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endangered. In his garden on the other side of the w
orld, though, they’re 

anything but – exuberantly ram
pant, probably displacing m

ore fragile 

natives. It seem
s alm

ost unbelievable that these dazzling tow
ers, so alive – 

and having so rudely, eerily, oppressively captured this landscape – w
on’t 

be here for m
uch longer. A

s biennials, they can’t escape their fate: death 

after flow
ering. In a year from

 now
, all that rem

ains w
ill be the w

izened 

stem
, and perhaps the w

ispy ghosts of form
er leaves – aw

aiting the shears 

of the landscaper w
ho com

es m
onthly. 

	
H

e’s not thinking about all this as he w
rites, of course. H

e’s thinking 

about death, pain, cruelty – the usual. H
e has a headache, som

ething 

elusive and buzzing, from
 his too-strong coffee or last night’s red w

ine – 

or both. It feels like m
ore than that, though – like a throbbing rebuke, a 

gentle punishm
ent for his bucolic surroundings, for the deceptive, quiet 

sim
plicity of them

. 

	
H

e w
rites. M

ore hard w
ords, laying them

 like stones to form
 a w

all of 

sentences. 

	
A

nd then, he both sees and hears the frantic, unignorable grace of a 

hum
m

ingbird’s w
ings. W

ith dainty precision she dips her slender beak 

into one of the tiny blue flow
ers right in front of him

. She’s sm
aller than 

his palm
, her w

ings a blur, a sm
udge of brow

n against the sky’s dirty 

w
hite. 

	
She darts off again: m

ission accom
plished.  

it, racing som
ew

here, m
aybe to the beach w

here she’d dance in the w
aves 

before getting a vanilla soft-serve from
 the Total garage in B

louberg.  

	
H

er eyes blink open again: a door has slam
m

ed – M
om

 or D
ad? A

 

car’s engine starts, but she’s not sure w
hose. 

[T
he Jo

b] 

C
indy’s w

edged her ass up against the skinny m
aple, w

hich juts w
ith 

jaunty defi
ance out of the sidew

alk. She can’t keep still but, because she 

m
ust, she lets her fi

ngers play w
ith the settings on her cam

era.  

	
She w

as afraid, but she cam
e anyw

ay. B
ecause she m

ust bear w
itness. 

B
ecause, although the paper furloughed her in M

arch, they’ve said they’ll 

pay her $50 per picture of hers that gets published. It’s alm
ost June 1 – 

rent’s com
ing due, and although she w

anted to, she didn’t join the rent 

strike a few
 of the others are doing in the building; she’s too afraid she’d 

get kicked out if she did that; then w
here w

ould she and M
aya go? 

	
R

ight now
, though, there are other, even m

ore pressing things to 

think about. She raises the cam
era, trains the view

fi
nder on the chain of 

helm
ets, shields, batons: protectors of the people, the police. H

a! 

	
H

er stom
ach turns. She’d been too nervous to eat anything m

ore 

than an apple.  T
he N

ikon feels even heavier than usual in her hands. 

W
hen she started out, she used it for the events pages. She hated it – the 

product launches, the charity parties; her presence, and the pictures w
hich 

resulted, w
ere just a w

ay of the paper sucking up to the city’s businesses 

(though even all those pictures, published every T
hursday, hadn’t been 

enough in the end to stem
 the avalanche of cancelled ads). She had hated 
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they’ve lost, she and her colleagues have failed; science, m
edicine tried to 

gain the upper-hand w
ith A

Z
T

 but the drug had only – painfully – 

postponed the inevitable surrender. A
ll they can do now

 is to try to 

prevent the w
orst of Pete’s pain. R

eally. W
hat is there left to say? 

	
She low

ers her papers. 

	
“T

his is im
portant. B

ut I agree, w
e can let him

 sleep.” She clears her 

throat. “Z
ak, I don’t w

ant to get your hopes up. B
ut –” 

	
“P

lease don’t.” (D
id he actually say that? O

r w
as he im

ploring her in 

his head?) 

