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A Short History of Cape Town City Enclave


(Transcripts of the War and its aftermath)


Name: Yolanda Visser (not her real name)


Previous occupation: Mortuary make-up artist


Current occupation: Resurrectionist amulet trader


Age: 27


Nationality: South African


(Date transcribed: July, 2015 [aka Year 5].)


Note: Yolanda is reported to be one of the first to have encountered a reanimate at her place of work.


Interviewer: Thank you for sharing your story with us today, Yolanda.


Yolanda: Are you sure it’s cool for me to talk to you? ’Cos, like, I’ve heard that the Resurrectionists don’t like us to talk about what happened during the War.


Interviewer: Your identity will be kept confidential.


Yolanda: Uh. Okay then. Where do you want me to start?


Interviewer: Can you start on the day when you first encountered a reanimate?


Yolanda: Cool. So, at first it was, like, just a normal day. I was working at the Peaceful Sleep Funeral Home on Buitenkant Street, and I only had a couple of decedents to deal with that morning – that’s what we called the dead back then; it’s like an industry word, you know. Anyway, I started on Mrs de Beer. Totally straightforward. She’d died of natural causes, basically because she was, like, really old, and I was just going to add a bit of blusher. Anyway, after a bit I popped out for a smoke break, and when I came back in there was this young guy, couldn’t have been more than twenty, in the preparation room. I could tell straight away that there was something wrong with him. I thought he was probably on tik or something, ’cos, like, although he was really cute, his eyes were just blank and he didn’t blink or anything.


Interviewer: Were you frightened?


Yolanda: Nah. I knew Eric, my supervisor, was just down the hall, and so I said to the guy: ‘You’re not supposed to be in here.’ But he didn’t answer, just cocked his head to one side in a lank creepy way and lurched out. So, anyway, I was about to sound the alarm, let Eric know that another one of the freaks who were into dead people had broken into the funeral home, when Mrs de Beer started moaning.


Interviewer: How did you react to this?


Yolanda: How do you think I reacted? I totally freaked out. Look, sometimes the decedents used to burp and groan and fart and stuff – but that was just air escaping from their guts or whatever. This was different; it went on and on. And then Mrs de Beer sat up and started sliding off the gurney. So I was like, oh no, someone’s made a serious mistake – like maybe she hadn’t been dead, just in a coma or something. But then I remembered that she’d been in the cooler room for, like, I dunno, a day at least, and so I knew it couldn’t be that. I was really scared by now – at first I just froze, it was like my brain couldn’t deal with what it was seeing, you know? But then she started reaching towards me, trying to touch me, and there was this weird white stuff snaking out of her mouth.


Interviewer: Can you describe it in more detail?


Yolanda: You’ve seen it, haven’t you? Like this thin, wormy stuff. It sounds gross, but it reminded me of . . . I dunno . . . Thai noodles or something. It’s what turns people into Rotters, isn’t it? Part of the virus that infects them, right? Or keeps them alive and stops them decaying totally or whatever.


So I pushed my make-up trolley towards her, bashing it into her legs, and this gave me enough time to get out of there. I ran straight to Eric and told him about Mrs de Beer, but by now I was totally hysterical, and he was like, ‘Yessus, Yolanda, what you been smoking?’ And I swear I did my best to stop him going into the preparation room, but he was like, ‘Whatever.’ Of course he didn’t come out of there, or if he did, he wasn’t, you know, alive.


Anyway, there was no way I was hanging around, so I just ran for my car. I tried to call my boyfriend at work – he was in IT, although not any more obviously – but the network was down. So I went home, had a shower and few drinks to calm me down, and then I had a nap. I guess at that stage I was thinking that maybe Mrs de Beer had been in a coma or something, that there had to be a rational explanation.


I woke up hours later – three a.m., I think it was – the vodka and the shock must’ve knocked me out, you know. The first thing I did was switch on CNN. And I immediately noticed that the newsreaders looked really scared and lost – like when the whole 9/11 thing happened – and they were babbling about a virus and stuff. And then, suddenly, the screen went black.


I didn’t know what to do. I was about to try and call my boyfriend again when I heard the screaming and I looked out of the window. It was chaos out there. I mean, I lived fairly close to the stadium, and with the FIFA World Cup going on and everything, all those vuvuzelas and tourists everywhere, it was usually fairly crazy, but this was different. People were running everywhere, and everything was lit up, bright as day. I finally figured out that it was because the city was on fire, like totally on fire, but that was only when I opened the window and smelled the smoke.


I didn’t want to stay in my flat – there were these weird banging and groaning noises coming from next door – so I ran outside. Everyone was screaming: ‘Get to the stadium! Get to the stadium!’ So I followed this crowd, and it was just like doing the FIFA Fan Walk, only, you know, more hectic and panicked and stuff. I mean, I was used to seeing dead people, but not them walking and running and attacking people.


But by then the stadium was totally full, and there were hundreds of infected people lurching around. There was no way I could get back to my flat, and so a bunch of us got together and made a break for it. We ended up in this restaurant in Green Point and we hid out in the kitchen, which was in the basement of this huge building. There were twenty of us or so, and we were there for weeks. It was horrible. We could hear the city burning around us, and the air force planes crashing, and then it was all, like, quiet, and then we just heard the moans of the Rotters. We had plenty to eat, of course, but with so many people and only one toilet . . . Well, you can imagine. It was just like one of those zombie movies – you know, the one where they’re all trapped in the mall – only, like, way more hectic and disgusting.


Anyway, so we were all sure we were going to die, and then we heard someone banging on the door. We’d boarded it up and stuff, but a couple of the guys looked out and there was this figure dressed in this long brown robe like priests or monks wear. Well, we didn’t know what to think. We couldn’t tell if it was a person with freaky dress sense or one of the Rotters. But it didn’t take us long to figure out that it was going to help us. They’re not called Guardians for nothing, you know.


Interviewer: How did you know it was going to help you?


Yolanda: The Guardian had brought us food, and it was keeping the Rotters away.


Interviewer: How did it do this?


Yolanda: I dunno. No one knows, do they? It’s the Guardians’ thing, isn’t it? Probably with its mind . . . Who knows? All I know is that when it was around us the Rotters kept their distance, like they were scared or whatever. Anyway, there were these really cute six-year-old twin girls with us, and the Guardian kind of gestured towards them. It didn’t speak or anything, but we assumed it was going to take them to safety first. The kids’ parents freaked out a bit, but they were also relieved to get the kids out of there – the place really stank.


