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Description :  Description du produitHere is the fifth novel in the internationally bestselling No. 1 Ladies 
Detective Agency hit series. Once again we are transported to Gaborone, capital city of Botswana, and into 

the world of Mma Ramotswe and her friends.THE NO. 1 LADIES DETECTIVE AGENCY. FOR ALL 
CONFIDENTIAL MATTERS AND ENQUIRIES. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED FOR ALL 

PARTIES. UNDER PERSONAL MANAGEMENT.Mma Ramotswe and Mr. J.L.B. Matekoni are still 
engaged, but with no immediate plans to get married. Mma Ramotswe wonders when a wedding date will be 

named, but she is anxious to avoid putting pressure on her fianc. For indeed he has other things on his 
mind -- particularly a frightening request (involving a parachute jump) made by Mma Potokwani, the 

persuasive matron of the orphan farm.Mma Ramotswe herself has weighty matters on her mind. She has 
been approached by a wealthy lady to check up on several suitors. Are these men interested in her or just her 

/file.html?id=B002TXZRDG


money? This may be difficult to find out, but its just the kind of case Mma Ramotswe likes and she is, as we 
know, a very intuitive lady.Meanwhile, Mma Makutsi -- plucky assistant detective and deputy manager of 
the Tlokweng Road Speedy Motors garage -- is moving. Her entrepreneurial venture, the Kalahari Typing 

School for Men, is thriving and with this new income she has rented two rooms in a house. Her spare time is 
occupied with planning the move, the dcor and her new life in a house with running water all to herself.In 

the background of all this is Botswana, a country of empty spaces and echoing skies, a country so beautiful 
and entrancing that it breaks your heart. Mma Ramotswe has prepared the bush tea and is waiting for us to 

join her.

Prsentation de l'diteurMma Ramotswe, who became engaged to Mr J.L.B. Matekoni at the end of the first 
book, is still engaged. She wonders when a day for the wedding will be named, but she is anxious to avoid 
putting too much pressure on her fiance. For indeed he has other things on his mind - notably a frightening 
request made of him by Mma Potokwani, pushy matron of the Orphan Farm.Mma Ramotswe herself has 
weighty matters on her mind. She has been approached by a wealthy lady - whose fortune comes from 
successful hair-braiding salons - and has been asked to check up on several suitors. Are these men just 

interested in her money? This may be difficult to find out, but Mma Ramotswe is, of course, a very intuitive 
lady . . .ExtraitCHAPTER ONEA Great Sadness among the Cars of BotswanaPrecious Ramotswe was 

sitting at her desk at the No. 1 Ladies' Detective Agency in Gaborone. From where she sat she could gaze 
out of the window, out beyond the acacia trees, over the grass and the scrub bush, to the hills in their blue 
haze of heat. It was such a noble country, and so wide, stretching for mile upon mile to brown horizons at 

the very edge of Africa. It was late summer, and there had been good rains that year. This was important, as 
good rains meant productive fields, and productive fields meant large, ripened pumpkins of the sort that 

traditionally built ladies like Mma Ramotswe so enjoyed eating. The yellow flesh of a pumpkin or a squash, 
boiled and then softened with a lump of butter (if one's budget stretched to that), was one of God's greatest 
gifts to Botswana. And it tasted so good, too, with a slice of fine Botswana beef, dripping in gravy.Oh yes, 

God had given a great deal to Botswana, as she had been told all those years ago at Sunday school in 
Mochudi. "Write a list of Botswana's heavenly blessings," the teacher had said. And the young Mma 

Ramotswe, chewing on the end of her indelible pencil, and feeling the sun bearing down on the tin roof of 
the Sunday school, heat so insistent that the tin creaked in protest against its restraining bolts, had written: 