	
H

e turns aw
ay from

 her, turns tow
ards the w

indow
. T

he w
ater is 

glim
m

ering, in com
m

union w
ith the full m

oon burning through the 

gauzy fog. Som
eone is running next to it. H

e envies the m
an’s m

ovem
ent, 

his strength. 

	
“W

e’ve just heard that new
 drugs have gotten em

ergency FD
A

 

approval. P
rotease inhibitors that w

ill drastically suppress viral load. A
nd 

w
e think that in conjunction w

ith the A
Z

T
…

” 

	
She doesn’t fi

nish the sentence. A
fter all, she doesn’t w

ant to put his 

hopes up. 

	
“D

on’t you think Pete’s been through quite enough?” he asks. 

	
H

e tried to keep his anger buried but, to his em
barrassm

ent, a trace 

of it now
 stains the air.  

	
She’s trying her best. It’s not her fault. A

nd yet he’s still angry. She 

w
as the one w

ho put Pete on A
Z

T
 – and w

hen she did they’d both 

rejoiced. T
hat w

as before the side-effects began. D
izzy, head-over-toilet 

nausea. T
he vom

iting – spasm
s that continued long after it w

as bringing 

up nothing but gob. Pete no longer had any interest in food anyw
ay – Z

ak 

	
“G

o hom
e! D

isperse!” yells one of the offi
cers. T

he protestors ignore 

him
. She focuses her lens on one: an elderly w

om
an, eyes big above her 

surgical m
ask, in step w

ith all the others. C
ould be a grandm

other. 

P
robably is. 

	
“T

his. Is. Your. L
ast. W

arning!” says the offi
cer. 

	
T

he protestors carry on w
alking. 

[S
cho

o
lyard

 G
am

es] 

For a blissful m
om

ent – a m
om

ent he quickly feels asham
ed of – all he 

can think about is sw
eat. T

he m
elting, incessant assault of it – pooling in 

the narrow
 gap betw

een the back of his head and his helm
et, sliding dow

n 

his crack, tickling his balls, gooey in his arm
pits. 

	
It’s not yet 10, but the sun is already high, the sky ablaze, the air thick 

w
ith heat and anger. T

hey’ve been gathering at the entrance for hours 

now
. T

heir chants seem
 to grow

 louder, m
ore m

enacing as the crow
d gets 

bigger. H
e doesn’t know

 w
hat they’re saying, but he know

s the intent of 

it, he know
s w

hat they w
ant.  

	
H

e tightens his hold on the sem
i-autom

atic but that too is sw
eaty – 

slippery in his fi
ngers. (A

t least they’re not carrying guns – but even so, 

the m
achetes they hold aloft are a force to be reckoned w

ith. H
e’s been in 

this R
w

anda for long enough to have seen that.) 

	
N

ow
 they’re starting to rattle the chainlink that separates them

 from
 

him
. H

e glow
ers. R

aises the gun ever so slightly so that its tip is pointing 

right at the sun. H
e has to pretend – that he’s unafraid of them

, that he’s 

unafraid of shooting them
 if they force him

 to. T
he m

achetes ripple, 



[B
le

ss
ed

 a
re

 t
he

 P
ea

ce
ke

ep
er

s]
 

T
he

 o
rd

er
 to

 w
it

hd
ra

w
 fr

om
 th

e 
sc

ho
ol

 c
am

e 
at

 n
oo

n;
 th

e 
so

ld
ie

rs
 a

re
 

re
qu

ir
ed

 to
 e

sc
or

t e
xp

at
ri

at
es

 fl
ee

in
g 

to
 th

e 
ai

rp
or

t. 

