboriginal here, my Hne? Did my father or my grandfather 
perhaps simply ga!Iop up pistoUed and band.oli.er·ed to the 
farmhouse;: one day, out of nowhere, and fling down a. tobacco· 
pouch of gold nuggets, and shoo the schoolmistress out of the 
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draped in spiderwebs while my brothers and sisters, my many 
•. brothers and sisters, as well as the children from the 
neighbouring farms, clamoured to have a turn to teU the story 
of Noah: and have I put them all from my mind uuedy, 
because of their happy laughter,. or because they stuffed 
caterpiUan down the back of my bottlegreen smock to punish 
me for my sour fac·e and my hatred of games; and have they 
determined nevermore to communkat·e with me, but to leav·e 
me behind with my father in the desert while they make theiir 
fortunes in the city? How hard to believe this. If I have 
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have been swept away by,the great meningitis ·epidemic; for I 
cannot believ•e that fraternal intercourse would not have ·left 
its mark upon me, and it has. aU too plainly no.t left its mark 
upon me, the mark that has been ]eft upon me inst•ead. is the 
mark of intercourse with the wilds, with solitude and vac!llncy. 
Nor can I believe that I was ·ever told the story of Noah, to 
speak of Noah only, sitting in a ring with the other children. 
My learning has the r·eek of print, not the resOnance of the full 
human voice telling its stodes. But perhaps our teacher wa.s 
not a good teacher, perhaps she slumped suUen at her table 
tapping the cane in the palm of her hand, brooding over 
insults, dreaming of escape, whUe her pupils pi~ed their way 
through their reading-books and one could hear a pin drop ... 
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they were taken from me. In my dark c,orner I used to sit 
openmouthed devouring their robust gaiety, hoarding up 
memories of all the shouting and ]aughter so that hr my lonely 
bed. I could relive the day and hug it to me. But of aU my 
stepbrothers and stepsisters it was Arthur I loved most.. If 
Arthur had thrashed me I would have squirmed with pleasure. 
If Arthur bad thrown a stone I would have :run to fetch it. For 
Arthur I would have eat,en bootblacking, drunk urine. But 
alas, golden Arthur never.nodoed me, occupi,ed as he was with 
winning the race and catching the ball and reciting the six 
times table .. The day that Arthur left I hid in the darkest 
'co,mer ,o,f the wagonhouse vowing that never another morsel of 
food would pass my nps. As the years went by and Arthur -did 
no,t return I thrust his, memory farther and farther from me, 
tin t!oday it recurs to me with aU the remoteness of a fairy-tale. 
End of story. There are iinco,nsistencies in it, but I have not the 
time to track down and abolish them, there is something that 
tells me I must get out. of this schoolhouse and. back to my own 
room.-

94. I dose -the door, s~t down,. and. confront . with 
un;weeping eyes the patch of wallpaper above the nesk where 

. glows no mmage of goiden Arthur and myself runni;ng ha.nd in 

.hand on the seashore, but a pink rose with two gr,een ]eaves in 
a field of identical pink roses ,casting their Ug,ht eternally into 
the uncomprehending spa,ce of the cubicle and on to the roses 
on. the other walls. Thi.s is the irl'edudble, this is my room (I 
setde ,deep in my chair), a.nd. I do' not wish that it. should ever 
change: for the ·comfort of my dark days, the ,consolation that 
keeps me from. dosing my ,eyes, folding my arms, and rocking 
myself. forev.er into vacancy, is the knowiedge that from me 
and from me only do these ftowe:rs draw the energy that 
'enables them to rommune with themsel'J,Ies,. with ea.ch other, in 

· their ecstasy of pure being,. jiust as the stones and bushes of the 
·veWd. hum wiith life, with such happiness that happiness is not 
~h,e ;'l:'lord, because ~ am here to set them vibradng with their 
own :v;1dety of material awareness that I am fm:,ever not they, 
a.rid they not I, that I ,can ne'ier be the rapture of pure self that 
they are but am alas for.ever set: off from them by the ba.bble of 
W(n:ds. within me that fabricate and refabriicate me as 

.jfl, 

something else, something eJs,e. The farm, the desert, the 
whole world as far as the horizon is in an ecstasy of 
oommunion with itself, exalted by the vain u:rg,e of my 
consciousness to inhabit it. Such are the thoughts I think 
looking at the wanpaper, waiting for my breath to settle,. for 
the fear to go away. Would that I had never learned. to read .. 

9'5. . But the beast is not enchanted by my prattle .. From 
hour to hour he stalks me through the afternoon. I hear his 
velvet pad, smell his fetid breath ... It is useless, if I go on 
running I will only perish the more ignominiously, borne down 
from behind in a cascade of underw,ear, screaming unt]J my 
neck is broken., if it is a merdful beast, or untU my bowels are 
clawed out, if it is not .. Somewhere on the farm my father 
roams, burning with shame, ready to strilke dead on the spot 
whoever wags a finger at. him. ls my father the beast? 
Elsewhere on the farm loom Hendrik and Anna, he playing his 
mouthorgan in 'the shade of a tree, that is how I stiU imagine 
him, she humming to herself, pkking her toes, waiting for 
what is to happen next. Is Hendrik the beast, the insuhed 
husband; the serf trodden under his master's boot:, rising to 
roar £or vengeance? Anna, with her sharp little teeth, her bot 
armpits- is .she the beast, the woman,. subde, ·lascivious, 
insatiable? I talk and talk to keep my spirits up whHe they 
circle me, smiUng, powerful.. What is the secret of their power 
over me? What do they know that 1· do not know? Whatev,er 
way I turn I a.m btocked. In a month's tiime, I can see it, l wi~l 
be bringing my father and my maid breakfast in bed whHe 
Hend:rik lounges in the kitchen eating biscuits, flicking biis 
daspknife into the tabletop. pinching my bottom as I pass. My 
father wm buy new d.resses for her while I wash out ber soiled 
underwear .. He and she will Ue abed all day sunk in sensual 
sloth while Hendri:k tipples, jackals devour the sheep, and tbe 
work of generations faUs to ruins.. She will bear him oUve· 
skinned chi[d.ren who wiU pee on the carpets and run up and 
down the passages. She wiU conspire with Hendrik to s.teal his 
money and his' silver watch. They win send for their rdati:ves,. 
brothers and sisters and distant cousins,. and settle them ,on the 
fa.:rm. Through a crack in the shutter I will watch them dance 
in hordes to guitar muSic on Saturd.a.y nights wbUe the old 
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master sits IDike an idiot on the stoep smiling and nodding, 
president of the festivaL ,. 

9·6. Who is the beast among us? My stories are stories, 
they do not frighten me,, they only postpone the moment when 
l must ask.:. ls iit my own snad I hear in the undergrowth? Am I 
the one to fear~ ravening, immoderate, because here in the 
heart of the country where space radiates out from me to aU 
the four corners of the earth there is nothing that ·can stop me? 
As I sit quietly gazing at my roses waiting tor th~ afternoon to 
end I find that hard to a•ccept. .. But I am not qu1te such a fool as to bdieve in what I see; and if I attune my.self carefully to 
~hat. is passing inside · me I can surely fee~ far. ~way the 
wi.thered. apple of my womb rise and float, .. hodm,g ~ll dl. I may 
be only· a ninety-pound spinster craze.d · wtth loneh~ess, but I 
suspect I am not . harmless;, So perhaps that 1s a true 
expla~ation of my fear, a fear that is also an.expectancy: I fear 
whatJ am going to do, nevertheless I am gomg to do whatever 
I do bec:ause if I do not, but creep away tin better days come, 
my Hie will continue to be a line trickJing from now~ere to 
nowhere,. without beginning or end. I want aHfe o~my .own, 
jus~. as I am sure my father said to himself he wante~ a. hfe of 
his, ,own when he bought the packet of hearts and ~amonds. 
The wodd is full ofpeople who want to make their own Hv~s, 
but to few outside the desert is such freedom granted .. Here m 
the midd~e ·of nowhere I can expand to infinity just as I can 
shrivel to the size of an ant. Many things I lack, but freedom is 
. not one of them. 

~l7, But while I have sa.t here daydreaming, perhaps 
e'iren dozing with my cheeks propped on my fists and my gu:ins 
bared.,, the afternoon· ha.s been sliding away, the light is no 
longer ,green but grey, and it is by footsteps and voi.ces that I 
have been jolted awake.· Confused, my heart hammers; f~ul 
and sticky· from the afternoon's t•orpor, my mouth floods with 
salt.f.;:_, ... ,.; ";n~· > 

·. r .·, · •. · •. I open the door a crack. The voices are at the far end 
of the. house. One is :m:ny father's,. issuing commands, I know 
the tones though I can mak·e out no words .. Ther·e is a second . 
voke, but I ltnow ofit only throilgb the sUences oft he first.. 

50 

It is as I feared. The magic of imagining the worst 
has not worked .. The worst is here. 

Now those booted feet come up the passage. I dose 
the door and push against it. I have known that tread aU my 
life, yet I stand with mouth agape and pulse drumming. He .is 
turning me into a ·child again! The boots, the thud of the 
boots, the bb.ck brow, the black eyehol•es., the black hol·e of the 
mouth from which roars the great NO, iron, coid, · 
thund·erous, that blasts me and buries me and locks me up. I 
am a child. a.gain, an infant, a grub, a white shapeless life wi•th 
no arms, no legs, nothing even to grip the earth with, a suckier, 
a claw; I squirm, again the boot is· raised over me, the 
mouthhole opeD.s, and the great wind blows, chilling me to my. 
pulpy heart .. Though I am leaning against the door he has only 
to push and. I wiU faU. The core of ang·er in me is gone, I am 
afraid., there is no mercy for me,. I win be punished and never. 
consoled afteniards. Two minutes ago I was right and he was 
wrong, I was the dozing fury in the stiff chair waiting to 
confront him whh s:ilence, absence, contempt, and who knows 
what ds.e; but now I am wrong again, wrong, wrong, wrong as 
I have been since I was born at the wrong time,· in the wr·ong 
place, in the wrong body. Tears roU down my cheeks, my nose 
is stuffed, it is no good, I wait for the man on the other side of 
the door to dedde ilior me what form tonight's misery is to take~ 

·98. He knocks, three light dicks of fingernail on wood. 
·Salt floods my mouth again; I huddle, holding my br·eath. 
Then he goes .away: the even footsteps f"ecede one, two, 
three .... down the passage. So this i.s my punishment! He did 
not want to see me .• but to lock me away for the night! Cruel, 
cruel, cruel! .I weep in my cell. 

Again the voices come to me. They are in the 
kitchen. He teUs. her to put food on the table. She tak·es bread 
out of the breads.afe,. fat and a boule of preserves out of the. 
cupboard. Be tells her to hoi] water. She cannot mak·e the 
paraffin stove work, she tells him. He Ughts the stove for her. 
She puts the kettle .. on the. flame .. She dasps her hands and 
waits for the water. He. tells her to siit. She is going to s.it at 
table with hi.m. .. Be h,as cut a slioe of bread which he pushes 
toward her with the pointof the knife. He teUs her to eat .. His, 
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voice iis, :gruff. He cannot ·express tenderness. He expects. people 
tiO· understand this and allow t:mr it. But no one und.eystartds it, 
no one but I, who have sat in. ·corners all my Hfe. watchlng him~ 
I .know that biis rages and moody silences can only be mas.ks for 
a. tenderness be dare not .show lest he be ove:rwhdmed in its 
consequences. He hates only be·cause he dare not Iove. He 
hates in order to hold himself tiogethe:r. He is not a bad man, 
despitie aU. He is not unjust .. He i:s merdy an ageing man who 
has had Httle lmre and who thin.ks he has now found iit, eating 
bread and peaches with his gid,. waiting for the coffee-water to 
boit No scene more peaceful ·can be imagined,, if one ignores 
the biuer child straining her ears behind the door at the far 
end of the house. It is a love-:t:east they are having; but there is 
one feast which"is nobler than the love-feast; and that is the 

. family me.al.J should have been inviited too. I should be seated 
at. that taMe, at.the foot p·ropetrly,. since I am mistress of the 
household; and she, not. I, should have to fet·ch and carry. 
Then we might break bread in peace, and be loving to one 
another in our different ways, even I. But lines ha.ve been 
drawn, I .. am excluded from communion, and so thiis has 
become a house of two s.tories,. a story of happiness or a lunge 
toward happiness, and a story of woe. · 

991
• Their spoons tinklle in concert. They ha-:;,e sweet 

teeth, both of them. Through wisps of steam their eyes meet. 
Behind. her. she has a week of knowledge of this strange man, 
mountainous, hairy, flaccid, decaying, powerful, who tonight 
comes iQto .the open full of bravado to announce her as his 
concubine,. his propeny .. Does she think of her husband. at aU, 
roned in a blanket beneath the cold stars or groaning in his 
forlorn cottage, as her new owner's knees ·enfo[d her under the 
tabWe? Does she ask. herself how long he wiU protlect her from 
her husband's anger? Does she think at all about the futuJ1e; or 
·did she ~eam at her mother's breast to live and be damned in 
the luxury of the present? What does this new man mean to 
~~r~', Does, she merely part her thighs, stolid, duU·nerved; 
be:cause he is the master, or a.re there refinements ·of pleasure 

. in subjection which.wedded 1ov'e can ne¥er give? Is she giddy 
with her. sudden elevation? Have his gifts intoxicated her, the 
·coins, the candies, whatever .he has picked out for her from his 
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wife's aftermath, a-feather boa, a rhinestone necklace? Why 
have those rdiics never come to me? Why i:s everything secret 
trom me? Why should I not sit too at the kitchen table smiling 
and being smiled on in the warm haze of coffee fumes? What is 
there for me after my purgatory of solitude? wm they wash the 
dishes before they retire, or win I have to come out in the 
middle of the night like a cockroach to dean up aft·er' them? 
When will she begin to test her power, w,hen wiU she sigh a.nd 
get up from the table and stretch and ddll:':t away, leaving the 
mess for th·e servant? The day when she does that, will he 
dare to hark at her, or will he be so hesotted that only the 
allure of her haunches as she ripples toward their bedroom 
will have any mea.ning for him? If she ceases to be the servant 
who will be the se:rVant but I, unless I :run away into the night 
and never come ba.ck,. but die in the desert and am pk.ked 
dean by the. birds, followed by the ants, as a reproach? Will he 
even notice? Hendrik will light on me in his wanderings and 
bring me back in a sack. They wiU tip me into a hole and cover 

, me up and say a prayer. Then she win Hght the fire and put on 
an apron and wa.sh the dishes, the great ·mound of dishes, 
coffee-cup upon coffee-cup, that .I left behind, and sigh a.rid 
begrudge me my death. · . · · · 

WO. I· toss about in the" dark whipping myself into 
distraction. Too much misety, too mu,ch so]itud.e makes of one 
an animaL I am losing all human perspective. Once upon a 
time I might have shaken off the fit and, pale, tearstained, 
vacant,. dragged. myself doWn the passage to confront them. 
Then the •erotic spen would have been broken, the gid would 
have slipped out of ber chair. my father would. have seated me 
and given me something to drink to restore me. The girl might 
even have vanished into the night: aU would have been wdl 
again, the moment postponed when the door clicks shut 
be~nd the two of them and I know finany I am excluded. from 
a roo.m I hav'e never. been good enough to enter. But tonwght I 
have beaten the waters too long., I am· weak, l am'tiJr,ed o.f 
telling myself things, tonight I am going tio relax·, give up•; . 
explore the pleasures of drowning, the t:ed of my body sliding 
'out of me and another body .sHding in .• limbs inside my limbs;, 
mouth inside my mouth, I welcome death as a version of life in 
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wife's aftermath, a-feather boa, a rhinestone necklace? Why 
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which I wiU not be mysdf. There is a fallacy here which I 
ought to see but will not. For when I wake on the oc•ean floor it 

_ wiU be the same old vok·e that d.rones out of me, dtdnes or 
bubMes or whatever it is that words do in water. What tedium! 
When win it ever stop? The moon shines on the black folds of a 
woman on a cold floor .. From her rises like a miasma a fl·end of 
ashen fiace~ The words that whisper through thos·e Mu·e lips are 

· mine.. Drowning,. I drown into myself. A phantom,,. I am no 
phantom .. I stoop. I touch this skin and it is warm, .. I pinch this 
flesh and it hurts: What mor•e proof could I want? I am l. 

IOL I stand outsid-e the d.oor of their room: three bland 
panels. and a. china knob over which my hand hovers. They 
know I am here. The air i.s aUve with my presence. They freeze 
in thdr guiilty posture, waiting for me to act. 

• - I tap on the door and speak. 
·"Daddy ... Can you hear me?" 

· . . . They are silent, listening to the enormity "of their 
breathing. - · · 

"Daddy, I can't sleep." 
· ,,: They~ look into· each other's eyes, his look ,saying, 

Wh.at must I do?, her loo·k s.aying, Sh.e is not mine.' · · 
"Daddy, rm feelin:g strange. What shaU I do?_':~ 

. ' 
102.! , '-• I trail back to the kitchen. Moonlight strikes 
through the uncurtained window on to the bare table. In the 
sink Wie a plalie and two cups waiting to be washed. The coffee­
pot i.s still warm. I could drink coffee too, if I feh like iit. 

103; -I •caress the white doorknob. My hand iis dammy. 
"Daddy·. . . Can I. say something?" 

·I turn the knob .. The latch moves but the door does 
not open .. They have locked it.. 

I hear him breathing on the other side of the door. I 
knock heaviily with the .side of my fist. ·He dears his throat and 
speaks evenly; · ' · ·' 

''lt's late, child. Let us rather talk tomorrow. Go and 
get some sleep." 
.~Jr,:,_ -·He has spok·en. Ha.ving found it ne·cessary to lock the 

door against me, he has now found. i.t necessary to speak to me. 

I thump beavily again. What win he do? 
_,. ~The lock snaps open. Through the crack his ·arm 

snakes out at me mHky white above the dark hair; Instantly he 
has my wrist in hiis grasp and crushes :h with aU the strength of 
that great hand. I wince,. but I will never cry out. What sounds 
like a cascade of,corn-shucks is his whisper, rasping, furious. 

''Go to hedl Do you understand what I .say?" 
''Nol I don't feel like sleeping!~" 
Thes·e ar·e not my tears, they are merely teaa that 

pass through me, as the urine I pass iis merely urine. 
. The great hand slides up my arm till it fJnds and 

gnps my elbow. I am forced down and down; my head is 
against the doorjamb. I feel no pain. Things are happening in 
my life, it is better than solitude, I am content .. 

"Now stop itl Stop irritating mel Go a.wayl" 
I am Rung back. The door slams. The key turns .. 

104. I squat agaiinst the wall opposite the door. My head 
.JoUs. From my throat comes something which is not a cry, not · 
a groan, not a voice, but a wind that blows from the stars and 
over the polar wastes and through me. The wind is white, the 
wind is black, it says nothing. , -. - -

105. My father stands over me ... Clothed, he is his 
complete masterful self. My dress is rucked up, he can see my 
knees and the black socks and shoes in which my legs •end. I do 
not, on the whole •• care what he sees. The wiind .still whisde.s 
through me, but sofdy now. 

"Come on, chUd,.let's go to bed now."' _ 
.. The tones are gentle, but I who hear everything hea.r 

.theu angry edge and know how .spurious they are. 
He catches my wrist and draws my Ump puppet· body 

up. U he lets go I wUl faU. What happens to this body I do not 
ca:re .. If he wants to stamp it to pulp beneath his heels I wiU no1t 
protest. I am. a thing that he holds by the shoulders and steers 
down· the passag·e to the ceU at the farthest •end. The passage is 
endless,· our footsteps thunder, J:be cold wind eats steadily at 
my face, devouring the tears that drip from me. The wind 
blows everywhere, it i..ssues from every hole, it turns everything 
to .stone, to· the stone, glacial, chUled to the core, of the -
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remot.est :stars,. the. stars we shall never see, liiving their lives 
from i.nfiinity to infinity in darkness and ignoranc.e, if l, ~m not 
confusing them with planets. Th.e wind blows out of my:t>room, 
thi~ough the keyhole, through. the cracks; when that door 
opens I shan be consumed by it .• I shan stand in. the mouth of 
that black vortex without hearing,, without touch, engulfed by 
the wiind that roars in the spaces between the atoms ·of my 
body, whisdes in the cavern behind my eyes. 

106.. On the familiar gre•en counterpane he lays me down. 
He lifts my fe,et and prises my shoes off. He smooths my dress. 
What more c:an he do? What more dare he do? Those gende 
tones. comie again. 

· "Come, sleep now, my child, it is getting late.'' 
· His hand is on my forehead, the horny hand of a 

man who ben.ds wire. How tender, how comforting! But what 
he wants to mow is whether I am feverish, whether at the root 
·of m.y d.esolation lies a microbe. Should I ten him there a.re no 
microbes in ine, my flesh is ~oo ·sour to· harbour them? 

' . .. 
107. · He has left me .. I lie exhausted while the wodfl spins 
round and round my bed. I have spo·ken and heen spoken to, 
touched a.nd been touched .. Therefore I am mor·e than jpst the 
trace of these words passing through my head on their 
way from nowhere to nowhere, a streak of light against the 
void of space, a shooting-star (how fuU of astronomy I am this 
evening): So· what is _the. reason that I do not simply turn over 
and. go ~o sleep as I am,. fully dressed, and wake up in the 
morning and wash the dishes and efface myself and wak for 
my I~ewa~d; which must" undoubtedly come if justice is to reign 
in the universe? Alternatively,. what is the reason that I do not 
fall asleep turning over and ov•er in my mind the question of 
whyJt is that I do not simply go· to sleep as i am; fully d:r·es.sed? 

::-. ,l· 

108. The· dlnner-beU is in its place on the si.deboa.rd. I 
would have pr•efe:rred somethi.ng la.rger, a loud j.angUng bell,. a· 
school·beU; perhaps hidden in the loft somewhere iis the old 
school· ben, c•oated in dust, awa.iting the resun-ection,. if there 
ever was a school; but I have no time to search it ·out (though 
'WOuld their hearts not be sent l.eaping into their mouths if they 
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heard the scuttle of moo.sepaws,. the shuffle of batswing;S. th.e · 
ghostly tread of th.e aven,ger above their bed.?). Q.uiet as a •Cat, 
barefoot, mufning the dapper, I creep up the passage and put 
my ear to the keyhole. All is silent. Are they lying with bated 
breath, with two breaths bated, waiting for me to make my 
move? Are they asleep alr:eady?' Or are they lying in each 
other's arms?' Is that bow it is done, in motions too tiny for the 
ear to hear, like flies glued together? 

109. 'The beU ma.kes a thin continuous g~nteel tinkle. 
When I am tired of ringing it with the :right hand I 

change it to the left. · · 
I fe.el better than when I last stood here. I am more 

tranquit I begin to hum, at first w.avering this side and that ·o·f 
the bell-tone, then finding its levd and .staying there. 

110. Time drifts past, a mis.t that thins, thickens, and. is 
sucked into the dark ahead. What I think of as my pain., 

, though it is only "lcineliness, begins to g•o away. The bones ,of 
my face are .thawing, I am growing soft again, a soft human 
.animal, a mammat The bell has found a mea:sure, four sofi:, 
four loud,· to which I am beginning to vibrate; first the gr!l5ser 
musdes, then the subder. My: woes ar•e leaving me. SmaU stick· 
like cteatures, they crawl out of me and dwindle. 

Ill.. AU will y·et be well. 

112. I am hit. That, is what has hap·pened. I am hit a 
heavy blow on the head .. I smell blood,. my ears :ring. The beU 
is torn from my hand. I beat it strike the floor, damorous:ly, 
far down the p·assage, and roU left and right as bells do .. The· 
passage echoes flady with shouts which ma~e-no sense to me. l. 
slide down the wan and sit cuefully on the floor. Now I •Can . 

· taste the blood. My nose is bleeding. I am swallowing blood.; 
also, when I sdck my tongue out, tasting it on my lips. · 

When wa.s I last struck a Mow? I cannot think when. 
P·erbaps I have never been struck bdore, perhaps I have only 
been cheri.shed, though that is difficult to believe,, cherished· 
and repro¥ed and neglected. The blow does not hurt but it 
insuiDt:s .. I am iinsultied and· outraged. A moment ago I was a 
virgi.n and now I am not, with r·espect to blows.. ' -
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The shouting stin hangs in the air,, Wik,e heat,. like 
smoke. If I want to I can rea·ch up and wave my ~!J.and in its 
thkkness. ' " 

Over me looms a huge white sail. The air is dense 
with noi.se ... I dose my ·eyes and. every other aperture [ can. The 
noise fiher,s into me.: .I am beginning to jangle. My stomach 
r·evolts ... 

There· is another blow, wood on wood. Far, far away 
a. key clatters .. The air stiU rings, though I am by myself. 

• .l have been ·dealt. with. I was a nuisance and now I 
am dealt. with .. That is something to think about whiile I ha¥e 
time on my hands. 

. . .l find my·otd place agai.nst the wall., comt:ortable, 
haz.y, .. even languorous ... Whether, when the thinking begins, it 
will be thought or dl'eam I cannot guess. 
· There are vast regions ofthe world wher·e, if one is to 
beliiev·e what one reads, it is, always snowing. · 

., Somewhere, in Siberia or Ala.ska, there is a field, 
snow-covered, and in the middle of it a pole., asla.nt,. rotten .. 
Though it may be midday the light is so dim that it could be 
evening. The snow sifts down •endlessly. Otherwi~ t.here is 
nothin,g as far as the eye ·can see.. ' 

.. · 
113. Iri what is properly the hatrack by theflront door, in 
_the pla.ce where umbrellas would stand if w·e ever used 
umbrellas, iif our l'espons·e to rain here were not l:)o lift our faces 
to it. and. catch the sultry drops in our mouths and rejoice, 
stand the two guns, the two-bore shotgun for the partridge 
and the hare, and the one known as the L·ee-Enfield ... The Lee­
Enfield .is graduat·ed to 2000 ya.rds ... I marvel. 

. Where tbe shotgun ca.rtridges are kept I do not 
know. But in the liltde drawer of the hatrack, where they have 
lain. for . years among odd buttons and pins, . are six . 303 
c·artridges with sharp bronze noses. I find them by touch: , 

, One would not think it,. looking at me, that I know 
how to use a gun:, but I do .. There are several things; about me 
one would not think .. I am not sure that I can Woad a magaz.ine 
in the dark, but I can slip a swng~e cartridge into the breech 
and sUd.e the bolt to. My palms; are unpleasandy clammy for 
someone who is normally dry to the point ofscaliness. 

114. I am not easy though ~· find myself in a.cdon. A 
vacuum slipped into me somewhere... Nothing that is now 
happening satisfies me .. I was satis.fied while I stood ringing the 
bell and. humming in the dark, but I doubt that if I went back 
and groped about and found the bell under the furniture and 
wi.ped of£ the •cobwebs and sto•od ringing it and humming I 
would recover that happiness... Certain things seem to be 
forever irrecoverable .. Perhaps that proves the reality of the 
past. 

115. l am not easy .. I cannot beJi.eve in what is happening 
to me . .I give my head a shake and sudd.enly'cannot see why I 
should not be spending the niight in my bed asleep; I cannot 
see why my father should not spend the night in his o·wn bed 
asleep, and Hendrik's wife the night in her own bed. and 
Hendrik's; asl·eep. I cannot see a ne•cessity behind what we are 
doing. any of us. We are no more than whim, one whim after 
another .. Why can we not ac·cept that our lives are vacant, as 
vacant as the ·desert we live in, and spend them counting sheep 
or washing cups with blithe hearts? I do not see why the story 
of our Uves should have to be interesting. I am bawng second 
thought.s about ·everything. · · 

l16. The bullet rests snug in hs chamber .. Wherein d.oes 
my own corruption lie? For, having paused for my second 
thoughts,. I wiU certainly proceed as befo·re. Perhaps what I 
lack is the resolution to confront not the tedium of pots and 
pans and the same old pillow every night but a history so 
tedious in the telling that ~~ might a.s weU be a history of 
silenc.e. What I lack is the courage to stop talking, to die back 
into the sil•ence I came from. The history that I mak.e, ~oading 
·th.is heavy gun.,. is on~y a frantic spurious babble .. Am I one of 
those people so insubstantial that they cannot reach out of 
themselves save with bullets? Tha!t is what I fear as I s]ip out, 
an implausible figure, an ar~ed lady, into the starlit night. 