The Guardian left us where we were for a few days. That was hectic; we were scared it wouldn’t return, that we’d starve to death or whatever. But then it came back, and there were more Guardians with it. They gave us some clean clothes and food and stuff, and we followed them out.


It was really freaky being outside again. I couldn’t believe it! The whole of Cape Town was trashed, with, like, Long Street and even the Waterfront just gone.


How much more do you need?


Interviewer: Can you describe the beginnings of the enclave?


Yolanda: Oh, right. Okay, so the Guardians took us in these big wagons to this huge empty space, keeping the dead ones from attacking us. One of the guys, this cute Malawian kid, said that it was where Khayelitsha used to be, but you couldn’t tell for sure ’cos, like, most of the shacks and houses were all burned to the ground.


So we camped out for, like, ages, and then the Guardians started getting us to build this huge fence, and they brought us wood and bricks and stuff so that we could build shelters and toilets and things. And for the first few months we had this whole shanty-town vibe going on, you know.


I work on a market stall now. I know, crazy, right? Well, it’s not as if I can go back to my former career. With all the decedents being thrown outside the fence so that they’ll get infected and turn into more Rotters, no one does proper funerals anymore. (She laughs.)


Interviewer: Are you happy?


Yolanda: I guess it’s okay. I mean, the Guardians look after us, right? Bring us food and stuff from the agricultural enclaves.


Interviewer: Are you a Resurrectionist?


Yolanda: Kind of. I mean, I’m not sure I buy into the whole worshipping the Rotters thing, but after seeing what happened during the War, I’m not really surprised that people worship the Guardians. They saved us. And the Resurrectionists say that everything’s better now that we’ve all got a fresh start. They’ve kind of got a point. Before the War there was all this violence – hijackings and rape and stuff - and now there’s none of that – no crime or HIV or anything like that. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I miss American Idol and Friday night drinks and clothes shopping and stuff, but it could be worse.


Interviewer: Do you ever wonder what is happening out there in the rest of the world, the rest of South Africa?


Yolanda: Sometimes. But, I mean, what’s the point thinking about that? It’s not as if we can go outside and check it out, is it? (She holds up one of the carved Resurrectionist amulets she sells.) And who am I to complain? Business is good, right?




WANTED


For Crimes Against the Resurrectionist State


THE ‘MALL RATS’


Name: Leletia (Lele) de la Fontein


Age: 17


Nationality: South African


Description: 5 ft 2, short (possibly shorn) hair, slight build.


Name: Saint (real name not known at this time)


Age: Approx. 19


Nationality: Motswana (assumed to be of Tswana origin)


Description: 5 ft 10, well built, unruly hair, known to use chains and fire as weapons.


Name: Ash (real name not known at this time)


Age: Approx. 20


Nationality: South African


Description: 6 ft 2, longish black hair, different-coloured eyes (grey/black).


Name: Ginger (real name not known at this time)


Age: Not known at this time


Nationality: British


Description: 6 ft 5, extra-large build, red (ginger) hair. Speaks with a pronounced British accent. Carries a chainsaw.


DO NOT ATTEMPT TO APPREHEND THESE CRIMINALS AS THEY ARE ARMED AND EXTREMELY DANGEROUS. IF SEEN CONTACT THE RESURRECTIONIST GUARD IMMEDIATELY.


By order the Cape Town City Enclave.


Dear Jack,


The illness I have been hiding for so many months is now eating me up, and I know I do not have much time left.


I have many regrets, some of them trivial – that I will never again get to taste honey; that I will never again listen to you, Ginger, Ntombi and Lele bickering about which of Ginger’s awful horror movies to watch; that I will never leave Cape Town and see what is happening beyond the enclave’s walls. But the biggest regret I have concerns you.


I know I have not been a good person. I trained you – I trained all of you Mall Rats – to fight and defend yourselves, but I did not teach you what is important: I exploited your talents for my own gain, sending you out into the Deadlands to bring back what Lele calls ‘worthless crap’ from the mall to sell in the enclave.


You see, I always thought it was the dead – the Rotters – who were our enemies. You and I saw first-hand how they ravaged the population, turning our friends into empty, dead-eyed monsters. But now I know that it is not the dead who we should fear, but the living. The Resurrectionists who manipulate and feed the population their dangerous lies must be stopped AT ALL COSTS. This city is sick. It is corrupt; it is rotting; it is eating itself from the inside.


It is too late for me, but it is not too late for you.


The others are out there somewhere. You must find them; you must ask them to come back and help to stop this.


Please, tell them that I know now that they were right.


And tell them that I am sorry.


I love you, and I always have. Please give my love to Ginger, Ntombi and Lele.


Hester




Part One:


Cape Town





LELE


We smell it before we see it.


‘Oh, man, not another one,’ Saint says, propping herself up on one elbow. ‘Whose turn is it?’


We both look over at Ginger, who’s lying nearest to the fire, his orange hair curling out of the top of his sleeping bag. He rolls over and snores, but I can tell he’s faking. I grab my sketchbook out of my rucksack and chuck it at him. ‘Nice try, Ginger, but I know you’re not really sleeping.’


‘Am so,’ he mumbles.


‘Seriously, Ginger, it’s your turn. And get a move on – it’s stinking up the place.’


‘All right, all right.’ He sits up and kicks his sleeping bag off his legs. The Rotter is stumbling towards the campfire, its raggedy arms hanging at its sides. ‘Yuk,’ Ginger says. ‘It’s one of the soggy ones. I hate the soggy ones.’


It reeks of that old book odour that all the Rotters stink of, and something else, something dead.


‘Just get on with it,’ Saint sighs, flapping a hand in front of her face. ‘It’s rolled in something disgusting.’


Grabbing a smouldering log from the edge of the campfire, Ginger prods the Rotter in the leg, herding it away from the clearing. It turns its head in Ginger’s direction and blindly thrashes out one of its bony arms. The suit it must have died in clings to its limbs, but its eyes are nothing but holes in its skull. ‘Go on, fella,’ Ginger says. ‘Go and find your mates.’


The Rotter lurches out of camp, but it doesn’t go far before it throws back its head and lets out a low, mournful moan. The sound echoes through the bush. There’s a pause of a few seconds, and then there’s a louder, answering chorus. Crap. There must be a pack close by. I know they won’t harm us, but still, it’s not really what you want to hear in the dark. It was one thing coming across a bunch of the walking dead on our excursions to fetch supplies from the mall, quite another to encounter them staggering into our camp. Saint thinks they must be attracted to the warmth of the fire, which creeps me out. I don’t like to think of them as still human, as things that might have feelings or whatever.


