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The Zulu and the Zeide 

0 Id man Grossman was worse than a nuisance. He was a source of 
constant anxiety and irritation; he was a menace to himself and to 

the passing motorists into whose path he would step , to the children in 
the streets whose games he would break up, sending them flying, to the 
hou seholders who at night would approach him with clubs in their hands, 
fearing him a burglar; he was a butt and a jest to the African servants who 
wo uld tease him on street corners. 

It was impossible to keep him in the house. He would take any op
portunity to slip out-a door left open meant that he was on the streets, 
a w indow unlatched was a challenge to his agility, a walk in the park was 
as much a game of hide-and-seek as a walk. The old man's health was 
good, physically; he was quite spry, and he cou ld walk far, and he could 
jump and duck if he had to. And all his physical activity was put to only 

252 



THE ZULU AND THE ZEIDE r' 253 

one purpose: to running away. It was a passion for freedom that the old 
man might have been said to have, could anyone have seen what joy there 
could have been for him in wandering aimlessly about the streets, in sitting 
footsore on pavements, in entering other people's homes, in stumbling 
behind advertisement hoardings across undeveloped building plots, in toil
ing up the stairs of fifteen-storey blocks of flats in which he had no business, 
in being brought home by large young policemen who wink ed at Harry 
Grossman, the old man's son, as they gently hauled his father out of their 
flying-squad cars. 

"He's always been like this," Harry would say, when people asked him 
about his father. And when they smiled and said: "Always?" Harry would 
say, "Always. I know what I'm talking about. He's my father, and I know 
what he's like. He gave my mother enough grey hairs before her time. All 
he knew was to run away." 

Harry's reward wou ld come when the visitors would say: "Well, at least 
you're being as dutiful to him as anyone can be." 

It was a reward that Harry always refused. "Dutiful? What can you do? 
There's nothing else you can do." Harry Grossman knew that there was 
nothing else he cou ld do. Dutifulness had been his habit of life: it had had 
to be, having the sort of father he had, and the strain of duty had made 
him abrupt and begrudging: he even carried his thick, powerful shoulders 
curved inwards, to keep wh ~t he had to himself He was a thick-set, bunch
faced man, with large bones, and short, jabbing gestures; he was in the 
prime oflife, and he would point at the father from whom he had inherited 
his strength, and on whom the largeness of bone showed now only as so 
much extra leanness that the clothing had to cover, and say: "You see him? 
Do you know what he once did? My poor mother saved enough money 
to send him from the old country to South Africa; she bought clothes for 
him, and a ticket, and she sent him to her brother, who was already here. 
He was going to make enough money to bring me out, and my mother 
and my brother, all of us. But on the boat from Bremen to London he 
met some other Jews who were going to South America, and they said to 
him: 'Why are you going to South Africa? It's a wild country, the savages 
will eat you. Come to South America and you'll make a fortune.' So in 
London he exchanges his ticket. And we don't hear from him for six 
months. Six months later he gets a friend to write to my mother asking 
her please to send him enough money to pay for his ticket back to the old 
country-he's dying in Argentina, the Spaniards are killing him, he says, 
and he must come home. So my mother borrows from her brother to 
bring him back again. Instead of a fortune he brought her a new debt, and 
that was all." 

But Harry was dutiful, how dutiful his friends had reason to see again 
when they would urge him to try sending the old man to a home for the 
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aged. "No, " Harry would reply, his features moving heavily and reluctantly 
to a frown, a pout, as he showed how little the suggestion appealed to him. 
"I don 't like the idea. Maybe one day when he needs medical attent ion all 
the time I'll feel differently about it, but not now, not now. He wouldn't 
like it, he'd be unhappy. We'll look after him as long as we can. It's a job. 
It' s something you've got to do." 

