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fla .
"ed nostrils, that the stylist had insisted showed off his eyes.
loppy- Just the bed,

gNSTABLE VILJOEN

present Day
South Africa

ment of carelessness, Thursday brushed within striking distance
nd chestnut patchwork beagle on Arnold Street. He was
close enough for the dog to tear a hole in his trousers and it jammed its

wet nose through the fence.

Too late, he thought, it has me.
But it didn’t yip at him. Instead it panted a few times and sniffed

4t the blue orb on the lamp in his palm. Then it cocked its head back
and howled the call of canines past and to come, of wolves and strays
and jackals it had never met, but whose presence the beagle could feel
quickening in the glow of lamp. The other dogs of Obz gave a few barks
before curling back down to sleep.

It had been a strange evening. Returning to find a young man break-

to Thursday’s apartment, making what he thought, or hoped,
yanked across the room.

[na mo
of a white @

ing In
might have been an ally and then seeing him
In the light of the lamp, the form that had attacked had seemed spectral

and malevolent. And that voice. That roaring baritone: “Dayo! Dayo!

What are you doing here!”
Thursday had run. He’d run from fear and then slowed on Irwell

Street, trying not to attract attention from the bicycle
lowed him as a matter of course. He was not success

edaled behind him all the way to Lower Main.
He paced to Rodney’s Chinese Restaurant feeling lucky to

ful. The patrol

t I -
0 and alive, After consideration, he tucked the lamp 1nto the pocket
gotten a

over his
It had to

f | . ' y
;Ohls tracksuit, hesitating at the door to tousle his hair. He'd
P cut the other day, with his receding black bangs hovering

e ruf ;
ulfied, like an unmade but inviting bed, but not s

the g, . ;
Wlistsaid, no jeans or socks splayed all over it. That was the look.

229

patrols that fol-

be unbit-




NIB’ERMNS' N SPALE

ilver-haired coyp|e
) stauraﬂt there was a 51 ‘ P ¢ a fa :
In Rodneys r:black and a coloured guy, greedily en Oying, W,ang
then two me™; s and flash-fried julienned vegetableg Mus; Plat of

fried rice, egﬂi terco, the same pentatonic tune of Chinege l utr.ickled

through cirl s played Rodney’s wife was speaking to the e mSlQ thyy

Rodney at"‘; lyaugh that reminded Thursday of her hugbap, 1 N ang

She\;::nushe saw Thursday, she stopped laughing to appro,p i,
«t1e's not here,” she hissed, somewhat rudely. able
“Rodney?”

She shook her head. He pursed his lips to say “Ip?” but e iy
rupted him. “He's not here.” e

He hadn’t quite expected Ip to be there, but he knew that showiy,
would send the signal that he wanted to meet. gu

“What can I get you, sir?” she asked, again he thought loudly‘ For

mally, too.
“A Coke.”
She scratched some letters on her order sheet. “Chicken ]o mein ang

a Coke.”

“No,” Thursday said. “Just a—"

“Be right out.”

She disappeared into the kitchen.

Thursday had resolved never to eat food in Rodney’s restaurant after
the sword incident but he was slightly afraid of Rodney’s wife, so he
leafed through a copy of The Tatler. There was an article entitled Melle
Brightens the Heart of Darkness, It explained that this year’s fashion sea-
son would be eclipsed by a visit from the sensation Melle, who would be
introducing her new line of niqab-inspired clothing called Antumbra
Melle had never before come to the continent and she was rumored t0
be visiting several charities. Alocal man quipped that they should wire
her to the grid, so that she could stop the rolling blackouts. |

Rodney’s wife dropped the noodles in front of him in record time
.h °f€ Was a fortune cookie plain in the middle of the noodles. He
i’ﬁCked UP @ fork and twirled on some noodles but when he b“’ug};t

em to his lips they were stone cold. When he raised his hand 0 ¢
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. £ back, she scowled at him. Sipping his dri
Rod“eZ Z xliie. Inside it read: ConventionpiI: ﬂli:el;of; l: i::sz ok th
fortun pandwritten note: Get out of here. Cops. Swallow n. On the
ay scanned the room. There, the table with thé two
ing U noodles by the packet full. Not talking to each oth n;)en
SCO.OP The ones that Rodney’s wife was doting over. Hen but
eating :mal, he thought. Act normal. Drink your Coke, Eat
fortune cookie. Then get out. Get out and go. your