117. The yard is awash with silver-blue light.. The 
whitewashed walls· of the storehouse and wagonhouse shine 
with a ghostly paUor. Far away in the lands the blades of the 
wind.min gl,i.nt. The groan and. thud of the piston reaches me 
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faint but dear on the night bre·eze. The beauty of the world I 
live in takes my breath away. Similarly., on.e reads, the scales 
faU off the eyes of condemned men as they walk to' !:the gallows 
or the block., and in a moment of great purity, kieeniing with 
regret that they must die, they yet give tha.nks lfio.r having lived. 
Perhaps I should change my aUegiance from sun tu moon .. 

Qne sound tha:t I hear, however, does not belong 
here .. Now fainter, now .stronger, it is the sound of a 
distempered dog whining and growling and p•andng without 
cease; but it. comes not from a dog but from an ape or a 
human ,being or sev·eral human beings somewhere behind the 
'¥ouse. . ·. . · · 

Hold~ng ~he gun before me likie a tray I tiptoe 
through the gravel, .. drding the wagonhouse and coming out 
in the r·ear .. All along the wall of the house is a bank. of .shadow. 
In the shadow .against the kitchen door lies whatever it is, not 
dog or ape but man, iin (act (I see as I approach)' Hendrik, the 
one man who ought not to be here. His noise, his babbUng, if 
that is the word, ceases as he sees me. He makes a play of rising 
. as l.a.pproach, but falls ba.ck. He stretches his hands towards 
me palms 'Qutward. 

· · ·. ~'Don't shoofl" he sa.ys. It is his joke. 
My finger does no•t leave the trigger. I am, for the 

ti.me bang, not to be taken in by appearances. A ·$tench rises 
from him,. not wine but brandy. Only from my father can he 
hav.e got brandy. Bribed, therefore, not tricked .. 
. With a hand behiind him against the kitchen door he 
triies again to rise. His hat falls out of hiis lap on to the ground. 
He stretches for it and collapses slowly on to his siide. 

· "It's.me," he sa:y.s, puuiing·out his free hand toward 
the muzzle of the gun, which is far beyond hiis reach. I take a 
siepba:ck. 

· Lying on his side .on .the doorstep with his -knees 
drawn up he forgets me and begins to sob~. That, then, is what 
tbe noise was. At ea·ch tremor his heels give a Htde kick. 

There is nothing I can d·o for hiim. 
·( ·, :; ,'!'Joll;;are going to get ·co~d. Hendrik.," [say. 

t ·., . ""'. : •. • ~ .... "'-:-... ..: " --
US .... Th~ door ~fmy father's room is locked against me 
but the window is open, as ever .. I have had enough., tonight, 

oflistening to the sounds that other people make. Therefore it 
is necessary to act swiftly, without thinking.,. and, since I 
cannot plug my ears, to hum sofdy to myself .. I slide the barrd 
of the rifle between the curtains... Resting the stock on the 
windowsm, I devate the gun until i.t points ve:ry definitely 
toward the far c·eiling of the room and,. dosing my eyes, puU 
the trigger. 

· I have never been priviJeged to hear a fir,earm 
discharged indoors before. I am used to wave after w.ave of 
echoes coming back at me from the hiUs. But now there is 
simply the jerk of the buu against my shoulder, the 
concussion, flat,, unremarkable, and then a moment of silence 
before the firs.t of the scr·eams. 

· While I Hsten I sniff in •the ·cordite fumes. Ironstone 
chipped against ironstone invok·es a spark and a wisp or the 
same heady smoke .. 

119. In fa·ct I have never heard a sc:ream like this be:IDore . 
It fiUs the dark chamber with its brilliance and glares through · 
the waUs as if they were glass .. Exhausting itself in tiny yip-yips, 
it bursts open immediately again. I am amazed. I would not 
have believed one cou]d scream so loudly. 

The bok comes back, the spent case tinkles at n1y 
feet, the second cartridge., cool, a Hen,. slips into the breech. 

The screams grow short,er, they are acquiring a 
rhythm. There are also numerous angry lower sounds without 
rhythm., which I shaH separate later, when I have time, i.f I ·can 
recaU them .. 

I devate the barreL dose my eyes, and puU the 
trigger. At the same instant the rifle jerks out of my bands. 
The detonation is even flatter than before. The whole :rifle 
leaves me,, su:rprisingly .. It snakes 'through the curtains and is 
gone. 1 rest o.n my knees empty-handed. · 

120. . W. shouid leave now. I have caused enough troubLe, 
my stomach i.s unpleasandy exdted, the night is spoiled for 
them, ~.will undoubtedly have to pay .. For the present it would 
be best if I wete by myself. 
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-121. Hendrik stands in the moonlight in the midd~e of the 
· yard wa.t·chi.ng me .. There is no knowing what he thinks. 

· In cool, weU-fo.rmed words I. speak to hii!,tl.:,."Go to 
bed, Hendrik. It is late. Tomorrow is another day." 

•~. He sways, his face shadowed by his hat. · 
The screaming has devolved into shouting. lt would 

be best for aU of us if I left. 
,. . I d:rde Hendriik and take the road that ~eads away 

from tbe farmhouse, or, if one prefers to look at it in another 
way,. that ~eads into the greater world. At first my back feels 
vuln·erable, but later on less so .. 
;:'" .. _,_ 

122. . Is it possible that there is an explanation tor an the 
things I do, and that that explanation lies inside me, like a key 
r~uUng in a c.an, waiting to be taken out and used to unlock 
the mystery? Is the foJlowin.g the key: through the agency of 
conflict with my father I hope to lift myself out of the endle:Ss 
mi·ddle •Of meditation on un:attached existence i.nto a true agon 
with crisis and resolution?' If so, do I wish to ·employ the key. or 
do J' wish. to drop it quietly by the roadside and nev·er see it 
again~ ~nc;I_is iit not remarkable how _at one moment I can be 
walking . away · from. a scene. of crisis, fr·om gunfi~e and 
screaming and interru.pted pleasures, my shoes. scufflmg the 
pebbles, the. moon's rays beariJng down on me Uke,·bars of 
silver, the night breeze growing chi.ny, and at the next moment 
I can be lost to things and back i.n the gabble .of words? Am I, I 
wonder, a thing among things .. ,, a. body propelled along a track 
by sinews and bony ]ev·ers .. , or am I a monologue moving 
through time, approxi~ately fiv·e feet above the ground,. if the 
ground does .not turn out to be just another word, in which 
case J am indeed Jost?' Whatever the case, I am pWa.irily not 
myself in as dear a way as l mi.ght wish. When wm I live down 
toniighfs behaviour? I .shouWd have kept my peace or been less 
half~ hearted. My distaste for Hendrik's grief showed my half­
heart. A woman with red blood in her veins (what colour is 
mine? a watery pink? an inky violet?) would have push,ed a 
hatchet intQ his hands and. bundled him into the house to 
~arch ·out, ve~geance .. A woman· determined to be the aut.hor 
of her own life would not have. shrunk from hurliin.g open the 
curtains and floodh:tg the guHty deed with Hght, the light of 
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_the moon, the light of firebrands. But l, as I feared, hover ever 
between the ex·erdons of drama and the languors of 
meditation. Though I pointed the gun and puUed the trigger, 
I closed my ey.es, lt was not only a woman's faintness that 
made me a•ct so, it was a private logic, a psychology which 
meant to keep me from seeing my father's nakedness. (Perhaps 
iit was th.is same psychology which made me incapable of 
:reachin,g out to •comfort Hendriik.) (~ have said. nothing of the 
girl's nakedness. Why?) There is consolation in having a 
psychology - for bas there ever been a cr·eature blessed with a 
psychology yet without· an existence?- bot there is, cause for 
unease too. Whose c:reatur•e, in a tale of unconscious mmive.s, 
would ~ be?' My freedom is at risk,. I am being worked into a 
corner by for·ce.s beyond my control, there w'ill soon be no'thing 
for me but to sit in a corner weep.in,g and jerking my muscles .. 
~t makes no difference that the corner presents itself to me at 
this moment as a long walk on the open road: at the end of it I 
shall disco·ver that the earth is round.:. · co:rn.ers hav·e many 
shapes .. I do not have the equipment for life on the road .. That 
is to say, while l have the feet and legs,. and while I would be 
deceiving mysdf if I claimed a need. for sustenance- wiith 
locusts and rain -showers and the odd change of shoes I can go 
on to infinity- the truth is that I have no stomach for the 
people I sha.n meet, the innkeepers. and postiUiions. and 
highwaymen, if that is the century I am in, and the 
adventures, the rapes and robberies, not that I have anything 
worth the robbing, not that I have anything worth the raping,· 
that would. be a sc·ene to remember,. thougH it happens; tio· the 
most unexpected people .. If, on the other hand, the road is 
forev·er as the road is now, dark,. winding, stony, if ~·. can 
stumble along forev·er in the moonlight or · the sunlight,. 
whichever it is to be, without coming out at such places as 
Armoede or the station or the city where daughters are ruined,. 
if, wonder of wonders,. the mad goes nowhere day after day,. 
week aft·er week., season after s·eason, except perhaps, if I am 
lucky, to the Hp of the world, then I miight give myself to it, to 
the story of life on the :road, w:itbout psychology,. without 
adventure, without shape or form, slog slog slog in my old 
button-shoes, which faU to tatters but are at once replaced by 
the new button-shoes which hang on a s.triing around my neck 
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like two black breasts,. with infrequent stops for locusts and 
rainwater and even less fr·e·quent ,stops for the cans.,of nature 

. and yet other stops for slumber and dream-passages," without 
them we die, and the ribbon of my meditations, black on 
whit•e,. floating Jike a. mist ijve feet above the ground, 
stretching back to the .horizon :- yes, to such a life I might give 
mysdf. U I knew that that wa.s aU that was required of me my 
step would quick·en at onc·e, my stride lengthen, my hips 
swing, I would fare forward with a glad heart and a smile. But 
I hav·e reason to suspect, or perhaps not reason, this sphere is 
not a sphere of reason, I have a suspicion, a suspicion pure and 
simple, a groundless suspicion, that this road leads, if l take 
the right fork, to Armoede location, and if I take the left,. to 
the station. And if-1 pick my way southward along the cross~ 
ties I wiU one day find mysdf at the seaside and be a bl·e to walk 
on the beach listening to the wave-surge, or alt•ernatively to 
march straight out to sea_where, failing a mirade, propeUed 
rdendesdy by its ancillary mechanisms, my head wiill be 
submerged and the rib bon of words finaUy tra.il off forever in a 
weher of bubbles. And what am I going to say to the folk on 

· the ·train who look at me so strangely because of tJle spare 
shoes a.round my neck, be·cause of the locusts that spring out of 
my handbag- the kindl)• old sUver·haired gendemall_, the fat 
lady in bb.ck cotton who dabs her perspiring upper Hp with 
the daintiest. of :handkerchiefs, the stiff youth who looks so 
int•ently at me and might at any moment, depending on the 
century, be reveal·ed as my J,ong-Iost brother or my seducer or 
e~en both? What·words have I for them? I part my Ups,. they 
see my motded. teeth, tbey smell my carious gums,. they blanch 
a.s there roars at them the old cold black wind that blows from 
nowhere to nowher·e out of me ·endlessly. 

123. My father is sitting on the floor with his back against 
the footboard of the great double bed in which so much of the 
engendering in our family ha.s been carried. out.. To the waist 
he is naked. His flesh is Inywhit,e. His face, which ought to be 
of ~he same brick-brown as his forearms., iis yellow. He is 
looking ,:straight at me where I stand, hand to mouth., in the 
first morning light. · 

The rest of his body is draped in green .. He has pulled 
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the gr~en cu~tains d?wn. the ·curtain-rod too, that is why the 
m,om.ts so bnght. hIs the curtain which he is holding around 
h1smtddle . 

W·e look at each other ... Try as I will, I cannot work 
out what feeliings his face expresses. I lack the faculty of 
reading faces. .. 

124. . I go thr?~gh the house dosing doors: two living· 
room doors, two dmmg·room door.s, bedroom door,, bedroom 
door, sewing-room door, study door, bathroom door 
bedroom door, kitchen door, pantry door, door of my room: 
Some of the doors a:re already dosed. 

125. The ·cups have not y·et been washed. 

1~6. . There. ar·e flies in my father's room. The air is heavy 
With the1r buzz.mg. They crawl on his: face and he does not 
brush them away, he who has always been a fastidious man. 
They duster on his hands, which are red with blood ... There 
are splashes of dried blood on the floor and the curtain is 
caked wiith blood ... I am not squeamish about blood, I have 
made blood-sausage on occasion,. but in this case I am not sure 
it would not be better to ]eave the room for a while,. to take a 
s:tro11, to dear my head. However .. I stay, I am held here. 

He speaks, dearing hils throat lengthHy. "Fetch 
Hendrik," he says. ''Tel1 Hendrik to come, please .. " 

He does not resist when I uncurl his fingers from the 
blood~ wad of t~:rtain he holds against himself. In his belly 
there 1s a hole b1g enough to slide my thumb into. The flesh 
around it is scorched. 

His hand catches a corner of the curtain and covers 
his sex. 

back. 
It is my fault again. I cannot do :right. I put the wad 

127 · I am running now as t have not run since childhood, 
fists clenched,_ arms pumping, legs: toiling through the gr·ey 
sa~d of .the. nverbe~. I am whoUy involved in my mission, 
a~twn Without reflectmn, a hundred-pound animal hurling itself 
through space under the impulse of disaster. 
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128 ., - Hendri:k is .asleep on the bare ticking, Bendiing over 
him J am oveiWhelmed with the stench of Uquor and urine. 
Into his dull ear I pant my message: "Hendrik,. wale,up,_get 
. npl: The baas has had an acddend Come and help!'' 

- He flails with his arms,. striking me, shouting angry 
syllables, then falls back into his stupor. · 

· The girl is not her·e .. Where is she? 
I begi.n to hurl things at Hendrik, a k:etde, handfuls 

of spoons and knives, plates. I pi:ck up the broom and ram the 
bristLes i.nto hi.s face. He stumbles from the bed shielding 
himself with his arms .. I thrust and thrust. ''Listen. to me when 
i speak to youl" I pant. I am beside myself with anger. Water 
ebbs fro•m the kettle on to the mattress. He backs through the 
doorway and sprawls over the_ threshold. Dazzl,ed by the sun he 
curls again on his side in the dust .. 

. "Where is the bottle? Ten mel Where is the brandy? 
Where did you get the brandy?"' I stand over him with the 
broom, gbid on the whoh': that no one is watching us, a grown 
man,. a grown woman .. 
. ...Let me alon.e, missl I didn't steal anytbiingl'' 

"Where did you g·et the brandy?'' 
-. . ,, , '~The baas gave it to ine, misst I don't steal.'!' 

"Get up and Us ten to me. The baas has had an 
acddent.. Do you understand? You must come and he1p ... " 
. , . "''Yes, miss.•·•:, ,· · 

He struggles to his feet,. wavers,. staggers, a.nd falls. I 
6ft. the broom high. He raises, a leg resentfully in defence. 
.. -, ' "Come on, for God's sake get a m.ove on,"' I scream, 
''the baas will die if you don't bdp, and then it won't be my 
fanltl" 

.. "Just wait a moment,. miss; it isn't easy .. "' 
:. He ma_kes no efiort to rise. Lying on the ground he 

breaks ml:io· a·smde •. , 
. , ''You sot, you filthy sot, you're finished here, I swear 

id Pack your things and get out! 1 don't want t.o see you here 
again)~ The broomhandle thuds against the sole of his shoe 
and spi.ns out of my han.ds .. 

129•. I am pantiD!g and liioiling through the riverbed 
again .. Wou~d that the river came roaring down in flood and 
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washed us away,. sheep and aU,. leaving the earth dean!. · 
Perhaps that is how the tale win end,. if the house does not 
burn down first. But the last of the dawn mauve has, been 
~orched aw~y, ~-~ are. in fo~yet another fine day, I would say 
that the sky 1s pndess tf I d1d not know that the sky is merely 
dear, the ea.rth merely dry, the rocks ·merely hard. What 
. purgatory to live i? this insentient universe where ·everything 
b~t me IS merely 1tse~fl I alone, the one speck not spinning 
bhn<:Q:y along but trymg to create a Hfe for itself amid this 
~t~nn of matt•er, these bodies driven by appetite, this rural 
~dmcyl MY, gorge rises, I am not used to running, I £art heavily 
tt; m1d-stnde. I should have lived in the dty; greed, there is a 
v1ce I can understand. In the dty I would hav·e room to 
expand: per~ap~ it is not too late,. perhaps I can stiU run away 
to the c1ty disguised as a man, a wi:z·ened beardless little man 
to practise gr·eed and make my fortune and find happiness: 
though the ]a.st is not Jikely. 

' 
130. ~stand heaving at the bedroom window. ''Hendrik is 
not coming. He is drunk. Daddy should not have given him 
brandy.,. he is not used to the stuff." ' 

The rifle from last night lies on the floor near the 
window. . -

His faoe is a liverish yellow. He sits as before -
~lutching the curtain to him. He does not turn his head. There 
Is no teUing whether be has heard me .. 

i~l. . I kneel over him .. He is looking at the blank waU, but 
h1s gaze 1s fo~uss.ed somewhere beyond it,. on infinity perhaps, 
ore~en on hls.redee~er. Is he dead? Despite aU th.e smallpox 
an~ m~uenza m my hfe I have never seen anything larger than 
a p1gd1e. 

His breath strikes my nostrils., feverish, foul .. 
"Water,'' he whispers. 

.. 1 . -Ther·e are midges floating in the water-b~ck•et. I 
scoop them off and drink a beakerfuL Then I bring the fuU 
beaker back and hold it to his lips.. He swaUows. it with 
reassuring energy .. 

"Can I hdp Daddy to g•et into bed?" 
He is moaning to himself, gritting his teeth, one 
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moan to .ea.ch shallow breath. His toes, sticldng out from 
under the curtain, cu.d and uncud. · .,, 

"Help me," he. whispers,. "get the d.octor qutckly." 
T·ea:r;s roU down his cheeks. 

I straddle him and, gripping him under the armpits, 
try to raise him. He gives me no help at alL 

, , He is crying Hk·e a baby. 
"Help. me,. help me, the pain is t•erribld Quickly, get 

something to stop the pain!'' · , -
. "'There -is no more brandy. Daddy gave it all to 

Hendrik;. now that we need it there i:sn't any .. " 
. · '''Help .me, child, l .can't bear it, I have never had 

such p·ainl" · - ,,. · 

l32 ... , ·· My ooles•stick· unpleasantly to the floor. l tramp 
about the house without plan or purpose, leaving marks which 
l shall hav•e to clean. 

He is sitting in a. pool of blood like a. baby that has 
wet itself.' -. · 

133. . .A third time I cross the riverbed, t:rudgin,s: now, 
tired, fed up. 1 have the rifl.e slung over my should·er. The butt 
bumps against my calves. I fed like an old campaig~er, but 
wonder what I look like. 

, Hendrik is lying flat on his back snoring. Another 
sdn,~ing man. 

''Hendrik, get up at once or 1 shoot. I am skkofyour 
games. The baas needs you.'' 

. ,. .. .·When one truly means what one says, when one 
speaks not in shouts .. of panic, but quietly, deliberately, 
decisively,. then one is understood and obeyed .. How pleasing 
to have identified a universal truth .. Hendrik g•ets groggily to 
his fe·et and' foUows me. I give him the rifle to carry .. The 
·cartridge in· the breech is spent and has been since before 
midnight. I am harmless, despite appearances. 

134. "Hendrik, get him un·der the shoulders, then we can 
lift him on to the bed." · 
·. With Hendrik at the shoulders and myself at the 

knees, we lift my father on to the tousled bed. He is groaning 
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and talking to himself in delirium. . .I .:!Fetch a basin of water, a 
sponge, carbolic acid. 

.. · What I have not seen is the gaping wound iin his back 
from which blood seeps steadily. Petals offlesb stand out froni 
it. I wash d·~licatoely around them .. When the sponge toouches 
raw flesh be J•erks. But.at least the bullet iis out. 

There is not enough bandage for a wound of thiis 
size. With dr·ess~aking shears I begin to cut a sheet: into strips. 
It takes a. long t1me. Hendrik 6dgets until I tell him to wav•e 
the flies off his master .. He· does so self·consdously .. 

WhiJe Hendrik raises the torso I cover the two holes 
with wads of lint and wind the bandage round and round. the 
thick waist. The sex is smaller than I thought it would be, 
almost lost in .a bush of black hair straggling up to the navd: a 
pale boy, a midget, a dwarf, an idiot son who, having survived 
for years shut away in the ceUar,. tasting only bread and water, 
~alking to the spiders, singing to himself, is .one night dressed 
m new dothes, set ~ree, made much of, pampered, feasted, 
an~ then executed. Poor little thing .. It is not possible to 
bebeve. I came from there, or from what·ever that puffy mass is 
below 1t. If I wer•e told that I am an iidea my father had many 
rears ago and then, bored with it, forgot, I would be less 
~ncredulous, though still scepticaL I am better explained as an 
1dea I myself had, also many years ago, and have bee:n unabl·e 
to shake off .. 

· He?drik is embarrassed by my. diligent hands and 
eyes, my dutlful hands and eyes, but an the same my woman's 
hands and •eye:s wandering so near this ·pale unprot•ected 
manhood. I am aware of his embarrassment,. and turn and 
~mile the first frank smile- I have given him today, or perhaps 
m aU th~ years I hav~ known. him. He lowers his eyes. Can 
brown-skmned people blush? · · · 

. · Ov~r •. my father's. head .I draw a dean nightshirt: 
Wlth Hendnk s help l roll lt dowfll over his knees. Now he is 
dean and deeoent. . · ' 

"Now w,e can only wait and see, Hendrik ... Go to the 
kitchen, I will come and mafk.e ·coffee in a moment." 

135. So aU of a sudden her·e I am at the centre of a fidd of 
moral tensions, they are no less, :!For which my upbringing has 
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dean and deeoent. . · ' 
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kitchen, I will come and mafk.e ·coffee in a moment." 

135. So aU of a sudden her·e I am at the centre of a fidd of 
moral tensions, they are no less, :!For which my upbringing has 
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hardy prepared me. What am l going to do?' When he finds 
his balance Hendrik win want to know whether the ,~cddent is 
an eccentridty of the ruliing caste or whether I ani t::ulpable 
and. can be exploited.. He win want to know who iis most 
shamed,- he or I, we or they,. and who wiU pay more for silence. 
Klein-Anna, if she can 'ev·er be found, will w:ant to know 
whether I am angered or friightened by her Uaiison with my 
father. She will want to know whether I am prepared to 
prot,ect her firom Hendrik a.nd whether in future I wiU try to 
keep her away from my father. Jointly she and Hendrik will 
want to know whether they must leave the farm or whether the 
scandal iis, t'Q be hushed up. My father wiU wam to know what 
penitence I can be mad,e to' do; whether I will work upon the 
gid whi:le he is out of the way; whether a lfiction is to be 
brought iin.to being among the four of us to explain his injury, 
a hunting a·cddent, for ~example. I will be watched by hooded 
eyes, my every word wm be weighed, words wm be spoken to 

me whose. b~and taste,. whose neutral colour, whose opaque 
.surface wm faiil to cover nuances of derision. Smiles wiU pass 
behind my back. A crime has been committed. There must be 
a , criminal. Who is the guilty one? I am at a terrible 
disadvantage. Forces within me belonging to the psy~hology I 
so <~;bhor wiU take possession of me and drive me to believe that 
I willed the crime, that I des,ired my father's; death.-Wi~h the 
dark subtle figures of Hendrik and Klein-Anna wagging their 
fingers behind. me I shaU find my days turned into a round of 
penitence. I. shan find myself licking my father's wounds, · 
bathing: Klein-Anna and bringing her t•o his bed, serving 
Hendriik hand and foot.. In the dark. befor·e dawn, 
drudg·emaiden of a drudgemaiiden, I shaU stoke the fire, I 
shall serve them breakfast in bed and bless them when they 
Jlevile me. Already the snake has come and the oM Eden is 
d.eadl 

136. I deceive my.self. h is worse than that, far worse. He 
w.iU never get welL What was once pastoral has become one of 
those st:Wfling stories in which brother and sister, wi.fe and 
daughter and concubine prowi and snarl around the bedside · 
listening ,fpr the death-ratde, or .stalk each other through the 
djm passages of the ancestral home .. h is not fair! Born into a 
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vacuum ill; time, ~~ave no understanding of changhig forms. 
My talent lS an for Immanence, for the fire or ice of identity at 
the heart of things .. Lyric is my medium,. not chronide. As I 
stand in this room I see not father and master dying on the bed 
but the sunlight reflected with unholy briHiance from his 
beaded ford:ll!ead: I smell the odour that blood has in common 
with stone,: w.ith oil, with iron, the odour that folk travelling 
through space and time,. inhaling and exhaling the black, the 
empty, the infinhe, ~mell as they pass through the orbits ,(>f the 
~ead planets, Pluto, Neptune, and those not yet discovered,. so 
tmy a~e .they and so remote, the odour that matter gives off 
when It JS very old and wants to sleep. Oh father, father, if I 
could only learn your secrets, cr·eep through the honeycomb of 
your bones, Hst•en to the turmoil of your marrow, the singing 
of your nerve.s, float on the tide of your blood, and ~come at last 
to the quiet sea where my coundess brothers and sisters swim 
flicking thdr :tails, smiling, whispering to me of a life to come~! 
I want a second chancel. Let ·me annihiilate myself in you and 
come forth a second time dean and new, a sweet fish,, a preuy 
ba.by, a laughing infant~ a happy child, a gay girl, a blushing 
bnde, a l?·ving wife; a gende mother in a· story with beginning 
and end m a country town with kind neighbours, a cat on the 
doormat; geraniums on the windowledge.,. a tolerant sunt I was 
aU a mi~tak·ei There was a black fish swimming among aU 
those white fish and that black fish was chosen to he me. I was 
sister to none ofthem, I was in chance itself, I was a shark., an 
infant black shark. ... Why did you not recognize it and cut Its 
throat? What kind of merciful father were you who, 'neve~: 
cared for me but sent me out into the wor[d a: monster? Crush 
me, .devour me, annihilate me befor·e it is too late! Wip~e me 
clean, wipe out too these whispering watchers and this house 
in t~e middle of nowhere, and let me try again in a dvmzed 
settmgl Wake up a~d embrace me! Show me your heart Just 
once and~ SiWear l. wdl never look. again,, into your heart or any 
o:her, be n the heart of the meanest stone! I will give up this 
kmd ortaUI:. too, ·every word of itl When the words come I wiU 
set-fire to them:! Do you not see that It Is only despair, love' and 
despair, tha.t makes me talk this way? Speak to me[ Do I hav~ 
to can on you . in words of blood t:o make you speak? What 
horrors more do you demand of me? Must I carve out my 
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beseechinw;.with a knife on. your flesh? Do you think. you can 
' di:e bdore you have said Yes to me? Do you think I cannot 

breathe the breath of your lungs for you or pump~)!Our heart in 
my fist? Do you think I win ~ay pennies on your eye.s before you 
have looked at me or tie up your jaw be~ore you have spoken? 
You and I wiH live together in this iroom tiill I ha.ve my way, tiU 
the crack of doom,. tin the stars fan out of the sky .. I am n I can 
waid · 

Hl·7. · There is no change in his condition. 
, I am losing patience with everything.. I have no 

·stomach for trotting from room to room perfo,rming realistic 
tasks, conducting stupid conversation with Hendri:k. Nothing 
happens or can be made to happen. We are in the doldrums. I 
twiddle my thumbs and fret. If only it would rai.nl If only 
lightniing would strike and set the veld on fire!. If only the last 
of the great reptiles would rise out of the slime at the bottom of 
the d;aml If only naked men on ponies would comr pouring out 
of the hiills and massacre us! What must. I do to save myseif 
from the tedium of e.x.ist,ence on this of aU days? Why does 
Hendrik not plunge a breadknife into the breast of the man 
who wasted the joy of his life? Why does Klein-Anna not come 
out of her bolting-hole, wherever that is, and kneel before her 
husband ,and beg forgiveness and be cuffed and "spat on and 
re,concil·ed? Why is she not weeping at her paramour's bedside? 
,Why. is Hendrik so withdrawn? Why, instead of waiting 
ti:relessly in the kitchen, is he not hovering about me, smiling 

· secret smiles and hinting at the price of silence?' Why does my 
father not rouse himself and curse usr Why i.s it left to me to 
give !He not only to myself, minute after surly minute, but to 
eve.ryone eJse on th.e farm, and the farm itself, ·every stick and 
stone of it? I said once that I sl·ept,. but that was a lie .. I said 

. that every night I donned my white nightdress and feU asleep 
with my horny toes pointing to the stars,. But that cannot be 
true, How can I afford to s],eep·? If for one moment I were to 
~ose my grip on the world, it would faU apart: Hendrik and his 
.shy brid,e would dissolv·e to dust in each other's arms and sift to 
the floor,. the' crickets would stop chirping, the house would 
de!Wquesce to a pale abstract of lines and angles against a pale 
.sky, my father would float ]ike a black doud and be sucked 
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into the lair ins~de my head to beat the walls and roar like a 
bear ... AU that w~:~uld remain would be me, lying for that fatal 
instant in a posture of sleep on an immaterial bed above an 
immaterial earth before ev·erything vanished .. I make it aU up 
in order that it shaH make me up. I ,cannot stop now .. 

