
                  
                       

            
   

 
It is hard to work in the heat, and I’m tempted to take the bus to Camps Bay and sit on the rocks with my 
feet in the water. They say there are sharks there, but I’ve never seen one, just a few seals, which they eat. 
 
My name in these parts is Theresa, I’m English, evacuated from Cyprus, where I lived briefly with my 
husband. I’ve been here for three years, and I’m not supposed to keep this diary. 
 
They chose me because I knew the codes and am good with maths and Morse code. They even found a 
husband for me. He’s dead now. Lost at sea. In this war death is as common as breakfast. 
 
         

      
                 

                
           

          
                  

              
              

              
        

 
             

              
               

        
 
I have to catch the bus into town, and then take the train. 
 

 
 

       
           

 
We met as arranged in the Sailor’s Rest, the pseudo English pub in the main street. He was easy to 
recognise, as he was carrying the agreed bunch of lilies. 
 
‘Lieutenant Green?’ I said. 
 
‘You must be Theresa; these are for you.’ 
 
‘What lovely flowers. You shouldn’t have.’ 
 
He smirked. 
 

 
            

 
So, the codes are in there, I thought. Good. I’ll have to talk to this twit for a while, as this is supposed to be 
an assig nation. This chap is not my cup of tea. Weak chin, mouth like a crack in a pie. 
 
‘How do you like the Cape?’ I enquired. 
 
‘Very pretty, like you.’ He smirked again. 
 
‘Any chance of a drink?’ 
 
‘Depends what you have in mind. I should tell you, I have rather a large penis.’ 
 
Now, I’ve had some crude propositions in this war, but anatomical information of this sort makes me lose 
the will to live. 
 
‘Really. Don’t know whether I should congratulate you or commiserate,’ I replied. 
 
He scowled. 
 
‘I can see I’m wasting my time. Where is the local red light district?’ 
 
‘Just wait till night time. No doubt a man with your attrib utes knows what to look for. Your uniform will be 
like a beacon to the pros anyhow. I warn you though. You’re as likely to have your throat slit or be robbed 
as get much plea sure out of it. If you have a lot of money to waste, go to the Grand Hotel in Cape Town. I 
expect they’ll fix you up there.’ 
 
‘Humph,’ he replied, got up and stalked out, leaving me with my flowers. 
 
I stayed at the table for a few minutes, smoking a cigarette. Which one, or more than one, of these people 
was a German spy? Did they know who I was? I hoped not, and went out into the street, where the bright 
light of a Cape summer’s day dispelled my fears for the moment. 
 
I caught the train back, and as usual, my breath was taken away by the closeness of the shimmering sea 
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seabirds going about their business. Mindful of my current task, I took a good look at my fellow passengers. 
There were few and none seemed to take an interest in me. I had taken the precaution of posting the codes 
to myself before I left. They are too important to risk. One of these indi erent fellow passengers could be 
anything but. 
 
After stopping at the stations, some of whose names are imprinted on my mind like a tune that won’t go 
away  Clare mont, Newlands, Rondebosch, Rosebank, Mowbray, the scenery changed from the enchanting 
views of the ocean to suburban and industrial buildings which warned of my impending arrival in the 
metropolis of Cape Town, the final sign being the tattiness of Woodstock telling me I was now one station 
away. I clutched the lilies to my breast and walked along the platform. I felt a bump in my back, and fell 
over, the flowers jerked from my hand as my elbows hit the ground. A smartly dressed man picked them up. 
 
‘So sorry mevrou, that ou was obviously in a hurry. Here are your flowers.’ 
 
‘Dankie meneer,’ I said. As he disappeared past the barrier I looked at the flowers. The little envelope 
formerly containing the codes was missing. I had replaced them with a card and loving message to myself. 
 