He ate the cookie whole and the paper got lodged in the back of his
ihroat. He swallowed some Coke and it went down the wrong hole, so
he coughed violently. He dropped the lamp, and the globe of Water’dis- o
the base and rolled across the floor. Right under the table i

il

Jodged from

Ofthe COPS' ) f::”: ;
The coloured guy picked up the globe and inspected it curiously,

leaving Thursday no choice but to walk over.
«A cat?” the cop said. “Never seen a cat before.”
«p's new,” Thursday said. He reached to grab it back.
The man was turning it over. “There a light inside?” Then he was

(ot

shaking it.

“Sure.”

“How does it work?”

The snow was eddying over the cat’s ears.

“I don’t know. I just bought it.”

“How much was it?”

“Seventy bucks,” Thursday said.

“That’s it?”

“I mean a hundred. A hundred and seventy.”

“A hundred or a hundred and seventy?”

Take it, Thursday thought. Take it and run.

The man showed the water-filled globe to his black colleague, who
put his egg roll down and examined it with intensity, turning it Over and
over again before handing it back. Then Thursday was headed back to
the table. He put a fifty rand note on his plate, picked up his coat, and

walked out the door.
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ested him at the corner. He heard the ring of the bells on
h Tdheyr E:;'l;d turned around. The coloured guy began Calling fo, hi
the doo

: . N
| hear him and kept going, but the b '
Thursday pretended not to eecllr m and k lad( o
had gone around the block and cu .

- " the coloured guy said.
“Come with us, Hampton, o o
. ) 1 t . H d
Thursday didn’t think to ask for his rights. He didp’t think g do any.
thing.

The Woodstock police station had a tiny red stope entrance
a couple of steps and a sign the size of a shoe boy. There were
police cars out front and the only person Thur
old woman carrying a satchel of tea towels, |
No one screaming, no bergies or wounded
uniformed clerks answering phone calls. 1
with an ash desk, a lamp, and three chairs.

“Please have a seat while we get our pa
guy said, almost apologetically,

One of the clerks brought him some tea with too

a biscuit with a dollop of crystallized jelly in the mid
civilized.

» With
't ap

sday saw come Out was gy,
nside it wag €qually ¢y,
men, a long desk with foy,
€ was taken tg 5 Sma
They hadn’t cuffed

pers together”

1 toom
him
the coloured

much sugar ang
dle. Tt was a]] very

The two cops were stil] wearin
room. He had, for some reason, e

sneeze loudly, laugh

loudly, and tegr down the walls to get his way.
“Hampton ” the c

oloured guy began. “I'm Constable Viljoen, Senior

. . ident.
Detective for the Environmenta] Crimes Division of Operation Triden
Have yoy enjoyed your teg?”

“My name’s Thursday.”

(14 .
Our witnesseg say it's Hampton,”

———
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”

¢s-laws are over. We know that what's printed in

peck ™
thing to do with who you really are. That’s what

; n,t have aﬂy 2
iher doz 1 the Struggle. o
 lear® s Thursday Malaysius.

My onstable Viljoen glanced over at his partner. “What do you

?n B |

: h‘;‘; gged. He got up and walked around the ash desk to Thurs-

usd He pulled open a drawer, and to Thursday’s surprise, pulled
.from his moonlight lamp out of it. He began tossing it back

om hand to hand. His grip didn’t look very steady. Not a

d ay’s Si
the globe

and forth fr

cricketer: soccer. . : & .
o don't believe,” Constable Viljoen continued, “in beating about the

yush, Hampton- Save yourself some trouble. We know more about you
ihan you do at the end of the day. All I need you to do is one simple
thing; [dentify Timothy Ip in court. That’s it. Will you do that for us?
Then you can walk free and forget the whole thing. It’s on the twen-
ty-third of this month. An expedited hearing. We'll give you full witness
1 and then you're out. If you don't do it, you're going to prison.”

protectio
d his heavy frame back as his partner, Mush, began tossing the

He leane
snowglobe higher up into the air.
Thursday was feeling meek, but he wasn’t going to agree until he

knew what they had. If he was going down, he wanted the fall to be
informed.