138. But I have dreams. I do not sleep but I have dreams:­
how I manage that I do not know ... One of my dreams is about 
a bush. When the sun has set and the moon is dark and the 
stars shed so lhde light that one cannot see a hand in front of 
one's fa,ce, the bush I dream of glows with an unearthly light .. I 
stand before the bush watching it, and the bush watches me 
back through the depths of proFoundest night. Then I grow 
sleepy. I yawn and He down and s]e,ep, in my sleep, imd the last 
star goes out in the sky above me ... But the bush, alone in the 
universe, but ~o:r me who am now asleep and therefore who 
.knows where, continues to shed on me its radiance .. 

Such is my dream about the burning bush. There is a 
scheme of iint,erpretation, I am .sure, a·ccording to whiich my 
dream about the bush is a dream about my father .. But who is 
to say what a dream about my father is? 

139.. ''Must 1 harness the donkeys, miss?'' 
''No, Iet us wait, it wm on.]y make the pa:in worse if 

we move the baas now .. " 

140. The gir] is in the sewing-room .. She must hav·e 
hidden here all night, ':crouching in. a ccirner, listening to the 
groans from the bedroom and the footfalls on the gravd 
outside, until she f<:ll asleep on the floor in a ne8t of drapery 
1ike a cat. Having decided to find her, I have found her ·at 
once: one does not grow up in a house without ]earning the 
nuances ofhs breathing. . 

"'W.eU,. now the fun and games are over! And where 
are your clothes?' Leave my blankets alone,. please, you hav·e 
dothes of your own. Well, ·come on, what are you going to do 
now? What are you going to say to your husband? What are 
you going to say to him about [,ast night? Come on, speak up, 
what are you going to tell your husband? What have you been 
up to here in the house? You slutl You fi]th! Look what a mess 
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y·ou'we ·causedr. It's your fault,, aU this mes:s ~s your fa~ld But 
one thing I tell you, you get •OUt today, you and ljc;ndnk, I am 
finished with you! And .stop crying, it's too ~at·e to cry, you 
:should rather have •Cried yesterday, it won't hdp todayl Where 
are your dothes? Put your dothes on, don't stand naked in 
front o.f me, put your dothes on and get out, I don't. want to 
see you again! rm going to tell Hend:rik to come and fetch 
~ ,,, 
you .. ··. 

"Please, miss, my dothes are gone .. ' ' 
"Don't lie to me, your dothes .are in the bedroom 

where you were!" 
· "Yes, miss ... Please, miss, he will hit me ... " 

Thus, venting torrents of mean-spirit·ed resentment 
'on the gid, sw:elliing with ire and se]f-riighteousness, do I 
become for a blessed interval a woman among .women,. shrew 
.among dQug'hty country shrews. It comes of hseU, one n~ds 
no lessons, only meek folk around one and a ,grudge agamst 
them for not speaking back. I am cantank·e~ous, but only 
because there is infinit•e space around me, and ume before and 
after from.which history seems tlo have retreated, and evidence 
in these bowed faces of limitless power. Eve:rywhe~ I beat my 
fists on· air;. What is there for me but drea.ry expansion to the 
limits of the universe? .ls it any wonder that nothing is safe 
from me . that the ]owUe~t v.eJd-flower i:s Ukely to find itself 
raped i~ 'its being or that I should dream with yearning o~ a 
bush diat resists my metaphysical conquest? Poor Hendnk, 
poor ,Anna, what chance have they? 

14L ... "Hendrik! Listen carefuUy; Anna is in the house. She 
is; sorry abou(eve:rything that has happened. She .says it won't 
ha.ppen a.gain. She wants to ask yo~r forgi~·e~es~. What I want 
to know is! must I se.nd. her out, or JS there gomg to be trouble? 
B.,~ause; Hendrik,'I am teUing you here a.bd now, if you give 
troubl·e I wash my hands of both of you, you cam g•et out t~day .... 
I want to make myself quite clear. What hap:pens between you 
and Anna is none of my business;· but if she comes to me and 
says you have been cruel to her, beware! 

. ;_.·."Anna! Co~ne here at once! Come on, hurry up, be 
won't do anythi.ngi" 

. · .. . The child shuffles out. She is we;ari.ng her own 
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dothes agai.n, :the brown frock to her knees, the blue •cardigan,. 
the scarlet kerchief. She stands in front of Hendrik tracing 
patt·e~ with her big toe in the gravd. Her face is blotched 
with tear-stains. She sniffs and sniffs. 

Hendrik speaks. 
"Miss must not get upset, but miss is int·erfering too 

much .. " 
He moves a step closer to Klein-Anna. His voi·ce i.s 

big with passion as I have never heard.it before. Anna sli.des 
behind me, wiping her nose on her s]eeve. It is a beautiful 
morning and l am caught in a dogfight. "You:r I'U kill you'l'" 
says Hendrik.. Anna grips my dress between my 
shoulderblades .. I shake mysdf loose. Hendrik swears at her in 
words whose meaning I can mosdy only guess at, I have not 
heard them before, how surprising. "Stop itl" I SCJ'ea.m. 
Ignoring me he lunges at Anna. At once she spins on her heel 
and starts running; ·and he after he:r .. She is nimble and 
barefoot, he. shod but driven by fury. Shrieking without letup 
she spins leftward and rightward trying to throw him off. 
Then, in the middle of the schoolhouse road a hundred yards 
from where. I stand, she suddenly falls and curls into a cringing 
baU. Hendrik, begins to punch· and kick; she screams 
despairingly .. I pick up my skirts and run towards them .. This is 
certainly action .• and unambiguous action too. I cannot deny 
that there is exhilaration mixed in with my alarm. 

142. Hendrik is kicking rhythmically at her with his soft 
shoes. He does no1t look up at me, his face is wet witl:i sweat, he 
has work to do. If there were a s1tick to hand he wouM be using 
if, but there are not many stkks in this part of tll!e world, his 
wife is fortunate. · . 

I tug at hi~.waistcoat. "L•eave her!'' I say. It is as if he 
expected me, for he takes hold of my wrist, then, turning 
smoothly, oft he otlu;r wrist too. F:or a second he stands face to 
face \Yith me.dench~ng my w:rist.s against his chest. I smeUhis 
heat, not without distaste, "Stop itl'' m say. "Let me gol'' . · 

A number of movements follow which, in. the.fiurry 
of the moment, I cannot discriminate, though I sha.ll be able 
to do so later in the ~;:ool of retrospe·ction, I atn sure. I am 
shaken back and forth: my fe·et stagger one way and another 
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dothes agai.n, :the brown frock to her knees, the blue •cardigan,. 
the scarlet kerchief. She stands in front of Hendrik tracing 
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with tear-stains. She sniffs and sniffs. 
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~ut ohime with my body, my head jerks, I am off ba[anc~ ,Yet 
not aUow·ed to falL I kn.ow I look ridiculous. Happijy; bvmg 
here in the heart of nowhere,, one need not keep up a front for 
anyone, not even, it would now appear,. for the serv~~ts. I am 
not angry., though my teeth ratde: there are w?rse 11hmgs t~an 
standing up for the weak, there are wone thmgs. than. bemg 
shaken, not unkindly, I can fe.el no malevolence m this man 
whose passion is forgivable and whose eyes are anyhow, I see, 
dosed .. 
. ,1; . I stumble backward,. let go by Hendrik, who turns 
·a~ay from me to the girl, who is gone. I fan beavi:~y on D?"Y 
backside, my palms are scorched by the gravel, my skirts fly m 
the air,. I am dizzy but gay and ready for more, perhaps what 
has be·en wrong aU these years is simply that I have had no .:one 
to play with. The blood thuds in my ears. I dose my eyes: m a 
moment I. wiill be mys~lf. 

143. . Hendrik is out of sight. I beat my ·clothes and the· 
dust rises in douds. The pocket of my skirt is ripped dear off 
and. the keyring with the keys to the storehouse, the pant~y, 
and the dining-room cabinets is, gone. I scratch around,~ntil I 
find it, pat my hair straight, and set off up the school.house 
road a£ter Hendrik. Event has been followmg •event, .ret the 
exhHaradon is fading, I am losing momentum, I am not sure 
why I foUow them further, perhaps they ought to be ~eft to 
settle their debts and make peace in their own way ... But I do 
not want to be alone, I do not want to begin moping. 

144. Hendrik crouches on hands and knees over the girl 
:on the truckle bed as if about to si.nk his teeth into her throat. 
she liifts. her k~ees to push hiim off; her dress ~alb back o:ver 
her hips ... ""No," she pleads with him, and I hear It, all, stoppt~g 
suddenly in the schoolhouse_ doorway,, catchmg first the 
highlights on herthi~hs .an~his che~kbo,nes, t~en,_as my, eye~ 

. adjust to the gloom; ~ns~de, .everytlung"else- No, not here, 
she'U ·cat.·ch us!" : ::. . .. ;. ,. · . : · . 

. :The two heads turn in unison to the shape in the 
do~rway: "''God!" she says. She drops her legs, ~lutches her ~irt 

' down and turns her fa·ce to the wan. Hendnk •COme.s upnght 
on hi~ knees. He grins straight at me. From his middle juts out 
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unbidden what must be his organ, but grotesquely larger than 
it should be, unless I am mistaken. He says: "Miss has s1urely 
come to watch." 

145. I open the sickroom door and am hit by the sweet 
stench .. The room is peaceful and sunny but filled with a high 
complex drone.. There are hundr·eds of flies here, common 
houseflies and the larg·er green-tailed blowflies whose curt rasp 
is, submerged in the general hum so that the texture of sound 
in the room is replete and polyphonat 

My father's eye is upon me.. His lips form a word 
which I cannot hear. I stand in the doorway unwiUi.ng. I 
should not have come back. Behind .every door there is a new 
horror .. 

The word comes again. ~· tiptoe to the bedside. The 
pitch of the buz .. zing rises as the flies make way before me ... One 
fly continues to sit on the bridge of his nose and dean its face. 
1 brushh away .. h rises, cirdes, and setdes on my forearm;~ 
brush it away. I ·could .spend all day like this. The hum grow.s 
steady again. 

Water iis the word he is saying .. I nod. 
, ~ ~aise the beddothes and look .. He is lying in a sea of 

blood and s~it that has already begun to cake. I tuck the 
bedclothes back under his armpits ... 

''Yes, daddy," I say. 

146 I hold the beaker to his lips and he sucks noisily. 
'''More," he whispen. 
"First wait a Httle," I tell him. 
'"More .. "' 
He drinks more water and grips my arm, waidng for 

something, listening fo·r 'something flu away. l wave the flie,~ 
of{.:' He begins to cro~;On; more and mor·e loudly., hlswhole body 
stiffe'ning. !':should ''be 'doing somethih.g 'for his pain. )"h,e 
pressure on my arm i.s forcing me down .. 1. yield, crouching at 
the bedsid·e, not wishing to sit on the ooz·e in the' bed. The 
stench grows sickening.. -' · · . · · · " . . ·' 

"Poor daddy,'' I whisper, -and put a hand'on. his 
for·ehead. He is hot. · 
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Under the beddothes there is a liquid convu[sion. He 
releases. his breath with a. gasp. I cannot stand this .. Qne by one 
I pick the fingers from my arm, but one by one tHey dose 
agai.n. He is by no means without strength. I wrench my arm 
]oose and stand. up. His eyes open. "The doctor wiU soon be 
here,''~. ten him. The ma.ttress is irrecoverable, it wi]J have to 
be burned .. I must dose the window .. I must a[so put back the 
curtains,. the afternoon heat and the stench together wm be 
too much for anyone. I wiU not stand for any more flies. 

147. The flies, which ought to be in transports of joy, 
sound merely cross. Nothiing seems to be good enough for 
them. !<or miles around they have forsaken the meagre 
droppings of the herbivores and flown Iik·e anows to this, gory 
festivaL Why are they not singing? But perhaps what I take for 
petuiDance is the sound of insect ·ecstasy.. Perhaps their lives 
from cradle to grave, so to speak, are one long •ecstasy, which I 

· mistake. Perhaps the lives of a.nimals too are one long ecstasy 
interrupted only at the moment when they know with full 
knowledge that the knife has found their secret and they will 
never again see the goodly sun which even at this iinst,ant goes 
black before them. P·erhaps the lives of Hendrik arid Klein­
Anna are ecstasy, if not aculle ecstasy then at least a .. kind of 
gende streaming of radiance from eyes and fing·ertips which I 
do; not :see, interrupted only on .such occasions as last night and 
this mm:ning ... Perhaps ecstasy is not after aU so rare. Perhaps if 
I talked [ess and gave myself more to sensation I would know 
more of ecstasy .. Perhaps. on the other hand,. if I stopped 
talking I would fall into pani:c, ]osiing my hold on the world I 
know best. It strikes me that I am faced with a choi:ce that flies 
do not have to make. 

148. One after another the :lli.es fan und•er my swatter, 
s~me erupting in gouts of crop-slime, so_me folding their legs 

. and passing neatly away, some spinning about angrily i:ln their 
backs :untU the coup d.e g:nic.e descends. The survivors circle 
the r~om_waiting for me to tire. But I must keep a dean house 
and to that end I am tireless; If I abandon this room,.. locking 
the d·oor , .. stuffing the cracks with rags, I win in time find 
myself abandoning another room, and then others, untH the 
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hous; is aU but lost, its builders aU but betrayed, the roof 
sagg.mg, th.e shutters _dappi~g, the woodwork cracking, the 
~abncs ro~tmg, the m1ce havmg a field day, only a last room 
mtact, a smgl~ room and a dark pass.a,ge where I wander night 
and day tappmg at the wans,. trying for old times' sake to 
remember the ·various rooms, the guest-room, the dining­
room, the p:a.ntry in which the various jams wait patiendy, 
sealed under candl.ew.ax, for a day of resurrection that wm 
never come; and then retire, dizzy with .sleepiness, for even 
mad. old women,, insensible to heat and co1d, taking theiir 
nounshment from the passing air, from motes of dust and 
\drifting strands of spiderweb and fleas' eggs, must' sleep,. to the 
la~t room •. ~y own. room, with the bed against the waU and the 
muror and the table in the comer where,. chin in hand, I think 
my mad o]d woman's thoughts a.nd wher•e I shall die, seated, 
and rot, and wh.ere the flies wiU suck at me, day after day after 
day, to say nothmg of the mice and the ants, until I am a dean 
white skeleton with nothing more 'lO giive the world and can be 

, left in peace, with the spiders in my eyeso·ckets spinning traps 
Ior the straggl·ers to the feast. 

149. A day must have intervened here. Where there is a 
~lank th~r·e must have been a .day ·during which my father 
SJ:ckened trrec·ov•e.rably, and durmg which Hendrik and Klein­
A~a made their peace,. for thencdorth they were as befor·e, 
?r 1f not as before then changed toward the wiser and sadder 
m ways I could not discern. It must have been a day which I 
P?ssed somehow .. Perhaps I spent it asleep. 'Perhaps, having 
k1Iled , an tbe £hes,. I fetched· a wet· sponge and cooled my 
fathers brow unul I could no long·er tolerate the stench. 
Perhaps I. went. and stood in the passage waiting for his caH,. 
and there feU asleep and dreamed of rain and the veld •covered 
i? flow~rs, white an~ vio]et and orange, rippling in the wind, 
tlU at :ughtfaJI I awok~ and arose to fe.ed the chickens. Perhaps 
t?en, .m the gloo~, wah the feed-bowl under my arm., I stood 
hstenmg to the mght breeze rustle the l·eave.s, and watched the 
bats flicker against the last light, and felt the sw·eeping 
~elancholy of those who pass their days in the midst of 
l~upportable beauty in the know]edg:e that one day they wm 
d1e. Perhaps I prayed then, not forr the first time, that I would 
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di.e tranquil and not· begrudge myself to the earth, but look 
forward to l~fe as a Rower or.as the merest speck in~I:te gut of a 

, worm, unknowing. I think it is possible that ·~uch a day did 
inteltvene, and that I did spend it like that,, hdp·less in the face 
of niy father's pain, wishing h away, dozing, wandering about 
in the yard .in the cool of the. ev•ening thinking how it would be 
when we.were all gone. There are,. however, other ways in 
which I could have spent the day and which I cannot ignore. I 
could hav·e been the one who tried to help him out of bed and 
failed, he being heavy, I being •slight. This would •explain how 
he came to die so hideously draped over the edge of the bed, 
hiis face pu'rple, his. eyes bulging, his. tongue hanging out.. 
Perhaps I wanted to move him out of the morass he lay in. 
P·~rhaps I. wanted to take him to another room .. ~erhaps, 
dismayed,and sickened, I abandoned him. Perhaps I cradled 
his head in my arms and sobbed, saying, ''Daddy, please help 
me,. I can't do it by myself." Perhaps when it grew dear that he 
could not help, that he had no strength, that he was 
preoccupied above aU ·else with what was happening inside 
hiim, perhaps then I said, ''Daddy, forgi:ve me, I didn't mean 
~~ •. I loved you, that was why I did it." 

150. But,. to teU the truth,. I am wary of .·aU these 
supposkions. I sU.spect that the day the day was missing I was 
not there; and if that is so I shall never know how the day was 
filled.· For I. seem to ·exist more and more intermittently. 
Whole.houli"S, w~ole afternoons go missing ... I. seem to have 
grown impatiei!i with the sluggish flow of time. Once I would 
hav•e been content to fill my days with musings; but now, 
having been through a. carnival o( incident, I am quite 
seduced. Like the daughter.s in the boarding-houses I sit 
tapping my fingernails on the furniture,. listening to the tick of 
the clock, waiting for the next thing ~o happen. O.nc·e I lived iin 
~ime as a fish in water,. breathing ilt, drinking it, sustained bf: 
it. Now I kill time and time kins me. Country waysl How I long 
~~?r cor~:~n~:ry ways .. 

"' 
i5L :· '':1 ~t at th~ kitchen table waiting for my coffee to 
·cool. Hendrik and Klein-Anna stand over me. They say that 
they a111e waiting to hear what to do, but I ·cannot help them. 
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There is nothing to do in the kitchen since no one eats meals 
any more. What there-is to be done on the farm Hendrik 
knows better than' I. He must preserve the sheep from jackals 

. and wildcats... He must anniihila.te the ticks and the blowfly 
grubs. He must help the ewes to lamb. He must make the 
garden grow and save it from the army. worm. Therefor·e h i.s 
not true that Hendrik and Kl·ein~Anna are here waiting for 
orders: they are waiting to see what I win do next.. 

152. I sit at the kitch~n table waiting for my •co.ffee to 
coot Over me stand Henddk and Klein-Anna. 

''The smeU is getting bad,." saysliendrik. 
"Ye.s, we w.i.U have toinake a fire," I reply. . _ 

· I am thankful, in times of trouble, to hav·e a trusty 
helper. Hendrik's eyes meet mine. w,e se·e the same purpose ... I 
smile, and be smiles too, a sudden unambiguous smHe that 
shows his stained teeth and his pink gums. . . • 

153. Hendrik explains to me how the entire wimlo~frame 
can be lift·ed from the wall. He shows me first how lh~ pla.st~r 
can he chipped away to reveal the bolts securing the frame to 
t~e walL He .shows me how thes·e bolts can be sawn through 
wnh a hacksaw blade; He saws through the four bolts, dust 
and filings falling in pyramids at our feet. He forces out the 
frame, the sashes still latched together within it, and puts it 
aside. He explains how the windowledge is· levelled before the 
first bricks a.re laid .. He lays eighteen courses of bricks .and 
plasters them over ... I wash the trowel and the hod for hin1 .. I. 
scrub the lime from under his fingernails with vinegar. AH­
night and aU day we wait for the plaster to dry. Anna brings us 
coffee. We whitewash tbe new plaster. W.e burn the 
windowframe. The gJass cracks in the flames. We grind it to 
powder under our heels. • 
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154. Hendrik ~and I dimb the stairs to the loft .. fn 'the 
dose heat he shows me how to paint the floor whh tar so that 
the cracks betw•een the boards are sealed. I tend the fire under 
the tarbucket while he paints. On hands and knees we back 
out of the l'.oft: · 
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"' 
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There is nothing to do in the kitchen since no one eats meals 
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I !55. Hendrik removes the doorknob and shows me how to 
stuff caulking into. the cracks with a blunt chise!. He' lays 
si.xt~een courses of bricks to seal the doorway .. I mix die-mortar, 
I wash the tools. I scrub hi.s fingernails .. We strip off the old 
waUpape:r and re-cover the p'assage with paper we have found 
in the loft. The old doo~frame bulges, but we ignore it .. 

156·. Hendrik shows me how to saw through brkks and 
mortaur ... We use the ripsaw that hangs in the stable. The teeth 
o( this, saw never grow blunt .. We saw through the walls that 
hold the bedroom to the house. Our arms grow tired but we do 
not pause. I learn to spit on my hands before I grip the saw. 
Our labour bringS us together. No longer is labour Hendrik's 
prerogative ... I am his equal though I am the weaker ... Klein­
Anna dimbs the ladder to bring us mugs of coffee and slices of 
b.read and jam. We era wl under the house to saw through the 
foundations.. Our honest sweat flows together· in the dark 
warmth. We are like two· l:iermit·~s. In perseverance Ues our 
strength .. We saw through die roof and through the floor. We 
sho·v·e the room off. Slowly h rises into the air, a ship of odd 
angle.s s;:tmng black against the stars. Into the night, into 
·empty space it floats, dumsilyj. since it has no kceet We stand 
in the dust and mice droppings,, on ground wher•e no sun has 
shohe, watching it. ·' · 

.. i 

157.... · We pick up the body and carry it to the bathroom, 
Hendrik taking the .shoulders, I the legs. We strip· off the 
niightshi:rt and unwind the band.ages. We seat the body in the 
ba.th and pour buckeit after buckcet of water over it. The water 
discolours and strings of •excrement begin to float to the 
surfa·ce. The arms hang over th.e sides of the bath, the mouth 
gapes, the eyes stare. After half an hour's soaking we dean the 
do~ted hind parts. We bind the j1aw and sew ~-~·e ey·es to. 

158. On the hiUsi·de behind .the house Hendrik piles 
brushwood and sets fire to i:t. We throw the nightclothes, the 
bandages, the bedclothes, and the mattress on to the flames. 
They smoulder through the afternoon, filling the air with the 
smell of burnt coir and feathers. -
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159: l sweep out aU the ·dead Oies and scrub with sand 
and soap until the bloodstains are onJy pale rose pat·ches on 
the brown of the floorboards .. 

160. We ·carry the great bed to the stable., aU thr·e·e of us, 
and hoist it, one corner ·at a time, to the rafters;. where we 
chain it fast against the day when it may again ~e needed. 

161. . From the loft we bring down an empty kist and into 
it pack the dec•eased's belongings,. the Sunday suit,. the black 
boots, the starched shirts, the wedding ring, the 
daguerreotypes, the diaries, the ledgers, the bundle of letters 
tied with a red ribbon . .I read one of the letters aloud to 
Hendrik: "How I long for you these days . . .. "Hendrik f:oUows 
my finger as I point out the words. He scrutinizes the famUy 
groups and picks me out unerringly among the other ·children, 
the brothers a.nd sisters and half-brothers and half-sisters who 
pe~shed in the various epidemics or went to the city to make 
their fortune and were never beard of again. The pictures 
show me tight-lipped and sudy, but Hendrlk does·not mind. 
When we ha.ve finished we pack the papers away and padlodt 
the chest and Cl;l.rry it up to the loft to await the resurrection. ' 

' ~ ' 

162.. We fold the green curtains away in a drawer and 
make new curtains of a gay flora] material we have chanced on 
in the loft. .. Hendrik sits watching while my busy feet work ~he 
treadle an~ my n~mble fingers guide the seams. We hang our 
new curtains. whtch make the room co·ol yet light. W·e smile· at 
our enterprise. Klein-Anna brings ·coffee. 

163. Hendrik and Klein-Anna stand over me waiting for 
instructions .. I swirl the grounds in my coffee-cup. h: is going to 
be a difficult day, I tell them, a day for waiting. Words come 
reluctantly to me, they daner in my mouth and tumble out 
heavily Hike stones. Hendrik and Klein-Anna wait padendy. 
There are douds massing to the north, I teU them, perhaps it 
is going to rain, perhaps in .a £ew days the veld wiH be tipped 
with new green, the withered b'ushes shooting., the ]ocusts, 
dormant aU winter, now nosing their way out of the soi] and 
hopping off in search of food attended by swarms of birds. We 
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mus.t bewa.re in general, I teU them, of the revival of insect life 
that att•ends the rains and the effloresc·ence ·Of the veld.. I 
mention pbgues of catcerpiUars. The birds are ou;'a'1Ues, I teU 
them, the bi:n:ls and the wasps,. for wasps are predators too. 
Hend:rik listens to me hat in hand, wat·ching not my eyes but 
these lips of mine which I must wrestle into place over-every 
syllable .. The lips are tired, I explain to him, they want to rest, 
they ;ue dred of all the articulating they have had to do since 
.they .were babies, since it wa.s r·evealed to them that there was a 
law, _that. they could no longer simply part themselves to make 
way fo·r the-lot1g ~aa which bas,. if truth be told, always been 
enough for them, enough •Of a.n expression of wbatev•er this is 
that needs to be expressed, or denc}J. themselves over the long 
s~tisfying sUence into which I shall still, l promise, one day 
i:etire. I am.exhausted by obedience to this Ia.w, I t:ry to say, 
whc.ise ma.rk lies on me in the spaces between the words, the 
spaces or the pauses, and in the articulations that set up the 
war of sounds, the b against the d, the m against the n, and. so 
~orth,_ as_ 'weil as in other plac·es which I would be too weary to 

·set out for you ell'en if I fdt .that you understood,. which I 
·doubt, .since you do not so much as·know the alphabet. The 
law has gFipped my throat, 1• say and do not say, it fnvades my. 
li:trynx.,. its one hand on my .tongue, its other hand ·pn my lips. 
How can I say,. I say, that these are not the eyes of the law that 
stare fr·om behind my eyes,.· or that the mind of the law does 

_ .not occup·y my skuU, leavin,g me only. enough intellection to 
utter: these doubting wor·ds, if it is I uttering them, and see 
'their ,fallaciousness? How can I say that the law does not stand 
ful~gj-own in!iide my sheU, iits fe·et in my feet, its bands in my 
hands, itcs sex drooping .through my hole; or that when I ha:ve 
~a:d my ·chance to make _this utterance, the lips and. teeth of the 
~law·wm not hegi.n to gnaw their way out of this sheU, until 
·there it stands0_befor·e you, .the law. grinning ,and triumphant 
again, its soft.skin. hardening· in -the air, -while I lie sloughed, 
crump!~~ .. ab~ndoned.~n the floor? ··· · ~,., ..... ,·. ' ""'~. 

< -···~l.io· :;i:"'"''"'~··} ~· .~: \ - . • -'"":··· •. 

