
“It’s not M
onday or Friday,” groused M

ay querulously.
“W

here is she?”
In the end, w

e had no option but to return hom
e and hope that

A
pie w

ould m
anage to protect L

iesbet.

A
ttacking m

y assem
bly line for m

obiles w
ith renew

ed panic, I
w

as m
aking desperately gradual progress. T

he ceiling w
as hung

w
ith slow

ly rotating V
iking longships. I had jam

m
ed tw

o poles
tightly betw

een the w
alls and hung the m

obiles off them
. I calcu-

lated I w
ould need to w

ork night and day to get them
 all done.

W
ith a last adm

iring glance at the longships, I buckled dow
n to

start on the w
alnut ships.

A
fter dinner I scam

pered back across the law
n to the long

house and ongoing labour. G
arth had lifted a glazed eye at m

e.
“W

hat? 
M

ore 
m

obiles? 
H

aven’t 
you 

got 
enough?” 

he
m

um
bled vaguely. 

M
y paraffin hurricane lam

p on the table didn’t really illum
i-

nate the room
 so m

uch as throw
 it into a charm

ingly dim
 glow

alm
ost im

possible to see by. W
orking in a m

ild frenzy, I w
as cross-

eyed in the gloom
. 

M
y attention w

as so focused that, had B
en w

alked in in a
leopardskin w

ith a gift of ostrich chicks, I w
ouldn’t have noticed.

B
ut there w

as a strange sound on the floor.
Finally, I had to peer dow

n to see w
hat w

as m
aking the sound.

A
nd then I w

ished I hadn’t. In one bound I w
as on the table, peer-

ing over the edge w
ith all m

y hair on end.
A

 huge hairy dark spider w
as on the floor. H

e/she/it w
as the

size of a dinnerplate. She w
as eerily still and, I w

as convinced,
staring up at m

e in arachnid predatoriness.
I stared back, w

ondering w
hat w

ould happen next. W
ould the

spider leap up on to m
e from

 the floor? C
ould I jum

p off the table
in a long enough arc to land beyond it and run for m

y life? C
ould
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“So w
hat can H

E
 do?” M

ay w
as dem

anding aggressively.
“L

iesbet doesn’t w
ant to speak to him

. For tw
enty, thirty years

now
.”

“H
e’s still her friend. She needs a friend right now

,” I pointed
out. “B

esides, I’m
 sure he still loves her.”

“So? She’s coloured, he’s A
frikaans, w

e’ve got A
partheid,” she

pointed out. “Y
ou just gonna m

ake a groot gem
ors, you —

”
“I didn’t say they should get m

arried,” I said snippily. “C
an’t

they just be friends? G
O

O
D

…
 friends?”

“A
nd now

 they too old for T
H

A
T

!” lam
ented M

ay.
“I didn’t M

E
N

T
IO

N
 sex —

”
“H

a! W
hat you saying? A

 m
an and a w

om
an —

 and no sex?
W

hatsam
atter w

ith jou kop?”
I studied her for a m

om
ent. I actually opened m

y m
outh to

m
ake energetic com

m
ent on m

y first-hand experience of the
absolute possibility of non-existent carnal urges…

 and I thought
better of it. I closed m

y m
outh, cross-eyed w

ith irritation.
A

pie had seen us com
ing and strolled out, w

aving, to m
eet us.

“G
oeie m

ôre!” he sang out happily. “A
 visit! T

his is a nice
surprise. L

et m
e take the w

heelbarrow
,” he said sw

eetly to M
ay,

w
ho blinked at this courtesy.
W

hen w
e w

ere seated on his verandah, w
aiting for koffie en

beskuit to m
agically appear, I just plunged into a hurried account

of our previous visit to L
iesbet’s. H

is face w
ent grey.

H
e m

uttered agitatedly to him
self in A

frikaans.
“Ja. T

his is w
hat I feared,” he groaned. “I w

ill have to set up
a guard,” he groaned distractedly. “B

ut she m
ust never know

. If
she knew

 I w
as doing anything —

 she’d com
e after m

e w
ith that

gun of hers,” he gave us a shaky little laugh.
W

e left soon after that and hopped back dow
n the road in the

other direction to m
ake a quick check on L

iesbet. B
ut w

hen w
e

got there, she and m
adala

and the cart and donkey w
ere now

here
in evidence.
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levitated across the law
n to the house w

ith the red doek. I
slam

m
ed the front door behind m

yself and leaned against it, pant-
ing and m

aking sm
all sounds of hysteria.