	
A

s 
th

ey
 ro

ll 
ou

t o
f t

he
 c

om
po

un
d,

 th
e 

cr
ow

ds
 s

ur
ge

 in
 p

as
t t

he
m

. I
n 

th
e 

gl
oo

m
 o

f t
he

 a
rm

ou
re

d 
ve

hi
cl

e,
 S

te
fa

n 
ca

n’
t s

ee
m

 th
em

, b
ut

 h
e 

ca
n 

se
ns

e 
th

ei
r 

bo
di

es
 fl

ow
in

g 
pa

st
, h

e 
ca

n 
he

ar
 th

ei
r 

sh
ou

ts
 –

 tr
iu

m
ph

an
t –

 

ab
ov

e 
th

e 
di

n 
of

 th
e 

en
gi

ne
. H

e 
fi

gh
ts

 th
e 

ur
ge

 to
 v

om
it

; i
s 

gr
at

ef
ul

 fo
r 

th
e 

da
rk

. 

	
N

o 
on

e 
is

 ta
lk

in
g.

 N
o 

on
e 

is
 lo

ok
in

g 
at

 e
ac

h 
ot

he
r. 

T
he

 v
eh

ic
le

s 
ra

ce
 

on
w

ar
ds

. W
he

n 
th

e 
sc

re
am

s 
be

gi
n,

 th
e 

so
ld

ie
rs

 a
re

 to
o 

fa
r 

aw
ay

 to
 h

ea
r 

th
em

.  

[T
he

 F
o

g
-e

at
er

] 

Z
ak

 is
 in

 a
 c

ha
ir

 b
y 

th
e 

w
in

do
w

 re
ad

in
g.

 P
et

e 
ha

s 
al

re
ad

y 
fa

lle
n 

as
le

ep
. H

e 

do
es

n’
t w

an
t t

o 
go

 in
 c

as
e 

he
 w

ak
es

 u
p 

ag
ai

n 
– 

as
 u

nl
ik

el
y 

as
 th

at
 is

 to
 

ha
pp

en
. I

t i
s 

la
te

, h
e 

sh
ou

ld
 g

o,
 b

ut
 h

e 
ca

n’
t. 

N
ot

 y
et

. 

	
T

he
 s

ou
nd

 o
f h

ee
ls

 c
lic

ki
ng

; h
e 

lo
ok

s 
up

 fr
om

 h
is

 b
oo

k:
 it

’s 
D

r 

R
oc

he
lle

 c
om

in
g 

in
to

 th
e 

w
ar

d,
 w

ie
ld

in
g 

a 
fo

ld
er

 a
nd

 a
 c

lip
bo

ar
d.

 

	
W

he
n 

sh
e 

sp
ot

s 
hi

m
 in

 th
e 

co
rn

er
 s

he
 s

m
ile

s.
  

	
“I

’m
 g

la
d 

yo
u’

re
 h

er
e,

 Z
ak

,” 
sh

e 
sa

ys
, v

oi
ce

 s
of

te
r 

th
an

 ti
ss

ue
-p

ap
er

. “
I 

w
an

te
d 

to
 ta

lk
 w

it
h 

yo
u 

bo
th

.” 

	
“H

e’
s 

dr
op

pe
d 

of
f. 

T
he

 s
is

te
r 

sa
id

 h
e’

d 
ha

d 
a 

re
st

le
ss

 n
ig

ht
 s

o…
” 

	
A

ny
w

ay
, Z

ak
 th

in
ks

: w
ha

t i
s 

th
er

e 
le

ft
 to

 s
ay

? 
H

e 
lik

es
 D

r 
R

oc
he

lle
 

bu
t h

er
 p

re
se

nc
e 

he
re

, h
er

 c
au

ti
ou

s 
w

or
ds

, j
us

t o
ff

er
 a

 re
m

in
de

r 
th

at
 

ra
is

ed
 a

nd
 lo

w
er

ed
, r

ai
se

d 
an

d 
lo

w
er

ed
. H

e 
bl

in
ks

 e
xt

ra
-f

as
t a

s 
if 

th
is

 

w
ou

ld
 s

om
eh

ow
 e

ra
se

 th
em

. 