~64~·.'~': :.r.We .. stand in the dim passage bef<n·e the one door 
that·; a~ faT back in dme as I can remember, has always stood 
l~ocked: What do you keep in the Io'cked room?'~ used to ask my . 
father. There is nothing in it, he used l!io reply, it is a 
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junboom, there is nothing but broken fu~niture·, and beside.s, 
the key is lost. Now I tell Henddk to open the doo:r ... With a 
chisel he prises the socket of the lo·ck Ioos.e. Then he batters the 
door with his four-pound hammer until the jamb splinters and 
it spring.s open. From the floor rises a doud of fine dust. There 
is a smell ·of cold tired bricks.. Klein-Anna brin:gs a lamp. In 
the far •corner we see twelve cane-bottomed chai~;s p·Ued neatly .. 
We see a wardrobe, a narrow bed, a wash-stand with a pitcher 
and basin on. i:t. The bed i:s neatly made up. I pat it and dust 
rises from the grey pillows,. the grey sheeu. Eve:rywher'e are 
cobwebs. They have made a room without a window, I say to 
Hendrik. 

165.. The wardrobe is locked .. Hendrik springs the lock 
with his knife. It is fuU of clothes, the sad noMe clothes ·of 
bygone times that I would love to wear. I lift out a dr·ess., 
whi~e, with fuU sleeves and high collar, and hold it up• against 
IOem-Anna. She puts the lamp down on' the floor and smooths 
the dress against her body. I hdp her to undress. I take her old 
clothes from her and fold them on the bed. She lowers her 
eyes. The li.ght glows on her. bronze flanks and b:rea.sts for 
which I find again I have no words .. My heart quick·ens as. I 
settle .~he dress over her head and fasten the buu:ons against 
her spme. She wears no und.erdothes. 

166. Though the shoes are an l:iOO narrow for her, Klein­
Anna insists on a pair. I slip them on, leaving the straps 
unbuttoned. Unsteadily she rises and tofters. She leads us out 
?f the room of surprises t9 the stoep. The sun is setting, the sky 
lS a tumult of ·oranges and reds and violets. Up and down the 
stoep s•truts Klein-Anria mastering the shoes. If only we could 
eat our sunsets, I say, we would an be full. I stand side by side 
with Hendrik, watching. Hendrik has lost his old stiffness. His 
.arm brushes my side. I do not .flinch. ~tis not beyond reason 
that I should want to whisper something to him, something 
kindly a.nd affectionate and amusing about Anna,, that ~ 
shouJ.d turn towards him,. and he bend towards me, that I 
should for a bri·ef moment find mysdf in the poc!ket ·of air that 
is his own priv.atce space, the space that, when he stands sl:iJI, as 
now, he fills wiith his own breathing and hils owri smells, that I 

85 



mus.t bewa.re in general, I teU them, of the revival of insect life 
that att•ends the rains and the effloresc·ence ·Of the veld.. I 
mention pbgues of catcerpiUars. The birds are ou;'a'1Ues, I teU 
them, the bi:n:ls and the wasps,. for wasps are predators too. 
Hend:rik listens to me hat in hand, wat·ching not my eyes but 
these lips of mine which I must wrestle into place over-every 
syllable .. The lips are tired, I explain to him, they want to rest, 
they ;ue dred of all the articulating they have had to do since 
.they .were babies, since it wa.s r·evealed to them that there was a 
law, _that. they could no longer simply part themselves to make 
way fo·r the-lot1g ~aa which bas,. if truth be told, always been 
enough for them, enough •Of a.n expression of wbatev•er this is 
that needs to be expressed, or denc}J. themselves over the long 
s~tisfying sUence into which I shall still, l promise, one day 
i:etire. I am.exhausted by obedience to this Ia.w, I t:ry to say, 
whc.ise ma.rk lies on me in the spaces between the words, the 
spaces or the pauses, and in the articulations that set up the 
war of sounds, the b against the d, the m against the n, and. so 
~orth,_ as_ 'weil as in other plac·es which I would be too weary to 

·set out for you ell'en if I fdt .that you understood,. which I 
·doubt, .since you do not so much as·know the alphabet. The 
law has gFipped my throat, 1• say and do not say, it fnvades my. 
li:trynx.,. its one hand on my .tongue, its other hand ·pn my lips. 
How can I say,. I say, that these are not the eyes of the law that 
stare fr·om behind my eyes,.· or that the mind of the law does 

_ .not occup·y my skuU, leavin,g me only. enough intellection to 
utter: these doubting wor·ds, if it is I uttering them, and see 
'their ,fallaciousness? How can I say that the law does not stand 
ful~gj-own in!iide my sheU, iits fe·et in my feet, its bands in my 
hands, itcs sex drooping .through my hole; or that when I ha:ve 
~a:d my ·chance to make _this utterance, the lips and. teeth of the 
~law·wm not hegi.n to gnaw their way out of this sheU, until 
·there it stands0_befor·e you, .the law. grinning ,and triumphant 
again, its soft.skin. hardening· in -the air, -while I lie sloughed, 
crump!~~ .. ab~ndoned.~n the floor? ··· · ~,., ..... ,·. ' ""'~. 

< -···~l.io· :;i:"'"''"'~··} ~· .~: \ - . • -'"":··· •. 

~64~·.'~': :.r.We .. stand in the dim passage bef<n·e the one door 
that·; a~ faT back in dme as I can remember, has always stood 
l~ocked: What do you keep in the Io'cked room?'~ used to ask my . 
father. There is nothing in it, he used l!io reply, it is a 

84 

junboom, there is nothing but broken fu~niture·, and beside.s, 
the key is lost. Now I tell Henddk to open the doo:r ... With a 
chisel he prises the socket of the lo·ck Ioos.e. Then he batters the 
door with his four-pound hammer until the jamb splinters and 
it spring.s open. From the floor rises a doud of fine dust. There 
is a smell ·of cold tired bricks.. Klein-Anna brin:gs a lamp. In 
the far •corner we see twelve cane-bottomed chai~;s p·Ued neatly .. 
We see a wardrobe, a narrow bed, a wash-stand with a pitcher 
and basin on. i:t. The bed i:s neatly made up. I pat it and dust 
rises from the grey pillows,. the grey sheeu. Eve:rywher'e are 
cobwebs. They have made a room without a window, I say to 
Hendrik. 

165.. The wardrobe is locked .. Hendrik springs the lock 
with his knife. It is fuU of clothes, the sad noMe clothes ·of 
bygone times that I would love to wear. I lift out a dr·ess., 
whi~e, with fuU sleeves and high collar, and hold it up• against 
IOem-Anna. She puts the lamp down on' the floor and smooths 
the dress against her body. I hdp her to undress. I take her old 
clothes from her and fold them on the bed. She lowers her 
eyes. The li.ght glows on her. bronze flanks and b:rea.sts for 
which I find again I have no words .. My heart quick·ens as. I 
settle .~he dress over her head and fasten the buu:ons against 
her spme. She wears no und.erdothes. 

166. Though the shoes are an l:iOO narrow for her, Klein­
Anna insists on a pair. I slip them on, leaving the straps 
unbuttoned. Unsteadily she rises and tofters. She leads us out 
?f the room of surprises t9 the stoep. The sun is setting, the sky 
lS a tumult of ·oranges and reds and violets. Up and down the 
stoep s•truts Klein-Anria mastering the shoes. If only we could 
eat our sunsets, I say, we would an be full. I stand side by side 
with Hendrik, watching. Hendrik has lost his old stiffness. His 
.arm brushes my side. I do not .flinch. ~tis not beyond reason 
that I should want to whisper something to him, something 
kindly a.nd affectionate and amusing about Anna,, that ~ 
shouJ.d turn towards him,. and he bend towards me, that I 
should for a bri·ef moment find mysdf in the poc!ket ·of air that 
is his own priv.atce space, the space that, when he stands sl:iJI, as 
now, he fills wiith his own breathing and hils owri smells, that I 

85 



should find myself breathing in once, twice, as often as it takes 
io say what. I have to say, Hendrik's own ai:r, an~ find myself 

.. for the first time breathing it in with :receptive noSI:tUs, alive :to 
the musk, the swe.at, the smoke that once repeUed me. Th1s, 
after an' is how people smen in the ·co4ntry who hav·e laboured 
honestly,. sweating under the hot sun,· cooking ~he foo~ they 
haye tilled or kiUed ove:r fire they ha¥e made w1.1:h their own 
hands, Perhaps, I tell myself, I too win c•ome to smeU like that 
if I can change my ways; ~. blush for my own thin smeU,. the 
smell of an unused woman, sharp with hysteriia, like onions, 
Iike urine .. How ·can he eve:r wish to burrow his nose in my 
:ann pit; as l mine in hisl · -

167. , .Klein·Anna turns at the end of he:r p:mmenade and 
smiles at. us: l see no tra·ce of j1ealousy. She knows how tight she 
holds. H·endrik. They s[e,ep together as man and wHe .. · They 
ha~e ·.connubial secrets.. In the warm da:rk they lie in each 
other's arms ~nd talk about mf' .. Hendrik says amusing things 
and Anna giggles. He tells her a bout. ~y lonely li~e, my .solitary 
walks, the things that 14o when I thmk no one ts lookmg, the 

·way I talk' to myself, the way my arms jerk .. H~ J?'arodies my 
cross gabble.· Then he tells- her of my fear of h1m, th~ harsh 
w·ords I speak to keep him at a distance, the odou.rpf fnght ~e 
can smeU floating off me. He tells her what I do by myself m 
bed. He tells· her how .I roam the house by night. He tells her 
what I dream: He teUs her what I need. He teUs her that I need 
a ma.n, that I need to be cov·ered, to be turned into a woman. I 
am a child, he tells her, despite my years,. I am an oM child, a 
sinister old child fuU of stale juices. Someone should make a 
woman of me, he. teUs her, someone should make a hole in me 
to Wet the old juices run out. Should I be the one to do it, he 
asks her, to climb through the window one night and lie with 
her and make a woman of her and slip away before dawn? Do 
you think she would let me? Would she p~e_tend it was a .dream 
and let it happen, or would it be necessary to t:ord~' hei? Would 
I be abJ.e to fight my way in between those scraggy knee.s? 
Would she lose her head and scream? Would I have to hold 
-her ~outhshut? Would she not be as tight and dry and 
unrdenti.ng to .the last as leather? Would l force my way into 
that du!!!ty ~ole gnly t,o be crushed tojeUy in a vise of bone? Or 

" " • • • ~ < • 
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i.s it possible that after all .she would be soft, as a woman is 
soft., as you are soft, here? And Anna· pants in the dark, 
cleaving to her man:· 

168. Klein-Anna turns at the end of her promenade and 
smiles at us. She is blithe, she knows all that I long for and she 
does not mind. I would like to stroU arm in ami. with her of a 
Saturday night dressed in my gayest dothes, whisper:ing and 
giggUng like a girl, showing myself off to the country beaux ... I 
would [ike to hear from her, in a quiet corner, the great se·crets 
of life, how to be beautiful. how to win a husband,. how to 
please a man ... I would like to be he:r little sist·er, I have had a 
late start in life, the years behind me are as ]f p•assed in 
slumber, I am sdU only an ignorant child. l would. like to share 
a bed with her, and when she tiptoes in at midnight peep with 
one eye at her undressing, and. sl·eep aU night cuddled .aga.iinsi 
herbac.k. 

169.. ''I. can't sleepalone tonight·,,, I "tell them .. "The two 
of you must come and sleep in the house tonight.'' . 

The words have come out without premeditation. I 
feel joy. That must be how other people speak, from their 
hearts. · · 

·''''Come on, thel'e is nothin,g to be afraid of, I assure· 
you there are no ghosts." . . -

· They search each other's eyes, weighing my motives, 
sending messages to each other through the dusk that ~. cannot 
detect. Hendrik has drawn awa.y from .me, I am out of his 
pocket of wa:rm.th. Does he fed out of his depth?' · 

''No, miss," he murmurs., "I think we had bet~er go 
home now." 

l grow stronger as he grows weaker. 
"No: I want you to sleep her·e, just for the one night. 

Otherwise I am aU alone in the house. We can make up a bed 
on a Jnl'lt in the kitchen, it wiU. be qujte comfortabJ.e. Come 
al~ng .. :·A~'o:~.:comeand~elp." - . 

170. Hendrik and Anna stand by their bed w.ahing for me 
to retire. 

''Remember to blow OU't the light before you go to 
sleep," I say,. "and·, Anna. please see to it that the fire is lit 
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tomorrow morning. Goodnight, Hendrik,. goodnight,. Anna." 
I am briiskness iit.self.. 

'''Goodnight, miss." 

171 .. '\Nben they hav·e bad time to settle I return and listen 
outsid.e the closed door. I am barefoot: if the prowling 
scorpions want me let them have me. I hear nothing at all, not 
a stir, not a whisper. H I am holding my breath then they are 
hoWding theirs. How can I hope to deceive them,. countryfolk 
who can hear a hooffall a mite away through their soles and 

. fing,ertips?' 

172.; · J lie on my bed and wait. The dock ticks, time 
passes, no one comes .. I faU asleep· and do not d.ream. The sun 
ri.ses. I" wake and dress. The kitchen is ei:npty, the bedclothes 
are :Folded, the fire is Ut. 

l7!t . , I stride up the dust road past the three thorn·trees,. 
across a' corner of the lands, too the graveyard. One half of the 
graveyard, set. off by low white-painted ramngs,, is for the 

. dynasti,es who have fanned this land, buried now in the shale 
under their engraved slabs a~d seroUs. The other ti~alf is more 
d.ensely packed with the tumuli of their shepherds and 
housemaids and the children of these. I walk among the stones 
until I come to the grave I· have marked out, the grave of 
someone of whose coming and going I know nothing, to whom 

~ l owe no pious duty, By the w·eathered. granite slab is the 
mouth of a tunnel going at an angle into the earth. In this 
d.ead ma.n's bed a porcupine, perhaps by now also g·enerations 
gon·e, hollo·wed out a home for itself and sl.ept and :raised its 
young. 

l'14; He~J;drik sits with his young wife on the bench in the 
shade of his cottag,e .. It is Sunday. 

''Hendrik,. fetch a pick and spade a.nd. oo·ine With me 
to the graveyard, please .. Anna, you had better stay here.'' 

1'15.. Hendrik cannot budge the gravestone by himself. It 
iis w·o,rk for four men, he say.s. He chops the earth away around 
the three embedded e~ges but: the stone sits fast. 

88 

: "'?hop' the whole of this side loose. Make the hole 
Wider, as W!d•e as the entire length of the stone. •• 

::Miss, this is a porcupin~ hole, there's nothing in it." 
Do as I tell you, Hendnk." 

. ~endri:k toils whUe I drd·e hlm .. The grave has been 
filled m With stone chips and soil, the strata are broken, it is 
not hard to dig, that is why the porcupine chose to live here, 
dose to tbe lucerne fi.elds. 

. Once Hennrik has widened the entrance tunnel we 
see, as I expected, the lair, a considerable rounded chamber 
?eyond. _Though I He on my bdly and shade my eyes, the glar; 
1s too bnght for me to see its back wall. 

, . "How ~eep is th~ hole, Hendri.k? Feel with the spade. 
I don t want to disturb the coffin ... " 

. . "No,. miss, it's big but it doesn't go deep,. porcupines 
don~ burrow deep,. they makce a big chamber like this, just the 
one .. ' · 

. ''And what about a pe:r:son,. Hendrik- is that hole big 
enough to hold a person?" · 

::Yes, miss, it's big, a person can easily get into it .. " 
}ust to mak~ su:e •• show me .how a person gets in." 
Me? No,. mrss, Jt s not yet t1me for me to d:imb into 

t~egravel'' He laughs but stands firm, tilting his hat back on 
hts head ... 

176.. I_. bundle my skirt around my knees and lower my 
legs u~to the hole .. I push myself backward into the dark. 
Hendnk leans on his spade watching. · 

I am wholly inside. I try I:Jo stretch but cannot extend 
my legs. 

. I, ·c?r~ up in the cool earth and turn away from the 
hght. My hau Is fun of dirt. I dose my eyes the better to relish 
the dark. .. I se.a.~ch my heart and can find no reason to leave. I 

_could make th1s my second home .. I could get Hendrik to bring 
me food ... l would not ne~d mu.ch ... At night I could crawl out to 
stretch my legs ... P·erhaps in time l would even learn to howl to 
the moon, 1to prowl around the sle·eping fannhouse looking for 
scraps. I can .find no reason to open my eyes again. .. · 

, "Yes," I teU Hendriik. .. My voke is thick, my wor& 
boom m my head. "It's b~g enough. Help me out.'' He leans 
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do·wn,. watching the mouth ·of h:is mistress move in the shadow 
of the hol.•e. · 

177. The body lies ready on the bathroom floor sewn into 
a grey tupau.Hn.-I have heard that seamen put the last stitch 

. thmugh the uose, to make sure,. but I-cannot bring myself to 
do so. I have .not wept at my task. It is not that my heart is 
hard. There must be someone liio· wa.sh the corp·se, the·re must 
.be someone to di:g the grav•e. 

178. .I emerge on too the stoep and caU in a. strong steady 
voice: '''Hendrikt" 

-~endrik ·rises from hi~ spot of shade and crosses the 
yard. 

"Hendrik,. please fetch the wheelbarrow and put it at 
the kit·chen door." · · 
-'~''' ., '''Y,es,, miSs.,, 

When he comes Ito the back door 1 am waiting for 
-him; 

·. ':'Come and help· me carry the body." 
He ~ooks dubiousi.ly at me. This is the moment at 

which he b.aulks. I am ready Ior ~t. -: _ 
"Hendrik, I want to speak frankly. We •can't wait any 

longer. h iis bot, the baas must be buried. There a .. re o&IDy you 
aind I who.can do it.. I can't do· it by myself, and I don't want 
strange:r:s · ~ntedering. This is a family. matter, something 
private. D6 you unde~ta~d wha.t. I am saying?" · 

·. "What about a minister?"_ He is. mumbHng, he is 
uncertain, he will give no trou.ble. ', . . . . 

· · '· ·"Come on, Hendrik, we have no time liio waste. Help 
me •carry i.i." 
' · · · ... 1 turn, be follo:ws. 

17'9;· . We lift the parcel,, he at the head, I at the feet, and 
carry it thll'ough the house into the sunUght. Th~~~js 3'?-.?:nc:-_t,o,, 
see;us .. .,Ther•e has neverbe·en a.nyone to see'what goes on here. 
We- are out.side the law,· therefore live on[y by the law we 
r~~gnize .. in· ·ourselves,,· going· by our' inner voice. _My father 
reclines in his wheelbarro•w;. making a last tour of his domaiin. 
We. trudge up the track to the graveyard, Hendrik puShing, I 
keeping the bundled legs from siipping sideways .. 

·go 

180. Hendrik. wiU have nothing to do wiith the burying .. 
"No, miss,." ·be says again and again.,. backing away a.nd 
shaking his, he.ad. 

I push a.nd p~.U until the barrow sta.nds dose to the 
hole. Given time ~· can do whatever a man can do. Griip,ping 
the ankles und.er my arm~ strain to haul the bundl·e off. The 
barrow tips sideways, I jump hack, and the body slides face· 
down to the ground. "Don't just stand there, hdp mel" I 
scream. "You damned hotnot, it's an your fault, you and your 
whore!" I am dizzy with rage. He turns, damps his. hat down 
on his head, and begins to march away. "Filth! Coward!" I 
scream after him. With the gawky mov.ements of a woman I 
throw a stone at him. It falls far short. He pays no heed. 

181. The hips are too wide for the hole, the body wiU not 
slide in on its side and the bent knees cannot be straightened 
inside the tarpaulin. I must either widen the hole or break 
open the parcel. I hate destroying good handiwork. .I have 

, neither knife nor spade with me. I chop at the earth with a 
stone but it barely makes an impr·ession. I should have tied up 
the tarpaulin with rope, this way I ha.ve no grip on it.,. my 
fingers are tired from dutching anc;l pulling. 

182. When I come back with th~ spade the flies are 
already her·e, rising in a. doud from the grey bundle and 
l>uzzing in the air, impatient for me to go away. I wave my 
arms about. his late in the afternoon. How time passes when 
one is busy. The spade is of the wrong shape·,. it is meant .for 
shovelling while I need something that wiU bite into the earth. 
I use the side of the blade to Chop, every now and then striking 
sparks off the gravestone, showering myself with dirt,. but 
finally widening the hole an inch or two .. 

Again th.e: body slides in as far as the hips and sticks .. 
I .kneel and push at it with aU my force .. I sh beside it and kick 
with bot.h beds llogether. It turns slightly and the hiips slip 
through. I hea.ve at the torso, rotating it further till the 
shoulders lie flat. Now shoulders and head will pass thrm:igh.,.· 
but feet and knees refuse to :slide furtber, ior the fi.oor ofthe 
burrow drops and then slopes upward again. The fault is nof 
in the knees, I see.,. but in the spiine, which win not nex .. I· 
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I .kneel and push at it with aU my force .. I sh beside it and kick 
with bot.h beds llogether. It turns slightly and the hiips slip 
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in the knees, I see.,. but in the spiine, which win not nex .. I· 
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struggle on· and on in the •Crimson glory of the d·edining sun, 
kiddng at the shoul·deli"S fi:tst from the right,. then from the left, 

. ' achiieving nothing. I wiU have to haul it all out a.gairi,"cut open 
:the saUclot.h,· and ti·e the ankles against 'the tb~ghs so as to 
sb.orten wt. But wiH there be enough flexure at the knees?' Win I 
have to cut the tendons in the knees? Burial Is all a. mistake. I 
shouWd'have burned the body with the mattress and the·bed 
and. g·one for a long walk. in the veld to escape the smell. I 
shouWd have ,dug a new grave in the riverbed or in the garden 
•where the soil .is soft. ~. should have excavated one of the 
humbler tumuli; what difference does it make where he Jies? If 
.I intend to settle him in this grav·e thel'e is no way to do so but 
to puU him in, to dim b in first and pull him in after me. And I 
am exhausted.. I do not s·ee how I can finish bdore nightfall. 
AU my life there has been enough time, more than enough 
time, too• much time, I have panted. for the breath oflife iln the 
thin medium of our.time. Haste is foreign to me, I am repelled 
by the odour of panic I detect iin my sweat. I am neither god 

·.nor beas.t,. why do I have to do ·everything by myself, down to 
the v·ery last things, why have ][ had to live this Ufe without aid? 
I cannot find. it in me to open the gravedothes and~ confront 
again the darkening cheesy flesh that sbed me. But if I do not 
bury it now wiU I ever bury it? Perhaps I should silll!.p1y go to 
bed and wait there day in, day out. with a· pillow over my 
he;ld, singing to myself, while the bag lies in the sun, the flies 
buzzing around it and the ants crawling in and out, until it 
bloats and bursts and runs in black Huids; and then wait on 
untU its passion is <:omp·l•ete, untU it is simple bon.es and hair, 
the ants baying taken everything worthwhile and gone 
elsewhere;· and. then, if the stitching ha.s held, g•et out of bed. at 
last and pick it up_ and sliing i.t into the porcupine hole and be 
freeofit. 

183 .. ,: , The ·bundle, hauled out again, lies Uke a. great grey 
larva at the graveside, and I, its tireless mother,. instin~:t­
driven, set ·again about stowing it in the safe place I have 
chosen, though· for what hibernation, with what. ceU-food, 
toward wha.t metamorphosis I do not know, un1·ess it be as a 
gJ'eat grey moth creaking through the ·dusk toward. the lampUt 
farmhouse, blund·ering through the :Oe~iing bats, sawing the 
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air with its·pinions,-tbe death's-head burning bright in the fur 
between hs shoulders, its mandibles, iif moths have manc:tibl·es., 
opened wide for its prey. I send the head down first into the 
hole, but again, because the spine wiU not flex, the thighs 
cannot pa.ss through: The hounds of logic are running me 
down .. 

184; Light thickens, the bird.s are setding to roost. If l 
stand stm for a moment I can hear the dank of Hendrik's 
milk-pail. The cow lows for him. His wife ~aits by the hearth. 
In aU this wiide world there are only two creatures with no 
place to lay theiir heads. 

ISS.. I slip into the dark of the hole. The first stars ar•e 
out. I griip the foot of the parcel, brace myself, and haul. The 
body slides in easily as far as the thighs. I lift the feet up off the 
ground and haul again. It slides in as far as the shoulders. The· 
mouth of the hole is blocked, I am in pitch blackness. I Uft the 
feet over my knee, embra•ce the parcel about the shoulders, 
and haul a third time .. The bead thud.s in, the stars reappear, 
ilt is finished. m creep over the body a.nd ·out into the fre·e a.ir ... 
What a pity I have learned to name no more than the 
Southern Cross. I must rest, I cannot yet fiU the hole in 
tonight, Hendrik wm have to do it in the morning... He wiU 
have to whee[ sand from the riverbed, there is no easier way, 
and pack the mouth with stones, and recompose the surfa.ce 
decently.. I have done my part. Trembling with exhaustion I 
pick my way home. · 

186. . AU at once it is morning. It seems to lie in my power 
to skip over whole days or nights as if they did not happen ... In 
th~ empty kitchen I stretch and yawn. 

Hendr:i.k appears in· the doorway. We greet ea.•ch 
other decorously. 

"Miss,. I have come to ask-we haven't yet been 
paid." 

"Not yet paid?'" 
'"No, miss, not yet paid ... " He gives me hiis good smUe, 

as though he has suddenly found a source of blinding joy in 
what we are saying .. What has he to be happy about? Does he 
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"Miss,. I have come to ask-we haven't yet been 
paid." 

"Not yet paid?'" 
'"No, miss, not yet paid ... " He gives me hiis good smUe, 

as though he has suddenly found a source of blinding joy in 
what we are saying .. What has he to be happy about? Does he 

93 



think I can return this friendliness? "Look, miss,. iit's like this." 
He approaches, he iis goiing to explain, he does not see how I 
draw. back. "On Friday h w;a:s the first of the m.omh. So on 
Mond.ay we were supposed to get our money, aU the people on 
the fa.rm. But the baas didn't pay us. So we a.re stm waiting . " ' m1ss. 

"Didn't the baas give you anything at all?'' 
"No, miss,, nothing, he gave us nothing of our 

money." 
"Yes, I know, but it isn't only' money we are talking 

about. What about the brandy the baas gave you?' And what 
about Klei.n-Anna? What about aU those presents he gave her? 
They cost money, didn't they? The baas gave you an kinds of 
things, and yet on~top ohhat you come and ask for money .. Oh 
no:! - for people like you I have no money." · 

Trouble; always trouble! What do I know about 
mon,ey? No,t• in all my ]:ife have ~ had to· touch a ,coin larger 
than a. sixpence. Where am I going to lay my hand.s on money? 
Where did my father keep it? In a bole in his mattress, soaked 
in blood, burned by now to ashes? In a tobacco-tin under the 
floor?· Unde:dock and key in the post office? How am I ever 
going t,o get hold of it? Diid he make a wiU? Dild he '!eave it to 
me or did he leave h to brothers and sisters and cousins I have 
never heard of? How wiU I ev,er find out? But do i want his 
money? Do I n~d money when I can live happily an my life on 
boi]ed pumpkin? And if I am too simple to need money, why 

. does Hendrik need it? Why has he always to dis.appoint me? 
. "We did our work, miss." The smile is quite gone, he 

is rigid .wiith anger .. "Now we must get our money. The b'aas 
always paid us. Always.'' · · 

· · "Don't .you stand there bandying words with mel" I 
have my own sources of anger. "What work did you two reaUy 
do? What work did that Anna of yours do? What work did you 
dC? yesterday afteptoon when I had to bury the baas aU by 
mysel:f?' Don't ta1k to me about work- I .am the only one here 
who does any work! Go away,.~ haven't any money ~or you!" 

·' · . "'Right: if the miss says we must· go then I suppose we 
must go!''.·· £ · • · · 

~·. ·•!·~.;He is actually threatening me in sober daylight. He' 
must hav·e come, with'his ;smile, to test me: to see what could 
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be wrung from me, thinking that because I am alo.ne and 
ridicu]ous I must also be weak and afraid. And now he is 
threatening me, thinking tha~ I wiU be flustered. 

''Listen carefully, Hendrik, and don't misunderstand 
me. I am not giving you money because I have no ;mon,ey. If 
you want to lea,ve you can leave. But if you wait, I promis,e you 
will get your money, every penny you have earned .. Now make 
up your mind.''. 

"'No, miss, I understand. If miss says we must wait 
then we must wait,. if miss promis,es us our money.· Then we'll 
go ahead and take our slaughter-sheep." 