“I don't know what you're talking about.”

Vilioen grunted. “Is that right? You don’t know? You've never heard
of Timothy Ip?” |

“No”

“How about Leon Vermeulen?”

It was all Thursday could do to cough. If his eyes hadn’t been fo-
cused on the snowglobe then he would have given himself away at Ip’s
“aI:le too. Ip he could deny, Leon never.

“Leon and I went to school together.”

Where was that, Hampton?”
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@fﬁ: r:tu l:e fair to say );ou were mates?”

Blindly: “We were bras. i

“But you're not anymore?

‘«\I;I/o}.]at happened, would you say, Ha’mpton? Did L, |
He had that reputation, we know. We've done oy homewoﬂ(. Wiy

' it? Fadanaz?” |
glﬂl“‘ziij Thursday thought. Fuck it all.

And the globe was being tossed high now, Up. Down.
snowy. It occurred to him that snowmen
blood. That a snowman was blood
make him? What were criminals?

“l agree with you, Ham

“Kak.”

“Oh, no, not kak. He’s dead. He’s b

“But he’s in Pollsmoor.”

€on take

S]oshing and
WerTe concejye

d of the

ir Own
Peeking back at jtse]f %

pton. You're no longer bras.

He’s dead”

: inked, Maybe an
old argument. Maybe a new one,

uld pop out of his grave
without a care for the hierarchy of things.
“What happened to Leon?” he said skeptically
“What do you think?”

“AIDS?”
Viljoen leaned bk his he
barre] chest, “AIDS)”
three weeks!” He ny
was in mid-throy 4
SMashed i 4 showe

ad and let out a rolling laugh frons1! 1;1;
He nudged Mush in the arm. “He says AID I-Obe
dged his partner again, this time while tlllgef "
nd the globe flew back over Mush’s shou1<ed .
r of glass and water on the floor. Mush loo
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n Thursday. The little black cat had survived the

___ointed tha
1saPRO its whiskers aimed at the door.

mot® d with
4 | out that, Hampton. | know that was, what, Mush, seventy

ks?” 1d seventy,” Mush replied angrily.
Lew one.” He let out another chuckle. “AIDS. Mush,

o'l get ouad
wellgety mpton one of our outreach pamphlets about HIV.

t Ha
1] have to ge ”
We lslt Lot have reached Hermanus.
u

«Tell me what happened,” Thursday snapped.

ribed, in detail, the weapon that had killed Leon, a thin
4t was a signature for hits arranged by the smuggler Ip.
jp had contacts . side and was known, crudely, as the Swordmaster. It
was that word—sword—that rattled Thursday. Viljoen might have been
, bully but he wasn't creative enough to have invented the story. He re-

membered how deftly Chung had chopped at that guy’s belly, how rou-
yinized the entire slaughter had been. Dead! Here he'd been living his

life in Observatory, getting dragged through Leon’s garbage and he’d
been dead all along. He could have skipped town. He could be back in

Joburg, or in Norway with his backpacker, free as a bird.
But beyond that it was worse. Beyond that was the fact that he missed

Leon and wanted someone to take his place. Leon had bullied him into
blindness and he didn’t know which way to go.

yiljoen desc
JastiC plade th

Viljoen was saying that Leon had been found dead, as all victims in
prison are found, in the morning, with everyone looking innocent.

“But why?” Thursday breathed. “What did Leon do?”

Vilioen glanced at his partner. “Sounds pretty concerned for an old
bfa, don’t you think? I thought they weren’t friends anymore. Did I hear
him say that, Mush?”