	
H

e 
tr

ai
ns

 h
is

 e
ye

s 
fr

om
 le

ft
 to

 r
ig

ht
; h

e 
re

w
ar

ds
 th

is
 d

is
pl

ay
 o

f 

vi
gi

la
nt

 re
so

lv
e 

w
it

h 
a 

qu
ic

k 
gl

an
ce

 b
ac

k 
at

 th
e 

sc
ho

ol
 –

 c
hu

nk
y 

an
d 

un
ad

or
ne

d;
 b

ui
lt

 b
y 

th
e 

Sa
le

si
an

 B
ro

th
er

s 
an

d 
th

ei
r 

flo
ck

 d
ec

ad
es

 b
ef

or
e 

in
de

pe
nd

en
ce

. H
e 

ca
tc

he
s 

a 
w

hi
ff

 o
f f

ea
r 

– 
or

 m
ay

be
 it

’s 
ju

st
 th

e 
sh

it
 a

nd
 

pi
ss

 fr
om

 th
e 

tr
ee

 n
ea

r 
th

e 
bu

ild
in

g’
s 

ed
ge

 w
he

re
 th

os
e 

se
ek

in
g 

sa
nc

tu
ar

y 

he
re

 h
ad

 to
 re

lie
ve

 th
em

se
lv

es
 b

ec
au

se
 th

e 
to

ile
ts

 h
ad

 s
ta

rt
ed

 o
ve

rfl
ow

in
g.

  

	
H

is
 ra

di
o 

cr
ac

kl
es

. H
e’

s 
be

in
g 

re
lie

ve
d 

in
 a

 fe
w

 m
in

ut
es

 b
y 

Ja
cq

ue
s;

 

th
ey

’re
 e

ac
h 

do
in

g 
th

re
e 

ho
ur

-s
ti

nt
s 

ou
t h

er
e 

at
 th

e 
ga

te
; t

he
 re

st
 o

f t
he

m
 

ar
e 

sp
lit

 b
et

w
ee

n 
pe

ri
m

et
er

 p
at

ro
ls

 a
nd

 re
st

in
g,

 o
ut

 o
f t

he
 s

un
. 

	
T

he
 fe

nc
e 

ra
tt

le
s:

 th
e 

m
as

s 
of

 b
od

ie
s 

se
em

 p
re

ss
ed

 u
p 

ev
en

 c
lo

se
r 

so
 

cl
os

e 
th

at
 it

’s 
su

re
ly

 o
nl

y 
a 

m
at

te
r 

of
 ti

m
e 

be
fo

re
 th

ey
 b

ur
st

 in
. H

e 
st

ep
s 

fo
rw

ar
d 

– 
ju

st
 a

 s
m

al
l s

te
p 

– 
m

us
te

ri
ng

 e
ve

ry
 b

it
 o

f b
ra

ve
ry

 h
e 

do
es

n’
t f

ee
l. 

T
he

y 
lo

ok
 a

t h
im

 w
it

h 
ha

te
. 

	
P

le
as

e 
do

n’
t b

re
ac

h 
th

e 
ga

te
, h

e 
th

in
ks

. P
le

as
e 

do
n’

t b
re

ac
h 

th
e 

ga
te

. 

[M
ar

in
e 

L
ay

er
] 

In
 th

is
 w

ar
, Z

ak
 is

 ju
st

 a
n 

in
te

rl
op

er
, a

 b
ys

ta
nd

er
 c

om
pl

et
el

y 
un

ab
le

 to
 

in
te

rv
en

e.
 S

ti
ll,

 P
et

e 
in

si
st

s 
th

at
 h

is
 v

is
it

s 
m

ak
e 

th
e 

w
or

ld
 o

f d
if

fe
re

nc
e,

 

m
ak

e 
hi

m
 fe

el
 b

et
te

r, 
st

ro
ng

er
. 