Saint groans. ‘I’m getting so sick of this crap.’


‘Really, Saint? I never would have known, you only mention it every single day.’


‘Whatever, Zombie Bait.’


I don’t really blame her for whingeing. Being at one with nature is all very well, but it’s not much fun waking up with a wolf spider inches away from your face. Not to mention the fact that we all stink – it doesn’t matter how often we wash in the freshwater streams, the odour of wood smoke seems ingrained in our pores.


I shiver and shuffle deeper into my sleeping bag. We’ve been out here for weeks, and although summer is on its way the nights can still be chilly. We should really scrounge some tents from the mall, but there’s no way we can risk going back there.


Another group moan floats towards us from the direction of the enclave. It’s louder this time, and Saint and I share a glance. The Rotters are usually only this vocal when they sense there’s going to be a relocation or a funeral – fresh meat to add to their numbers.


‘What time do you think it is?’ I ask.


‘Dunno,’ Saint says. ‘Four, five a.m., maybe?’


I wriggle out of my sleeping bag, check my boots for scorpions and pull them on.


‘Where are you going? You’ve already done lookout duty.’


‘Yeah, I know. Can’t sleep.’


Ginger nods knowingly at Saint.


‘It’s not like that, Ginger,’ I snap at him. ‘I’m just going to see if Ash needs anything.’


‘Yeah, like some lurrrrve,’ Ginger says.


‘Ha ha, guys. We’re just friends. How many more times?’


Saint stretches her arms behind her head and yawns. ‘You might be fooling yourself, Zombie Bait, but you’re not fooling us.’


‘What’s that supposed to mean?’


‘Hurry up and get it on already. There’s only so much lovesick Twilight crap me and Ginger can stand.’ She holds out a hand and Ginger slaps her palm.


‘Whatever. Give me your torch, Ginger.’


He leans forward and I snatch it out of his hand. ‘Come on, Lele, don’t be like that,’ he says.


Giving them both the finger I start pushing my way through the fynbos and head towards the lookout point. I hate it when they tease me about Ash. It’s a seriously sore point and they know it.


Early-morning light bathes everything in a bluish glow, and I don’t actually need the torch’s beam to light my way. The top of Table Mountain appears in front of me and the occasional light from the enclave below winks through gaps in the trees. A porcupine snuffles out from behind a bush and bumbles across the path.


Ash is leaning against the large boulder that provides the best vantage point up here, and for a second I’m able to watch him without him being aware of me. It looks like he’s reading something by torchlight. But that’s nothing new. He’s always reading.


I take a step forward and a branch cracks under my boot. He whirls around, shoving something into his pocket.


‘Sorry! It’s only me . . . What’s that?’


The shadow cast by the rock hides the expression on his face. ‘Nothing. Why aren’t you sleeping?’ He sounds exhausted.


‘Another Rotter came into camp. Woke me up.’ In fact, it’s been ages since I had a good night’s shut-eye. Thanks, guilty conscience.


He sighs and runs a hand through his hair. It’s growing long, and flops over his forehead. I can’t remember the last time he smiled at me. Or smiled at all. Hester’s death took its toll on all of us, but it hit Ash the hardest. She’d been a mother figure to every one of us, but he’d known her since he was seven years old, and they’d had a bond that the rest of us didn’t – and couldn’t – share.


I climb up onto the boulder and perch next to him. From this distance it’s easy to pretend that the enclave is a peaceful place, all its citizens happy and equal. I swing round and let my legs dangle. It’s a long way down, but we chose this spot on purpose. Saint had wanted us to camp out on the beach at Blouberg, but an oil tanker had run aground there, a decade’s worth of pollution still clogging up the sand. And none of us wanted to find refuge in the crumbling, overgrown buildings that used to make up Cape Town’s metropolis. The blackened shells of the hotels and convention centre are way too spooky and dangerous.


So we’d set up camp on a koppie with a good view of the enclave, and far enough away from the mall to feel safe. Looking down at the lights makes me feel closer to Jobe, and I know Ash feels the same way about his own twin, Sasha.


‘You think they’re okay?’ I ask.


‘Who?’


‘Jobe and Sasha.’


‘They have to be.’


Sometimes I think that Jobe and I share some kind of mental twin connection, but I know it’s only wishful thinking. It sucks not being able to see him whenever I want to, but Ash and Saint insist that we should give it some time before we dare return to the enclave.


‘So how will we know?’ I ask.


‘Know what?’


‘When it’s safe to go back?’


He shrugs. ‘I don’t know, Lele.’


‘But we can’t stay out here forever –’


He turns on me. ‘I said I don’t know. What more do you want from me?’


‘Sheesh, sorry, okay . . . ’


He scrubs a hand over his face. ‘Yeah. Me too. I didn’t mean to snap at you.’


I’m reluctant to leave, but it’s pretty clear I’m not wanted here. Ash has never been one to witter on about kak – that’s Ginger’s forte – but since the fire at the mall an awkwardness has crept in between us. And after what happened with Thabo, I’m not sure he even thinks of me in that way any more. If he ever did.


The worst of it is that it’s partly my fault. Ash isn’t an idiot, and I reckon he knows I’m keeping something from him.


And he’s right.


I am keeping something from him. I’m keeping something from all of them.


The secret burns inside me, but I’ve left it so long, too long, and I don’t know how to even start to tell them what I know.


Ash suddenly reaches over and grips my arm. ‘Did you hear that?’


‘What?’


‘Listen!’


All I can hear are the moans of the Rotters and the hoot of an eagle owl. Then I catch it – a faint rumbling sound. A wagon? This early?


‘You think it’s Guardians, Ash? They don’t usually –’


But my words are cut off as a piercing scream carries towards us. A human scream.


Oh crap.


‘Come on!’ Ash holds out a hand to help me down – I don’t need it, but take it anyway – and together we hare through the bushes, back to camp.


Ginger and Saint are booted up and waiting for us. Saint has tied a bandanna over her wild mop of hair and is attaching spiky metal weights to the chains wrapped around her wrists; Ginger is hefting the axe he’s been using since he lost his chainsaw. I can barely lift it, but it looks like a toy in his hands. He swings it once around his head. ‘Sounds like it’s time to party!’ He grins.


Another scream cuts through the bush.