He did. He said ‘we were friends.”
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“Thanks, Mush.” To Thursday: “Doegn’t say mycl,
remembers. He remembers everything, Down to the let,t . It’]. By h
of time before he takes my job. Let’s end this, Hampto;l Sa Mgy,
heard enough? Will you appear in court? Iy free, 1) thro;v ave o
lamp. No? Is that a no? That’s your decision, Hamptop, The T} 2 g,
talking. When you say ‘yes’ I stop.” n kee

He cracked his knuckles. Leon had been e
dog, as Chung had said, and had been implicateq
fresh abalone to Ip. The abalone had been stolep,
been traced back to Observatory from Hong Kong, Vilioen
dication he’d made the connection that Thursday was with Leo"e 0 ip.
day Leon was arrested. Mush was harder to read, impassab)e, I;eon the

have been lamenting about the lamp; he coylg have beep 1. 1 Coulg
soccer game in his head. Playing ,

“Tcan’t help you,” Thursday said.

Thursday nearly missed it, but Mush
joen’s direction. Viljoen stood up insta
Want a refill?”

Thursday hadn’t had a sip. Viljoen picked y

clerk to microwave it.

MUS]

sted for Shootip, th
T4 large Shipmey, :
from 4 farm and haoclf

gave the tinjegt Squint i V.
ntly. “Your teg’s getting ol

er punch, but Mush pulled open a drawer and took out
a packet of Paperclips. Viljoen cagerly snatched the packet, emptying it
onto the desk. “You've g0t to understand that about the Triads. We'e
had a devi] of 5 time trying to break up these smugglers because theye

- - Being a Trjad i usually nothing more than saying you™
ruit seller at the market.” He starte moving the paperclips aro"

————
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onstrate his point. “You'e selling fruit apg
em

the uy ne ’
10 fruit. Every once in a while you get togeth S et YU
in

€r 10 make 5 b;
fling »__he piled li } '6 pur-
z;ase of bananas he piled some paperclips together—“io Joye, COsts.

ol that's over you're back On your own. The advantage js {4 if
U pext to you runs out of fruit, you're fipe, Take one out ang the

re where they came from. Thege guys are not Godfathere

Is.

e clerk arrived with the tea. There was anot
Chocolate, which Thursday could never bite
fj l;is jaw. He couldn’t imagine chewing, There

her cookie on the sau-
through after thay shot
was the scent of berga-

mOt- R %
«Earl Grey,” Viljoen observed. “Froofy for My tastes, but one shouldyt

complain.” He shoved the paperclips together, “When Ip came along
everything changed. All the bananas in a bunch We don'’t need mucht
A witness against him, a witness for just about anything, Could be myr.
der, could be petty thett, and we'll let you go, Hampton. Simple”

A witness. Thursday thought of the smuggler Ip had butchered. The
memory of the man clutching his stomach, hands full of hjs own insides,
was more real than any other he had. It was why he couldn’t eat Chj.
nese anymore. It was why he was starting to think, with Muysh about to
launch another punch at him, that he might turn Ip in. Still, he needed
time to think it through and denied it, causing Mush to squint, and they
went through the whole routine again, this time with a crippling punch
to his abdomen.

“Sit up straight, Hampton, it helps,” Viljoen said, tossing him a hand-
kerchief when he returned. “We've got two guys who say they gave you
aride to Observatory with a cooler full of abalone. We know you have
a connection with Leon and, now, with Ip,” he added. “We're going to
put you away for—how much is it Mush at the end of the day?” -

Atthe end of what day, Thursday thought. My day? Why did Viljoen

make it sound like the day was always in danger of ending?
“Five”

e

P B A e
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“Five,” Viljoen repeated, somewhat disappointed, | though -
? as

»

ten‘ ”»
“Five under the terms of the statute.

“You heard him, Hamgton. Five. If we get DNA from th peri
that doubles, right, Mush?