Ha ha, I thought. Now I’m sure I’m being followed, and they’re not sure whether I am who they think I am. I 
went to the o 
ce where I work, to report to my boss. I took a taxi, but not the one at the head of the queue  I pretended to 
be about to enter this and then changed my mind so it had to take someone else. I went back into the 
station for a minute then took another one. I had a profound fear of being kidnapped, unlikely as this was I 
know. The taxi took me safely to the o 
ce in Buitenkant Street, and I was relieved to press the buzzer on the dingy door marked ’Empire Publica 
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tions’. Ludio, the assistant, opened it with a grin. I followed him up the stairs to John’s o 
ce. 
 
‘You’ve got the codes then, young lady. Good. The Jerry subs are playing havoc with our merchant ships. 
I’m hoping these will help us track their movements. We need to know where they are. They’re sinking 
thousands of tons of shipping still and we need to find them so our Catalina flying boats can get at them.’ 
 
‘The codes will come in the post tomorrow and I’ll bring them in, but it may be better if Ludio accompanies 
me  I think I’m being followed,’ I said. ‘Someone knocked me over at the main station and took the envelope 
with the flowers.’ 
 
‘I see. Well we can’t have that; I’ll get Ludio to shadow you home. He’ll find out who it is, and then we’ll deal 
with them.’ 
 
I took the bus to High Level Road and climbed the steep avenue where I live in Fresnaye, in the last house 
before the mountain begins. It’s called Lambazi, named after a rocky place on the eastern Cape Coast 
where sailors were drowned many years ago. I knew Ludio, a man of mixed race, was there somewhere, 
watching me, although I couldn’t see him. 
 
Walking up the avenue every day has made me quite fit. 
 
10 th January 
 
The new codes arrived and are tophole. We now know there are three subs hovering about, two just down 
from western Africa. John thinks that they are coming down here because things are too hot for them in the 
north Atlantic, probably on the way to the Far East. The Cape isn’t as impor tant as it was a year or two ago, 
but we still get a lot of ship ping. Most of that which doesn’t survive is sunk further up the coast around 
Durban. If I can save even one life it’s worth it. Our Catalina Flying Boat pilots have become quite good at 
spotting and sinking the sinister things. 
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I had dinner at the City Club with John. A Meneer Van Rensburg, who says he publishes educational books 
in Afrikaans, among other things, accosted us. He marched up to our table all smiles and said, ‘Hello John, 
you must introduce me to your lovely companion.’ 
 
He had a big moustache and an oily smile. 
 
‘This is Theresa, more than my right hand woman.’ 
 
I held out my hand. He grasped it and his lips felt like a wet piece of rubber. 
 
‘Enchanted,’ he said. I hope to see you again. Now if you will excuse me, I have a pressing appointment.’ 
 
‘Don’t trust him,’ I said. 
 
‘Oh, he’s all right, been very helpful to us,’ said John. ‘Has some excellent contacts.’ 
 
‘Still don’t trust him. He’s got an unctuous manner.’ ‘You’ll need to work with him, he’s useful.’ 
 
I’m hoping John didn’t mean it. I don’t want to have anything to do with that man. 
 
26 th February The creep van Rensburg has been ringing me. He says we must have dinner. How many 
times does one have to say ‘No’? 
 
5 th March John insists I see van Rensburg. 
 
10 th March I compromised and had a drink with van Rensburg this lunch time at the club. He was trying to 
ply me with wine, but I stuck to orange juice. He has a farm near Franschhoek to which he’s invited me. I 
fobbed him o . 
 
21 st March The days are getting shorter, but I like March. It’s not so hot now. John has persuaded me to go 
to van Rensburg’s farm. He says he suspects he is an OB man trying to rumble us, and Best Eaten Cold 
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I’m to flush him out. I won’t be alone, whatever that means. I’ve agreed to go on Saturday. 
 