More eagerly Harry would go back to a recital of the old man's past. 
"He couldn't even pay for his own passage out. I had to pay the loan back. 
We came out together-my mother wouldn't let him go by himself again, 
and I had to pay off her brother who advanced the money for us. I was a 
boy-what was I?-sixteen, seventeen, but I paid for his passage, and my 
own, and my mother's and then my brother's. It took me a long time, let 
me tell you. And th en my troubles wi th him weren't over." Harry even 
reproached his father for his myopia; he cou ld clearly enough remember 
his chagrin when shortly after their arrival in South Africa, after it had 
become clear that Harry wou ld be able to make his way in the world and 
be a support to the who le family, the old man-who at that time had not 
really been so old- had suddenly, almost dramatically, grown so short 
sighted that he had been almost blind without the glasses that Harry had 
had to buy for him. And Harry could remember too how he had then 
made a practice of losing the glasses or breaking them with the greatest 
frequency , until it had been made clear to him that he was no longer 
expected to do any work. "He doesn't do that any more. When he wants 
to run away now he sees to it that he' s wearing his glasses. Tha t' s how he's 
always been. Sometimes he recognizes me, at other times, when he doesn't 
want to, he just doesn't know who I am." 

What Harry said about his father sometimes failing to recognize him 
was true . Sometimes the old man would call out to his son, when he would 
see him at the end of a passage, "Who are you?" Or he would come upon 
Harry in a room and demand of him, "W hat do you want in my house?" 

"Your house?" Harry wou ld say, when he felt like teasing the old man. 
"Your house?" 

"Out of my house!" the old man wou ld shout back. 
"Yo ur house? Do you call this your house?" Harry would reply, smiling 

at the old man's fury. 
Harry was the only one in the house who talked to the old man, and 

then he didn't so much talk to him, as talk of him to others. Harry's wife 
was a dim and silent woman, crowded out by her husband and the large
boned sons like himself that she had borne him, and she would gladly have 
seen the old man in an old-age home. But her husband had said no, so she 
put up with the old man, though for herself she cou ld see no possible better 
end for him than a period of residence in a home for aged Jews which she 
had once visited, and which had impressed her most favourably with its 
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glass and yellow brick, the noiseless rubber tiles in its corridors, its secluded 
grassed grounds, and the uniforms worn by the attendants to the establish
ment. But she put up with the old man; she did not talk to him. The 
grandchildren had nothing to do with their grandfather-they were busy 
at school, playing rugby and cricket, they could hardly speak Yiddish, and 
they were embarrassed by him in front of their friends; and when the 
grandfather did take any notice of them it was only to call them Boers and 
goyim and shkotzim in sudden quavering rages which did not disturb them 
at all. 

The house itself-a big single-storeyed place of brick, with a corrugated 
iron roof above and a wide stoep all round-Harry Grossman had bought 
years before, and in the continual rebuilding the suburb was undergoing 
it was beginning to look old-fashioned. But it was solid and prosperous, 
and withindoors curiously masculine in appearance, like the house of a 
widower. The furniture was of the heaviest African woods, dark, and built 
to last, the passages were lined with bare linoleum, and the few pictures 
on the walls, big brown and grey mezzotints in heavy frames, had not been 
looked at for years. The servants were both men, large ignored Zulus who 
did their work and kept up the brown gleam of the furniture. 

It was from this house that old man Grossman tried to escape. He fled 
through the doors and the windows and out into the wide sunlit streets of 
the town in Africa, where the blocks of flats were encroaching upon the 
single-storeyed houses behind their gardens. And in these streets he wan
dered. 