‘Save your breath, Ginger,’ Ash says, sliding his panga out of the holster on his back. ‘Sounds like you’re going to need it.’
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‘This isn’t a relocation,’ Saint says. ‘What do they think they’re doing?’


We’re hiding behind a thatch of wattle trees, twenty metres from the enclave fence, and the scene in front of us is made even more chilling by the shadows the Port Jacksons are casting around the clearing.


An elderly man, a woman about the same age as Dad and a teenage boy are cowering on top of the roof of a high, covered wagon. The family – if it is a family and not just a random bunch of escapees – are clustered in a tight, terrified bunch. There’s no sign of the horse – it must have panicked and broken free of its harness. And who could blame it? There are at least twenty Rotters surrounding the wagon, bashing their bodies against the cart’s sides and rocking it dangerously. And more are heading towards it, moving with that eerie speed they always find when they get the scent of blood in their manky nostrils.


Ash peers around us. ‘See any Hatchlings?’


‘Doesn’t look like it, mate,’ Ginger replies. ‘We’d know about it if there were.’


‘Okay, guys,’ Ash says. ‘Ginger, you go first – cut a path through to them. Lele, you hang back, check for Hatchlings and catch the stragglers. Saint, you’re with me. Let’s go!’


Ginger doesn’t need asking twice. Raising his axe above his head he runs towards the pack. ‘Come and get it, zombie freaks!’ he yells as he swipes his axe in a clean arc, and heads tumble and bounce over the fynbos. But the Rotters aren’t even slightly deterred. They seem intent on only one thing – tipping over the wagon.


I watch as Saint shakes out her wrists and throws her arms forward, her chains rocking through the air and wrapping around the necks of the two Rotters closest to her, Ash slices through their necks with his panga, and another two bite the dust. Scanning the bushes for Hatchlings, I grip the throwing stars Hester gave me before she died. My heart rate speeds up, the familiar flood of adrenalin coursing through my veins. I know the Rotters won’t attack us, but where there’s a wagon there are often Hatchlings around, and our immunity against Rotter attack doesn’t extend to the newly zombiefied. It takes days for their senses to dull.


The woman spots us first. ‘Help us!’ she screams.


‘Up here!’ the man yells. ‘Help! Nceda!’


‘That’s what we’re here for, mate!’ Ginger calls to them, dispatching another Rotter. This one’s head rolls towards me and I kick it away, trying not to look at the spaghetti tendrils twitching and curling out of its severed neck.


One of the Rotters has managed to find a foothold on the wheel of the wagon, its arms flailing up at the woman and the teenager. I pick out a throwing star, weigh it in my hand and skim it towards the wagon. My aim is true and it hits the sweet spot at the back of the thing’s neck. It jerks forward, twitches, and then slumps to the ground.


Ginger is making short work of the Rotters with his axe and Saint and Ash are working together seamlessly, easily polishing off two particularly ripe specimens, but even as they do the moans of another pack float towards us. They sound close. ‘Lele!’ Ash shouts. ‘Get them down from there!’


‘I’m on it!’ Ducking to avoid Ginger’s flailing axe, I race towards the wagon, jump up onto the wheel and hold my hand out to the woman. ‘Come on!’


‘No! The dead ones will get us!’


‘You can’t stay up there!’


Another moan echoes through the bushes. She glances around her and the elderly man nods. ‘Take Thokozani first!’ she says to me.


Ignoring my hand the teenager slides his legs over the edge and then tumbles onto the ground. The elderly man follows. He is way more athletic than he looks, and before I can stop him he picks up a large branch and drops to a crouch, waving it in front of him. ‘Get the others away!’ he shouts.


‘Get back,’ I yell as the woman finally takes my hand. ‘We can handle it!’


Ignoring me, the old man runs over to where Ginger, Saint and Ash are finishing off the stragglers. We don’t have time for this – we have to get them all as far away from here as possible before the next lot catch their scent. Luckily Ginger notices the old man, grabs him around the waist and drags him out of the danger zone before the last of the Rotters can get to him – though for some reason they seem to be more intent on getting to the woman and the boy. ‘Blimey, you were lucky, mate,’ Ginger says to the old man as Ash and Saint dispatch the last two Rotters. ‘You shouldn’t have done that.’


‘I thought I would distract them. Give the others time to get away.’


‘Yeah, well, all’s well that ends well.’


The boy shudders, eyes glassy with shock. Ginger smiles down at him. ‘Don’t worry, we’ll look after you.’


Ash wipes the blade of his panga on the grass. ‘That was close.’


‘You’re telling me,’ Saint says. ‘I think that’s the lot –’


But she’s spoken too soon.


There’s the whip-crack of branches breaking, and all of us freeze. I pull out another throwing star, weigh it in my hand, and only just manage to stop myself from skimming it as a herd of springbok leap into the clearing. They scatter in every direction, a youngster darting straight for us in its panicked state. It’s so close I can make out the whites of its eyes – then it doubles back and shoots off through the trees.


‘Not good,’ Ash says. ‘Something’s spooked them.’


The trees shake as if there’s a gale blowing through them, and a shadowy mass lurches towards us. It’s impossible to tell exactly how many there are, but there have to be at least ten.


‘Get them out of here!’ Ash yells as the woman screams, grabs the boy’s hand and starts scrabbling towards the fence.


Our only choice is to try and outrun them and though most look to be thoroughly rotted and decrepit I know from experience that they can move fast when they want to, and they clearly want to.


‘I’ll catch the first wave!’ Ash calls. ‘Ginger! You –’


‘Huh?’ Ginger pauses mid axe-swing. ‘What are they doing?’


The pack has stopped metres from where we’re standing. The one closest to us throws its head back and moans. It’s missing its jaw bone, so the sound isn’t as amplified as it normally is, but the others soon follow suit. Then, moving almost as one, they start backing up, bumping into each other as if they’re a crowd of shoppers who’ve just got wind that there’s a bomb in the supermarket.


‘What are they doing?’ Saint says.


But there can be only one explanation.


‘There must be a Guardian around here somewhere,’ Ash says, voicing what all of us are thinking.


‘I don’t get it,’ Saint says as we scan the trees and fynbos – there is no sign of anyone, but there are plenty of places to hide in the gloom. ‘If it is a Guardian, why would it help us?’


‘Maybe there’s another explanation,’ Ginger says.


‘Like what?’


‘I dunno. A funeral or relocation going on somewhere else or summut.’