(1) the land; (2) the people who live on the land; (3) the animals, and specially the fat cattle. She had stopped 
at that, but, after a pause, had added: (4) the railway line from Lobatse to Francistown. This list, once 

submitted for approval, had come back with a large blue tick after each item, and the comment written in: 
Well done, Precious! You are a sensible girl. You have correctly shown why Botswana is a fortunate 
country.And this was quite true. Mma Ramotswe was indeed a sensible person and Botswana was a 

fortunate country. When Botswana had become independent all those years ago, on that heart-stilling night 
when the fireworks failed to be lit on time, and when the dusty wind had seemed to augur only ill, there had 

been so little. There were only three secondary schools for the whole country, a few clinics, and a measly 
eight miles of tarred road. That was all. But was it? Surely there was a great deal more than that. There was a 

country so large that the land seemed to have no limits; there was a sky so wide and so free that the spirit 
could rise and soar and not feel in the least constrained; and there were the people, the quiet, patient people, 
who had survived in this land, and who loved it. Their tenacity was rewarded, because underneath the land 
there were the diamonds, and the cattle prospered, and brick by brick the people built a country of which 
anybody could be proud. That was what Botswana had, and that is why it was a fortunate country.Mma 

Ramotswe had founded the No. 1 Ladies' Detective Agency by selling the cattle left her by her father, Obed 
Ramotswe, a good man whom everybody respected. And for this reason she made sure that his picture was 

on the office wall, alongside, but slightly lower than, the picture of the late President of Botswana, Sir 
Seretse Khama, paramount chief of the Bangwato, founding president of Botswana, and gentleman. The last 
of these attributes was perhaps the most important in Mma Ramotswe's eyes. A man could be a hereditary 

ruler, or an elected president, but not be a gentleman, and that would show in his every deed. But if you had 
a leader who was a gentleman, with all that this meant, then you were lucky indeed. And Botswana had been 

very lucky in that respect, because all three of her presidents had been good men, gentlemen, who were 
modest in their bearing, as a gentleman should be. One day, perhaps, a woman might become president, and 
Mma Ramotswe thought that this would be even better, provided, of course, that the lady in question had the 
right qualities of modesty and caution. Not all ladies had those qualities, Mma Ramotswe reflected; some of 



them being quite conspicuously lacking in that respect.Take that woman who was always on the radio a 
political woman who was always telling people what to do. She had an irritating voice, like that of a jackal, 

and a habit of flirting with men in a shameless way, provided that the men in question could do something to 
advance her career. If they could not, then they were ignored. Mma Ramotswe had seen this happening; she 
had seen her ignoring the Bishop at a public function, in order to talk to an important government minister 

who might put in a good word for her in the right place. It had been transparent. Bishop Theophilus had 
opened his mouth to say something about the rain and she had said, "Yes, Bishop, yes. Rain is very 

important." But even as she spoke, she was looking in the direction of the minister, and smiling at him. After 
a few minutes, she had slipped away, leaving the Bishop behind, and sidled up to the minister to whisper 
something to him. Mma Ramotswe, who had watched the whole thing, was in no doubt about what that 

something had been, for she knew women of this sort and there were many of them. So they would have to 
be careful before choosing a woman as president. It would have to be the right sort of woman; a woman who 

knew what hard work was and what it was like to bear half the world upon your shoulders.On that day, 
sitting at her desk, Mma Ramotswe allowed her thoughts to wander. There was nothing in particular to do. 
There were no outstanding matters to investigate, as she had just completed a major enquiry on behalf of a 

large store that suspected, but could not prove, that one of its senior staff was embezzling money. Its 
accountants had looked at the books and had found discrepancies, but had been unable to find how and 
where the money had disappeared. In his frustration at the continuing losses, the managing director had 

called in Mma Ramotswe, who had compiled a list of all the senior staff and had decided to look into their 
circumstances. If money was disappearing, then there was every likelihood that somebody at the other end 
would be spending it. And this elementary conclusion so obvious really had led her straight to the culprit. It 

was not that he had advertised his ill-gotten wealth; Mma Ramotswe had been obliged to elicit this 
information by placing temptation before each suspect. At length, one had succumbed to the prospect of an 
expensive bargain and had been able to offer payment in cash a sum beyond the means of a person in such a 

position. It was not the sort of investigation which she enjoyed, because it involved recrimination and 
shame, and Mma Ramotswe preferred to forgive, if at all possible. "I am a forgiving lady," she said, which 
was true. She did forgive, even to the extent of bearing no grudge against Note Mokoti, her cruel former 