"Yes, take your sheep. But d.on't slaughter anything 
for the house untU hell you." · · "'· · 

."Yes,. miiss.··• 

187. The floor shines as it n·ever shone when it was f,eft: to 
the care. of servants. The doorknobs gleam, the windows 
sparkle,. the furniture glows. Every last ray of light that enters 
the house is thrown f:Fom bright surface to bright surfa.oe 
endlessly. Every it,em of linen ha.s been wa.shed ·,with my own 
hands, hung, ironed,. folded, and pack,ed away.iMy knees ar·e 
tender from kneeling at the bathside, my hands raw from the 
scrubbing-board .. My back aches, my head :reels when I stand 
up. A smen of beeswax and linseed. oil hangs in the air. The 
dust of ages, the dust from on top of the wardrobes,. the dust 
from the bedspriings, has been swept out of doors. The loft iis 
spick and span. The chests stand in rows,. packed tight with 
things I no long·er need, their hasps and locks gleaming. My 
house has been set in order down to the b.st pin, and I have 
done it myself. Ne.xt comes the farm. One of these days, if they 
are not to stifle, the sheep must be shorn. If Hendrik refuses to 
do that task I wiU,. my energies are bourid.less; I wiU put on my 
sunbonnet and go out with my sewing,;scissors and ,catch the 
sheep by_ their hind. legs and trap them between my knees and 
shear tbem,one by one, day after day,. until it is all done- let 
the wind take the wool, what good is it to me? .Or perhaps 1lc 

shan keep some of it :to stuff a mattress with,. so ~hat I. ,can He 
on it at night, on all that oily warmth. If~ cannot succeed in 
catching the sheep,. which is.not unlikdy (I have no sheepdog, 
dogs snar~ and cower when I call them, they do not Uke me, it 
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iis the slrn.ell), then there is nothing for· it, the sheep must 
perish., they must lie heaving and panting about the vdd like 
filthy brown powderpuffs dll their creator finds it iii\ ids heart 
to take them to himself. As !lior the windmins, the windmills 
win go on pumping day and night, they ar•e faithful, they do 
not think, they do not mind the heat. The dams are 
overflowing: Hendrik stiill irrigates the lands, I see him in the 
evenings. When he ceases,. out of boredom,, out of pique, I .. wiU 
carry on .. I need the fruit-trees and the vegetable garden. For 
the rest,. the rye can die, the lucerne can die. The cow is drying 
up. the cow can die. 

18,8 .. B·etween mysdf and them lies the dry river ... They no 
longer come to the 'house,. having no occasion. I have not paid 
them. Hendrik still milks the failing cow and irrigates the 
lands. Anna stays at home. Sometimes, from the stoep· or from 
a window, I •Catch a gHmpse of her scarlet kerchief bobbing 
about in the riverbed. On Friday evenings Henddk comes to 
help himself to his coU:ee and sugar and mea] and beans from 
the· ;store. l watch him cross and re-cross the yard. 

189.. . . The fo~ls have gone wHd, roosting in the trees. One 
by one they are being kUled off by wildcats. A brood o:r chicks 
was lost last .night. ; The fe.ed is running out. I ti.ave not 

· discovered any money. U it is in the post office .then it is lost to 
me .. But perhaps it really was burned up. Or perhaps there 
never was any money. P·erhaps there will be no money unless l 
'shear the sbeep and seU their wooL In that ·ca.se there wiU be 
no money. 

190. Thiis is no way to: Uve ... 

191. Unable to sleep, I drift about the house at siesta 
time .. I finger the strange ·clothes in the locked room. I ]ook at 
myseWf wn the mirror. and. try to smile. The . face in the mirror 
smiJWes a. haggard smile. Nothing has changed. I stiU do not 
like myself. Anna can wear these clothes but I cannot. From 
wea.ring Mack too long I have grown into a bWack penon. 

' ; 

19,2. · · · , Hendr~.is.sWaughtering a sheep a week. That is his 
way of claiming his due. · . -
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193. I get up• in the mornings and look for things to dean. 
But things wiU not grow dirty fast enough. They are too Witde 
used, I must wai:t for the dust, and the dust falls in its own 
good time ... 1· sulk: the house glitters ... 

~.94. Hendrik stands at die front door with· his wife 
behind him. 

''Miss, the coffee is finished, the flour is finished, 
almost ever·yt:hi.ng is finished." . 

'''Yes., I know it''s finished .. " 
"And miss .stiill owes us .. '' 
"I have no money. You don't work ~nyway, so why 

should I give you money?" · 
'"Yes., but miss owes us,. isn''t that so?". ' 
"It won't help to keep on asking, Hendrik, I am · 

telling you I hav·e no money." 
"Yes, but then miss ·can give us something dse ... " 

' 195.. I cannot ca:rry on with these idiot dialogues .. .The 
language that should pass between mysdf and these people 
was subverted by my fathe:t: and cannot be recovered. What 
pa.sses betw·een. us now is a parody. I was born into a 
language of hierarchy, of distance and P"enpective .. I:t was my 
father-tongue. I do not say it is the language my heart wants to 
speak, I feel too much the pathos of its distances, but it is all 
we hav:. I ·~an helie.~e there is a language lovers speak but 
cannot tmagme how n goes. I have no words left to exchange 
whose v~lue I. trust.. Hend:rik is ducking and grinning secredy 
all the time-he offer:s me the old locutions ... '''Miss, miss, missl" 
he says to my face; "I know you, you , a:re your father's 
~aughter," he says behin~ his hand;; "y,ou are my wife's ha]f­
SJster, where your father lay I lie too, I know that man, his 
m~rk is in my bed ... " ''You, you, you,.'' sings Klein-Anna from 
behind him wber·e I cannot see her. 

19•6. Hendrik makes his appearance hlgh above me on 
the platfor,m outside the loft door dressed i.n the dothes of my 
father. It IS grotesque I He postures, putting hiis hands on his 
hips and thrusting hi:s chest out .. 
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iis the slrn.ell), then there is nothing for· it, the sheep must 
perish., they must lie heaving and panting about the vdd like 
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never was any money. P·erhaps there will be no money unless l 
'shear the sbeep and seU their wooL In that ·ca.se there wiU be 
no money. 

190. Thiis is no way to: Uve ... 

191. Unable to sleep, I drift about the house at siesta 
time .. I finger the strange ·clothes in the locked room. I ]ook at 
myseWf wn the mirror. and. try to smile. The . face in the mirror 
smiJWes a. haggard smile. Nothing has changed. I stiU do not 
like myself. Anna can wear these clothes but I cannot. From 
wea.ring Mack too long I have grown into a bWack penon. 
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193. I get up• in the mornings and look for things to dean. 
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hips and thrusting hi:s chest out .. 
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· "'Aitsd!'·' Klein-Anna calfs up to him.. 
"Take off those clothes at once,'' I cannot have this, 

he is going too far with me, "I said you could ta.ke ~e of the 
baa.s''s old clothes, but thos•e clothes are not for youl 

H«ileex:s down at his wiife, ignoring me. 
"Hendrikl'' I shout. · · 
''He!'' says Hendrik, holding out his anns and 

pirouetting on· the platform. "A£ts6!" his wii£e cans back, 
dissolving in. delighted laughter. . . ··. . . ·' 

He has tak·en a white oouon siurt without coUar. the 
best satin waistcoat, the twiU trousers, even the good black 
boots. More shirts lie draped on the rails. 

What can I do against the two of them? I am so 
alone, and a womanl l toU up the wooden .stailrs. This is my 
fate, I must go through with it. . . 

'· . The laughter has ceased. My eyes are l·evel wruth h1s 
boots;~,· ,~ ~. . 

"Miss!" Is · that .finally hatred I hear in his voice? 
· "Miss, c.ome on, tell old. Hendrik: does miss want him to take 
off the baas's dothes?''' 

.,· - ·' -~_'] said you could take o.Jd clothes, Hendrik, but 
·tho~e clothes 'are not for you .. " How many more of these 
·cloddish words can l utter when my voice wants tl~_ wail and 

groa11;?.. · - h I h ff?'·•· - · ,,· "'Does miss want me to take t e cot es o 
~. 1 am trapped .. I am going to cry .. What. more must I 

undergo before they.wiU l·eave me alone? · . 
. . Hendrik begins to unbuckle his trous·ers. I dose my 

ey·es and bow ~y head. I must be careful, if I try to go down 
the stairs backwards I wm C•ertainly slip and fan. 

_ "Hey, iookl Look,. our miss, look:!'' What I bear in his 
voice' is certainly· hatred. Hot tears run down my .cheeks 
though I pinch my eyes shut. I;Iere ~s my punish~ent, it has 
come,, h is, now for me to bear It: "Con;te on, don t be scared, · 
our miss, it's only a manl" . 

·· , -· · ·.·- So we stand in tableau for a long time. 
''Stop now,. you're hurting her." Klein-Anna's voice 

comes up softly from below, saving me. I open my.ey•es and see 
her looking curiously straight irito my fac~ .. She 1s a wom~n, 
therefore she is merciful. Is that a universal truth? Probmg 

bac.kwards on'e foot at a time I des-cend the steps and drag past 
her into the· house. They are making an enemy of me, but 
why? Simply becaus·e I have no money for them? 

l97. They loil:ier about the yard in my parents' fine.ry wiith 
no one to show it off to. These idle days tell on them as on me. 
We a~e aU faUing apart .. Bor.ed with each other, they have 
turned on. me ifor sport .. I pick up the rifle from its old. place in 
the umbreUa rack. Hendrik's back drifts into view a.bove the 
front sight. What is Hendrik at this moment, a man plagued 
by ennui sucking a grass-balm or a1 patch of white against 
green? Who can say? Gun and target slip into equilibrium and 
I pull the Jrigger. I am stunned and d-eafened, but I have been 
through this before, down to the ringing in my ears, I am an 
old hand. · Anna is running Uke a chiid, flailing the air! 
stumbling in the beavy white dress.. Hendrik is on hands a.nd 
knees trying tio crawl ~fter her. ~- retreat to the dark of my 
room to wait for the noises to cease. 

l9tt · Gun in hand I emerge on to the bare stoep .. I raise it-
and aim at the patch of white shirt. The barrel wavers crazily, 
there is nowher·e to rest it. Anna .screams. and points. at me. 
They spring into motion, running Hke hares across the ya.rd 
towards the vegetable garden. I cannot make the gun foUow 
them fast enough. I am not bad, I am not e';en dangerous. I 
dose my ey•es and puU the trigger. I am stunned and deafened,·· 
there is a ringing in my ears .. Hendrik and Klein-Anna have 
vanished behind the row of fig-trees. I put the gun back iln iits 
place. 

199. Dre.ss·ed in the finery of dead people they sit on t:he 
old be ncb in the shade of the seriing·tre·e. Hendrik crosses his 
legs and str•etches out his arms along the bad rait Klein-Anna 
snuggl·es against his shoulder. 

He sees me watching them from the window ... He rises 
and approaches. "Miss doesn't perhaps have a :little tobacco 
forme?'' 

200. I lie on my bed with the piUow over my eyes. The 
door of my room is shut but I know ~hat Hendrik iis iin the 
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bouse mmmaging through drawers. I would know it if a fly 
Ucked its feet in this house. - . 

" . . ,_ 
The door opens. I tum to the·wall. He ·stands. over 

m.e. 
"Look, miss, I found some tobacco." 
For the last dme I inhale the sweet odour of pipe· 

tobacco .. Who wiU ever bring wt into my bouse again? 
He sits down heavily beside me on the bed. My 

nostrils fill with his smelt He lays a hand. on my hip and I 
scream at the.blankwaU, hoMing my body rigid and bellowing 
out my terror from the depths of my lungs. The hand leaves 
me, the· smell vanishes, but the scr,eams go on ringing. 

_ 201. Hendrik and Klein-Anna sit on the old bench in the 
shade of the sering-tre•e. Hendrik crosses his legs and puffs on 
his pipe .. Anna nestles agaiinst hiis shoulder. From the window I 
watch .. They are unscathed. 

20.2. I beCkon to Hendrik with the white envelope. "Take 
this letter to the post offi.ce. Give it to the baas at the post 
office. He will! give you money .. If you leave early·_,tomorrow 
morning, you can be back on Tuesday evening." ' 

"Yes, miss- the post office .. " .-· 
"If they ask, .. say I sent you. Say the baas is sick and 

'can't come. Remember: the baas is sick- don't say anything 
more·.'' 

''No, miss. The baas iis sick." 
"Yes. Arid tell Anna that i"f she fe-els anxious she is 

- welcome to sleep in the kitchen tomorrow night." 
·:ves, miss .. " 
"And put the letter in a safe plac-e,. otherwise you 

won't get anything.'' 
''No, miss, I'll k,eep it saf:e.'"' 

203.. . , Anna begins to make up her bed. I do not leave the 
kitchen, but 1 sit against the table watching her. Her 
mo-vements have grown clumsy. She is out of her depth now 
that. her husband is absent. 

''Do you like sleeping in the kitchen, Anna?" 
, "Yes, miss.'' She a.verts her face, she whispers, she 
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does not kno·w what to do with he.r hands. 
. "Don't you want to sleep in a proper bed?" 

She is bewildered. 

room?" 
''Don't you want to s.leep iin the bed in the guest· 

"No, miss." 
"Whal:l Do you prefer to sleep he:re on the floor?" · 
"Yes, miss, on the floor." 
She endures a long sHence. I fiU the kettle. 
''Get inllo bed.· I am ju.st going to make a cup of tea .. " 

_ · She ·covers herself and turns away from the light. 
''Tell me, don't you undress,·· Anna? Don't you 

undress when you go to sleep? Do you keep your ker·chi·ef on 
when you sleep?'" · 

She pushes the kerchief off .. 
''TeU me, do you sleep with your clothes on when 

your husband Is ":'ith y~u? That I can't be~ieve. :· I pul~ a .chair 
over to the beds~d.e. , Do you have a. mce time wtth your 
h~band, Anna.?' Come on, you don't hav•e to be shy, no one 
wdl hear us .. Come, teU me, do you have a nice time? Is it niCe 
~o be m~rriied,?''' S~e snuffl-es miiser~bl_,Y• trapp~~ in the dark 
h?use w~th the Witchwoman. Tb1.s 1s not gomg to' be a 
dialogue, thank God, I can stret·ch my wings and fly where] 
wilL "I too would Uke a man, but it has not been possible,. 'I 

-have never pl·eased anyone enough, I have never been pretty ... " 
I crane over her from the stiff kitchen chair and hector: she 
hears only waves of rage crasMng in ·my voice, and sobs 
drearily. "But that iis ?ot t~e worst. Energy is eternal deUght, I 
could hav·e been a quite different person, I could have burned 
my way out of this priso9, my tongue is forked with fire, do 
you unde.rstand; but it has aU be·en turned uselessly inward, 
w~a~ sound.s W you like rage is only the crackling of the· fire 
WJ.thm, I hav·e never been really cross with you, I only wanted 
to talk, I have never ]earned to talk. with another person. It has 
always been that the word has come down to me and .I have 
passed it on. I have .never known words of true -exchange',· 
Anna. ~he words I gnre you you cannot give back. They a.re · 
words Without value. Do you understand? No value. What was 
it Uk~ with my father-when the two of you spoke? Were you at 
last simply man a.nd. woman? Come, t•eU me,. I want t•o know. 
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Did he give you good words? Don.'t -cry., child,. l to·ld you I am 
not cro•ss." I lie down beside her and cradle her head on roy 
a,rm. She puts out a tong tongue and licks the snot>froro her 
. upper Up. "Come, stop aU this crying. You must beHe:ve me •. I 
am not in the least cross about what you and the baas d1d 
together. It is good that. h,e found a little h.~ppine~ wi.th you, 
he had a. terribly lonely ltf:e .. And I am sure n was mce for both 
of you,. wasn't it? I ·could never make him happ•y, ~ wa.s never 
more than the dull dutiful daughter, I only bored h1m. 

''Tell me, Annat, ihhe two of you were together~ifhe 
had liv·ed, do you think that it would have heen possibl~ that 
you and I would have been friends? What do you thmk.? I 
thiink we would have. I think we would have been something 
like· sisters or cousins. 

''Listen, .doitltt move, I am going to blow out- the 
light:, then rn come and. lie next to you till you faU as]eep." 
· I lie trembling beside her in the ,dark. . 

"Tell me, Anna, what do you caU me? What 1s my 
name?" I breathe as sofdy as I can. "What do you can me in 
y·our thoughts?" · 

"Miss?!' 
·~Yes; but to you am I only the miss? Have-! no name 

of my own?"· 
r . "Miss-MagdaJ':' . 

"Yes; or just plain Magda .. After aU, Magda as the 
name I was baptized with, not Miss Magda. ·Wouldn't it sound 
strange if the minister baptized the children like that - Miss 

-Magda, Baas Johannes,. and so f:orth ?" . . . . . 
I hear a little pop of saliva as she smlles. ~ am gamtng 

ground. 
. "Or Klein-Anna, Litde Anna, instead of Anna .. We 

are. aU linle to begin with, aren't we. I was once also Little 
Ma.gda. But now I am just Magda,. and you a:re just Ar.ma. Can 
you say Magda? Come, say Magda for me."- _ 

· · ! '"No, miss, I .. can't .. " 
~';·"''·•1_,: "Magda. It's easy: Never mind, tomorrow night we'll 

t:ry again, then we'll se•e whether you can say Magda .. Now we 
mus.t sleep ... rn lie with you for a while' then rn go w my own 
bed. Good,ni.ght, Anna.'' 

"Goodnight, mi:ss." 
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I find her head and press my lips against he:r 
forehead. For a moment she struggles, then stiffens and 
endures me ... W·e He together, at odds, I waiting for her to fa]] 
asleep, she waiting for me to go... . . , . 

I grope my way out of the k1tchen to my own bed. ~ 
am doing my best in this unfamiliar world of touch .. 

204. I wai.t for Hendrik. The day passes uneasily. Then 
far across the veld' I see what can only be he toiling towards the 
house, first a tiny white dustdoud on the horizon, then a dark 
speck moving against the stillness of other dark specks, then 
visibly a man on a bicycle pumping himself toward me 
through the heat of the afternoon. I fold my hands. 

Now he has dismounted and is pushing his bicycle 
through tbe .soft sand where the road crosses the :riiv·er. He 
seems to he bringing a pared. But as he gets nearer the pared 
becomes more and more dearly hils ja.cket tied on to the back 
ofthe bicycle... -

He rests the bicycle against the bottom step and 
marches up to me ... He holds out a lett,er folded in :Four ... 

"Good afternoon, Hend:rik, I'm sure you':r·~ 
exhausted. I put some food aside for you ... " 

· "Yes, miss ... " 
He iis waiting for me to read,. I unfold the letter. It 

is nothing .but a printed form beaded ONITREKKINGS­

WJTHDRAWALS. ~n the margin there is a pencilled cross a.gainst 
· the line Handtekening van beleer-Szgnature of depo.s-ltor.. · 

"Wouldn't they give }"OU anything?'' 
"No,. miss .. Miss said I would get my money. Where iis 

my money now?" He stands so dose over me that ~ am trapped 
in my chair... . .. 

·"I am sorry, Hendrik, I am truly sorry. But fU thmk 
of something. don't worry. ru go to the station myself 
tomorrow and fix it up. We'll have to catch the donkeys before 
sunset. I have no ildea where they are grazing.",Words, words: 
I am talking simply to hold back the wail of his anger that 
towers ove:r me. 

~ push my chair back and :rise unsteadily. He does 
not retrea.t an inch. As I tu:rn I brush against the p•atched 
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name I was baptized with, not Miss Magda. ·Wouldn't it sound 
strange if the minister baptized the children like that - Miss 

-Magda, Baas Johannes,. and so f:orth ?" . . . . . 
I hear a little pop of saliva as she smlles. ~ am gamtng 

ground. 
. "Or Klein-Anna, Litde Anna, instead of Anna .. We 

are. aU linle to begin with, aren't we. I was once also Little 
Ma.gda. But now I am just Magda,. and you a:re just Ar.ma. Can 
you say Magda? Come, say Magda for me."- _ 

· · ! '"No, miss, I .. can't .. " 
~';·"''·•1_,: "Magda. It's easy: Never mind, tomorrow night we'll 

t:ry again, then we'll se•e whether you can say Magda .. Now we 
mus.t sleep ... rn lie with you for a while' then rn go w my own 
bed. Good,ni.ght, Anna.'' 

"Goodnight, mi:ss." 
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I find her head and press my lips against he:r 
forehead. For a moment she struggles, then stiffens and 
endures me ... W·e He together, at odds, I waiting for her to fa]] 
asleep, she waiting for me to go... . . , . 

I grope my way out of the k1tchen to my own bed. ~ 
am doing my best in this unfamiliar world of touch .. 

204. I wai.t for Hendrik. The day passes uneasily. Then 
far across the veld' I see what can only be he toiling towards the 
house, first a tiny white dustdoud on the horizon, then a dark 
speck moving against the stillness of other dark specks, then 
visibly a man on a bicycle pumping himself toward me 
through the heat of the afternoon. I fold my hands. 

Now he has dismounted and is pushing his bicycle 
through tbe .soft sand where the road crosses the :riiv·er. He 
seems to he bringing a pared. But as he gets nearer the pared 
becomes more and more dearly hils ja.cket tied on to the back 
ofthe bicycle... -

He rests the bicycle against the bottom step and 
marches up to me ... He holds out a lett,er folded in :Four ... 

"Good afternoon, Hend:rik, I'm sure you':r·~ 
exhausted. I put some food aside for you ... " 

· "Yes, miss ... " 
He iis waiting for me to read,. I unfold the letter. It 

is nothing .but a printed form beaded ONITREKKINGS­

WJTHDRAWALS. ~n the margin there is a pencilled cross a.gainst 
· the line Handtekening van beleer-Szgnature of depo.s-ltor.. · 

"Wouldn't they give }"OU anything?'' 
"No,. miss .. Miss said I would get my money. Where iis 

my money now?" He stands so dose over me that ~ am trapped 
in my chair... . .. 

·"I am sorry, Hendrik, I am truly sorry. But fU thmk 
of something. don't worry. ru go to the station myself 
tomorrow and fix it up. We'll have to catch the donkeys before 
sunset. I have no ildea where they are grazing.",Words, words: 
I am talking simply to hold back the wail of his anger that 
towers ove:r me. 

~ push my chair back and :rise unsteadily. He does 
not retrea.t an inch. As I tu:rn I brush against the p•atched 
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shirt, the gleaming skin, ·the smen of su~ and sweat. He follows 
me in. 

205. I point to tbe ()OVered rush on the table. "Why don't 
you eat here in the kitchen?'" 

_ He lifts the cov·er and looks at the cold sausage and 
coWd potatoes.. . 

"I win ma~e tea. You must be thirsty.'' 
_ He skims the diish a.cross the table. It shatters on the 

tiles,, the food spilling lump·ily ·everywhere. 
· '"You ...,.j" I sc11eam. He watches to se·e what I will do. 

''ln. God!s name what is wrong? Why can't you teU me straight 
ou.t why you a.re so cross? Pick up that food,, dean up, I'm not 
having you make a mess in my honsel" 

. He leans on the taMe breathing heavily .. A fine chest, 
strong lungs. A man.· 
: . . -~'Miss liedl':' I hear the WO•ros reverberate in the space 

between us., My heart sinks, I do not want to be shouted at,. it 
only leaves me helpl·ess .. _ "Miss said the_ post offi.ce would give 
me moneyl .Two days I rode- two days! And. wher•e is my 
money? Ho·w must I live? Tb.e stor•eroom is empty. Wh~r·e must 
we get fC\od?' From heav·en? WhUe the baas was here we got our 
food . every week, our money every month; but where is the 
baas lying now?" . · 

· ·-·· Does he not see that thiis a·chi.eves nothing? What·can 
I do? I lia.ve no money to give him. "You may as w·ellleave," I 
mumbiDe, but he does not hear me, he is ranting, throwing 
heavy bla·ck words which I no longer bother to catch. · 

I tum to go .. He sp·dngs at me and grabs my a:rm. 
"Let go!'' I shout. He grips me tiigbdy and pulls me back into 
the kit~ben. "No, wait a bid" he hisses in my ear. I pick up the 

-first thmg I see, a fork, and. lunge at him. The tines scrape his 
shoulder, P'robably not even pi•erdng the skin; but he exclaims 
in surprise and burls me to· the floor. I s:tumbie up into a, 
deluge of blows. 1· have no breath ~eft, ev·erything has been 
gasped out, I covermy bead and fall slowly and. awkwardly 
back to the floor. "Y:esl . . . Y·esl . : . Yesl . ',. . '' say.s Hendrik, 
beating me, 1 raise· myself on hands and kne·es and begin to 
crawl tlo· the door. He kicks me wn the buttocks, heavily, twice, 
a man's ildcks; catcbing bone. I fllilnch and weep with shame.'' 

:'Please, pl~asel'" I roll o~er on my back and lift my knees. This 
m bow a b1tch must look; but as for what happens next,. I do 
not even know how it is done .. He goes on ldcking at my thighs. 

:206.. Hend:riik stiU rants behind me, throwing his heavy 
black words, but .l.cannot li~ten to more of this grudge from a 
man ridden by a. sense ·of being wronged. I turn and walk. out. 
At ~y second St•ep he is upon me,. catching my . arm and -
ya~king me round. I "struggle against him. I pick up the fir:st 
thmg I se•e, a :tiork., and lunge with it,. scraping his should .. er: 
The skin is not even pierced, but be sucks in his breath with 

.surprise and buds me against the wall, his whole weight upon 
me. The fork faHs ... His pelvis grinds hard into me. "No!." 1 say .. 
"Yes!" he ,grunts an inch from my ear, "Yesl ... Y·es!'· .... " 1 · 
weep,. the situation is shameful, I do not see how to get out of 
it, something is going limp insi,de me, something is dying. He 
bends and fumbles fo:r the bottom of my dress. 1 scuffle, but he 
~nds it and his fingers come up between my legs. I grip as 
ughtly as I can to keep them still.. "No, please not, plea.se, not 
that, .. only not that, I beg you, Hendrik, I · wiU give you 
anyti,ung, only please not thad" I am Ught-beaded with 
panung, I push and push at his fa,ce without effect. He slides 
down my body, dragging at the ela.stic of my pants, scratching 
?Ie. "Nol ... Nol ... Nol ... " I am faint with fright, there 
IS no pleasure iln this. "Ah Hendrlk, please let me go, I dori't 
•even know, howl:'' I am falling, perhaps even fainting, held up 
only by bii~ arms a!l'ound my thighs .. Then I. am lying on tbe 
floor smelling tbe beeswa.x, the ·dust.. I am nauseous with fear 
my limbs have turned to water. If thi.s is my fate it .sick,ens, me ... ' 

Things ar·e happening to me, things are being done 
to me, I feel them far away. terrible indsions, dull surgery. 
~ound.s come dear[y: sackings, breathings, lappings. ''Not 
here, not on the floor, please, please:!" His ea:r is at my ]ips,.· I 
need only whisper to be heard ... He rocks me back and forth, 
back and forth on the floorboards, my ·skul] giving a Htde 
bump on the skirting every time. SmeUs come dearly tao; hair;·: 
as?. "You are hurting me .. . . please . . ; please stop . . .'')s 
thiDs.finaUy how people doh? He heaYes on and on, be groans 
agamst my ea:r, tears run down tbe back ·of my throat. Let h 
stop, let it stop! He begins to pant. He shudders lengthHy a.nd 
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shirt, the gleaming skin, ·the smen of su~ and sweat. He follows 
me in. 