It was Johannes, one of the Zulu servants, who suggested a way of dealing 
with old man Grossman. He brought to the house one afternoon Paulus, 
whom he described as his "brother." Harry Grossman knew enough to 
know that "brother" in this context could mean anything from the son of 
one's mother to a friend from a neighbouring kraal, but by the speech that 
Johannes made on Paulus's behalf he might indeed have been the latter's 
brother. Johannes had to speak for Paulus, for Paulus knew no English. 
Paulus was a "raw boy," as raw as a boy could possibly come. He was a 
muscular, moustached and bearded African, with pendulous ear-lobes 
showing the slits in which the tribal plugs had once hung; and on his feet 
he wore sandals the soles of which were cut from old motor-car tyres, the 
thongs from red inner tubing. He wore neither hat nor socks, but he did 
have a pair of khaki shorts which were too small for him, and a shirt 
without any buttons: buttons would in any case have been of no use for 
the shirt could never have closed over his chest. He swelled magnificently 
out of his clothing, and above there was a head carried well back, so that 
his beard, which had been trained to grow in two sharp points from 
his chin, bristled ferociously forward under his melancholy and almost 
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mandarin-like moustache. When he smiled, as he did once or twice during 
Johannes's speech, he showed his white, even teeth, but for the most part 
he stood looking rather shyly to the side of Harry Grossman's head, with 
his hands behind his back and his bare knees bent a little forward, as if to 
show how little he was asserting himself, no matter what his "brother" 
might have been saying about him. 

His expression did not change when Harry said that it seemed hopeless, 
that Paulus was too raw, and Johannes explained what the baas had just 
said. He nodded agreement when Johannes explained to him that the baas• 
said that it was a pity that he knew no English. But whenever Harry looked 
at him, he smiled, not ingratiatingly, but simply smiling above his beard, 
as though saying: "Try me." Then he looked grave again as Johannes 
expatiated on his virtues. Johannes pleaded for his "brother." He said that 
the baas knew that he, Johannes, was a good boy. Would he, then, rec
ommend to the baas a boy who was not a good boy too? The baas could 
see for himself, Johannes said, that Paulus was not one of these town boys, 
these street loafers: he was a good boy, come straight from the kraal. He 
was not a thief or a drinker. He was strong, he was a hard worker, he was 
clean, and he could be as gentle as a woman. If he, Johannes, were not 
telling the truth about all these things, then he deserved to be chased away. 
If Paulus failed in any single respect, then he, Johannes, would voluntarily 
leave the service of the baas, because he had said untrue things to the baas. 
But if the baas believed him, and gave Paulus his chance, then he,Johannes, 
would teach Paulus all the things of the house and the garden, so that 
Paulus would be useful to the baas in ways other than the particular task 
for which he was asking the baas to hire him. And, rather daringly,Johan
nes said that it did not matter so much if Paulus knew no English, because 
the old baas, the oubaas, knew no English either. 

It was as something in the nature of a joke-almost a joke against his 
father-that Harry Grossman gave Paulus his chance. For Paulus was given 
his chance. He was given a room in the servants' quarters in the back yard, 
into which he brought a tin trunk painted red and black, a roll of blankets, 
and a guitar with a picture of a cowboy on the back. He was given a 
houseboy's outfit of blue denim blouse and shorts, with red piping round 
the edges, into which he fitted, with his beard and physique, like a king 
in exile in some pantomime . He was given his food three times a day, after 
the white people had eaten, a bar of soap every week, cast-off clothing at 
odd intervals, and the sum of one pound five shillings per week, five shil
lings of which he took, the rest being left at his request, with the baas, as 
savings. He had a free afternoon once a week, and he was allowed to 
entertain not more than two friends at any one time in his room. And in 
all the particulars that Johannes had enumerated, Johannes was proved re
liable. Paulus was not one of these town boys, these street loafers. He did 
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not steal or drink, he was clean and he was honest and hard-working. And 
he could be gentle as a woman. 

It took Paulus some time to settle down to his job; he had to conquer 
not only his own shyness and strangeness in the new house filled with 
strange people-let alone the city, which, since taking occupation of his 
room, he had hardly dared to enter-but also the hostility of old man 
Grossman, who took imm ediate fright at Paulus and redoubled his efforts 
to get away from the house upon Paulus's entry into it. As it happened, 
the first result of this persistence on the part of the old man was that Paulus 
was able to get the measure of the job, for he came to it with a willingness 
of spirit that the old man could not vanquish, but could only teach. Paulus 
had been given no instructions, he had merely been told to see that the 
old man did not get himself into trouble, and after a few days of bewil
derment Paulus found his way. He simply went along with the old man. 