‘Get real,’ Saint snaps. ‘This early?’


Ginger drops his eyes, clearly hurt.


‘Sorry,’ Saint says. ‘It’s just . . . you know. I thought it might be Ripley.’


‘It’s cool, Saint,’ he says. ‘I was looking for her, too.’


Ash slides his panga back into the holster on his back. ‘Whatever the reason, let’s get the hell away from here.’


‘Where should we take them, Ash?’ Ginger asks.


‘Where do you think?’ he says. ‘There’s only one option.’


[image: image]


Our secret entrance into the enclave is still a good few kilometres away and there’s no way we’ll be able to keep up the pace Ash has set all the way there. As the adrenalin ebbs out of my system the effects of too many sleepless nights start creeping up on me, and a stitch gnaws at my side. I glance back at the others. The teenager and the elderly man refused any help, but behind them I see Saint clutching the woman’s arm, steering her around the obstacles in our way.


‘Guys!’ Saint calls. ‘Let’s stop for a quick breather.’


‘You think we should?’ Ash asks.


‘They’re not following.’


Ash gazes back the way we came. The moans sound far behind us now. And we can easily deal with any stragglers that approach. ‘Five minutes.’


The elderly man sinks to his knees, struggling to regain his breath.


‘Here,’ Ginger says, passing him his thermos. ‘Just water I’m afraid, mate.’


The man takes a huge gulp. ‘Siyabonga. Thank you.’ He looks at each of us in turn. Apart from gratitude there’s something else in his expression: fear. And it’s mirrored in the woman’s eyes.


‘Don’t worry,’ Saint says. ‘We’re not going to harm you.’


‘But why is it that the dead ones do not attack you?’


Ginger grins. ‘It’s like our special talent, innit?’


‘I do not understand.’


‘Well, see, we’re not really sure why they don’t go for us, mate. But we think it’s got something to do with the fact that Ash and Lele have twins – Saint’s got one too but we don’t know where he is – and like –’


Saint nudges him. ‘TMI,’ she hisses.


Ash holds up his hand. ‘Thank you, Ginger.’ I’m suddenly reminded of Hester. It’s the same kind of affectionate, slightly exasperated tone of voice she always used with him. ‘Your turn,’ Ash says to the man. ‘Why did you leave the enclave? You must have known the dead would attack, that it would be dangerous.’ He points to the spine-shaped amulets around their necks. ‘You’re believers, aren’t you? Resurrectionists?’


The woman drops her head. She looks almost ashamed. ‘We played along, said that we were. It’s just . . . ’ She hunches into herself, looking like she’s about to start crying. ‘My husband was relocated.’


Ash shoots me a significant look. Both of us know that the odds are good her husband is out here somewhere, though no longer recognisable as the man she once knew.


‘Why was he relocated?’ Ash asks. ‘What did he do?’


‘Nothing! All he did was refuse to join one of the Resurrectionist marches – I was sick, and he needed to tend our stall – and then they came in the night and took him away from us.’


‘I’m sorry,’ Saint says.


The woman nods. She still looks distraught but no tears are actually rolling down her cheeks.


‘But where were you going to go?’


‘We have some family in the agricultural enclaves. We were going to go there.’


‘It’s just as bad there,’ I say.


‘You have been there?’ the man asks.


I nod. After what happened at the mall I’d been hoping we could hide out in the Agriculturals – my old home – but the Resurrectionists were one step ahead of us, already threatening to relocate the farmers and citizens who didn’t buy into their beliefs.


‘And it is not just that,’ the woman says. ‘Thokozani will be sixteen soon.’


Without further explanation she hands me a crumpled piece of paper. I smooth it out so that we can all read it.


RESURRECTIONIST BULLETIN


(Number 608)


 


Spreading the Good News!


 


A message from your Cape Town Enclave Embassy CEO, Comrade Vuyo Nkosi.


 


Greetings Comrades,


What a happy day this is for all of us! It is nearly eleven years since our saviours, the Guardians, came among us and gave us a new start in life, and what happiness and contentment they have brought to us all!


As you now know, the Guardians have blessed certain of our youth with a supreme honour – the honour of joining their ranks. Yes, Brothers and Sisters, several favoured teenagers have become Guardians! I know some of you are ambivalent about this development, but let me assure you, the chosen youth are far happier in their new, exalted state of being! And we hope that more will soon be added to their ranks. What an honour to have our own flesh and blood watching over us! And as a sign of their good faith and their boundless generosity, the Guardians have decreed that all who worship them will be provided with electricity, fresh running water and food for the stomach and the soul!


And let us treat our youth with love, respect and reverence, for they are tomorrow’s Guardians!


 


Remember, if you are not with us, you are against us! REPORT THOSE WHO COME AMONG US SOWING SEEDS OF UNREST.


 


‘Dammit,’ Ash says.


‘They’re buying it,’ Saint says. ‘They’re really just accepting it. Why am I not more surprised?’


Even Ginger looks gutted.


After our showdown at the mall we knew that the Guardians would be forced to reveal exactly what it was they’d been doing to the selected teenagers they’d been transporting into the Deadlands. We’d hoped this would fuel an uprising and that even the Resurrectionists would find this too much to swallow, but it looks like the opposite has happened.


‘What can we do?’ the woman asks. ‘I will die before I let them take Thokozani and turn him into one of those . . . demons.’


‘Your only choice is to go back into the enclave,’ Ash says. ‘And hide out.’


‘Can’t we stay with you?’ Thokozani says to Ginger.


‘Sorry, mate,’ Ginger says. ‘But the Rotters won’t have that. They’ll be after you before you can say “you’ve got red on you.”’ (Ginger’s Shaun of the Dead movie reference falls flat – he’s always forgetting that unlike him the majority of citizens haven’t had access to DVDs since the War.) ‘But don’t worry, the Anti-Zombians will help you out, mate. They’ll take you underground, make sure the Ressers don’t get their sweaty hands on you.’


‘But we’ve heard stories about the ANZ,’ the old man says. ‘They are not to be trusted. They are violent, barbaric.’


‘Yeah. But you’ve heard stories about the ANZ from the Ressers, right?’ Ginger grins. ‘You don’t want to believe that load of old rubbish.’


‘But won’t the guards find us?’


‘You’d be surprised how many places there are to hide, mate.’
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‘No ways, Ash,’ Saint says. ‘You’re not going by yourself. It’s too dangerous. You need us. We have no idea if they’re going to be on the lookout for us or not.’