	
T

ha
t’s

 b
ul

ls
hi

t, 
th

ou
gh

: t
he

 tr
ut

h 
is

 u
nd

en
ia

bl
e,

 th
er

e 
is

 o
nl

y 
on

e 

lo
om

in
g 

co
nc

lu
si

on
 –

 a
nd

 it
 is

n’
t v

ic
to

ry
.  

	
Z

ak
 d

re
am

s 
th

at
 o

ne
 d

ay
 h

e’
ll 

ar
ri

ve
 a

nd
 P

et
e 

w
ill

 b
e 

pi
nk

-s
ki

nn
ed

 

an
d 

bu
rl

y 
– 

ju
st

 li
ke

 h
e 

on
ce

 w
as

 –
 b

ut
 o

f c
ou

rs
e 

it
’s 

th
e 

op
po

si
te

 h
e’

s 



	
T

he w
ord gets serrated in tw

o – it is granted tw
o syllables, one 

m
arking before the rubber bullet hits her leg, the other as fi

rew
orks of 

pain explode upw
ards.   

	
T

he street’s a blur – dissolving, pain. She keeps the cam
era alm

ost-

steady, keeps on shooting. A
nd then: her leg gives w

ay, pulling her dow
n, 

she topples, catches the cam
era, cradles it. L

ifting it up to capture a baton 

sw
inging dow

n across the old w
om

an. K
neeling w

ith one good leg, 

presses the shutter again, fram
ing the sudden stillness am

idst so m
uch 

m
ovem

ent. 

	
She w

ants to go to the w
om

an. She w
ants to hold her. B

ut she 

doesn’t. W
obbling, she gets to full height. A

 w
incing hobble (trying to 

ignore the pain, trying to ignore w
hat she is leaving behind). From

 the 

m
aple to the shut double doors of a jew

ellery store (H
idden Treasure 

Jew
els is em

blazoned in faded lettering above the entrance). She shakes 

the handles. N
othing. Shakes them

 again. K
eys scratch in the lock, one 

door is now
 ajar. 

	
“I’m

 press, can I com
e in for a sec? To catch m

y breath?”  

	
Q

uick burning blinks reveal a sliver of a face: lined, resolute. 

	
“P

lease?” 

	
T

he m
an puts dow

n his baseball bat, opens it a little m
ore for her to 

slither through. In the gloom
, she sees his face in full: sad sm

ile, hazelnut 

eyes, tall forehead disappearing into a turban. 

	
She closes her eyes: it’s too painful to keep them

 open. 

	
“W

ait here,” she hears him
 say. “I am

 going to get you a glass of 

w
ater.” 

forced to observe: w
ith each visit, he is a shade paler (as if that w

ere even 

possible), an ounce lighter. 

	
H

e pauses unseen by the door to steel him
self. H

e w
ants to have the 

w
idest sm

ile w
hen he w

alks into the w
ard.  

	
“Pete!” 

	
H

e’s in now
. 

	
Pete stirs slightly – otherw

orldly and sw
addled in sheets like a 

desiccated alien m
um

m
y. 

	
“Pete?” 

	
T

hose eyes – the sam
e eyes, still the sam

e colour, the colour of the 

A
egean they sw

am
 in together – stare up at him

. A
 slight frow

n creases 

Pete’s w
axen forehead. 

	
“It’s Z

ak.” 

	
Pete nods slightly, grim

acing from
 the effort of doing so. 

	
“Z

ak,” Pete m
anages to w

hisper. 

	
“Yes, it’s Z

ak, Pete.” 

	
H

e takes Pete’s hand, pebble-light, bony, coarse as sandpaper. H
e 

holds it, glances aw
ay from

 his lips, w
hich look like blue-bottles w

ashed 

up on a sum
m

er beach. 

	
H

e can feel Pete’s pulse – beating against his ow
n skin like taps of 

M
orse.  

	
H

e w
ill not cry. H

e bites the inside of his m
outh. H

e w
ill not cry. 

	
“Z

ak,” croaks Pete again – and this tim
e there’s a flicker of 

recognition, of a sm
ile.  