205. I point to tbe ()OVered rush on the table. "Why don't 
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· ·-·· Does he not see that thiis a·chi.eves nothing? What·can 
I do? I lia.ve no money to give him. "You may as w·ellleave," I 
mumbiDe, but he does not hear me, he is ranting, throwing 
heavy bla·ck words which I no longer bother to catch. · 

I tum to go .. He sp·dngs at me and grabs my a:rm. 
"Let go!'' I shout. He grips me tiigbdy and pulls me back into 
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-first thmg I see, a fork, and. lunge at him. The tines scrape his 
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beating me, 1 raise· myself on hands and kne·es and begin to 
crawl tlo· the door. He kicks me wn the buttocks, heavily, twice, 
a man's ildcks; catcbing bone. I fllilnch and weep with shame.'' 
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m bow a b1tch must look; but as for what happens next,. I do 
not even know how it is done .. He goes on ldcking at my thighs. 
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At ~y second St•ep he is upon me,. catching my . arm and -
ya~king me round. I "struggle against him. I pick up the fir:st 
thmg I se•e, a :tiork., and lunge with it,. scraping his should .. er: 
The skin is not even pierced, but be sucks in his breath with 

.surprise and buds me against the wall, his whole weight upon 
me. The fork faHs ... His pelvis grinds hard into me. "No!." 1 say .. 
"Yes!" he ,grunts an inch from my ear, "Yesl ... Y·es!'· .... " 1 · 
weep,. the situation is shameful, I do not see how to get out of 
it, something is going limp insi,de me, something is dying. He 
bends and fumbles fo:r the bottom of my dress. 1 scuffle, but he 
~nds it and his fingers come up between my legs. I grip as 
ughtly as I can to keep them still.. "No, please not, plea.se, not 
that, .. only not that, I beg you, Hendrik, I · wiU give you 
anyti,ung, only please not thad" I am Ught-beaded with 
panung, I push and push at his fa,ce without effect. He slides 
down my body, dragging at the ela.stic of my pants, scratching 
?Ie. "Nol ... Nol ... Nol ... " I am faint with fright, there 
IS no pleasure iln this. "Ah Hendrlk, please let me go, I dori't 
•even know, howl:'' I am falling, perhaps even fainting, held up 
only by bii~ arms a!l'ound my thighs .. Then I. am lying on tbe 
floor smelling tbe beeswa.x, the ·dust.. I am nauseous with fear 
my limbs have turned to water. If thi.s is my fate it .sick,ens, me ... ' 

Things ar·e happening to me, things are being done 
to me, I feel them far away. terrible indsions, dull surgery. 
~ound.s come dear[y: sackings, breathings, lappings. ''Not 
here, not on the floor, please, please:!" His ea:r is at my ]ips,.· I 
need only whisper to be heard ... He rocks me back and forth, 
back and forth on the floorboards, my ·skul] giving a Htde 
bump on the skirting every time. SmeUs come dearly tao; hair;·: 
as?. "You are hurting me .. . . please . . ; please stop . . .'')s 
thiDs.finaUy how people doh? He heaYes on and on, be groans 
agamst my ea:r, tears run down tbe back ·of my throat. Let h 
stop, let it stop! He begins to pant. He shudders lengthHy a.nd 
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Ues stm on me. Then he draws himself out and a.way .. Now I 
know fo·r sure he was inside me, now that he is out; and aU the 
a.che a.nd damm.ines5 sets in .. .I press my fingers iinltl my groin 
while beside me he fast·ens his trousers. It is beginning to seep 
out of me,. tbi.s acrid flo·w that must be his seed,. down my 
thighs, on to my clothe.s, on to the floor. How can I. ever wash 
iit ;aU out? I sob and sob in despair. 

207 .. He throws me against the waU, pinning my wri.sts, 
his whole wdght upon m~. Th.e fork falls to the floor, hi.s pelvis 
grinds 'ha.rd into me. "Nol'' I say. "Yes!'' he says, 
"Yesl ... Yes! .... ""Why do you hate me so?·" I sob. I turn 
my face: from him, I cannot help it .. "You only want to hurt me 
all the time. What have I done to· you? It ils not my fault that 
ev·erythin,g is going so badly,. it is your wife's fault, it is her fault 

· and my father's. And it's also your fault! Y·ou people don't 
know where to stop! Stop itl Don't do tha.t, you're hurting mel 
P,~ease stop itl Why are you hurting me? Why do you hurt me 
so much?' Please! Please not like this on the floorl Let me go, 
Hendrikl" 

: ·:, -l 

208 ... : - He closes the bedroom door and stands ·against it. 
"Take off youi dothesl'' sa.ys this stranger. He foJoes me to 
und.ress. My finger$ are numb. lam shivering. 1 whisper to 
myself without cease, but be is lost in himself, he does not hear 
me. "You do. nothing but shout at me. you never talk to me, 

. you hate me .... '.' .I turn my back on hiim and. find my way 
gra.cetessly out of my dress and petticoat. This iis, my fate, this 
i:s a woman's fate. I cannot do more than I have done. I lie 
down on the bed with my back to him, hugging and hiding my 
mean little breasts. I have forg·ol:ten to take my shoes om: It is 
too late now, things will foUow on from a beginning to an end~ 
1 .. must simp1y endure untiil finaUy I am left a.tone imd can 
begin to rediscover who· I am, putting together, in the time of 
whkh there is blessedly so much ber•e, the pi·eces that this 
~nusual afternoon in my Ufe is disarranging .. 

209 .. Pulling off my pants he rips tbem on tbe 
;shoebuttons: more womanwork for me .. ''Open up,"' be says, 
tbose are hi,s, first words to• me;. but I am cold, I shake my bead 
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and clench myself, I clench •everything together, I have 
nothing to give him, I am beyond being persuaded,. even the 
tears can find no way out from behind these knotted eyelids, 
he wm have to break me open, I am as hard. as shdl, ~· cannot 
hdp him. He parts my knees by force and I damp them to 
again, time after time after time ... 

He lifts my legs in the air. I stiffen and cry out with 
shame ... '''Don't be afraid," he says ... Are those his words? His 
tongue is. thick.. Then suddenly· hi:s head pushes in betwe•en 
my thighs. l press against his wooUy hair,. I squinn, but he 
b ' ""Ah "I h urrow.s m. . a . . . cry, t ere is ·no end to the 
humiliation. I am soggy, it is revolting, iit must be with his spit, 
he must bave spat on me while he was there .. I sob and sob. 

He ·crouches betwe•en my legs, holding them apart 
and pushing. '''lt won't hurt,'' he says. · 

He has forced his way into me .. I toss from side to side 
and weep, but he is relendess, he ba11es my breasts too and 
presses down on me; he pants in my ·ear, rocking further and 
further in,. wben · wiU it stop? "Everyone likes it," he says 
harshly ... Are tQ:ose his words? What doe.s he meant And then: 
"Hold ti~htl~" ~hat? The bed creaks .. at every joint_, it is a single:: 
bed, a d1van, mt was not made for th]s. He sucks the breath out 
of my lungs, he moans and hisses in my ear, his teeth grind like 
stones .. "Everyone likes it''? "Everyone Hkes it"? Can people be 
so affected? But by what? Shudders; run through him from 
head to foot, I feel them distinctly.,. more distincdy than 
anything else yet, this must be the climax of the act,. this I 
~now, this I have seen in animab, iit is the same everywher·e., it 
Slgttals the end. . 

210. · He l~es beside me on his back', snoring, asleep. My 
band cove:rs h1s man's part, held there by his hand; but my 
nerves are duU, lam without ·curiosity, I feel only a dampness 
and softness. Without disturbing him I puU the green 
counterpane over myself .. Am I now a woman? Has this made 
me into a woman? So many tiny events, acts, movements; ·one 
after another,. musdes puUing bones this way and that,. and 
their upshot is that I can say, I am finaUy a woman, or, Am I 
finally a woman? Fingers grip the spine of a fork, the tine.s 
flash out, plunging through · the patched shirt, ploughing 
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Ues stm on me. Then he draws himself out and a.way .. Now I 
know fo·r sure he was inside me, now that he is out; and aU the 
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iit ;aU out? I sob and sob in despair. 

207 .. He throws me against the waU, pinning my wri.sts, 
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· and my father's. And it's also your fault! Y·ou people don't 
know where to stop! Stop itl Don't do tha.t, you're hurting mel 
P,~ease stop itl Why are you hurting me? Why do you hurt me 
so much?' Please! Please not like this on the floorl Let me go, 
Hendrikl" 

: ·:, -l 

208 ... : - He closes the bedroom door and stands ·against it. 
"Take off youi dothesl'' sa.ys this stranger. He foJoes me to 
und.ress. My finger$ are numb. lam shivering. 1 whisper to 
myself without cease, but be is lost in himself, he does not hear 
me. "You do. nothing but shout at me. you never talk to me, 

. you hate me .... '.' .I turn my back on hiim and. find my way 
gra.cetessly out of my dress and petticoat. This iis, my fate, this 
i:s a woman's fate. I cannot do more than I have done. I lie 
down on the bed with my back to him, hugging and hiding my 
mean little breasts. I have forg·ol:ten to take my shoes om: It is 
too late now, things will foUow on from a beginning to an end~ 
1 .. must simp1y endure untiil finaUy I am left a.tone imd can 
begin to rediscover who· I am, putting together, in the time of 
whkh there is blessedly so much ber•e, the pi·eces that this 
~nusual afternoon in my Ufe is disarranging .. 

209 .. Pulling off my pants he rips tbem on tbe 
;shoebuttons: more womanwork for me .. ''Open up,"' be says, 
tbose are hi,s, first words to• me;. but I am cold, I shake my bead 
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and clench myself, I clench •everything together, I have 
nothing to give him, I am beyond being persuaded,. even the 
tears can find no way out from behind these knotted eyelids, 
he wm have to break me open, I am as hard. as shdl, ~· cannot 
hdp him. He parts my knees by force and I damp them to 
again, time after time after time ... 

He lifts my legs in the air. I stiffen and cry out with 
shame ... '''Don't be afraid," he says ... Are those his words? His 
tongue is. thick.. Then suddenly· hi:s head pushes in betwe•en 
my thighs. l press against his wooUy hair,. I squinn, but he 
b ' ""Ah "I h urrow.s m. . a . . . cry, t ere is ·no end to the 
humiliation. I am soggy, it is revolting, iit must be with his spit, 
he must bave spat on me while he was there .. I sob and sob. 

He ·crouches betwe•en my legs, holding them apart 
and pushing. '''lt won't hurt,'' he says. · 

He has forced his way into me .. I toss from side to side 
and weep, but he is relendess, he ba11es my breasts too and 
presses down on me; he pants in my ·ear, rocking further and 
further in,. wben · wiU it stop? "Everyone likes it," he says 
harshly ... Are tQ:ose his words? What doe.s he meant And then: 
"Hold ti~htl~" ~hat? The bed creaks .. at every joint_, it is a single:: 
bed, a d1van, mt was not made for th]s. He sucks the breath out 
of my lungs, he moans and hisses in my ear, his teeth grind like 
stones .. "Everyone likes it''? "Everyone Hkes it"? Can people be 
so affected? But by what? Shudders; run through him from 
head to foot, I feel them distinctly.,. more distincdy than 
anything else yet, this must be the climax of the act,. this I 
~now, this I have seen in animab, iit is the same everywher·e., it 
Slgttals the end. . 

210. · He l~es beside me on his back', snoring, asleep. My 
band cove:rs h1s man's part, held there by his hand; but my 
nerves are duU, lam without ·curiosity, I feel only a dampness 
and softness. Without disturbing him I puU the green 
counterpane over myself .. Am I now a woman? Has this made 
me into a woman? So many tiny events, acts, movements; ·one 
after another,. musdes puUing bones this way and that,. and 
their upshot is that I can say, I am finaUy a woman, or, Am I 
finally a woman? Fingers grip the spine of a fork, the tine.s 
flash out, plunging through · the patched shirt, ploughing 
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thro!LWgh the skin. Blood flows. Two arms grapp·le, the fo·rk 
!ails. A body lies on top of a body pushing and push-!ng, trying 
to find a way in, motion everywhere; But what doe$· this body 
want inside me? What is this man trying to find iin me? Will he 
~ry, a.gain when he wakes up? What deeper invasion and 
possession does he plot in his .sleep? That one day aU his bony 
frame shan liie packe·d inside me, his skull in.side.my skuU, his 

. limbs along my limbs, the rest of him crammed.intlo my belly? 
W11at wil~ be leaye me of myseU? 

. 211. .The last ofthe aft~ernoon is wheeling past white I lie 
beside this man seeping tears and blood.. If I wer·e to get up 
now a.nd :walk, for I ·can stm walk,. I can stiill talk, if I were to 
walk out on to the stoep., my hair tangled, my buttocks 
sagging, my thighs smeared. in fihh, if I were to come out into 
the Ught,, I, the black flow·er that grows in the comer, dazzled, 
dizzy,. I am .sure that in spite of all it would be an afternoon ~ 

like any other,. the cicadas would not pause in their grating, 
the beat-waves would still thriU on the horizon, the sun would 
stiU Ue

1 
ponderous and indifferent on my skin... I have been 

throug!J.. everything now and no angel has desc·e~,d·ed with 
flaming sword to forbid it. There are, it seems, no angels in this 
p·art of the sky, no God in this part of the worWd. !t belongs 
only to the sun. I do not think it was ever iint•end·ed that people 
should live here. This is a land made for insects who eat sand 
and lay eggs in. each other's co·rpses and have no vok·es with 
which to scream when they die. It would cost me nothing to go 
to the kit~chen and fetch a knife and cut off the part of this 
man with which he has·been offending me. Where will it all 
end? What is there left for me now? When will I be able to say, 
It is enough?.: I. long ;!:or the end. I .long tlo· be folded in 
someone's arms, to be soothed and fondled and ~Jo.td I may stop 
dcking. I want a cave, a hol•e tlo snuggle in,. I wan.t to block my 
ears against this chatter that streams endlessly from and into 
me, ~want a home somewhere else, if it has.to be iin.this body 
then 9n .. diffen:nt tennis in this body, if there i.s no other body, 
though there. is one I would far prefer, I cannot stop these 
words unless I cut my throat, I would like to climb into Klein­
Anna's body, I would liik·e to dimb down her throat while she 
s~eeps a.nd spread myself gently inside her, my hands in her 
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hands, my fe.et in her feet, my skuU in the benign quiet of her 
skull where tmages of soap and Dour and milk revolve, the 
holes of my body S:lliding into place over the holes of hers, there 
to wait mindlessly for whatever enters them, the song of birds,. 
the smeU of dung, the parts of a man, not angry now but 
gentle, rocking in my bloodw.armth, laving me with soapy 
seed, sle·eping in my cave. I too am faUing asleep as my fin~rs, 
covered by his sle•eping fingers, begin to learn to caress this soft 
thing for which I win probably,. as long as I am able,, try not to 
learn the name . 

212. He pushes my hand away and sits up. 
''You have been sleeping." They are my words,, soft, 

from me. How strange. They just come. '''Please don't be cross 
any more. I won't say anything.'' I tum on my side and look 
fuUathim. 

He mbs his face in his. cupped hands, climbs over 
me, and finds his trousers. I l·ean on an elbow watching the 
brisk movements with which men d.ress .. 

He leav.es the room, and a moment later I hear the 
tyres of his bi.cyde crunch on the gravel, softer and softer as he 
rides off. 

213. ~· knock at the open door of the cottage .. I am 
washed, my fa.ce f:eels dean and kiind ... · Anna comes up behind 
me carrying art armful of firewood ... 

'''Evening, Anna, is Hendrik at home?" 
''Y,es, miss. Hendrikl The miss; is he:rel" 
So she knows nothing. I smUe at her and she mnches. 

It wiU take time .. 
Hendrik stands in the doorway, keeping lbo the 

shadow. · 
"Hendrik, will you and. Anna come and sleep in the 

house from now on; I get too nervous when I am alone. I'll give 
you proper beds, you won't have to sl•eep on the floor again. In 

. fact, there is no reason why you shouldn't sleep in the guest­
room.. Bring along everything you wiU need, then you won't 
have to run back and forth." . 

They exchange ~ooks whiile I stand waiting. 
"Ye.s, we'U come," says. Hendriik .. 
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214. ' w.e sit an three a.round the kitchen table eating by 
candleli.ght the soup that Anna and I have made. U~sure of 
their footing here, unsure of my •customs, they eat a wk\i.larc:Uy. 
Anna. casts her eyes down; Hendrik answers my questions 
ab~ut the fann.in his o~d curt way .. 

215 .. I wash the dishes and Anna dries. We work deftly 
together,. It is, the moments when her hands have no work that 
,she fears .. I am res~lved to ask £ewer questions and to chau,er 
mor·e·, .. so that --she- wiU grow accustomed to the dedarative 
mode. At the moments when our bod.ies brush I am careful 
nouo pull back. . . .. 

Henchik has vanished into the. night~ W!llat do men 
do when they walk about in the dark? . 

• • • y • ~~ ··, ~ • 

216 .. - ·We make up tw:'? beds in the guestroom, decendy, 
with she.ets and blankets. Then we push the beds together. I 
see to. it that there-is a chamberpot. I fill the waterjug. I am 
faili.ng in no observance, nor are my intentions impure. In the 
heart of nowhere, in this dead place, I am making a start; or, 
if not that, m:aking a gestur·e. 

217. In the small hours of the night Hendrik cre~ps into 
my bed and takes me. It hurts, I am still raw, but l try to 
rdax, to unde:rstand the S•ensati:on, though as yet it has no 
fo:rin. "I ,do not see what it is in me that caus,es his excitement; 
or if I do r·ecogn.ize the cause, I hope that in time it will change 
for the beuer ... I would like to sleep in his arms, to see wheth.er 
it is, possib],e to sleep in someone else's arms, but tha,t is not 
what he. waQ:tS. I do not yet ~iike the smeU of his seed .. ' Does a 
woman grow used to it,. ·I wonder ... Anna must on no account 
make up this bed in tbe morniing. I must rub s.a]t inl:io the 
bloody sheets and lock them away, or else quiedy burn them:-

. _ Hend:rik rises and dresses in the dark. I ha.ve had no 
~ieep, i~ iis neady morning, I amdizzy with exhaustion. 

. "Am I doing iit :right, Hend:rik?" l lean out from the' 
bed and catch his hand. I can hear from my voice,. and he 
must b_ear it tqo, that: I am changiing. "I don~t know anythiing 
about this, Hendrik- do you understand? AU I want to know is 
whether ·~ am doing it righ,t.; Please giV"e me just that little 
~p~ . 
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He loosens my fingers, not unkindly, and departs. I 
Ue naked, pondering, making the most of the time that is mine 
befor·e first light, preparing mysdftoo for the night to ·come.· · 

218. "Are you happy, Hendrik? Do I make you feel 
happy?'' I run my fingers over his face, this is something he 
allows me.. His mouth is not smiling.,. but a smiJing mouth is 
not the sole· sign of happiness. "Do you like what w~ do?' 
Hend:rik, I know nothing. I don't know whether you like what 
we do. Do you understa.nd what I am teUingyou?" 

I would Uke a. chance to look at him, I would lik·e to 
see whether he regards me with the old watchfulness. His fac·e 
is growing more obscure to me •every day. 

I l·ean over him, stroking him with swings of my haiir., 
it is something he seems to Iik_,e, it i:s something he allows me. 
''Hendrik, why won't you let. me light a candler' Just once? You 
come in the night Uke a ghost - how am ~ to know it is really 
you?'! 

"Who else would it: be?" 
"No one . . . I just wa.nt to• see how you look. May 

I?" 
'"No, don''d" 

219. Some nights he "does not come .. I lie naked, waiting, 
dozing into shallow sl·eep, snapping aw;ake, groaning at the 
fi:rst birdsong, the first aura of dawn .. This too happens to 
women, they lie waiting for men who do not come, I have r·ead 
of it, let it not be said that I do not underg:o everything, from 
the first letter to the ];a st. 

I am growing limp with la·ck of sleep. i fall asleep 
without warning iin the afternoons, slumped hi a .chaiir 
anywhere, and wake hot and ·confused, the last thin echo of a 
snore in my ear.s. Do the two of them see me Jike this? Do they 
point at me and smiile and tiptoe about their business? I grind 
my teeth w~th shain.e .. 

220. I am eating badly. ·growing even sc.rawnier, if that iis 
possible. I suffer from rashes about the neck. I have no beauty 
to lure him on wi.th. Perhaps tha.t iis why he will not aUow a 
candle, perhaps he thinks he would be put off by the sight of 
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me .. I do not. know what: pleases him, whether he wants me to 
·move or lie stiU when he takes me. I stroke his skin but fed no 
response from it. He stays with me more and more-'ilriefly, 
sometimes ~or only the minute it takes him to release himself 
inside me. He does not ta.ke. off his shirt. I am too dry for this 
kind of activity. I have begun with it too late in Ufe,, streams 
that should. be running dried up long ago.. I try to mois~en 
mysdf when I hear him at the doo·r, but it does not always 
work.. I •Cannot honestly se·e why he leaves his wilte's bed for 
mine. Sometimes the fishy smeU of her comes to my nostrils 

. when he undr·esses. I am sure they make love every night. 

221. He turns me on my fac·e and does it to me from 
behind. like an animal. Everything dies in me when I have to 
raise my ugly rear to him. I .am humiliat~d; som.etiimes I think 
it is my humiliation he wants. 

., 

222. "Stay just a moment longer, Hendrik. Can't we talk? 
We get so Iitde chance to talk. to each other.'' 

,-·','Ssh; not so loud, she wiill hear us!" · 
"She is a child, she i.s fa.st asleep! Do you min~ if she 

finds out?"·· ~ · 
"No. What can she do? What can brown people do?'' 
"Please, don't be so bitter! What have I done to make 

you so bitter?" 
· "Nothing, miss."' 

He is scrambling out of the bed, his body as 
unyielding as iron. 

''Hendrik, don't go·l I am dred, ·tired to the marrow 
of my bones .. Can't you und.erstand? AH I want is a Iitde peace 
between us. It isn't much to ask for." 

''No, miss." And he iis gone .. 

223.. There are the days to fill too, ·days of atomic 
aimlessness .. We three cannot find our true paths in this house. 
I cannot say whether Hendrik and Anna are guests or invaders 
or prisoner.s. I can no longer shut myself off in my room as I 
used tlo do. I cannot lea.ve Anna lo fend for herself in the 
house. I watch her eyes,. waiting for her to revea[ that she 
knows what happens in the nights; but she wiU not look at me. 
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We still work togetherin the kitchen. Beyond that, what ca:Q.I 
expect of her? ~ust .she be the one who keeps the house shiniing 
or must I,. whde she watches? .Must we kneel and. polish 

· together, servitors of a domestic idea]? She wants to go ba.ck to 
her own home, I know, back to her own lax ways and 
comfortable smells. his Hendrik who is keeping her here. She 
must want to be alone with Hendrik; But Hendrik wants both 
her and me as I want both her and Hendrik. I do not know 
how to r·esolve the problem. I know nothing save that 
asymmetry makes people unhappy. 

224. Anna is oppressed by my watching eyes .. She iis 
oppressed ~y my invitations to relax, to sit by my side on the 
old ~ench m the .shade of the sering·tree. She is oppressed 
part~culariy by my t~lk. I no lon:ger ask her questions, I know 
better than that, I s1mply speak to her; but I hal'e no skiU in 
speech, I know no anecdotes, no gossip, I ha.v.e lived an my life 
alone •. I have no experience to draw on, my speech is 
s~I_Det1mes a;nere; .. babble, somedmes I see myself as a boring 
chdd babbhng to h_er.leaming a. human tongue, certainly, in 
the course of habbhng, but slowly,. too slowly, and at too great 
a cost. As for her words, they ·come tlo me duU with reluctance. 

' 
225. I announce that the dC~,y has come to make green fig 
preserve·. I am gay, it is a favourite day of mine, but I cannot 
rouse Anna from her morose fit. We move down the rows of 
trees. Pick only the smallest figs, I tdl her, pick nothing that 
has so much as b~.gun to ripen. For ev·ery five'that fall into my 
bucket one falls mto bers.. We spread the figs on the kitchen 
table .. Cut a H~de cross like this, I tell her,. so that th·e sugar can 
w~rk 1ts way m to the core. My fing·ers are nimble, her.s ar·e 
!hu::k, she works slowly,. she is no hdp ... She drops her ha.nds 
mto her lap and sighs. I watch from across the table, across the 
bowls of figs. She will not meet my eyes. 
.... " "I.s there something upsetting you, child?'' I ask. 
Come on, teU me, perhaps I can help·." -

She shakes her head miseraMy, stupidly. She picks 
up a fig and scrapes at it. · . 

''Are you lonely, Anna? Ar·e you loncring to see your 
family?" o-
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'· ; .·. She shakes her head slowly •. 
This is how I sp•end my days. There has, been no 

transfiguration. What I long for, whatever it is,. 'Ctoes not 
come. 

226 .. · ·'I stand behind Anna. I put my hands on her 
shou[den;, I sUp my fingers under the neck of her dress and 
car·ess the-clear young bones, the clavicle, the scapula, names 
telling nothing of their beauty. She sinks her head. ., · · 

"Sometimes I too feel fuU of sorrow. I am sure it is 
the landscape that makes us Jed like that." My fingers touch 
l;ler throat, her jaw, her temp•les ... '"Never mind. Soon it wiill all 
come right.." 

·. What does one do with desire? My eye fans idly on 
obj·ects, odd stones, pretty flowers., strange insects: I pick them 
up, bea.r them home, stor·e them away: A man comes to Anna 
and comes to me: we ·embrace him, we hold him inside us, we 
are hiis,, he is ours. I am heir to a space of natal •earth whkh my 
~nc·estors found good-and fenced about. To the spur of desire 
we ha.ve.only one re;sponse: to cap·ture, to ·enclose,, to hoM. But 
h!l>W real is our, possession? The flowers tum to dust,, Jfendrik 
uncouples and Jeaves.; the land. knows nothing of :t:ences, the 
stones will be here when I have crumbled away, the v~r:y food I 
devour passes through me. I. am not one of the heroes of 
d·esire, what I want· is not infinite or .unattainable, aU I ask 
myself, faintly; dubiously; querulously; is whether there is not 
something. to do with desire other than striving to possess the 
·desired in a project which must be vain, since its end can only 
be the annihilation of the desired. And how much kceener does 
my •question become when woman desires woman, two holes, 
two emptinesses. For-if that is what I am then that is what she 
is too, anatomy iis desti.ny: an empthi.ess, or a sheU, a film over 
an emp•tiness longing to be filled in a·world iin which nothing 
fins. I speak to her: "Do you know what I feel like, Anna? Like 
a ,great ePlp·tiness, an emptiness filled with agreat 'absenc·e, an 
absencewhkhis a desire to be fiUed; to be fulfiUed. Yet at the 
same tim.e,l k.now·that nothing'wiU fill me,.be·cause it is the 
fir:st · condiidon· of Hf:e forever to d.esire,. otherwise Iiife would 
·cease. h is. a.· principle· of lif:e forever to be unfulfiUed. 
Fulfilment d.oes not fulfil. Only stones desire nothing. And 
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who knows, perhaps in stones ther·e ar'e also holes w·e h.ave 
never d.iscovered." 

. I l~.an ov~r her,; I caress her arms, I hold her limp 
hands m .mme. That IS what she gets from me, colonial 
philosophy, words with no history behind them, homespun; 
when she wants stories. l can imagine a woman who would 
make this chii]d happy,. fillin,g her with tales from a past that 
really happened, how grandfather ran away from the bees and 
l~st his hat and never found it again, why the moon wa.xes and 
wanes, how the hare tricked the jackal. But these words of 
miine come from nowhere and go nowhere, they have no past 
or future, they whistle across the fiats in a desolate eternal 
present, feeding no one. 

227. We have had visitors ... 
Anna was cutting my hair .. I sat on a stool outside the 

kitchen in the coo[ of the morning. From across the lands the 
breeze brought .the muffled subterranean clang of the pump, 
another sound m a world full ·of familia.r evocative sounds. ~ 
ca~. conce~ve of myself blind and. happy in a world like this, 

. ra1smg my face to the sun .and basking, tuning my ea:rs to the 
distance. Aiuia.'s scissors slide cool acr•oss the nape of my neck 
obedient to my murmurs. : 
, . Then ali at once there is tumult in the empty 

doorway, .bro~n on grey on black, the space discomposing and 
recomposmg Itself before my eyes, and Hendrik has ·come and 
gone, his trousedegs whipping against each other,. his soles 
crunching the gravel; and Anna at once behind him running 
too, bent, urgent, the comb and scissors scattering,. from 
stiUness into motion without transition as if aU her life with me 
has only been an instant frozen,. abstracted, stolen from a life 
of running. Before I can stand up they are gone behind th'e 
wall of the shea.ring-pens, behind the wagonhouse, down the 
slope into the riverbed. 