“Right”

“Kak,” Thursday groaned. |

“Not very creative is he, Mush? Kak, this. Kak, that
one, Hampton. One chip of shell and you're in for tey, A
apa;tment of yours? Any sand get stuck between your to
what. We won't look for those shells if you work with
Hampton. You're not even a fruit seller. We want Ip, not
each other. As far as I can tell, these men have use you.
to them. Why are they anything to you?”

AH We need iS
ny shell jp, that
es? I'll tg]) you
5. You're Smal]
you. Let’s he]p
You're nothing

)

Two other men were in the holding cell and they had both, been
beaten badly. They were sitting in the corner, facing the wall, staring at
a crack where a rat poked its head out when one of them snoreq, Upon
close inspection, Thursday realized they were the Rastas who had given
him a ride from Observatory all those months back. One of them sud-
denly turned to face him when he approached. His lip was swollen and
he had a shiner with dried blood at the rim of his eye socket.

“How was that clam suppa, Hampton?” he asked. Thursday found
himself backing away. “Don’t be "fraid, Ha

So these were the witnesses Vilioen ha
had turned i, in, Str

mpton. Georgie miss you.”
d against him, the ones who
ange that Viljoen would put him in a cell with
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i he could offer a deal to the R
Dec;dt‘;’i ppfoaCh them until Mush ESEZa:;eghursday mustered the
Co;;;g he Rastas immediately protected their hea:dthe ‘Cell gate with
;/Ius}; drew 2 black siambok and hit one in the side :fwlth.their arms.
e yicked the other one until he began to cough blood Z: t]:mes. Then
out 1 xXhosa. When Mush finished with them he took t 1e floor and
ook at Thursday before exiting the cell, and blinked b t‘; ong, blank
had 10 expression when he was beating the men, nor th hGYes: He'd
{hing There'd been nothing at all, and that was what terrifi de said any-
the most, for what if that nothingness came after him? Hl ; d"[,‘hursday
wink that night and his jaw hurt so much he couldn’t ute 1 fn tsleep a

Viljoen was appealing to his reason and self—intercl:st ?: {hoofd down.
the people Thursday trusted had betrayed him again 3;1 13 © a(:‘l’f that
as every reason fo turn Ip in. The police were probably ﬁn%?;n' thher‘;e
Jlone in his apartment as he sat there in the cell. If Leon hadn’t fur o d-
pollsmoor, there was no way Thursday could survive it. Leon was av:r‘l’e
who drove things, who made things happen. If Pollsmoor could chan
Leon Up then it would do much worse to Thursday. He didn’t kng\P,v
what that death would be, but he had the feeling that someone inside
the mang would have the patience to think of it.

For a fleeting moment he thought that Ip would protect him -
kept quiet. But then he remembered that Ip had killed Leon. And even
though Leon had ratted on Thursday and threatened him and manipu-
lated him, he knew that if he went under Ip’s wing any longer he would
be through and through a coward. If he came out of Pollsmoor he’d
have nothing. He needed other people—he understood that—but he
would be no good to anyone if he was owned. Leon was gone. It was

only him now. Only him.
The rat skittered back into its crack when a guard came and called

his name. His real name.
[
Thursday Malaysius.”
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“Yeah.” Thursday walked over to the

gate, €Xpecting

with his sleeves rolled up, ready to swing, Maybe th;s was b :;e MUSh
Maybe it was his time to moan in the corner. N time,

“Sign here.”

The officer passed a sheet towards Thursday Covered wit, fine 1.
He was too tired to read it. “What is it?” Print,

“Release form. Just sign it.”

Thursday signed and the officer unlocked the bas of the ¢y i
Thursday composed his answer to Viljoen in his heaq, He woulq tu;;
Ip in with conditions. Protections and such, and oney to suryjye, He
wanted those things.

nose as wide as Thursdays with a stud in

it. Her lashes were very long,
very curled.

“I'd like to see the release form,” she said.