Ash and Saint have been arguing for the last five minutes, and Ginger and I have decided to let them get on with it.


Ash pulls the Resurrectionist robes we use as disguises out of their storage bag. Gross. After weeks of being hidden under a bush next to out secret entrance they stink of mildew. ‘There aren’t enough robes for all of us to go. The family will have to wear them in case the guards have their descriptions. That leaves one over.’


‘So why you?’


Ash doesn’t have an answer for that.


The family is huddled next to the fence, the woman clearly on edge, shifting uneasily at the slightest sound, the elderly man sitting cross-legged, his breathing ragged and his face slack from exhaustion. Only Thokozani looks like he’s getting over the ordeal. He’s scraping a stick through the earth and his eyes have lost their shell-shocked glaze.


‘Oh, come on, Ash,’ Ginger says. ‘What’s the worst that’s going to happen? Say we do run into trouble, they’ll only relocate us, right? Big deal. We live out in the Deadlands. And in any case we need to get supplies. We’re totally out of biltong.’


‘And what if they decide we’ll make perfect Guardians?’


‘No chance, mate. Anyway, aren’t we all past the due date?’


‘Huh?’ Saint says.


‘We’re too old. They can’t turn us into them things if we’re no longer teenagers.’


‘How do you know you’re too old?’ Saint says. ‘You don’t even know how old you are, exactly.’


‘I’m nineteen. No, hang on . . . ’ He counts on his fingers. ‘Twenty.’ He pauses. ‘I think. Eighteen’s the cut-off, isn’t it?’


‘We don’t know that for sure, Ginger,’ Ash says. ‘And besides, Lele’s seventeen.’


I don’t comment, but I can feel my face growing hot. I know more about becoming a Guardian than they’re aware of. And I’m pretty sure that age is not a factor – at least for us.


‘Come on, mate,’ Ginger says. ‘We’ll be ultra careful. Pretty please?’


Ash sighs. ‘Okay, but you’ll have to keep your heads down.’


‘Awesome!’ Ginger says, giving me a high five.


‘And you’ll have to wear the spare robe, Ginger,’ Saint says.


‘Aw, why me?’


I nudge him in the ribs. Ash is clearly at the end of his tether, and could easily change his mind. And besides, Saint’s right about Ginger. If they are on the lookout for us there’s no way he can get away with entering the enclave without a disguise. With his uncommon height and wild red hair he’s not exactly forgettable.


Ash hands three of the robes to the family, and passes the last one to Ginger, who pulls it over his head. ‘I look like a giant Ewok.’


‘What’s an Ewok?’ Thokozani asks.


‘Don’t worry about it,’ Saint says, rolling her eyes in Ginger’s direction. ‘He’s just a freak.’


‘Am not!’


‘Are so!’


‘Guys!’ Ash says. ‘Come on. Let’s be serious.’ He places his panga against the fence. ‘You’re going to have to leave your axe behind, Ginger.’


‘But she’s my baby.’


‘How many axe-wielding Resurrectionists do you know?’


‘Yeah, all right, fair play.’


Ash turns to the family. The woman is holding the teenager’s hand so tightly her knuckles are white. ‘Just keep quiet and follow me. And if anything happens, let me do the talking.’


Ginger claps Thokozani on the back, almost sending him flying. ‘Don’t worry, mate. You’re in good hands.’


Ash hauls up the dead tree trunk that covers the secret entrance to our old home and climbs down into the tunnel, disappearing into darkness.


[image: image]


‘Where’s all our stuff?’ Ginger says as the light of his torch dances over the earthen walls. Our underground lair has been gutted. The kitchen, training room and lounge are empty of furniture – even the clunky old fridge, the generator and the ancient sink are missing. ‘Oh no, man. This sucks. Where are my DVDs? And my comics?’


‘They even took Hester’s couch,’ Saint says. ‘Bastards.’


The place smells musty and unused – what was once a welcoming sanctuary now feels like a cold, oppressive hole.


‘We should get out of here,’ Ash says. ‘And fast.’ He jogs over to the hatchway that opens out into the enclave. ‘If I say run,’ he adds, turning back to us, ‘then don’t ask questions, okay?’


‘You think the guards could be waiting for us?’ I ask.


Ash doesn’t answer. It was a stupid question anyway. Of course they could be waiting for us.


Ash pulls himself up, and I keep my eyes focused on the exit, every muscle tense. I’m so on edge that I can hear my blood pounding in my ears.


‘Okay!’ he calls after what seems like an eternity, his voice muffled.


Saint ushers the family through first, Ginger following on behind. We climb up and out into the alleyway. The wood-and-corrugated-iron shacks around the exit look exactly the same as I remember, and apart from a field mouse, which squeaks angrily at us and scurries to hide under a deflated tyre, the area is deserted.


Ash shoves a hand though his hair. ‘Look, I reckon we should split up. You guys get the supplies, and I’ll take the family to Lungi.’


‘Shouldn’t we all go?’ Saint asks.


‘No, Ash is right,’ Ginger says. ‘It’s safer if we split up.’ It’s obvious he’s already imagining stuffing biltong into his face.


Ash nods and then turns to lead the three robed figures out into the light. Thokozani and the woman follow him almost at once, but the old man hesitates. He pulls the hood from his head and turns to look at us. ‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘You have saved our lives.’


‘Don’t thank us,’ Saint mutters under her breath. ‘You’re not out of the woods yet, grandpa.’
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Ash needn’t have worried. No one gives us any hassle as we head towards the marketplace – the stallholders are only just beginning to set out their wares, and the muddy alleyways and narrow winding streets are still relatively quiet. After weeks of camping out in the Deadlands, with just the Mall Rats for company, it’s freaky to be around other people, and I’ve forgotten how much the enclave stinks. As we head deeper into the market I’m hit with the stench of sewage, damp washing, boiled chicken’s feet and curried lambs’ tails.


‘It feels different, innit?’ Ginger says.


‘What do you mean?’ Saint asks.


He shrugs. ‘Last time we were here it felt way more . . . I dunno, happier, more relaxed.’


‘It’s still very early, Ginger,’ Saint says, but I can tell that she agrees with him. And he’s right. There is something subdued about the atmosphere. People seem to be keeping more to themselves, and several drop their heads as we pass as if they’re reluctant to catch our eyes.


‘You cool to get the veggies, Ginger?’ Saint asks. ‘Lele and I will get the rest.’


‘Aye aye, captain.’