At first he did so cautiously, following the old man at a distance, for he 
knew the other had no trust in him. But later he was able to follow the 
old man openly; still later he was able to walk side by side with him, and 
the old man did not try to escape from him. When old man Grossman 
went out, Paulus went too, and there was no longer any need for the doors 
and windows to be watched, or the police to be telephoned. The young 
bearded Zulu and the old bearded Jew from Lithuania walked together in 
the streets of the town that was strange to them both; together they looked 
over the fences of the large gardens and into the shining foyers of the blocks 
of flats; together they stood on the pavements of the main arterial roads 
and watched the cars and trucks rush between the tall buildings; together 
they walked in the small, sandy parks, and when the old man was tired 
Paulus saw to it that he sat on a bench and rested. They could not sit on 
the bench together, for only whites were allowed to sit on the benches, 
but Paulus wou ld squat on the ground at the old man's feet and wait until 
he judged the old man had rested long enough, before moving on again. 
Together they stared into the windows of the suburban shops, and though 
neither of them could read the signs outside the shops, the advertisements 
on billboards, the traffic signs at the side of the road, Paulus learned to wait 
for the traffic lights to change from red to green before crossing a street, 
and together they stared at the Coca-cola girls and the advertisements for 
beer and the cinema posters. On a piece of cardboard which Paulus carried 
in the pocket of his blouse Harry had had one of his sons print the old 
man's name and address, and whenever Paulus was uncertain of the way 
home, he wo uld approach an African or a friendly-looking white man and 
show him the card, and try his best to follow the instructions, or at least 
the gesticu lations which were all of the answers of the white men that 
meant anything to him. But there were enough Africans to be found, 
usually, who were more sophisticated than himself, and though they teased 
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him for his "rawness" and for holdin g the sort of job he had, they helped 
him too. And neither Paulus no r old man Grossman were aware that when 
they crossed a street hand-in-hand , as they some times did when the traffic 
was particularly heavy, there were white men who averted their eyes from 
the sight of this degradation, which cou ld come upon a white man when 
he was old and senile and dependent . 

Paulus kn ew only Zulu, the old man knew only Yiddish, so there was 
no language in which they co uld talk to one ano ther. But they talked all 
the same: they both exp lained, commented and com plained to each other 
of the thin gs they saw around them, and often they agreed with one an
other, smiling and noddin g their heads and explainin g again with their 
hands what each happ ened to be talking about. Th ey both seemed to 
believe that they were talking about the same th ings, and often they un
dou btedly were, when they lifted their heads sharply to see an aero plane 
cross the blu e sky between two bui ldings, or whe n they reached the top 
of a steep road and turned to loo k back the way they had come, and saw 
below them the clean impervious towe rs of the city thrust nakedly against 
the sky in brand -new piles of concrete and glass and face-brick. Then down 
they would go again, among the hou ses and the gardens wher e the be
neficent climate encouraged both palms and oak trees to grow indi scrim
inately among each other-as th ey did in the garden of the house to which, 
in the evenings, Paulus and old man Grossman would eventually return. 

In and about the hou se Paulus soon became as indi spensable to the old 
man as he was on the ir expedition s out ofit. Paulus dressed him and bathed 
him and trimm ed his beard, and when the old man wo ke distressed in 
the middle of the night it wou ld be for Paulus that he would call- "Der 
schwarzer," he wo uld shou t (for he never learned Paulus's name), "vo's der 
schwarzer"-a nd Paulus wo uld change his sheets and pyjamas and put him 
back to bed again. "Baas Zeide," Paulus called the old man, picking up the 
Yiddish word for grandfather from th e children of the hou se. 