27 th March 
 
I’m still here, alive. Franschhoek is lovely and you can see what attracted the Huguenots to the district  it’s 
all moun tains and vines. Van Rensburg’s farm takes in some of them. He had a driver pick me up from 
Fresnaye in a car fit for a general. The drive was very pleasant and we picked up a young captain wearing 
his smart uniform in Somerset West. 
 
‘Aangename kennis, mevrou,’ he said, as he plonked himself down beside me in the back seat. 
 
‘Ek praat net ‘n bietjje Aikaans meneer,’ I sand he 
 
‘Oh, I’ll speak in English then. I’m Captain Jannie van Rensburg. Hendrik is my uncle. I understand you 
work for Empire Publications?’ 
 
‘Yes, I’m secretary to John Powell. Are you on leave for long?’ 
 
‘Only this weekend, then it’s back on duty.’ 
 
I noticed his wrists were covered with fine dark hair, and his hands were broad, 
 
‘I can’t ask you where, but I can guess.’ 
 
‘Really? Not playing this game, mevrou. I won’t even tell my oom where I’m going.’ 
 
‘Good for you Captain. The war is safe in your hands,’ I said. 
 
‘Now you’re laughing at me. I’m only a small cog in a very big wheel.’ 
 
‘And your uncle, is he also a cog, or is he just a big wheel?’ 
 
He looked at me hard, and his eyes were an intense brown. 
 
‘Yes, he is a big wheel. He‘s one of the biggest wheels in this country.’ 
 
I was interested now. Had this man revealed something more than he should? I decided to back o a bit. 54 
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A wooden portico made from tree trunks guarded Oom’s farm. At the top was a sign ‘van Rensburg’. The 
road had two ruts made by car wheels, and the car bumped along it at a slow pace. I saw a couple of 
ostriches, but no other life. It was baking in the car, and I was relieved to arrive at the large Cape Dutch 
house with its distinctive gables. In contrast to the arid surroundings, there was a manicured lawn watered 
by sprinklers. 
 
Van Rensburg was waiting for us. He was dressed infor mally, wearing shorts, which revealed thin legs, 
brown from the sun, like most white South African men, 
 
‘Ah my dear, at last the mountain has come to Mohammed, you must be in need of refreshment, please 
follow me.’ 
 
He showed us into a magnificent room furnished in Cape Dutch style. The dark heavy wooden furniture was 
intricately carved. 
 
Lunch was served by a black man in a white jacket. Except for his colour he could have been Jeeves. I sat 
oppo site the nephew, and next to van Rensburg. Soon I felt a hand on my knee. I removed it. I was 
relieved when, for the moment, he desisted from further adventures. However, he’d made his intentions 
plain. Was he just a lecherous middle aged man or was there something more to it? Perhaps there was 
something more to it and he was lecherous. 
 
‘Have you heard of Ko 
efontein?’ asked van Rensburg. 
 
‘Isn’t it the place where the Ossewabrandwag gentlemen are interned?’ I said. 
 
‘It’s where Italians, Germans and some South African patriots are imprisoned, yes.’ 
 
Van Rensburg had the tanned and lined face of a man who had spent a lot of time outdoors in the veld. 
 
‘You think unjustly?’ I said. 
 
‘Undoubtedly. I was hoping you thought that way too.’ He Best Eaten Cold 
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stared at me. The man’s mad, I thought, he knows I’m English and am likely to be hostile to the people who 
are interned, but I’d better play along if I want to get out of here. 
 
‘I am English you know, but I do have some sympathy for them. Not the Germans, but the South Africans. 
My grand mother was an Afrikaner sympathiser during the Anglo Boer War.’ I lied. It was part of my cover 
story agreed with John, and I’d learnt it by heart. 
 
‘Really?’ He looked interested. ‘Who was she?’ 
 
‘Her name was Wilhelmina Scheepers. She married my grandfather, a Major Brown, in Graa Reinet. She 
went back to Britain with him after the war, but her heart was here. 
 
‘Scheepers? Was she related to Gideon Scheepers, the commando leader?’ 
 