. With tbe tablecioth over my shoulders and my haU­
cut hair in my fist I emerge from the bouse to face two 
strangers, two horsemen. Unkempt, surpriised, is iis I who 
ought to be at. a disadvantage;. but I know better, they a.re on 
my land, they have disturbed me, it is they who have to make 
their apologies and state their busin.ess. . 
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··· . "No;'' I teU "them ·curtly,. "he left early this 
morning .. . .. . No, I don't know where . . .. The boy \\tent with 
him .... P'robab1y late. He always comes home late,.'' ' 

.: .They a.re father and son; neighbours. When did I 
last see a. neighbour? Have I ever seen one? They do not say 
why they hav·e come. They oome on.men's business. Fences are 
down, a dog-pack is at. large,; there is an epidemic among the 
sheep, the locusts are swarming, the shearen hav·e not arrived, 
they will not tell me what.·These are real calamities, how wi:ll I 
ever deal with them by myself? .If I make Hendrik my foreman 
win he be able to run the farm. while I stand S•ev·erdy behind 
him pretending he- is my puppet? Would it not be better to 
span barbed wire around the farm, lock the gates,. kill off the 
sheep•, and. give up the fiction of farming? How can I convince 
hardened men liike these that I am of their stuff when patently 

. I am not?· They have ridd.en far on a futile errand, they are 
waiting for an invitation to dismount and take refreshment; 
but. I ~:~ontinue to stand sH.·ent and 15orbidding before them till, 
exchanging glances; they tip their hats and tum thdr horses. 

• , •• , i These are trying times .. There are going to be more 
visits, harder questions to answer, before the visits and the 
questions stop. There wUl be much temptation. to gro'vel and 
weep. How idyUic the old days. seem; and how alluriJ.lg, in a 
different way, a future in a garden behind barbed Wirel Two 
stodes to ·comfort myself ~ith: for the truth is, I fear; that 
there. is no past. or future; that the medium I live in is an 
eternal p:l:iesent in whkh, whether heaving under the weight of 
that .. hard man. or feeling the ice of the scissors-blad.e at my ear 
o,r, washing the dead or dressing meat, I run the reluctant 
polestar about which all this phenomenal universe spins .. I am 
pressed .but not .possessed,, I a.m pierced but. my core is not 
touched~-At heart;I am stin the fierce mantis vi.rgin of yore. 
Hendriik may take me, but it. is I holding him holding l. 

228. ·· '~They·will come agaiinl You can't fool around with 
those people I They wiU be e.xpecting the old baas to come, and 
if he does not they will know tber·e is something wrongl" 

He strides in and out of the pool of lamplight. He has 
returned by night bringing the tempest with him. Now I can 
truly see how far we have progressed in familia.rity. He has 
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learned to l·eave his hat on in my presence. He has learned. to 
storm up and ,down while he talks,, striking his fist into ·his 
p~lm. His gestur•es express anger, but also the confidence of a 
man free to show his.anger. It is int•eresting .. What passion he 
has shown for me has been a passion of ra.ge. That iis why my 
body has locked itself against him. Unloved, it has been 
unloving .. But has it been hated? What is it that he has been 
trying to do all this ·time? There is something he has been 
trying to !liorce from my body, I know, but I have .been too 
obstinate,·too awkward, too luinpiish, too stale, too tir·ed, too 
frightened by the flow of his angry c!orrosive seed; I ha.ve 
merdy gritted my teeth and[ dung on when he wanted 
something else,. to touch my heart perhaps,. to touch myheart 
and convulse me ... How. deep, I wonder, can one person go bito 
another? What a pity that he ·cannot show me. He bas the 
means but not the words,. I the word.s but not the means; 'for 
there is nowher·e, I fear, where my words win not reach. 

"I am tening you, one of these days they will be back, 
sooner than you think,, along with other people, all the other 
farmers! Then they will see that you ar·e living with the servants 
in the big hous·e·. Then we wiU be the ones to suffer- nol: 
you- she and II .·· ·" ' 

: '~And they will find out about the old baas too, you 
can be sure of thad That old Anna has been spreading stod·es. 
for a lon,g time, everyone knows that the old baas was messin,g 
around with. my Wife. So when they say I' shot him, who wm 
believe me, who wiU believe a brown ma.n?' They will hang mel 
Mel No- I'm leaving, I'm leaving tomorrow; I'm getting out: of 
thls part· of the world,. by Clomorrow night I want t•o be far 
away, I want to be at the Capel" ·.c.·.,: 

''Hendrik, can we. speak reasonabmy for a moment? 
Will you please sit down, I get confused when you storm 
around like that., TeU m~ fint, where were you all day and 
where is Anna?'" 

"Anna is at home. We are not smeeping here any 
more .. " 

"Are you also not sleeping here? Do I have to sleep 
alone in this house?" 

"We are not sleepin,g here .. " 
"Do you know, Hendrik, you hurt me. Do you know, 
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you have the power to hurt me, and. you do it 'every dme. Do 
yo? .reaUy think I would turn you over to the poUc~,? Do you 
thmk I am too spineless to acknowledge my guilt? IPso, you 
d·on't know . me, Hendrik.. You a.re so bitter that you are 

. · comp·letely bUnded. I am not simply one of the whites, ~. am II 
I_am I,. n.ot a people. Why hav·e I to pay for other people's siins? 
You kn.ow how I live here on the fann, totally outside human 
soci·ety, almost outside humanity! Look at me! You know who I 
am,, I don't have to teU you:!: You know what they call me, the 
witch of ~gterplaasl Why should. I side with them against you? 
I am temng you,the truth! "What more do I hav'e to do before 
you will believe I am telling the truth? Can't you se·e that you 
and An~a are the only peopJ,e in the world I am attached to? 
':Vhat more _do you want?' Must I _weep? Must I kneel? Are you 
waiting for the white woma.n to kneel to you? Are you waiting 

· fo:J;" m·e to.become your white slave? Tell me!' Speak! Why do 
. rou never SaJ .. anything? Why is it that you take me every night 
i(y~"::l bate.~er_ Why won't you. even tell me if I do.it right? 
FJ:ow am] to know? How arn I to learn? Who must I ask? Must 
I ask ~IC!na? Must I l'eally go and ask your own wife how to be a 
woman? How .can I humiliate myself any further? f11:ust the 
w~te woman Uck .. your backside before you wiU give her a 
single. smile? . Do you know tba.t you have never ki1>$ed me, 
nev!:r, nev·er, never? Don't you peo·pleever kiss? Don't you ever 
kiss your wife? What is it that makes her so differ•ent from me? 
Does a woman. have to hurt you before you ·can love her? Is 
that your secret, Hendrik?'' 

.. Where was it in thiis torrent of pleas and accusations 
that he walked. out? Did he stay to the end? Is he ~ost to me 

·' . for·ever? Would it be possib~e, if I smiled mor·e,. if I c·ould make 
my. body thaw, to. rediscover the patient young man I once 
J:c.pew who made his ow.n shoes, who turned the ha.ndle of the 
coffeegrinder while I poured the beans, who tipped his hat 
and flashed his. teeth and loped ·off to his next ta.sk. with that 
rda,xed,. dreless stride? In ~!;)wing him better I seem to have 
lost. aU that I liked .best in him. What-is the lesson I should 
learn, if it .is not. too late lo:r aU Iessons, if I am ~er to know a 
~an a.gain.? 1s:it th~ lesso·n my father learned when. he could 
not raise a. hand to wave the flies from. his face: Beware of 
indmacy with the servants? Is it that Hendrik and I are, in our 
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different wa.ys, ruined for love? Or is iit simply that the story 
took a wrong turn somewhere,. that if l bad found a more 
gradual path to a gender fonn. of intimacy we might aU have 
learned to be happy tcogether? Or is this desert of fire and i.ce a 
purgatory we must pass through on the way to a land of milk 
and honey? And what of Anna? WiU she ·come too? WiU she 
and lone day be sisters and sleep in the same bed~ Or wiU she, 
when she finds herself, scratch my eyes out? · 

229. There must be other ways of fining empty days than 
by dusting and .sweeping and polishing. I move through the 
cycle of rooms like a mouse in a tr,eadmUL Is there no way of 
cleaning a room definitively? P·erhaps if I begin again. in the 
Joft, plugging the gaps between roof and waUs,. pinnin;~ paper 
over the floor, perhap!!J if then I seal and caulk the doors and 
windows, I can halt the sift of dust and leave the house dll the 
coming of spring, if spring e¥er comes again, if anyone is here 
in springtime to unlock. Perhaps I can leave one room open, 
my own pr·eferably, for old times' sakJe, arid pile in it the last of 
the candles.,, the last of the food, hatchet, haririner, naHs:, the 
last of the paper and ink. Or perhaps it 'would be heu:er to' 
dose the .shutter.s, lock the last door, a.nd move my"effect.s into 
the dim Utde st:orehouse where the builders of the great house 
lived when long ago they ploued the feudal dynasty l:.o come.· 
There, among the miice and cockroaches, I might surdy find a 
way of winding down my history. · 

230 .. · One by one the doors of the great house click shut 
behind me. Shuffiing furniture, capturing dirt, 1:1:1rning wood 
to ash I have found occupation for a lifetime. Slaves lose 
everything in their chains, I recognize, even joy in escaping 
from them. The host is dying., the parasite scuttles anxiously 
about the ,cooUng entrails wm:idering whose tissues it. wiiilliv·e 
offnext;•.•··· .:!C"• ,;; ' ,· 

..... ,! "'' ·I-was not,' after aU, made to"live alone·. If I had been 
set dowri by ·fate ·in the m1-ddie of the veld iO: the middle ·,o'f 
nowhere,. buried-to my waist and commanded to Hve a life, I 
could not hav·e ·done it .. I am not a philosopher. W·omen are 
not philosophers, and I .am ·a woman .. A woman· cannot ma~e 
something out of nothing. However st.ei:ile my occupation with 
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you have the power to hurt me, and. you do it 'every dme. Do 
yo? .reaUy think I would turn you over to the poUc~,? Do you 
thmk I am too spineless to acknowledge my guilt? IPso, you 
d·on't know . me, Hendrik.. You a.re so bitter that you are 
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different wa.ys, ruined for love? Or is iit simply that the story 
took a wrong turn somewhere,. that if l bad found a more 
gradual path to a gender fonn. of intimacy we might aU have 
learned to be happy tcogether? Or is this desert of fire and i.ce a 
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230 .. · One by one the doors of the great house click shut 
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..... ,! "'' ·I-was not,' after aU, made to"live alone·. If I had been 
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not philosophers, and I .am ·a woman .. A woman· cannot ma~e 
something out of nothing. However st.ei:ile my occupation with 
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dust and cobwebs .and food and soiled linen may have seemed, 
it was necessary to fill me out, to give me ~ife. AWone .in the veld 
I would piine away. Out of th.e movements of lhe heavenly 
bodi·es and the tiny .signals of insects debating whether or not I 

. might yet be eaten I could not possibly fiU day after day and 
night after night.. I would need at the very least, besides eyes 
and ears,. two hands and the use of them, and a store of 
pebbles to build patt•ems with; and how long can one go on 
building patterns beficue one longs for extinction? r· am not a 
principle, a rule of discourse,,· a machine plant·ed by a being 
from another planet on this desolate •earth beneath the 
Southern Cross to generate sentiments day after day, night. 
after night,, keeping count of them as I go,. untH I :run dry. I 
need more.than merdy pebbJ,es to permute, rooms to dean, 
furniture to push around: I need people to talk to, brothers 
and sisters or fathers and mo~be:rs, I need. a history and a 
culture,, I need hopes. and aspirations, I need a moraf sense 
and a· teleology before I wiU be happy, not to mention food 
and d.riink. What :will become of me now that I a.m alone? For I 
am alQne. again, alone in the historical present: Hendrik is 
gone, Annais gone. with him, they·fled in the night without a 
word, taking nothing that could not be strapped otl. a bicycle. 
What is going to happen now? I am fun of foreboding. I 
huddle in the store:roo•m, the chill of the stone floor seeps into 
my bones, the cockroaches. stand around me waving ·their 
·curious antennae, and I fear the very worst. 

· 231. Winter i.s coming. A cold wind whiisdes across the 
Oats beneath an imn sky. The potatoes have gone to seed, the 
fruit has rotted on the ground. The dog ha.s departed, 
following Hendrik.. The pumps spin monotonously day and 
night, the dams flow over .. The farm is going to ruin.. I do not 
know what will happen to the sheep. I have opened every gate 
on the farm, they have spread into every·camp. One morning 
before dawn a hundred grey sha.pes passed between house and 
storeroom, a muted thudding and jostling.,. in. search of new 
pasture. I find that they mean nothing to me. I cannot catch 
them, I ha.ve not the stomach to slaughter them. If I had 
buHets I would..shoot them for their own good (I. weigh the gun 
in my hand,. my arm is steady) and le.ave them to moulder. 
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Th~ir fleec·e is long and filthy; infested with ticks and blowfly, 
they cannot survive a_notber summer. 

232. I Uve on pumpkin and. meaHe-porridge .. I have put 
away nothing for the hard days a.head. God will provide for his 
own; and if I am not one of his own, it were as well I should 
perish. I trudge about my t:ri.via] businesses whipped by the 
wind. Pa.rt:ide by particle the skin is Oayed from my face; I 
have no wm to regenerate it. Atoms of .skin, atoms of mortar, 
atoms of mst.fly off into oblivion ... If one is very patient, if one 
lives long enough, one can hope to see the day when the last 
waU faUs to dust, the lizard suns itself on the hearth,, the 
thorn bush sprouts in the graveyard. 

233. I have had visitors, mor•e visitors than I ·can name. I 
did not know, in my aboriginal innocenoe, that there we:r·e so 
many p•eople in the world. Every inch of the farm has been 
searched for my father, who :rode out one ill-fated day and 
never came back. 

The name cannot be c:rQssed off the list, they explain 
to me, until the remains are discovered. That is the principle .. 
I nod. How fortunate one must be l:io have simple',' crediMe 
principles to live by .. Perhaps it is not too late to leav·e the wilds 
and find a home in civilization. 

234. ·· The horse. The horse st•ood in the staMe f:or weeks 
after the disappearance of my father ... Then I _tired of lf:eeding 
the horse and turned it loos·e. Now there is no horse. Or 
perhaps the horse roams the hilUs looking for its lost master. 

I· 

235. Ou-Anna andJakob have visited the farm too ... They 
. came in the donk·ey-cart to fe:tch their last belongings ... Ou­
Anna sighed and spoke of my father's virtues. "He was always . 
a man of his word," she said. "What news do you· have of 
Hend:rik?". I said. "Nothing," she said, "he has disappeared, he 
and that wif:e of his. But they win cat•ch him yeti" , 

Jakob presses his hat to his chest and bows ... His wife 
guides him to the cart. She whips up the donkeys and they 
trundle out of my life, ·wizened, hunched. I watch until they 
cross the drift, then I dose the door. 
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236. . '-What will be~ome-of Hend.rik? When they came to 
search for my father, those bearded men, those bo~ with the 
rosy ·Cheeks and the strict Utde mouths and the mar\smen's 
blue eyes,. ·were they, truly searching for the absent master or 
were they after the truant slave and his mater And wf the IDauer, 
must they-not have found them by now, and.laconiically shot 
th.em, and gone home to their suppers? For in this p·art of the 
world. there iis no hidin,g-place :. This part of the wodd ws. naked 
iin every direction to the ey•e of the hunter; he who· cannot 

· bnnro·w is lost~ 
'· But. perhaps they did. not shoot them out of hand. 

:Perhaps,. having tracked them down, they took them in, tied 
like beasts, to some far-off place of justice an.d condemned 
them to break stone for the rest ·of their lives to pay lor their 
crimes a:nd. the crazed viindictive stories they told. Perhaps, a.s 

· a.woman, as a maid·en lady w·eak in the head, 1 was told 
nothing. Perhaps they marched Hendrik and Anna out of the 
~ou~troo~· and. looked at each other and nodded,. temp·ering 
]USttce w1th mercy, and sent the bailiff with a. ron of wire to 
wi.re the gates of this farm shut, and cast me out of their 
?Iinds. F:or one may be locked away as weU in a large"space as 
In a small. Perhaps, therefore, my story has alr·eady had its 
end .• the documents tied iu:p wiith a riibbon and stored away, 
and only I do not know, for my own good. 

· Or perhaps they d.id indeed bring Hendrik ba.ck to 
th.e farm; to confront me, and I have forgo~ten. P·erhaps they 
aU came, the magistrate, the derks, the bailiffs, the curious 
from mU~s around,· and ma.rched Hendrik up to me chained at 
wrist and anlde, and said, "']s this the man?'' and waited for 
my answer. Then we looked upon each other :For the last time 
and I s.aid, "Yes, it's he,"a.nd he swore villainously and spat on 
me, and ther beat him and dragged him off, and I wept. 
P~rhaps that ws the true s.tory, however unOattering to me.. · 

.. '. · . ·· · Or perhaps I have been mistaken all the time, 
perha.p~ my father is not dead after all, ~ut tonight a.t dusk" 
~l cm:ne ridiinj"f~ut ·of the hills on the lost horse, and stamp 
ml:io: the hou~. growling · because his bath is not ready, 
bursting open the locked doors, sniffing at the strange smells .. 
"Who was her·er~ shouts my fa.ther. "Have you had a hotnot in 
the house?" I whimper ;and begiln to run, but he cat·ches me 
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and twiists ·my arm. I gibber with fear, "Hendrikl" I sob, 
"Come and help, the ghosts are back!" .. . · · 

. ;But Hendrik, ala~, is gone and I must fac·e · my 
demons alone, a. gr?wn woman, a woman of the world,. though 
one ~ould not. thmk so, crouched behind the last bag of 
meahes .. Hendnk, l cannot speak to you,. but I wish you well,. 
y~u and. Anna both, I wiish you the cunning of the jackal, I 
w1sh you b~tter luck t~an your h.unters. And iif one night you 
come tappmg at the wmdow I wtU not be surprised. You can 
sleep here all day, at night you can walk about in the 
~oonlight saying .to yourself whallever it is that men say ·to 
themsdves on a ptece of earth that i:s their own.. I wm cook 
your mea,Is~: I wiU even, if you like, try a.gain to be your second 
w~man, 1t IS surely not beyond me if I put my mind to it, all 
thmgs must he possible on t.hiis island out of space, out of time. 
You can bring your cubs with you; I wHI guard. them by day 
and ta~e them '?ut t?' p~a.y by night. Their la:rge eyes wiiU glow, 
they wdl see thmgs mvJSz ble to other folk; and in the daytime 
when the '!eye of hea.ven glowers and pierce.s every shadow we 
can He together in the cool dark of the earth, you and I and 
Anna and they. 

237 .. · Summers. and winters come and go. How they pass 
so sw1ftly: how many have passed I cannot say, not_haviing had 
the for·~SJght long ago to start cutting notches in a pole or 
scratchmg mar~s on a wall or keeping a. journal like a. good 
castaway. But t1me has flowed c·easelessly and I am now truly a 
mad old bad. old woman with a stooped back and a hooked 
nose a_nd knobblY. fingers. Perhap.s I am wrong to picture tiJlC!e 
·~ a nver, flowing .from infinit·e to infinit'e bearing me with i.t 
hke a co~k o~ a twig; or perhaps, having flowed above ground 
for a while, time flQwed underground for a while, and then re­
emerged, for r·easons forever closed to me,, and now flows 
again i~ the light, and I flow .with I~ and can be heard again 
after aU those sum~ners and wtnters m the bowels. of the ea.rth 
during which the words must have gone on (for .where would 1 
be. if they s1to·pped?) but gone on wiitbout trace, wiltho·ut 
memory. Or perhaps there is no time, perhaps I am deceived 
when I think of my medium as time,_ perhaps there is onWy 
s.pace, and I a dot ofUght moving erraticaUy from one point in 
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spa.ce to anot.her, skipping yeallis in a flash, now a frightened 
child in the corner of a .schoolmom,. now an oWd wqman wiith 
knobbly fingers, that iis also possiiMe, my mind is o,pdJ., and it 
would explain some of the tientatwv,eness with which I hold my 
memories .. 

2S,B. · There. has been only one more visitor to the farm. 
Th~ visi.tor. ·came walking ,up the road to the house one 
aft~emoon.. I watched him from the place on the hillside where 
I work. with the stones. He did not see me .. He knocked at the 
kitchen. do·or. · Then,.~ shading his eyes; he tried to peer in 
through a wi.ndow. He was a child, a boy of tw,elve or thirteen, 
dressed. in: pants that came down to his knees and a baggy 
brown shiirt.. On hii.s bead he wore some kind. of kha.ki cap· or 
kepLsuch a.s I had nev.er seen before. When no one a.nswered 
his knock he left the house and went down to the orchard, 
where tb.e orange tree.s stood fuU of fruit. It was there that I 
crept up on him. an old woma.n of the wilds .. He jump·ed to his 
feet,, trembling, trying to hide a haU~aten orange behind his 
ba.ick .. ··.·· 
· · . ''And who i.s stealing my fruit?'' I s~id, tQ,e words 
~roppiing heavily fmm my Ups,. like stones,, how st~ange to 
speak real words again to a real Wistener, however petrified. 
. The child stared back goggle-eyed - Wet me re-create 
the scene- at the ·crone in the black dress Oe,cked with 
food.stains and verdigris,, wh:h the big teeth pointing ·in aU 
di:11ections an.d the in ad ·eyes and the mane of grey hair, 
knowin.g. in that instant that. an the stories were true. that 
wome was true, that he wouWd never see his mother again but 
be but.chered like a lamb a.nd his sweet .ftesh be roasted in the 
oven and his sinews boUed down ·to glue ·and. hiis ,eyebaUs 
seethed in ·a potion and his clean bones th.rown tlo the dogs. 
"No, no!'~ he panted, his litde heart almost stopping, and he 
fell to his knees. -From his pocket_he pulled out a. letter and 
raised. it trembling in th.e air; ''It's a letter, old mii~,''p1ea8el" c"'; 

, ,, ... ' · It was a buff env,elope with a cross drawn heavily 
over it in. blue pencil. It was addressed to my father. Therefore· 
we we11e not forgotten. · 

l opened the envdope .. In it. was a. printed letter in 
two languages requesting the payment of tax.es £or road 
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maintenance, vermi.n eradication, and o·ther marvd.s I had 
never heard of.. . 
. . "Whose signature is this?" I asked the child. He 
shook his head, watching me, unwiUing to come nearer. ''Who 
sent the leuer?" · 

"Post office, old miss .. " 
''Y,es, but who?" 

. " . "'Don't know: old miss. Old miss must sign. For the 
letter. He held. out a httle notebook and a stub of pend I. · 

. Holding the book against my thigh I wrote ''I HAVE 
NO MO~EY," b{ block letters because of the pain in my 
fingers. 

The chUd. took his book and pencil back from me 
and put them in his pocket. 

you?" 
"Sit,'' ] said, and he sat on his heels. "How old are 

"'Twdve,, old miss." 
''And what is your name?'' 
''Piet; old miSs." 
"Wen,. P'iet, teU me, hav'e you ever done this?'' 1 

made a cirde of the thumb and. first finger· of my left hand and 
plunged the first finger of. my right ·hand. back and .forth 
through it.. . . . ·. . · . .. . 

. , . . . P$et ~boo~ his head slowly, looking straight into my 
mad old eyes, Judgmg the_moment to leap ... 

~. took a step closer and put a hand on his should.er. 
"Would you like to l·eam, Piet?" 

There was a scuffle of du,st and. be was gone, racing 
through the orange trees, up the bank,. and off up the road 
with hi.s cap clutched in his hand .. 

That was the one visit. 
• • f ~ " 

2:39~ .. E ~lso hear voices. It is my commerce with the vokes 
tlh:at ~as kept me from becoming a beast. For I am sure that if 
th~ voic~s .did not ,sreak ·to me I would long ago have given up 
thiS arucuWat,ed chJp-chop and begun to howl or bellow o'r 
squawk .. The saHor-on the desert island speaks to· his pets:' 
"Pretty Polly!" he :says to his parmt,. "Fetchl" ·be says to .his 
do~. But ~U ~he .time he feels b.is, IDips harden, his tongue 
th1cken, his larynx coarsen. "Woofl'' sa.ys the. dog, "Squaw:k.l" 
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says the pa.rrot. And soon the sailor is bounding on .aU fours, . 
dubbing the indigenous goats with thighbones, e!lting their · 
flesh ra.w. It is not speech that makes man man butltle speech 
of others. 

240. The voices speak to me out of machines that fly in 
the sky .. They speak to me in. Spanish. 

241. I· know no Spanish whatsoever .. Howev·er, it is 
characteristic of the Spanish that is spoken to me out of the 
O.ying machines that I find. it immediately comprehensible. I 
hav·e no way of explaining this drcumstance save to suggest 
that while in their extema~s the words may p·resent themselves 
as Spanish,. they belong wn fa,ct not to a local Spanish but to a 
Spanish of pure meanings such as might be dreame'd of by the 
phiilosophers, and that what i.s commuoicat,ed to me via the 

~ Spanish language, by mechanisms I. cannot detect, so deeply 
embedded in me do they lie, is therefore pure meaning. This is 
my guess, my humble guess;. The words are Spanish but they 
are. ded to universal meanings~ I.f I do not beJi.eve this then I 

. must be~ieve either' that my witness is unreUa.ble,. wqich while 
it may d.isturb a third party does not concern ·either my voices 
or myself,. th.e two parti·es;·who matter, since we seem);o beUeve 
in ea.ch other; or that ther·e is continuous mira.•culous 
inlberv·ention on my behalf in the form of translation, an 

\explanation l choose no't to aocept until aU others fail, 
,preferriing the less outrageous to the mor·e outrageous. 

242.. How can I be deluded when I think so deady? 

24!l. The voices do not come directly to me out of the 
Dying machines in any simple way. That is to say, men do not 
lea.n out. of the Dying machiines and. shout their words down to 
me. Indeed, if the Dying machines are latge enough to bold 
men as I understand men.;·then they are only barelY. so:Tbe 
flying machines, wbi.ch look lil!cce narrow silver pencils with two 
pawn of rigid wings, a l(mg p·aiir iin front and. a short paiir 
behind, are a.bout six feet long .• but. fly hundreds of feet up in 
the ·air, higher than most birds, and consequendy seem 
smaUer,than theyar·e. They fly from north to south on the first _ 
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and fourth days and from south to north on the second and 
fifth days,. leaving the skies empty on the third, sixth, and 
seventh da.ys. A cycle of seven days iis one of the regularities I 
have di~covel'ed about the ma.cbines .. 

244. . It is quite possible that there is only one machine 
wbiich flies ~·ack and forth across the sky four thnes a we·elt, 
rather than four machines or many machines. My mi:bd is 
open on this point. · 

245. What flies across the sky is more like a machine than 
an ins.ect because its drone i.s continuous and its flight perfectly 
regular. I call it a machine. Itis possible that it is an insect. .. If 
so the joke is truly ·crud. _ 

246. The words I hear ar·e not shouted down to me flrom 
the machines. Rather they seem to hang in suspension in the 
air, all those crystal Spanish vocables, and then to sift down as 
they grow colder, just as the dew does, and the frost in 
frost-time, and to :reach my ears by ni.ght, or more often in the 
early rooming just before dawn, and to seep inli:O niy 
understanding, liike water. · 

247. E am not deluded; or if I am,. my delusions are 
privileged. I could not make up such words as are spokien to 
me. They come fmm gods; or, if not, then from ano·ther 
world. 