And that was something that Harry Grossman told everyo ne of. For 
H arry persisted in regarding the arrangeme nt as a kind of jok e, and the 
more the arrangement succeede d the more determine dly did he try to 
spread the j oke, so that it should be a jok e not only against his father but 
a joke against Paulus too. It had been a jok e that his father shou ld be loo ked 
after by a raw Zu lu : it was going to be a joke that the Zulu was successful 
at it. "Baas Zeide! T hat's what der schwarzer calls him-have you ever heard 
the like of it? And you should see the two of them, walking about in the 
streets hand- in-hand like two scho olgirls. Two clever ones, der schwarzer 
and my father going for a promenade, and betwee n them I tell you you 
wo uldn 't be able to find out w hat day of the wee k or what time of day 
it is." 
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And when people said, "S till that Paulus seems a very good boy," Harry 
would reply: 

"W hy shouldn 't he be? With all his knowl edge, are there so many better 
j obs that he'd be able to find ? H e keeps the old man happy- very good, 
very nice, but don't forget that that's what he's paid to do. What does he 
know any better to do, a simple kaffir from the kraal? He knows he's go t 
a goo d job , and he'd be a fool ifh e thr ew it away. Do you think ," Harry 
would say, and this too would insistently be part of the joke, "if I had 
nothing else to do with my time I wo uldn 't be able to make the old man 
happy?" Harry wo uld look about his sittin g-room , wher e the floorboards 
bor e the weight of his furnitur e, or w hen they sat on the stoep he would 
measure with his glance the spaciou s garden aloof from the street beyond 
the h edge. " I' ve got other thin gs to do . And I had oth er thin gs to do, 
plenty of them, all my life, and not only for mysel(" What these things 
were that he had had to do all his life would send him back to his jok e. 
" No, I think the old man has ju st found his level in der schwarzer-a nd I 
don't think der schwarzer could cope w ith anything else." 

Harry teased the old man to his face too , about his "black friend ," and 
he wo uld ask his father what he would do if Paulus w ent away; once he 
jokingly threatened to send the Zulu away. But the old man didn 't believe 
the threat, for Paulu s was in the hou se when the threat was made, and the 
old man simply left his son and w ent straight to Paulus's room, and sat 
there with Paulus for security. Harry did not follow him: he wou ld never 
have gone int o any of his servants' rooms least of all that of Paulu s. For 
thou gh he made a j oke of him to ot hers, to Paulu s himself Harry always 
spok e gruffly, unjokin gly, with no patience. On that day he had merely 
shout ed after the old man, "Anot her time he won't be there. " 

Yet it was strang e to see how Harry Grossman wou ld always be drawn 
to the room in which he knew his father and Paulu s to be. Night after 
night he came into the old man 's bedroom when Paulu s was dressing or 
undressing the old man; almost as often Harry stood in the steamy, untidy 
bathroom when the old man was being bath ed. At these times he hardly 
spoke , he offered no explanation of his presence : he stood dourly and 
silently in the room, in his customary powerful and begrudging stance, 
with one hand clasping the wrist of the oth er and both supportin g his waist, 
and he watched Paulus at work. The backs of Paulus's hands were smooth 
and black and hairless, they we re paler on the palms and at the finger
nails, and they worked deftly about the body of the old man, w ho was 
submi ssive und er the mini stration s of the other . At first Paulus had some
times smiled at Harry while he worked, with his straightforward, even smile 
in which there was no invitation to a comp licity in patronag e, but rather 
an enco urageme nt to Harry to draw forward. But after the first few eve-
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nings of this wor k that Harry had watched, Paulus no long er smiled at his 
master. And while he wo rked Paulus could not restrain him self, even under 
Harry's stare, from talking in a soft, continuou s flow of Zu lu , to encourage 
the old man and to exhort him to be helpful and to expre ss his pleasure in 
how well the work was going. Wh en Paulus would at last wipe the gleam
ing soap- flakes from his dark hands he would sometimes, when the old 
man was tired, stoop low and wi th a laugh pick up the old man and carry 
him easily dow n the passage to his bedroom . Harry would follow; he 
would stand in the passage and watch the burd ened, barefoote d Zulu until 
the door of his father' s room closed behind them both. 

Only once did Ha rry wait on such an evening for Paulu s to reappear 
from his father's room. Paulus had already come out, had passed him in 
the narrow passage, and had already subduedly said: "G ood night , baas," 
before Harry called suddenly: 

"H ey! Wa it !" 
"Baas," Paulus said, turning his head. Then he came quickly to Harry . 