	
(S

he
 is

 h
ug

gi
ng

 h
er

 k
ne

es
 n

ow
. H

er
 w

ho
le

 b
od

y 
is

 s
ha

ki
ng

.)
 

	
H

e 
do

es
n’

t k
no

w
 h

ow
 to

 s
ay

 it
 in

 A
fr

ik
aa

ns
, s

o 
he

 u
se

s 
E

ng
lis

h 
to

 

fi
ni

sh
 th

e 
se

nt
en

ce
: “

…
 d

ea
d 

on
 a

rr
iv

al
.” 

	
It

’s 
on

ly
 th

en
 th

at
 s

he
 re

m
em

be
rs

, w
or

dl
es

sl
y 

le
av

in
g 

th
e 

po
lic

em
en

 

in
 th

e 
co

m
pa

ny
 o

f a
ll 

th
os

e 
em

pt
y 

gl
as

se
s,

 r
un

ni
ng

 –
 fi

rs
t t

o 
he

r 

da
ug

ht
er

’s 
be

dr
oo

m
 a

nd
 th

en
, w

he
n 

sh
e 

fi
nd

s 
it

 e
m

pt
y,

 to
 th

e 
op

en
 

Fr
en

ch
 w

in
do

w
s.

 S
he

 fl
ic

ks
 o

n 
th

e 
ou

ts
id

e 
la

m
p 

so
 s

he
 c

an
 s

ee
 b

et
te

r. 
 

	
“L

ie
zl

?”
 

	
T

he
re

’s 
a 

ru
st

le
. S

he
 s

te
ps

 fo
rw

ar
d 

ho
pe

fu
lly

 –
 b

ut
 it

 is
 ju

st
 th

e 

ne
ig

hb
ou

r’s
 ta

bb
y 

in
 th

e 
bu

sh
es

, e
n 

ro
ut

e 
to

 h
is

 n
ig

ht
ly

 s
na

ck
.  

	
“L

ie
zl

!”
 

	
Sh

e 
st

ep
s 

on
to

 th
e 

gr
as

s.
 Y

el
ps

 F
ok

! a
s 

a 
th

or
n 

pr
ic

ks
 h

er
. S

he
 p

ul
ls

 it
 

ou
t o

f h
er

 b
ig

 to
e,

 to
ss

es
 it

 to
w

ar
ds

 th
e 

da
rk

ne
ss

. A
 b

at
 s

w
oo

ps
 p

as
t a

nd
 

sh
e 

du
ck

s;
 th

at
’s 

w
he

n 
sh

e 
se

es
 th

e 
lit

tl
e 

bo
dy

, a
bs

ol
ut

el
y 

st
ill

, c
ru

m
pl

ed
 a

t 

th
e 

ba
se

 o
f t

he
 tr

ee
. 

[H
id

d
en

 T
re

as
ur

e]
 

H
er

 y
el

ls
 a

re
 w

as
te

d.
 A

ll 
th

ey
 d

o 
is

 a
llo

w
 m

or
e 

te
ar

 g
as

 to
 e

nt
er

 h
er

 lu
ng

s.
 

N
ot

 e
ve

n 
he

r 
m

as
k 

ca
n 

st
op

 it
s 

in
si

di
ou

s,
 b

ur
ni

ng
 p

ro
gr

es
s 

– 
he

r w
ho

le
 

ch
es

t, 
in

si
de

 a
nd

 o
ut

, f
ee

ls
 a

fla
m

e,
 h

er
 e

ye
s 

co
m

m
is

er
at

e 
w

it
h 

te
ar

s 
bu

t 

th
os

e 
ca

n’
t d

ou
se

 th
e 

bu
rn

in
g.

 

	
T

he
 r

ub
be

r 
bu

lle
ts

 c
on

ti
nu

e 
to

 w
hi

zz
 p

as
t h

er
, o

ne
 h

it
s 

th
e 

m
ap

le
 

ab
ov

e 
he

r;
 th

e 
sh

ou
ts

 a
nd

 s
cr

ea
m

s 
co

nt
in

ue
 to

o.
 