‘And don’t spend all the credits on junk food,’ Saint says. ‘No biltong.’


‘Aw, what?’


‘Seriously, Ginger. We’re low on funds, you know that.’


‘You’re not the boss of me,’ he says, but he grins at Saint all the same before moving towards a row of vegetable stalls.


‘Let’s go,’ Saint says, shouldering her rucksack and striding off.


It’s always difficult to read Saint’s moods – she has the same talent for hiding her feelings as Ash – but I suspect she’s still dwelling on the Rotters’ peculiar behaviour out in the Deadlands. Something (or someone) either spooked them or deflected them away from their goal, but I don’t know how to approach the subject without riling her. She never talks about Ripley, her old girlfriend. She’s made it clear that that subject is seriously out of bounds. ‘You okay?’ I ask.


‘Yeah. Why wouldn’t I be?’


‘Just asking.’


I hang back. We’re a few streets away from Mandela House. It would only take a minute to slip away and catch a glimpse of Jobe.


‘I tell you what, Saint. How about you get the supplies and I’ll check out the area, see what’s brewing?’


Turning, she puts a hand on her hip and looks me up and down. ‘You think I’m stupid? I know where you want to go, Zombie Bait, and it’s not going to happen.’


‘I’ll be really quick, okay? C’mon, he’s my brother. I’ll be careful.’


‘Yeah, right.’


‘C’mon, Saint. I’ll do your washing for a week.’


‘Seriously, Lele, if Ash finds out . . . ’


‘He won’t. I won’t get too close or anything.’


She sighs. ‘Look, it’s your call, but as far as Ash is concerned, I didn’t see you sneak off, ’kay?’


‘Saint, you’re a –’


She rolls her eyes. ‘Yeah, yeah. I know, I know. A saint.’


I slip away before she can change her mind.
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Just great.


There are two Resurrectionist guards lounging next to the fence on the far right-hand side of Mandela House. Fortunately they don’t look like they’re on high alert – one appears to be dozing, the other is picking his nose. Still, there’s no way I can risk getting any closer. I bend down and pretend to search in my backpack, and when a rickshaw bumps to a stop, its driver disappearing into the tenement opposite, I sneak behind it and use it as cover.


Mandela House looks exactly the same: a comforting building with a wrap-around porch. One of the few original structures that survived the fires that swept through the city during the War, it looks way more substantial than the shacks and hastily built breeze-block houses that surround it. I’m disappointed that the sun-bleached lawn is deserted – it would’ve been cool to find the children playing outside – but just the sight of it makes me feel more at ease, more connected to my brother.


Something touches my leg, making me jump. I look down to find a cat snaking its way around my boots.


‘Chinwag!’ She looks up at me and mews. Jobe’s kitten is now fully grown, and it’s clear from her size and gleaming condition that she doesn’t go hungry. I pick her up and bury my face in her fur. ‘Hey girl,’ I whisper to her. She was never out of Jobe’s sight when she was a kitten.


‘Thought I’d find you here,’ a voice says close to my ear, making me jump.


‘Ash!’


‘I told you this wasn’t a good idea.’


‘Look who’s talking.’ I catch a whiff of a familiar odour wafting off his clothes. ‘Have you been smoking? Saint will kill you!’


‘Then don’t tell her.’ He reaches over to stroke Chinwag’s back, and for a second his fingers touch my arm. For the first time in forever he smiles at me, and blood rushes to my cheeks. Pathetic.


‘How’s that family doing?’ I ask, trying unsuccessfully to hide my burning face in Chinwag’s fur.


‘Still freaked,’ Ash says as the cat wriggles out of my grasp and onto the ground. ‘But Lungi will sort them out.’


‘Lungi was cool with you just showing up?’


‘She wasn’t there. I left them with Jean-Paul. He’ll get a message to her.’ He doesn’t speak for several seconds. ‘It’s bad, Lele. The ANZ is overrun with refugees. Jean-Paul says that they’re setting up safe houses all over the city.’


‘Who would have thought you’d be on their side?’ I say.


‘Whose side?’


‘The ANZ’s. You used to say that they were nothing but terrorists making everything worse.’


‘Things change, Lele.’


I look up at him, struck as always by his eyes – one grey, the other so dark it’s almost black. And I can’t help asking myself, would I still have feelings for him if he wasn’t so hot? I mean, since Hester’s death he’s hardly been the most approachable guy in the world.


We watch as Chinwag sashays across the street, leaps over the fence and wanders into the front garden of Mandela House.


The door opens and a woman’s laugh floats towards us.


Ash grips my arm with such force it hurts. ‘Look!’


Naomi, the children’s carer, steps out onto the porch. She’s lost weight since the last time I saw her, and I can’t be sure from here but it looks as if she’s glaring in the guards’ direction. She turns to motion behind her, and Ash drops his hand from my arm. Several children shuffle out of the front door, and although they’re all dressed identically in brown woollen smocks I spot Jobe immediately.


‘How cool is that?’ Ash whispers.


Jobe looks exactly the same as the last time I saw him – he hasn’t grown an inch. I watch him make his way towards the front steps with a mix of emotions. Whatever the Guardians did to him (did to us) at the beginning of the War, it’s still casting its spell over him, trapping him inside his seven-year-old body.


Jobe holds out a hand and a small girl takes it.


‘Sasha,’ Ash breathes.


The pair stands still at the top of the steps, and for an instant I’m almost positive that they’re looking straight at us. They bow their heads together, and although I know that Jobe isn’t capable of conversation – he hasn’t spoken more than a single word since the War – I try and imagine that they’re sharing some form of communication. Then the moment is broken and, taking each step carefully, they trundle towards the sandpit.


‘I wish we could talk to them.’


‘Yeah. So do I, Lele.’


The nose-picking guard stands up and stretches.


‘Come on,’ Ash says. ‘We’d better get out of here.’


‘A few more minutes?’


‘We can’t. It’s too risky.’


‘But –’


‘Come on.’


It’s a wrench to leave them, but Ash is right.


We walk in silence back to the market. The streets are filling up as more and more traders set up their stalls and set out their wares, but although it’s busier, with shoppers haggling and rickshaws weaving their way through the alleyways, I’m struck again by the subdued atmosphere. There’s no music, laughter or catcalling, and the stallholders aren’t lobbing insults at each other like they used to do.


‘Typical,’ Ash says, casting around for any sign of Ginger and Saint. ‘Where are they?’


‘Chill out. They’ll be around here somewhere. Just look for the biltong stall.’