"Baas," he said again, puzzled and anxious to kno w why his baas, w ho so 
rarely spoke to him , should suddenly have called him like this, at the end 
of the day, when his wo rk was over. 

Harry wait ed again before speaking, waited long enough for Paulus to 
say: "Baas?" once more, and to mo ve a little closer, and to lift his head for 
a mom ent before lettin g it drop respectfully down. 

"Th e oubaas was tired tonight," H arry said. "Where did you take him? 
What did you do with him?" 

"Baas?" Paulus said quickly. Harry 's ton e was so brusqu e that the smile 
Paulus gave asked for no more than a mom ent's remission of the other's 
anger. 

But Harry went on loudl y: "You heard what I said. What did you do 
with him that he looked so tired?" 

"Baas- I- " Paulu s was flustered , and his hands beat in the air for a 
moment, but with care, so that he would not touch his baas. "Please baas." 
He brought both hands to his mouth , closing it forcibly. H e flung his hands 
away. "Johann es," he said with relief, and he had already taken the first 
step down the passage to call his interpreter. 

"No!" Harry called. "You mean you don 't und erstand what I say? I 
know you don 't," Harry shouted, though in fact he had forgotten until 
Paulus had remi nded him . The sight of Paulus's startled, puzzled, and guilty 
face before him filled him with a lust to see this man, this nurse with the 
face and the figure of a warrior , look mor e startled , puz zled, and guilty 
yet; and Harry knew that it could so easily be done, it could be done 
simply by talking to him in th e language he could not und erstand. "You'r e 
a fool," Harry said. "You 're like a child. You under stand nothin g, and it 's 
ju st as well for you that you need not hin g. You' ll always be wh ere you 
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are, runnin g to do what the white baas tells you to do. Look how you 
stand! Do you think I understood Eng lish whe n I came here?" Harry said, 
and then with contempt, using one of the few Zu lu words he kn ew : 
"Hamba! Go! Do you think I want to see you?" 

"A u baas!" Paulus exclaimed in distress. H e could not remon strate; he 
could only open his hands in a gestur e to show tha t he knew neither the 
words Harry used, nor in what he had been remiss that Harry shou ld have 
spok en in such angry tones to him. But Harry gestured him away, and had 
the satisfaction of seeing Paulus shuffle off like a school-bo y. 

Harry was the only person who kn ew that he and his father had quarrelled 
shortly before the accident that ended the old man 's life took place; this 
was something that Harry was to keep secret for the rest of this life. 

Late in th e afternoon they quarrelled, after Harry had come back from 
the shop out of which he made his living. H arry came back to find his 
father wander ing about the house, shoutin g for der schwarzer, and his wife 
complainin g that she had already told the old man at least five times that 
der schwarzer was not in the hou se: it was Paulus' afternoon off 

Harry went to his father, and when his father came eagerly to him, he 
too told the old man, "Der schwarzer's not here." So the old man , wi th 
H arry following , turn ed away and co ntinu ed going from room to room, 
peering in throug h the doors. " Der schwarzer' s not here," Harry said. "W hat 
do you want him for?" 

Still the old man igno red him. H e we nt do.wn the passage tow ards the 
bedrooms. "W hat do you want him for?" Ha rry called after him. 

Th e old man went into every bedroom, still shouting for der schwarzer. 
Only w hen he was in his own bare bedroom did he look at Harry. 
"Wh ere's der schwarzer?" he asked. 

"I've told you ten times I don't know where he is. What do you wan t 
him for?" 

" I wa nt der schwarzer." 
" I know you wan t him . But he isn't here." 
" I want der schwarzer." 
"Do you think I haven 't heard you? H e isn 't here ." 
"Bring him to me," the old man said . 
" I can't bring him to you. I don't kn ow where he is." Then Har ry 

steadied himself against his own anger. H e said quietly: "Te ll me what you 
want. I'll do it for you. I'm here, I can do w hat der schwarzer can do for 
you." 