	
Sh

e 
tr

ie
s 

ag
ai

n:
 “P

R
E

SS
!”

 

	
Fo

r 
an

 e
te

rn
it

y 
th

ey
 s

ta
re

 a
t e

ac
h 

ot
he

r, 
Z

ak
 s

qu
ee

zi
ng

 P
et

e’
s 

ha
nd

 

sl
ig

ht
ly

 a
s 

if,
 b

y 
do

in
g 

so
, s

om
e 

of
 h

is
 o

w
n 

lif
e 

m
ig

ht
 b

e 
tr

an
sf

er
re

d 
to

 

Pe
te

’s 
bo

dy
.  

	
A

 v
ol

le
y 

of
 s

qu
ea

ls
. Z

ak
 tu

rn
s:

 b
ey

on
d 

th
e 

w
in

do
w

, a
 fl

oc
k 

of
 g

ul
ls

 

ar
e 

sc
at

te
ri

ng
; w

it
h 

a 
co

up
le

 fl
ap

s,
 e

ac
h 

di
sa

pp
ea

rs
 in

to
 th

e 
fo

g.
 

[T
he

 G
lo

am
in

g
] 

T
he

 p
ol

ic
em

an
 r

in
gs

 th
e 

do
or

be
ll 

ju
st

 b
ef

or
e 

se
ve

n.
 L

ie
zl

’s 
m

om
 w

as
n’

t s
o 

su
re

 a
bo

ut
 le

tt
in

g 
hi

m
 in

 –
 s

he
’s 

he
ar

d 
of

 c
ri

m
in

al
s 

w
ho

 d
re

ss
 in

 p
ol

ic
e 

un
ifo

rm
s;

 w
he

n 
yo

u 
le

t t
he

m
 in

 th
ey

 h
ol

d 
yo

u 
up

 a
nd

 ta
ke

 a
ll 

yo
ur

 

je
w

el
le

ry
. 

	
B

ut
 s

he
 le

ts
 h

im
 in

 –
 th

is
 o

ne
 h

as
 a

 k
in

d 
fa

ce
 a

nd
, a

ny
w

ay
, s

he
’s 

ti
re

d 

of
 b

ei
ng

 p
ar

an
oi

d.
 

	
H

e 
gi

ve
s 

he
r 

th
e 

ne
w

s 
in

 th
e 

lo
un

ge
, l

oo
ke

d 
on

 b
y 

al
l t

he
 e

m
pt

y 

gl
as

se
s 

fr
om

 lu
nc

h 
th

at
 s

he
 is

 y
et

 to
 b

eg
in

 h
an

d-
w

as
hi

ng
.  

	
In

 th
e 

ye
ar

s 
ah

ea
d,

 s
he

’ll
 a

lw
ay

s 
re

m
em

be
r 

hi
s 

vo
ic

e.
 K

in
d,

 li
ke

 h
is

 

fa
ce

. T
ry

in
g 

bu
t s

om
et

im
es

 fa
ili

ng
 o

m
 s

ui
w

er
 A

fr
ik

aa
ns

 te
 p

ra
at

. A
nd

 y
et

, 

al
l t

he
 k

in
dn

es
s 

in
 th

e 
w

or
ld

 c
an

’t 
st

ri
p 

th
e 

fa
ct

s 
of

 th
ei

r v
io

le
nc

e.
 S

he
 

fli
nc

he
s 

as
 h

e 
ex

pl
ai

ns
 –

 h
er

 h
us

ba
nd

’s 
ca

r 
sm

as
hi

ng
 in

to
 th

e 
co

nc
re

te
 

ba
rr

ie
r 

se
pa

ra
ti

ng
 th

e 
hi

gh
w

ay
 fr

om
 th

e 
op

po
si

te
 fl

ow
 o

f t
ra

ffi
c.

 H
e 

w
as

 

go
in

g 
so

 fa
st

 th
at
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