‘I believe so. He was hanged in any event by the khakis. I suppose that is why I have mixed feelings about 
the English.’ 
 
‘A good reason. Yet your accent is very English. Do you not see their point of view?’ 
 
‘My mother told me about the concentration camps and how they su ered so much. I think they should never 
have gone to war against the Afrikaners.’ 
 
Van Rensburg stroked his moustache and looked at his nephew, whose face was expressionless. 
 
‘Wat dink jy van hierdie vrou? Is sy vertroubaar?’ 
 
The younger man said, 
 
‘Miskien. Pasop oom.’ 
 
Van Rensburg had asked his nephew whether I was trust worthy. The nephew had said, ‘Perhaps’ but also 
‘Beware’ 
 
‘Apologies, we sometimes break into Afrikaans. Although your sympathies are with us, I presume you are 
not familiar with the language?’ 
 
I didn’t like to let on I was fluent in German and had some basic Afrikaans. 56 
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‘Oh, I have a smattering but no more. Perhaps you could teach me?’ Van Rensburg chuckled. 
 
‘That would be a pleasure. It would give me an excuse to enjoy your company. Jannie, how about showing 
this young lady over the farm?’ ‘Ja, I will be glad to,’ said Jannie. 
 
Rows of green grapes shimmered on the vines and the mountains were blue in the distance, yet something 
spoilt the beauty for me. 
 
‘We lose 15 
 of our grapes to baboons, you know.’ 
 
‘Is that why you’re carrying that shot gun?’ I said. 
 
‘’Partly, but baboons are not the only predators round here. Oom has enemies.’ 
 
‘Really? I have a feeling that the Garden of Eden was here.’ 
 
‘There was a snake in Eden. Here there are many, real ones and maybe a human one too.’ 
 
I looked at his face as he said this. His eyes were serious. ‘What do you think about the Nazis? Will they win 
the war?’ I said. 
 
‘I doubt it, but there are many of my people who wish they would. They think that then they will be free from 
the English.’ 
 
‘Your oom being one of them?’ ‘You’ve worked that out at least. You may well realise this, but he is testing 
you. You say you are sympathetic to us, but you are very English.’ 
 
‘And you, you have been fighting for the Allies, yet you get on very well with your uncle.’ 
 
‘I’ve known him so long. He thinks that when I come back home I’ll turn into a dutiful Afrikaner, going to the 
kerk every Sunday and voting for the right party.’ 
 
‘Maybe you will,’ I said. Best Eaten Cold 
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‘You’re very beautiful,’ he said. 
 
‘Meneer van Rensburg, first your uncle, now you, what is it with your family?’ 
 
He smiled. ‘Don’t put us in the same bracket. He’s a womaniser, whereas I...’ 
 
‘You’re not I suppose. We must be getting back to the house. I think I’ve seen enough of this farm for the 
moment.’ 
 
Oom, as I now called him in my mind, was waiting at the door. 
 
‘I hope you were impressed by my farm, now I’d like to talk business. Jannie has to go and do something 
over at Meneer De Wet’s place, don’t you Jannie?’ 
 
‘Ja oom, if you say so, although I’m damned if I can remember what it is. No doubt Koos de Wet will tell me.’ 
 
The younger man drove o with a crunch of tyres on the gravel. 
 
‘Please sit down. I’ve taken the liberty of pouring you a glass of the same white wine you enjoyed so much 
at lunch. I will be blunt about what I want. I want your help.’ 
 
I sat down and took a sip of the wine. My price would be higher than that. 
 
‘I know this war will soon be over. You are not what you seem. I feel you must have a price; you may have 
noticed also that I bear the same surname as the head of the Osse wabrandwag. I am his cousin. You have 
a choice; you can stay and listen, or go now. If you choose to stay, you have also chosen to help us. You 
will be rewarded, but I warn you any disloyalty will mean you will not live long. Stay for great reward or leave 
forthwith, while you know nothing of value.’ 
 