T
he slam

m
ing of the door rudely aw

akened the husband. H
e

jum
ped a foot in the air from

 his sleeping position slum
ped on the

diningtable. H
is glasses flew

 off, his book tum
bled to the floor

and he gave a piercing shriek.
T

rying to gather him
self and focus on m

e, he yelled, w
hite

faced: “W
hat on E

A
R

T
H

 is the m
atter w

ith you! W
hy did you

D
O

 that?”
I sw

allow
ed. 

G
iving a last shudder, I rem

arked, shakily: “Sham
e, did I w

ake
you? It w

as nothing, really. Probably just a horny M
artian, trying

to jum
p m

e.”
“O

h, R
E

A
L

LY
!” snorted the husband, grum

pily retrieving his
glasses and book from

 the floor, “that’s not am
using. A

nd you
know

 I’m
 totally focused on rebuilding our finances. Plenty of

tim
e later —

 for, for…
” he w

aved a dism
issive hand and escaped

back behind his book.
Studying him

 new
ly in silence, I w

ondered if som
e w

eird
m

iddle-age affliction had besieged his libido. H
e w

ould, of course,
refuse to discuss it, so any delicate suggestions of an innocent
annual m

edical checkup w
ould lead to open w

arfare.
M

aybe it w
as m

e? 
T

he thought w
as not entirely new

.
I tram

ped off to the bedroom
 w

ith a candle and sw
iftly stripped

in front of the m
irror. R

egulation issue, I grunted, eyeing m
yself

from
 all angles. B

ut in great shape from
 all the m

anual labour!
N

o. N
ot m

e at fault, I decided, slow
ly putting m

y clothes back
on. Joshua w

as going to receive a visit in the m
orning. Surely his

m
uthiw

ould w
ork on w

hite m
en too...
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I yell and G
arth w

ould hasten in and rescue m
e —

 cancel that. H
e

w
as sound asleep.
Slow

ly, I reached for m
y torch and sw

itched it on, training the
beam

 on the spider. It instantly crouched dow
n flat under the light

and, I sw
ear, held its breath.

Feeling m
y gorge rising along w

ith all m
y body hair, I m

oved
the beam

 just off the creature’s body. A
fter a m

om
ent of guarded

im
m

obility, the spider extended its front legs to the rim
 of the

circle of light and pulled at the rim
. I stared at it in disbelief.

I m
oved the light fractionally, and it follow

ed and again strug-
gled to pull at the rim

 of light. N
ot achieving any success, the

spider bundled up closer and began to push at the rim
. T

hen it
changed tactics again and tried to lift it. Its w

hole body straining
in the endeavour, it circled the beam

, struggling from
 different

positions round the disc of light.
D

espite m
y visceral reaction I w

as intrigued by this sm
all crea-

ture’s obsessed struggles. It had, how
ever, given m

e an idea. V
ery

slow
ly, by degrees, I m

oved the light closer to the table, and the
spider follow

ed. I kept m
oving it till I had the disc and the spider

both w
ell under the table.

T
hen, tucking the torch into m

y bra and grasping the handle of
the hurricane lam

p, I gathered m
yself and leapt off the table w

ith
a sm

all yelp. 
A

s m
y feet hit the concrete, I ran for the door and into the

passage. T
hen a perverse notion struck m

e: I tiptoed back to see
if the spider w

ere follow
ing —

 only to nearly step on it, orches-
trating all its legs in a rapid high-stepping scram

ble tow
ards m

e.
W

ith a yell I leapt dow
n the passage. I stopped in m

id-gallop
to check on the enem

y. Tw
o yards behind m

e, it stopped, just like
m

e, one leg poised m
otionless, in the air.

H
orrified, keeping m

y eye on it, I took another slow
 but lo-

ooong step, it did the sam
e. I stopped. It stopped.

W
ith a scream

 I flung m
yself out of the door and practically
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