The cop produced it. She read
with a pen. “This
Thursday.”
you.”

through it and crossed out two lines
is old language. It shouldn’t be on here. Initial, please,
Thursday initialed next to the crossed-out lines. “Thank

Then she heeled across Main Road, Thursday keeping up, and
stopped in front of a gunmetal hatchback. “Get in. I'll explain on the
way.” The doors locked on thei; own once he was inside. His eyes \:;f;
still adjusting to the brightness of the day and he half-expeclted o
rat from the cell to peer out of the air vents and gnaw on hf.lr'ed by
Constance Makeka. ' an advocate and I paid your bail'.l " etl there.
someone you will meet shortly. It’s best to keep quiet until we% for her.

By this, Thursday understood he shouldn’t ask if Ip had Pal-ng away-

“You're not free at the moment, so don’t think about Iuni]uthrough
That'll make things worse. I rifled a habeas corpus dema
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VELUBRYEE npygqyy,

1 Mush was gone, but once he gets i, h
while ork and he'll try to call you in op 4 ¢
aper.wnext question, she added: “Thapy
ingrl?]iy got onto the M5 and exited at the
they drove until they .arrived at a smal] shopping center NI€ar a rajlyqy
ine. There was a st?tlc?nery store, an art shop, and a by called Pineap.
I]e - They went inside and there was the smel] of stale beer ang sour
fc quila. On top of this sc?nt a deeP fryer was sending out the aroma of
fries. The tables were brightly painted ang there were fake vines and
birds, with a crude cabana thatch' over th.e bar, They were the only ones
in the bar besides the mopey waiter, which Was probably for the begt at

eight-thirty in the morning. If you were drinking at that time, the regt of
the day would be nothing but a struggle.

“We're early,” the lawyer said. “My client wil] be h
utes.” She got up and ordered some things from the waiter. Thursday

was so ravenous that he hoped she had ordere for him, too. With free.
dom the pain in his jaw was already melting away.

It dawned on him that he was about to see Ip, so he began reformu-
lating the demands he had intended for Constable Viljoen so that he
could use them on Ip. It was easier because he could use out-and
blackmail. If Ip touched him, he’d tell Viljoen about the sword ki
Simple. |

Ip wasn'’t the next person that opened the doo.r, though.'lt was a teen-
age girl. He heard the growl of a motorcycle as it dov'vnshlftec'l and the
engine cut. She was about Thursday’s height, wearing takkies an}d{ a
pair of stretch jeans that showed long legs, and a flat, sm'all bottom. h:
chest was pert, not big but blessed, would likely remain .that vza)i[ <
whole life. Her face confused him. He wanted her to be Ch'lnese clll 1 e
Was not; her hair was thick and smooth like Ip's, but her iklrtlhvzassunalrigh{
her lips fuller, and her eyes were either gold ‘or brown. Illd ot
maybe he could see them better. In the sunlight he wou
Why he was breathing so fast. ) :d to the

Tordered you sorgne flatbread and a coffee,” Constance $a

. ?77
gurl, suddenly matronly. “Did you want sour cream

¢'ll be Sorting through the
Wenty-four-three » Anticipat-
be in aboyt week

Kenilworth face track, thep

ere in fifteen min-

-out
lling,

£

i
he |
i




he waiter over and orderet'i the extra oty
The lawyer ca edtolookat Thursday. Gold in the eye; he g, N
Finally the 8 tlllé me about you, Thursday. That you were 500d”
1 he thought, the girl that Chung was i, love

nsiéered that she might ]?e hr?llf~coloured ot half‘black.
Never had he €0 him. He felta rush of flirtation, and he Made posi
that she'd be hkg + Her accent wasn't coloured, though. She 4,4 the
fure more confi enti.mes that he had to filter them out as he listeneq
word mos $0 mérg:qsta nee,” the girl said to her attorney,

by ah?? (l’ qrrived and all three of them sipped at it, The |
The coti€

Thursday if he'd been abused in‘ any way, psy c}.xologically © phys
asked Thu he asked about Viljoen's line of questioning and th, Rastag,
ically. Then S eed what he could remember, but left out the part aboy;
He Sl,m:ima;}iz He made it sound as if he was just a clueless man wh
L‘i]or:tshaii o power to do anything. Neither of the women reacteq to
di nOf e chargeS, seemiﬂgly having heard them before. Rather, Con-
:;l )r,we grilled him again and again about the exact words he’d used,

“I can get the Rastas tossed out as witnesses on credibility alope_
they're drug dealers. I'm guessing that’s how they were brought in. Byt
knowing Viljoen I also suspect that’s not his line. Be precise, Thursday,
In court these words will make a difference. Trident ;s as discretionary

as can be. Any tidbit will be used. You told him you knew Leon but you
never admitted to working with him?”

dWyer

“Right”

“And Mr. Ip? Youre Sure you never said his name.”