The words last night were: Wh .. en. we dream that we 
are dreamz'ng, the moment ofawaken£ng is' at hand. I ponder 
this text. I am sure it does not refer too my present stat,e. 1 ha¥e 
never dreamt that I am dreaming. I do not dream at all 
nowadays,. but sl·eep a blissful passiveness waiting for the wo·rds 
to come to me, Hikie a maiden waiting for the holy ghos.t .. I am 
sure that I am rea]. This is my hand .• bone and flesh, the sa,me 
hand every day. I stamp my foot: this is the earth, as real to 
the core as I. Therefore the wo1;ds must allude to a time yet to 
come. Perhaps they warn me that •one day I wiU wake up 
feeling a trifl.e airier, a trifl.e mor·e phantasmal than n.ow, and, 
drawing the curtain an.d star~ng out a.cross the veld for the 
~illionth dme., will find myself seeing each bush and. tree, -
each stone and grain of sand, in its, own halo of clarity, as if 
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every atom of,the univ·erse were stari.ng back at me. The rasp 
of the cicada:s, so familiar .as to be unheard, will begin.~~ pulse 
in my ea.rs, first with a soft pulse as though from a distant star, 
then l·ouder until my skull reverberates with the shrilnng, then 

. softer, soft a.nd. steady, inside me.. What wiU I say to myself 
- then? That lhave a fever, that my senses are for the time being 

deranged, that in a few days, if I rest,. I will be my old self 
· again? What incentive do fev·er microbes have to cross seven 
le,agues of wat.erless scrub dotted. with the pelts of long-dead 
merinos, assuming that fever is transmitted by microbes and 
microbes ha.ve wings? The reward of a single ·desi·ccated old 

· ~aid?' Sur·ely the picking:S are richer elsewhere .. No,l fear that 
alL I coul·c;l say to myself wouJ,d be: This cannot go on, I, am 
losing myself,, s~umbertime is over, the moment of waking is at 
hand. And, what shall I wake to? To that half~fo,rg·otten brown 
man Jying tense and angry in my bed, his arm flung ov·er h.is 
eyes?. T'o the _cold corridor.· outside my father's room, and the 
bedsprings~ stealthy ·creak? To a rented room in a strange dty 
w~er.~~ _on a stomachful of salt pork and potato· salad, l have 
dreamed bad dreams aU night? Or to· some other predicament 
so bi,zarre as to be unimagiinabl·e? 

- . . . 

248. The voices speak: Lacking all external enemies and 
iesistances, confined·· within an oppressive narro•wness ·-a.nd 
regulant)1, man at'last'has no•.choz'ce but to tum himself into 
an adventure~ They :accuse me, if I und:erst:and them,. of 
turning my liife into ·a ficdon, out of boredom. They accuse 
me, however tactfully,. of making myself more viiol·ent, more 
vadous, more racked·with too·rment than I really am, as though 
I wei'e reading myself Iiike a book, and found. the book duU, 
anc;l: put it aside and began to make myself up iinstead. That is 
bow l understand their accusadon. It is not in rebellion 
a,gainst true oppression that I have made my history,, they say. 
but in r~eaction against the···tedium"'of serving my father, 
ordering the maids, managin.g the househoM,, sitdng out the 
years; -when I could find no enemy outside, when hordes of 
brown horsemen would not pour out of the hills waving their 
bows and ululating, I rriade an enemy out of myself, out of the 
peaceful,c obedient self who \Yanted no mor·e than tio do her 
father's wm 'and wax fafand full of days .. 
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Are they gods andyet do not see, I ask myself,. or is it 
I who am w.ilfully.bUnd? Which is the mor~ implausible, the 
story o~ my hfe as bved by me· or the stoory of the good daughter 
h~m1~g the psal~ as she bastes the Sunday roast in a. Dutch 
khch~n m the de~·~ centre of the stone desert? As for invendng 
enem1es, the p1t1ful warrior in the hills was never as 
formidable as ~he enemy who walked in ouJii shadow and said 
Yes baas .. To the sia.ve who would only say Yes my father could 
only say No, and I after him,. and that was the start of aU my 
w~e. Therefore I protest. Some things are not visible from the 
skies. But h?w do I persu~de my accusers? I have tried forming 
~e~ag:s w1th .stones, bu~ stones are too unwieldy for the 
d1stmct1ons J n•eed to• ma.ke. And can I be sure they wiU even 
u~de,rstand the wor~s I use? If they are gods and omniscient, 
this 1s not a ,condusJon pointed to by their monoHngua[i;sm. 
Ca~ 1. even be sure they know about me? Perhaps they are 
~mte. t~ora11t ofme. Perhaps I have been wrong aU the time 
m thmking they spea.k to me. Perhaps theirwords are meant 
only for Spania.rds,. because unlmown . to• ~e it has been 
dec~e.ed th~t Sp~~iards are . the elect. ·Or perhaps the 
Spamards. d.o n~t, hve as far away as I had thou,ght, but just 
over the hdls ... Thmk of that. Or perhaps I take their words too 
much to heart, perhaps they ar·e meant neither for the 
Spaniai'ds a.Ione nor for me alone but for aU of us, whoever we 
are, who understand Spanish, and we aU stand· accused of 
creating specious adventures, though this is harder to believe, 
not many peopl·e ha.ve as much time on their hands as I. 

249. . The innoce?t. '1ctim .can onl)1' know evil in. th.e form 
of suffenng .. That whzch ts· not felt b)1 the criminal is his cr:ime. 
That which is not felt b)1 the innocent v:ict£m :is his oum, 
innocen.ce. 

· ··I am troubled here by my ignorance of the nuances 
of Spanis~. I would be happ~er if these dicta were less sibylUne. 
Do the vo1ces here define cnme and iinnocence or do they tell . 
m~ of the modes in which vicdm and ·criminal experien.ce the 

. cnme? If the former, do they assert that when evil is known a:s 
evil innocenc·e is. thereby destroyed?' In that case l can enter the 
kingd~om of the saved only as a farmgid, never as a heroine of 
consciousness. Dare I say, Then I'll be damned? Wiill the 
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v·o·ices cease to speak to _me? If that happcms I wiln truWy be lost. 
. . 

250. It is the slave's consdousness thaJ cm::r.sttlutes the 
rmut~r's certainty of h~:s own truth.. But the slf!.ve's 
consdousne.ss 2$ a dependent consdousness .. So the master is 
not sure of the trut.h t:Jf his autonomy. His truth lies in an 
z'n,essential consciousness and its inessen#al ,ads. 

These. wonLs refer to my father, to· his brusqueness 
with the servants,. his unnecessary harshness. But my father was 
fa.~rsb and dom.h1eering only because he couM not bear to ask 
and. be ·.refused. AU his commands were secr•et pleas - even I 
could see that. How then did the servants come to know that 
they could hurt . him most essentially by obeying him most 
slavishly? Were they too instructed by the gods,. through 
·channels w·e were unaware oft' Did my father grow harsher and 
harsher towa.rd them simply to provoke them out of their 
slavishness? Would he have 'embraced a rebellious sWa.ve as a 
fall:he:r_emb:races a prodigal son, though his next act might be 
tlo cha~~me him? Was my father crucified on the paradox the 
voi~·es ex.pound:that from people who bent like reeds to his 
whiims he was asking, in his wa.y, for an affirmation o! his truth 
hi and for himseiD And was irt their provocation to'reply Y-es 
bati.J to his provocation, ca.sting their eyes down, hi9ling their 
~iles, biding their time tiiU he overreached himself? They 
must hav,e known he bad ov·erreached himself when he moved 
KWdn~Anna iinto the house. They must have known it before, 
when they saw his infatuation .. Is, that why Henddk swaUowed 
hi.s p,ride? Did Hend:rik not see in the .seduction of Anna my 
fatber~s Ia.st attempU:o compelfrom the Ups of a slave, albeit 
in the dead of night, words. such. as one free being addresses to 
another, w·ords he could have bad from me or from any of the 
perfumed widows of the region, but whiich coming from us 
would have been_:wo:rthle.ss? Or did Hendrik. see it an dearly, 
a.nd foi:-gi,vc; :Jilo~ing of it,. but vow revenge?~Is my banishment 
ber~e J:le~ddk.'s :rev·enge?Js it a sign of my innocence that I feel 
my b.anii~bment ~nly as .suffering, not as a c:riiiJle against me? 
Wher:e,.·_ unless. compa:Ssiion intervenes, does the round of 
vindictiveness end? The vo£ces stop too soon. I am grateful for 
what t~ey give me .. Their words are golden. Neglected once, I 
am honoured for my y·ears of solitude as few can have been. 

I'· I 
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There is justice in the universe, I acknowledge .. But the words 
from the sky raise more que.sdons than they answer. I am 
gagging on a diet of universals... I win die befor-e I get tio the 
truth .. I want the truth, certainly.,. but I want finality ·even 
mor·el 

251. The stones.. When first the machines began to fly 
overbead and speak to me I was eager to· speak back .. I would 
stand on the hea.d of rock behind the house dr,essed £or 
~refere~c·e in white, in my patched old white nightdress, and 
s1gnal wu:b my arms and call out my :r,esponses, first in English, 
then later., when I began to see I was not under:stood, in 
Spanis~. "ES .MI,." I shoutei:l, "VENEI'' in a Spanish which I 
had to mvent fr(lm first principles, by introspecting, as !"went 
along. · 

252. Then it occurred to me that the being:s in the 
ma~hines might be flying in an ecstasy of self-absorption with 
the1r ey,es fiXied on the endless blue horizon, letting sHp their 
messages parenthetically, so to speak, to float down iin their 
?~ good time .. I therefore wondered whether I ought not to 
nmtate the dassic castaways and light a pyre to dra.w their 
attention .. Labouring for th:re,e day.s I piled a mountain of dry 
brushwood.. Then on the fourth day, as the first sUver g~int 
appeared in the northern sky, I set fire to my beacon and :ran 
to my signalling post. Giga.ndc flame.s leapt into the sky. The 
air was filled with the crackling of thorns and the wheezes of 
expiring insects. "ISOLADO!" I shouted against the :roar, 
dancing about and waving a white handkerchiief . .Like a ghost 
the ma,cb'ine drifted above me. "ES .MU VIDII'' I heard no· 
answering voice. · 

253. :But even if the being in the machine had spoken, 1 
later reaUzed, bi.s voice would have been lost in the noise. 
Besides; ·.I·asked mys~lf, what is there to make them think the 
fire is a signal? Might it not be simply a traveller's fire,, ·Or the 
straw bonfir-e ,ofa contented agriculturist, or a veld-fi.re lit by a 
bolt of lightning, a mere phenomenon? I am, after aU,. not 
obviousiDr a castaway, there is nothing to show tha.t .I cannot 
put one foot in front of the other tUI 1 ll"each the nea:r.est aid 

un 



v·o·ices cease to speak to _me? If that happcms I wiln truWy be lost. 
. . 
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post and ask for whatever it is I want,· the ·comforts of 
d:vilizati•on,. say. 

254.. . . But perhaps, I. then thought, I do them an injusdce, 
perhaps they know very wei I am a. castaway, and smile 
among themselves, watching me da.nce about proclaiming my 
uniqueness while from horizon to horizon the world is dense 
with dancing folk signalling out ·of their private fires. Perhaps 
Lam making a .fool ·of myself, perhaps I wiiU draw their 
~ttentiio•n and approval only when I give up my song and da.nce 
a.nd : go back:. to sweep·ing · and polishing.. Perhaps I ~m 
~ehaving Uk.e an ugly sist·er in,.a. s.tory in which only Cinderella 
is;. sa.ve·d~\,Perh.aps the. millennium· came and. I, la·cking a 
calendar, d.id not notice it, a.nd now the prince is scouring the 
farthest ll"ea.·ches of the glotie for his bride, and I,. who have 
been ~ugging the parable so long to my heart,. :reading it a.s an 
all_ego.ry of my vi,ndication,. will find myself left behind wiith 
th~:;;clods .while the blissful pair O.y off to a. new Hfe on the 
farther pi~ nets. What am I to . do? I · am los,t both ways. 
P,e;-haps. 1.· should · ponder fu.rther those words about the 
innocence of the innocent. 

255.. . :The stones. Having faiiled to make my sha.tJ;i;S heard 
(~ut am. I ,sure Jhey did not hear me? Perhaps they heard me 
but found m,e uninteresting, or perhaps it is not their wont to 
acknowledge communica.tions), I turned to wridng. For a 
week, 11ioiling from dawn to sunset, I trundl·ed wheelbarrows 
full of stones across the veld. until I had a pile of two hundred, 
smooth, ro·und~ the si.ze of smaU pumpkins, in the space 
be1Und the house. ,These .I painted, one by one,, with 
whitewash left over from the old days (like a good castaway l 
find. a use for every odd and end, one day l must make a list of 
things l have not used and then,. as an exercise, find uses for 
tll:em). Forming the sto!J!l!.es into letters·rwelvefeet high .I began 
to spell ou~ mel!sages·to ·lilY' saviiours:· CINDRLA "'ES· Ml:'artd' 
d~.e: next,,day: .YENE AL TERRA; and:' Q.UIERO UN 
~P:rll;.and again: SON ISOL.ADO. 

256 .. After weeks of building messages,. weeks filled with 
rolUng stones. about,, repainting scratches, climbing up· and 
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~own the s~eps, ~o the loft to make s~re my lines were straight, 
It str~·ck me that what I was spelbng out. were not, s.tdcdy 
spea~n.g, res~~s to the w•ords that came to me from the sky, 
but unportunwt1es .. Would one be tempted to visit a spot on 
~ar~, , I asked ~y,self. to whi(h one was being so damomusly 
InVIted by :so ~usell"ably lonely a creature, to ·say nothing .of her 
age and ughness? Would one not rather shun it like the 
plague? T~er·efore I put on my wiide-brimmed hat on the days 
. the machmes fllew and. began to build. messages that were 
quieter,. more cryptic, iin the style of their messages to me, and 
thus perhaps more alluring. POEMAS CREPUSCLRS, I 
announced on the fint day, intending CREPUSCULARIAS 
but running sho·rt of stones .. (Afterwards I brought in two 
dozen new stones iix_t the .wheelbarrow, ther·e has never been any 
shortage of stones 10 thiS part of the world, though what I am 
go~ng· to do· wiit~ the paint·~d :ston.es, "':hen the ma·chines stop 
flymg I do. not know, that rs one aruuety I cannot dismiss, 1 
may be driven to building a sepulchre outside the kit·chen 
doq>r, all rea.dy to be crawled into when the gweat day comes," . 
for l have not the heart to wheel tbem back into their native 
veld ~nd disperse them, not~-· after they have been brothers 
and SISt·ers to each other so long,. and. pall"ticipated in my 
messages .. ) SOMNOS DE LIBERT AD,. I wrot·e on the second 
day; AMOR SIN TERROR on the fourth; Dll SIN FUROR 
on the fifth; NOTTl DI AMITAD again on the first. Then I 
~~tea s~cond poem,. in six parts,. respondi.ng to the various 
mdtctments of the voices: DESERTA Ml OFRA- ELE'!CT AS 
ELEMENT ARIAS- DOMINE 0 SCLA VA- FEMM 0 
F.IUA- MA SEMPRE HA DESIDER- LA MEDIA 
ENTRE. The medium! Between!. How I cull"sed my lot on the 
sixth of these days for denying me what of aU things I needed 
~ost. a I·exicon of the true Spanish languagd To rack one's 
~nnate store· for a mere conjuncti·on when the word I a y steep·i.ng 
1n a book somewhere! Why will no one speak to me wn the true 
langu.agt of the heart?. The medium, the median - that is what . 
I wanted to bel Neithell" master nor slave, ~either parent nor 
child, but the .bridge between., so that in me'the contraries 
should be :reconcitedJ 

257. Yet, ever charitable, I asked my&elf: What,. after aU,. 
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post and ask for whatever it is I want,· the ·comforts of 
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do my poems, eve~ if understood,. offer the sky-creatures? If 
they can build flying machwnes the attractions, of ~. stone­
movin:g, wo:rd-building inteUigence must seem paltry~ How 
can 'I move them? FEMM, I w:rote,. FEMM - AMOR POR 
TU. And .• descending to ideographs, I spent all my sl!iones on a 
sketch. ·of a woman lying on her back,. her figure fuUer than 
mine, her legs parted,. younger than myself too,. this was no 
tim:e for ,scrupulosity. Ho·w vulgar, I thought to myself, 
su:rVeyiing the pictul'e from the head of the steps, yet" how 
necessary!~ And I cackled. How Uke the witch of fable I have 
grown. One might fear for the ·skymen t~at, drawn to earth by 
~y lure, they wiU find _themsetves metamorphosed in~to· s:wiine 
an:d r·educed to eating, slops:. But perhaps they have felt this 
fear, and. that is why they a.void me: perhaps on their travels 
c;.yer; the: rest of .the. world they pause in the treetops and 
conve~e with·. the groundsfotk., but when they p~ass over me 
5q'ar hig~,, ·dropping their caudona.ry messages. 

258. :~ 'I have also tried ·to ignore the nighd}! me,ssages. One 
cannot 'pursue . a hopeless infatuation, I have said to myself, 
·without couiti,ng the fat·e of Narcissus. A blind man dancing 
seem.s n,ot to ilbserve _his pe-r£o.d .of moup#~. said. the' voices. 
Pooh!' It is a world·of.~~.rr¥ ,~h.at creates a wo_T:ld ofthf~gs. Pahl 

~59.· .~ -.~.'.The~ ;l~t·:~i~b~' th~ voic·e wo~ld not be·-~~Uled, but 
spoke on and on, no, Monger wn tight. little· epigrams but. in 
flowing periods, such that I wondewed whether it were not a 
new; god speaking, .riding ,o,ver my protesting damour .. "Leave 

· rq:e, I want to· sleepl" I shouted, drumming my heels. It ~~ in 
_ order that we shall not fall v:ictim to the assassi'n,. said the 

'!11)i~, that. we consent to die :if we ourselves tum assassin. 
E;v_,e-ry 7nan born :in slavery is born for slavery. The slave loses 
B:tJerything in his chains, even the· desire to escape from them: 
Gt;~d_lo'!'eS, n.o one, it went on, and hates no one, for God is fne 
from. · :JHus#'ons and feels no' p·leasu.Te or pain. Therefore mie 
who· lows God cannot endeavour to bn7ng,z't abou't· .t.hat' God 
should lo•ve him ~'n return,· for, in desiring this, he would desire 
that .. God s,hould not be God .. God is. hidden, ·and every re#gz'on 
that does not affirm that God is h•:dden is not true. "Go away • ., 
I shouted., "Spanish filthl" Desire is a ques#on that has no 
answe:r,. went on. the voice - I know now for sure that they do 

not hear. me - The feeling of so.l~'tude is a longing for a place ... 
That place ~the centre of the world, the navel of the universe .. 
Less than all cannot satisfy man.. Tho·se who restrain desire .do 
so because the;irs is weak enough to be restrazned.. When Go'd 
accomplishes through the un'cked w.hat he has decree.d zn his 
secret counsels, t.he w£cke.d are no,t thereby· excusable. Those 
whom God leaves out of his election he is also reprovl'ng, and 
fo·r no other reason than that he w£lls to• exclude them. 

260. Ali day~· have gone around with these words dinning 
in my ea.rs, nagged by their air ,of significance., irrita.t•ed by 
their lack of coher.ence. What assassin can be said 1.:0 threaten 
me? How can one possibly c·onsent to die? The flesh loves itself 
and cannot consent in its extinction. H I were truly a slave 
resigned to my'chains would I not have learned tbe word Yes 
long ago? Yet where in my speech can Yes be pointed to? lf my 
speech is not rebenious from beginning to end, what is it?' .As: 
for the absence of God from the stone desert,. there is nothing I 
can be told about this subject that I do not know. Everything iis. 
.permitt·ed here. Nothing is_ punished .. Everything is forgotten 
in perpetuiity. God has forgotten us and we have forgotten 
God. There is no love from us toward. God nor any wish that· 
God should tum his mind to us. The flow has ceased .. We are 
the ·castaways of God as we ¥e the ca.staways of history. That is 
the origin of our feeling of soH tude. l fo'r one do not wish. to be 
at the centre of the world, .I wish only to be at home in the 
world as the merest beast is at home. Much, much less than aU 
would satisfy me: to begin wiith, a life umnediated by words: 
these stone.s, these bushes, . this sky experienced and known 
without: question; and a quiet return. to the dust. Surdy that is 
not too much. Are not aU these dicta from above blind to the 
sour<;e of.our disease, which is that we have no one to speak 
with, that our desires stream oul: of us chaotically, without 
aiim, without response, like our wm:··ds,, whoever we may be,. 
perhaps I should. speak only for myse[f?' 

261. But I have other cares besides quarrelling with my 
voices. Sometimes when the weather iis fine, as it is, today, 
sunny but not lioo warm, I carry my father out of his .room and 
seat him on the stoep,. propped up with cushions in his old 
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do my poems, eve~ if understood,. offer the sky-creatures? If 
they can build flying machwnes the attractions, of ~. stone­
movin:g, wo:rd-building inteUigence must seem paltry~ How 
can 'I move them? FEMM, I w:rote,. FEMM - AMOR POR 
TU. And .• descending to ideographs, I spent all my sl!iones on a 
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mine, her legs parted,. younger than myself too,. this was no 
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necessary!~ And I cackled. How Uke the witch of fable I have 
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fear, and. that is why they a.void me: perhaps on their travels 
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261. But I have other cares besides quarrelling with my 
voices. Sometimes when the weather iis fine, as it is, today, 
sunny but not lioo warm, I carry my father out of his .room and 
seat him on the stoep,. propped up with cushions in his old 
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annchair, so that he can onc·e again face out over the old 
acres, which he no long·er sees, and be expose,.d to the 

· birdso·ng, which he no longer hears. He se·es a:tiU. hears 
IJ.Othing,, fo·r all I know he tast•es and smells nothing,. and who 
•Can imagin.e what the touch of my skin on his is Iike? For he 
bas retreated far, far into himself. In the very ·chambers of his 
heart he crouches,. wrapped in the pulsing of his faint blood, 
the far-off hi.ss of his breath ... Of me he knows nothing ... I pick 

- him up without difficulty, a mannikin of dry bones held 
together by cobwebs, so neat that I could fiold. him up and 
pa·ck him. away in a suitcase. 

262. I sit. on the stoep by ·my father's side watching the 
world go by, the bi11ds busy again with their nest-buiilding, the 
breeze cool on my ·cheeks and perhaps on his too. "Do you 
remember,'' I say, .. how we used to go to the seaside, in the old 
days? How we packed a. basket full of sandwiches, and fruit and 
mov·e to the station in the trap• and caught the evening train? 
How we slept on the train,, rocked by the song of the wheels, 
waking drowsily at tb.e wat·er-stops, hearing the trainmen 
murmur far away, sleeping again; and how the next day we 
ardv.ed at the seaside and went down to the beach and took off 
our shoes and. paddled,. you holding my hands and li,fl:ing me 
over the waves? Do you. r•emember the hermit crab that 
pinched my toe,, and ho_w I cried and cried,, and how you 
pulled faces t!o· comfort me? Do you remember the boarding­
house we stayed in? How tastele;!ls the food wa.s,. and how one 
e\rening you pushed your plate a.side and announced that you 
would not eat offal an.d sto·od up and left the dining-room?; 
~nd bpw I. pu~hed my plate aside and followed. you? And do 
you remember how happy the dogs were to see us back? Thew 
was one time when old Jakob forgot to feed them, an.d you 
swore terribly and took away hws meat ration for a w·eek. · Do 
you remember Jakob and Hiendrik and Ou>:Anna. a.nd Klein­
Anna.? Do you remember that. son of Ou-Anna's who was killed 
in an acd.dent and brought back to the farm to be buried, and 
bo·w Ou.-Anna wanted to throw herself into the grave? 
. . "Do you remember t:h.e years of the great drought, 

wll'len. the sheep had all to be sold because there was n.o grazing 
wi.thin two hundred miles, an.d bow we had to struggle to build. 
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the fann up again?' Do you remember the great old mulberry 
tree that stood on the other side of the chicken-run, and how 
one summer the trunk cracked down the middl·e under the 
weight of aU tbe fruit? Do you remember how the earth 
aro~nd it would be stained purpl•e with the juice of fallen 
bernes? Do you remember the lovers'' bench we used to have 
under the sering-tree, where you could sit aU afternoon 
listening to the hum of the carpent·er bees? Do you remember 
Vlek, who was such a good sheepdog that she and Jakob alone 
could drive a whole flock past yod at the counting-post? Do 
you remember how VJek grew old and sickly and could not 
hold down her food, and how there was no one to shoot her 
b~t you,. and how you went for a walk afterwa11ds because you 
~~d not .~ant :anyone to see y~u cry? Do you remember," 1 say, 

thos•e beautiful speckled hens we used to hav·e, and the 
bantam cock with the five wives who us.ed to roost in the tr·ees? 
Do you remember them aU?" 

263.. My father sits, if you can call it sitting, in his old 
l~ather armchair with the cool bre·eze on his skin. His eyes are 
szghdess,. two glassy blue walls rimmed with pink. He hears 
nothing but what goes on inside him, unless I am mistaken aU 
this time and he hears all my chatter but chooses to ignore it .. 
He has had his outing for the day; it iis time to carry him in so 
that he can rest. 

264. I lay my father out on his· bed, unbuuon his 
nightshirt,. and unpin his napkin. .. Sometimes it is spotless; but 
today there is the faintest of stains, proving that somewhere 
inside him juices stiU dribMe, muscles stiB execute their faint 
peristalses. I drop the old napkin in the bucket and pin on a 
new one ... 

; ~ ~ 

265. I feed my father his broth and weak tea ... Then I 
press my lips to his forehead and fold him away for the night. 
Once upon a time I used to think that I would be the last one 
to: die: B~t now lthink that for some days after my death he 
WIU sull he here breathing, waiting for his nourishment. 
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266... .. For the present, however, it appean that nothing is 
going l:io happen.- that I may ha.ve long to wait befo11e\it is; time 
l:io. creep into my mausoleum and pull the door shut"'behind 
me, always assuming that I can .find a pair 'of hinges in the 

·loft, an•d. driftJnto a sleep in whi.ch there are lfinaUy no voices 
teasing or bera.ting me.. At moments like the p·resent, fiUed 
with lugubrious thoughts, •One is tempted to add up one's 
reckoning,. tie up the loose ·ends. WiU I find the courage-to die 
a crazy ·old queen in. the middle of nowhere, unexplained by 
and. inexp~ica ble to the archaeologists, her tomb full of naif 

, l'!"hltewash paint.ings of sky-gods; or am I going to yield to the 
spectre of reaso.n a.nd explain myself to myself in the only kind 
o:f coniiession we pi'otestants know? To die an enigma with a 
full soul. ·O•r to· die emptied of my ·secret.s, that i:s how I 
pictur•esquely put the ;question to· myself. For instance: Have I 
•ever fully explained to myself why I do not run away from the 
farm. and diie in dvilizadon in one of the asylums [ am sure 
must abound there. with picture-books at my bedside and a 
stack of ·e~pty coffins in the ba.sement and a traiined nurse to 
put the obol on my tongue? Ha.ve I ever ·explained or even 
understo·od what I hav·e been doing here in a di.Strl·ct;.c outside 
the law, where the bar against incest is often do·wn,, where we 
pass our days in savage torpor - I who plainly had the !iDakings 
of a. dever giirl who· might have atoned fior physical 
sho·rtcomiings with ten nimble fingers on the pianofo·rte keys 
and a.n album full of sonnets, who might have made a good 
wife, industrious, frugal; self-sacrificing,. faithful, and even on 
•Occasion passionate? . What have I been doing on this 
barbarous frontier? [ have no doubt, sinc•e these are not idle 
questions, that somewhere there is a whole Uterature waiting 
to answer them for me. Unfortunately I am not a·cquainted 
with it;. and besides, I hav·e always felt easier spinning -my 
answers; out of my own bowels. There are poem.s, I am sure,. 
about the heart that aches for Verlore Vlakte, about the 
melancholy of the sunset over the koppies, the sheep· beginning 
~o huddle against the first ·evening c:;hiU, the faraway boom of 
the wiindmill, the first chirrup of the first cricket, the last 
twiiuerings of the birds in the thor:n·trees, the stones of the 
farmhouse wall still hoMing the sun's warmth, the kitchen 
lamp glowing steady. They are poem.s I could write myself .. It 
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takes generations of life in the ddes to d.rive that nostalgia for 
country w.ays from the heart. I wm never Uve it down, nor do .I 
want to .. 'I am corrupted to the bone wiith the beauty ·of this 
fo:rsaken world. Ifthe truth be told, I nev~r wanted to fly away 
wtth the sky-gods. My hope was alwa.ys that they would 
de~end and ~ive -~th me b~re in p·aradise, making up wii.th 
the1r ambrostal 6reath for a:U that I lost when the gho.stly 
brown figures of the last people I knew crept away from me iin 
the night. I ha.ve never felt myself to be another man's cr•eature 
(here they come, how sweet the dosiing plangendes)•,. 1 have 
u~tered my life. in my own voic·e throughout •(wha.t a 
consolation that Is), l have chosen at every moment my o•wn 
destiny, which is to die here in the petrified garden,. behiind 
locked ,ga~es,near my father's bones, in a space echoing wiith 
hymns I cou.ld have written but did not because (I thought) i.t 
was too easy. 
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