Had I been who I pretended to be, I’d have been out of there. But then I’m not. I hesitated for a few 
seconds. I smiled. 
 
‘Of course I’m staying.’ 
 
‘Good. Now there are things I need to show you. ‘ 58 
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He led me up the yellowwood stairs to a room with a desk. 
 
‘Do sit down.’ 
 
He went to a portrait of a man with a bushy beard and slouch hat and took it from the wall, placing it on the 
desk. Behind it was a safe. He manipulated it for about half a minute, and then it opened. He removed a 
large brown envelope 
 
‘In here I have information which at best is embarrassing, and at worst will cost some prominent people their 
lives, if it were to get into the wrong hands. I am the guardian of these secrets. I am prepared to sell them.’ 
 
‘What has this to do with me?’ 
 
‘Everything. You are going to be my messenger to Mr Churchill, or at least to his underlings. I have known 
for some time you are a British agent. How? That need not trouble you.’ 
 
I hope my face was impassive, but my stomach wasn’t. This man was a piece of work. Or was he setting a 
trap? 
 
‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ I said. 
 
‘No of course not. I have a sample here.’ He picked up a smaller envelope. ‘Give this to your employer, who 
will also not know what I’m talking about.’ He laughed. ‘The games we play. Now I’m sure you’ll be wanting 
to get back home. I can hear Jannie’s car returning.’ Elsewhere he calls the nephew Jannie 
 
The drive back was through the glistening mountains and vinecovered valleys, but my mind was too full of 
the after noon’s events to pay much attention to it. Jannie drove me all the way back to Fresnaye, his car 
crawling up the steep road that led to my house. 
 
‘Would you like to have dinner with me one evening?‘ Jannie said, as he held the passenger door open for 
me. Best Eaten Cold 
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‘Certainly, ring me in the o 
ce,’ I said, masking my surprise. 
 
What a day.

           
        

                      
                     

                  
                   

                      
                 

                   
                 
         

   
                      

                         
                 

 

           
                     

                   
                  

                   
                     
                   

                 
                    

                 
 

                     
                     
                     

            

 
             

        

‘Beautiful flowers for a beautiful young lady, I think you’ll find they’re what you need.’

2nd January
 
Gosh, that was some trip. The naval officer turned out to be sex 
mad. It must be those lonely nights at sea.

1st January
The heat of the Cape January reminds me of Cyprus. I loved it there, and still pine for the view of the 
castle next to the sea in Kyrenia. Now I look at a di erent bay, from the stoep of a house on the slopes of 
Signal Hill, below the small round peak known as Lion’s Head, junior partner to the massive flattopped 
Table Mountain.

I work for a publisher in Cape Town. John has a little office in a back street. Business life is difficult as 
before the war he was agent for a lot of English publishers, now he has to publish local writers good for 
them, but not so good for profits, certainly not enough to make ends meet, but he manages well. I know 
how. Payments from Cape importers reach his bank account on the same day every month, and they’re not 
for services he claims to provide. He’s Our Man in Cape Town, and the money comes from His Majesty. 
Cape Town is still an important sea route to the east although the Suez Canal is back in action. The sea o 
the coast is riddled with submarines, mostly heading up the coast for Durban and Moçambique waters. I 
intercept their signals and decode them. We can’t rely on the locals. The government is on our side, but 
many of the personnel are covert members of the Ossewabrandwag, a bunch of Nazi sympathisers. If they 
knew about us, I wouldn’t give tuppence for our lives.

Today is my ‘day off ’, hence the musing. I’m going to meet a chap from HMS Grantham, a cruiser that’s 
just docked at Simonstown. Ostensibly it’s social, but in this war nothing is as it seems. I’m not the sort of 
girl who runs after sailors. He has brought the new codes. I use one of those machines that look like a
typewriter, and lately I’ve been getting gobbledygook, as Mr John calls it.