husband, who had caused her such suffering during their brief, ill-starred marriage. She had forgiven Note, 
even though she did not see him any more, and she would tell him that he was forgiven if he came to her 

now. Why, she asked herself, why keep a wound open when forgiveness can close it?Her unhappiness with 
Note had convinced her that she would never marry again. But then, on that extraordinary evening some 

time ago, when Mr J.L.B. Matekoni had proposed to her after he had spent all afternoon fixing the dispirited 
engine of her tiny white van, she had accepted him. And that was the right decision, for Mr J.L.B. Matekoni 
was not only the best mechanic in Botswana, but he was one of the kindest and most gracious of men. Mr 
J.L.B. Matekoni would do anything for one who needed help, and, in a world of increasing dishonesty, he 

still practised the old Botswana morality. He was a good man, which, when all is said and done, is the finest 
thing that you can say about any man. He was a good man.It was strange at first to be an engaged lady; a 

status somewhere between spinsterhood and marriage; committed to another, but not yet another's spouse. 
Mma Ramotswe had imagined that they would marry within six months of the engagement, but that time had 
passed, and more, and still Mr J.L.B. Matekoni had said nothing about a wedding. Certainly he had bought 
her a ring and had spoken freely, and proudly, of her as his fiance, but nothing had been said about the date 
of the wedding. She still kept her house in Zebra Drive, and he lived in his house in the Village, near the old 

Botswana Defence Force Club and the clinic, and not far from the old graveyard. Some people, of course, 
did not like to live too close to a graveyard, but modern people, like Mma Ramotswe, said that this was 

nonsense. Indeed, there were many differences of opinion here. The people who lived around Tlokweng, the 
Batlokwa, had a custom of burying their ancestors in a small, mud-walled round house, a rondavel, in the 

yard. This meant that those members of the family who died were always there with you, which was a good 
practice, thought Mma Ramotswe. If a mother died, then she might be buried under the hut of the children, 

so that her spirit could watch over them. That must have been comforting for children, thought Mma 
Ramotswe, to have the mother under the stamped cattle-dung floor.There were many good things about the 
old ways, and it made Mma Ramotswe sad to think that some of these ways were dying out. Botswana had 

been a special country, and still was, but it had been more special in the days when everybody or almost 
everybody observed the old Botswana ways. The modern world was selfish, and full of cold and rude 

people. Botswana had never been like that, and Mma Ramotswe was determined that her small corner of 



Botswana, which was the house on Zebra Drive, and the office that the No. 1 Ladies' Detective Agency and 
Tlokweng Road Speedy Motors shared, would always remain part of the old Botswana, where people 
greeted one another politely and listened to what others had to say, and did not shout or think just of 

themselves. That would never happen in that little part of Botswana, ever...From Publishers WeeklyPrecious 
Ramotswe is on the case again in this delightful fifth installment in the bestselling No. 1 Ladies' Detective 

Agency series, this time assisting the self-made founder of a chain of hairdressing salons who wants to 
unearth the real intentions of her four suitors, each possibly more interested in her money than her heart. As 
fans know, though, sleuthing takes second place to folksy storytelling in McCall Smith's wry novels. This 

time around, Mma Ramotswe is distracted by her long-prolonged engagement to Mr. J.L.B. Matekoni, 
Gaborone's best mechanic; it seems she will never be married, despite her fianc's honorable intentions. He 

installs an extra large seatbelt in her car to keep her safe (she is quite comfortable with her "traditional 
build," despite the new, slender fashion of modern woman), but an altercation with another mechanic and the 

prospect of a charity parachute jump keep his mind off matrimony. A drive for decency motivates Mma 
Ramotswe and her friends-among them Mma Potokwani, the imperious matron of the local orphan farm, and 
Mma Makutsi, assistant at the Ladies' Detective Agency and founder of the Kalahari Typing School for Men-

and Smith's talent is in portraying this moral code in a manner that is always engaging. As readers will 
appreciate, Mma Ramotswe solves her cases-more questions of character, really, than of criminal behavior-

in good time. Traditionally built ladies living in the African heat don't tend to hurry, and, at the No. 1 Ladies 
Detective Agency, there's always time for another cup of tea. Copyright Reed Business Information, a 

division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. 