“I don’t remember”

:What do you meap, you don’t remember?”

Ip?aat);li;e rip ated his name afte they asked me. Or something
that. The conV:rsthl;ked Thursday nodded, “| must be prepared for
to make g e they ! Was probably taped. We must request the tapes

e

242




DEJI BRYCE DLUKOTUN

ing the day was in danger of ending, it

s why viljoen kept say

ht.
yth Ougs id” he insisted.

I'm finished, Semeca” I
4QOkay- miled. Flat teeth with an odd metallic glint to them, '

I Constance: we'll be right out.” i
uThank y Ou’rney Jowned her coffee and left the restaurant. Then it was !i
The attond 4 girl in @ room with paintings of waves on a beach on |
Thursday : sence, he wouldn’t have been surprised if one of the i

e walls In her pre ; el | ?']
waveshad lapped off the wall around their ankles. He could see why the / i}:

Chung had fallen in love with the girl.
gogrr;"hurs day, 'm running things now. Dad’s out of the picture for the

|
oment. Constance thinks she can get him out in two, maybe three I
i

N . »
ars. SO ['m running things.

«But you're only sixteen!” ‘
«P'm nineteen. Like, I just look young, And I don’t share his name. As 1

know, Viljoen doesn’t know I exist. He knows you exist.” She I
ffee, keeping her eyes on him as she lifted the rim to her ; ’*i,'ir
4"7;‘”;2[

far as WE

sipped her co
lps. “Tve had your apartment cleared out and cleaned.” i

“The perlies?”

“Dried.” That meant the Rastas couldn’t turn him in for smuggling,
And that made Thursday feel free and, oddly, even more hungry. Sen-
eca said Ip wanted him to go with him inside Pollsmoor unless Thurs- i
day convinced her. Rodney and his wife had also agreed to keep quiet. i
“They've got nothing hard to connect you to Dad now. Tell me why I ‘
should keep you. Dad said he’d rather have you go inside with him, but j
he said if you can convince me then he'll let you stay out.” , :

Thursday tried to keep his wits about him. He made an effort to think i
owing kisses. As he gathered LA
f the flat bread— fii

. 1
mation s

of her lips as speaking words and not as bl
himself, with two sips of coffee and a generous tear 0
which she glowered at—he remembered that he had more infor

U?an she did. She didn’t know about Adrian. He would hold this close to

himself. She was a geitjie, a girl who was bad news, and he would treat 1 ‘
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her like a geitjie. He fixed an image of the shrivelip,
to stoke his anger.

He thought of how Leon would handle 4
trip up her words and make her doubt, Legp
whether she could see him again, and in so dg

“You're saying he’ll drag me in?”

She nodded.

“Okay. I reckon I'll go inside with your Dad”

She hesitated. “You want to g0 to jail?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I don’t want to rup We'll spend g fey, years ¢
and then we can work outside again,” Ogethe

“Are you mad?”
“What?” he said, reall

could protect me]”
“But it’s prison! There’s v

g Perlies i, hi

S Ming
girl like this, 1,
would make " 1e'd

. Ung
INg make he, Wang tollre

y acting now, getting into the role «

iolence. There’s rapel”

“Your dad’s not afraid, is he?”