There’s a sudden burst of laughter from behind us. Two teenage boys and a girl are swaggering through the market. They’re dressed in clothes from before the War, and good ones at that – the kind of kick-ass gear we used to bring back from the mall to sell. I look down at my threadbare jeans and old army boots and can’t help but feel a spike of envy. One of the boys, a hefty kid with his hair styled in cornrows is wearing the same kind of low-top Converse sneakers Thabo used to favour; the other boy, a well-built white guy with hectic acne, has a denim jacket slung around his waist. And Saint would kill for the girl’s red skinny jeans.


Cornrows pauses at a market stall. It’s one of the smaller ones, basically just an upturned wooden packing crate displaying a couple of apples, a few lemons and some mealies. He picks up one of the apples, throws it into the air and catches it. ‘How much?’ he says to the woman behind the stall.


She drops her head. ‘One credit,’ she mumbles.


‘One credit?’ Cornrows looks over to his friends, who nudge each other and snigger. He drops the apple on the floor and crushes it under his boot. ‘How about now, mama?’


The woman winces and shakes her head. ‘Please, I have to feed my children, I –’


‘Oh boo hoo,’ Cornrows says, and the girl shrieks with laughter.


I glance around to see if anyone’s going to intervene, but the other stallholders are all pretending to be busy and the shoppers lower their heads and scurry past.


I make a move to approach, but Ash grabs my arm. ‘Check,’ he says nodding to his left. A couple of guards wearing Resurrectionist robes wander past. They nod at the teenagers, but do nothing to help the woman.


‘Unbelievable!’ I whisper to Ash.


‘You know,’ Cornrows says. ‘I’m still hungry.’ He grabs another apple and drop-kicks it towards his friends. The girl smacks it with the side of her foot and lobs it into an overturned metal drum. ‘Goal!’ she screeches.


‘Please!’ the stallholder begs.


‘We can’t just let this happen, Ash.’


‘We’ve got no choice,’ he hisses. ‘We can’t risk it.’


‘Why not?’ I nod towards the two guards who are disappearing around the side of the large amulet stall at the end of the row. ‘They’ve gone.’


‘Yeah. But they could be back at any time.’


Cornrows and Denim Jacket edge nearer to the woman. She shrinks back, and even from here, several metres away, I can see tears glistening in her eyes. The words explode out of my mouth before I can stop them. ‘Hey! Assholes!’


Cornrows and Denim Jacket literally do a double take. ‘You talking to us?’


‘Yeah.’ I move to approach them, but Ash holds me back.


‘Lele, no.’


I pull my arm out of his grip. All I can see is the stallholder’s traumatised face. There’s no way I can stand back and let this happen, guards or no guards. I stride towards the stall.


‘Heita, girl,’ Cornrows says. ‘Don’t I know you?’


I shrug. He doesn’t look familiar, but he could well be one of the kids from my short time at Malema High – let’s face it, I only had eyes for Thabo back then.


‘Nice hair, sister,’ the girl sneers at me.


‘Nice face,’ I snap back at her, staring her down, ‘but it won’t be for much longer if you don’t stop what you’re doing.’


‘Ooooh,’ Cornrows says, leaving the stallholder and approaching me. ‘Chutzpah. I like that in a chick.’ He picks up a mealie and chucks it into the air.


‘You need to pay for that,’ I say.


The woman shakes her head at me. ‘Don’t worry, sisi. It’s fine. Everything’s fine.’


‘No it isn’t,’ I say, directing this at Cornrows.


‘Don’t you know the rules, girl?’ he says to me.


‘What rules are those? Whoever is the biggest asshole wins?’


‘Oh snap!’ Denim Jacket says, and the girl shoots daggers at him.


Cornrows smirks at me. ‘You know, if you were wearing something half-decent, you’d be pretty hot.’


I smile sweetly. ‘Thank you. If you had a different face, you’d be pretty hot, too.’ My anger is under control now and all I feel is a cold wash of calm. ‘Now. Last chance. Pay for what you have stolen or you’ll be sorry.’


‘You can make me sorry any time, baby.’ Cornrows reaches over to stroke my cheek.


‘If you insist,’ I say, stepping forward and elbowing him in the solar plexus. He drops to his knees with an ‘oof’, and then crumples into the mud, clutching his stomach.


‘Bitch!’ the girl shrieks, lashing out with her fist. I catch it, bend her wrist back and force her onto her knees. ‘Ow! Let me go!’


‘Not until you’ve paid for what you’ve stolen!’


She spits at me, but her aim is crap and it lands on the back of Cornrows’s head.


An arm snakes around my throat. I haven’t been paying attention to Denim Jacket and he’s snuck around behind me. ‘You’re mine now, girly,’ he hisses.


Twisting her hand out of my grip the girl gets to her feet. ‘Now you’ll be sorry,’ she says. But it’s not the first time I’ve been in this position and as she draws back her fist I kick up with my legs and whack her in the stomach.


Squealing like a trapped warthog she drops to the ground.


Denim Jacket tightens his grip.


‘Let her go,’ Ash says.


‘It’s under control,’ I say, fighting for breath.


‘Make me,’ Denim Jacket says, but his voice is wavering.


‘If you insist.’


There’s the sound of a fist hitting flesh, a gasp of pain and then the hold around my neck loosens and I’m free. I look down to see that Denim Jacket has joined his friends in the mud.


‘Thanks,’ I say to Ash, rubbing my throat.


‘What the hell am I going to do with you, Lele?’


I’m about to say that I’ve got a few ideas, when Cornrows gets to his feet and kicks out wildly. Instead of stepping back to avoid being booted, Ash moves forward, blocks the swipe, then grasps Cornrows’s lower leg, pulls it towards him and abruptly lets it go. Unbalanced, Cornrows falls heavily on his tail bone.


I place a boot on his stomach. ‘Now,’ I say. ‘Apologise to the nice lady and hand over the credits.’


‘Really, it’s fine,’ the stallholder says. ‘I don’t want any trouble.’


I reach down, dig in Cornrows’s pockets and haul out his wallet. ‘Hey!’ he whines. ‘That’s mine.’


‘Shut up,’ Ash says.


I pull out several coins, chuck the wallet in the mud and hand the money to the stallholder. ‘This should cover it.’

OEBPS/images/half.jpg
DeATh

OF A

sAint





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
DeATh

OF A
SAinT

A Deadlands Novel

LILY
HERNE

Muchisfiitl





OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