"W here's der schwarzer?" 
" I've told you he isn 't here," Harry shouted, the angrier for his previous 

moment's patien ce. "W hy don't you tell me w hat you want? What' s the 
matter with me-ca n't you tell me w hat you want?" 
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"I want der schwarzer." 
"Please," Harry said. He thre·w out his arms towards his father, but the 

gesture was abrupt, almost as though he were thrusting his father away 
from him. "Why can't you ask it ofme? You can ask me-haven't I done 
enough for you already? Do you want to go for a walk?-I'll take you for 
a walk. What do you want? Do you want-do you want-?" Harry could 
not think what his father might want. ''I'll do it," he said. "You don't 
need der schwarzer." 

Then Harry saw that his father was weeping. The old man was standing 
up and weeping, with his eyes hidden behind the thick glasses that he had 
to wear: his glasses and his beard made his face a mask of age, as though 
time had left him nothing but the frame of his body on which the clothing 
could hang , and this mask of his face above. But Harry knew when the 
old man was weeping-he had seen him crying too often before, when 
they had found him at the end of a street after he had wandered away, or 
even, years earlier, when he had lost another of the miserable jobs that 
seemed to be the only one he could find in a country in which his son 
had , later, been able to run a good business, drive a large car, own a big 
house. 

"Father," Harry asked, "what have I done? Do you think I've sent der 
schwarzer away?" Harry saw his father turn away, between the narrow bed 
and the narrow wardrobe. "He's coming-" Harry said, but he could not 
look at his father's back, he could not look at his father's hollowed neck, 
on which the hairs that Paulus had clipped glistened above the pale brown 
discolorations of age-Harry could not look at the neck turned stiffly away 
from him while he had to try to promise the return of the Zulu. Harry 
dropped his hands and walked out of the room. 

No one knew how the old man managed to get out of the house and 
through the front gate without having been seen. But he did manage it, 
and in the road he was struck down. Only a man on a bicycle struck him 
down, but it was enough, and he died a few days later in the hospital. 

Harry's wife wept, even the grandsons wept; Paulus wept. Harry himself 
was stony, and his bunched, protuberant features were immovable; they 
seemed locked upon the bones of his face. A few days after the funeral he 
called Paulus and Johannes into th e kitchen and said to Johannes: "Tell 
him he must go. His work is finished." 

Johannes translated for Paulus , and then , after Paulus had spoken, he 
turned to Harry. "He says, yes baas." Paulus kept his eyes on the ground; 
he did not look up even when Harry looked directly at him, and Harry 
knew that this was not out of fear or shyness, but out of courtesy for his 
master' s grief-which was what the y could not but be talking of, when 
they talked of his work. 
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"Here's his pay." Harry thrust a few notes towards Paulus, who took 
them in his cupped hands, and retreated. 

Harry waited for them to go, but Paulus stayed in the room , and con
sulted with Johannes in a low voice. Johannes turned to his master. "He 
says, baas, that the baas still has his savings." 

Harry had forgotten about Paulus's savings. He told Johannes that he 
had forgotten, and that he did not have enough money at the moment, 
but would bring the money the next day. Johannes translated and Paulus 
nodded gratefully. Both he and Johannes were subdued by the death there 
had been in the house. 

And Harry's dealings with Paulus were over. He took what was to have 
been his last look at Paulus, but this look stirred him again against the Zulu. 
As harshly as he told Paulus that he had to go, so now, implacably, seeing 
Paulus in the mockery and simplicity of his houseboy's clothing, to feed 
his anger to the very end Harry said: "Ask him what he's been saving for. 
What's he going to do with the fortune he's made?" 

Johannes spoke to Paulus and came back with a reply. "He says, baas, 
that he is saving to bring his wife and children from Zululand to Johan
nesburg. He is saving, baas," Johannes said, for Harry had not seemed to 
understand, "to bring his family to this town also." 

The two Zulus were bewildered to know why it should have been at 
that moment that Harry Grossman's clenched, fist-like features should sud
denly seem to have fallen from one another, nor why he should have stared 
with such guilt and despair at Paulus , while he cried, "What else could I 
have done? I did my best," before the first tears came. 