«




DEJIBRYCE OLUKDTUN

hought the lamp was a toy. I need to get more. And for that
housand rand”

-
. NO ways.

uNoOi”tle;a Ldded, “T need a share of the profits. That’s full service I'm
out, | check them out. [ keep them alive. And I grow them

, 1o stuck his finger in the sour cream and licked it. “Mmm, this

Ve and your dad partners.”

e .was laughing now. “He doesn’t need you, Thursday. That’s the
Jint. He's not going to make you a partner. Bloody hell, you

who’l‘e I:J . a thing. You don't know any of the routes.”

dot‘:;,;’u,re Gight, Thursday agreed. “I don’t have much. I'm a—" he

iried 10 remember Constable Viljoen’s metaphor—“a fruit guy. Might

s WCH ’ s
«That is, unless 1 don’t go in.
She glared at him suspiciously. “What do you mean?”

“Maybe I know something. Maybe I know something about a guy
called Adrian.” He leaned back and looked at his empty plate. “I'm still
hungry. What is this, Mexican food?”

“Cuban.”
“Can you get the waitron to come over here? I love this stuff. I love

Cuban food.” She stared at him in disbelief, so he went to the bar to
order some more flat bread and a steak assado. When he sat down, he
said: “Why don’t you ask your dad about Adrian? Why don't you tell
him that this fellow called Adrian is enough to put him away for his life?
Oh, yeah. And Chung, too. Do you know Chung?”

“Leave Chung alone!”

“Well, I know Chung, It Il put Chung away too. Ask your dad.”

She folded her arms. “Blackmail.”

“Colouredmail,” he smiled.

“You're cruel!”

No, Thursday thought, cruel is what your dad did to Leon. Cruel is

What you did to the perlies.

ThaAH [ want is ten thousand rand to buy some lamps and some profits.
at’s it ”
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20 inside with your dad. We'll be two peas in a pod.” He paused.




NIGERIANS IN SPACE

«NO Ways,” SeneCa thfed She Slid out her Chair
dred rand note on the table, and

“Wait,” Thursday added.
also know this broer Adrian, Anything ha

friends do. They gossip. Plenty of gossip 4

Ve .
PPens t Me st frleh
He watched her go. He hadn’t

Wanted g bul
€n-year-o
for pickin O o s Heg)
» 4 o 1 ad
d had the ¢, “Ce,gbrué?d not

going to take orders from 2 ninete

enough. And part of hip felt weak
the same thin

h

gto Ip’s face when he

A



NOTES ON THE STORY

The bulk of this novel was written while [ wag living in South, Africa. "
such, there are certain assumptions about a reader’s knowledge of
African and Nigerian culture. Rather than use foq

tnotes, which ¢
the nature of the format, I decided to add this sectiop to make j;
to understand the story,

South,
hal'l ge
Casier

‘frontline’ —nations
€conomic boycotts,
y be found in Cape

peaceful protest, to
b of Observatory ma
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— el
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S it

. s. Nigeria was once a British color‘ly l.ike South Africa.
other ethnie grouE opulation speaks English or pidgin, a fiery hodge-
The majority f’f thep lznguagés and English. Part of this story is set
podge of indzlger?ccl) Lii)‘)B, when Nigeria experimented with democracy
petveer 17 afmilitary rule. The country experienced a democratic
e 'dec'adeii)‘())8 and held its third election in 2011. At the time of this
ele.iit;og“ :ilnet}"eight percent of Nigeria’s economy is fueled by exports
ol rude oil. |
Of}’]li}gl:-l(gsl? EZ:ned trip to the moon was the Arfle'ricar'l National.Aer.o-
nautics and Space Administration’s Apollo 17 mission in 1975, Nigeria
launched its first satellite, NigeriaSat-1, in 2003. A seventeen-year-old
girl from Ebonyi state participated in Nigeria’s first parabolic weightless-
ness flight in 2006 in a jetplane. She was called an astronaut.

The phrase “Bitter and black, halfway down, in the darkness” comes

from Virginia Woolf in her stunningly beautiful 1927 novel To the

Lighthouse. I had written a chapter around this passage, but it got cut
because it wasn’t any good. But the line lives on.
This is a work of fiction. It refle

cts reality inasmuch as jt has to.
Everything else is made up.



