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Prologue

 


A full moon looks down on the dry
African bush. The wind plays with the leaves of the trees. Shadows
grow longer as the moon climbs in the sky. A Howl reverberates across the vast African
landscape, splitting the night in two freezing the leopard in his
tracks. He moves from the safety of the shrubs. Silence descends
like a blanket. The
chirping of the crickets and the mating call of the
frogs disappear as the haunting cry rings off the kopje behind the
big cat.



Shadows hide the other as it watches as the
spotted feline moves slowly around the corner of the deserted
house. The attack is fast and deadly. The watcher launches itself
onto the back of the cat, its strong jaws latching onto the thick
neck of the leopard, just behind the head.



Rolling onto its back the spitting cat tries
to dislodge its attacker, blood flies. Bone is crushed and the
spinal cord severed, the big cat now paralyzed is at the mercy of
the creature of the night. The head of the leopard is torn from its
body; sounds of ripping and tearing now fill the night as the other
eats.

 


An abomination stands in the clearing; all
is still, Africa waits; it lifts its head to the heavens and howls
out its ownership of the night.

 


Nothing is safe when the moon is full.

 


Sunrises
on a new morning, the area behind the house is deserted, the
scene of the battle and the spoor in the dirt tells a story of its own, leopard
spoor cover’s the area and covering the leopard spoor are tracks of
another.

 


Dried blood splatter marks the walls
of the house, and the torn decapitated body of the
leopard half-eaten lies in the dirt.

Mother Nature uses the wind to slowly sweep
the area clean, and soon there is nothing to tell the story the
slate has been wiped clean. Nature will take care of the rest.



Glassy dead eyes of the leopard look out
from its detached head, on the rubbish dump.

 


Thick bush surrounds the house that stands
alone at the end of a long rutted overgrown dirt track. Inside the
house the dust on the floor is thick, cobwebs fill the corners, and
the bath is full of bits and pieces that have built up over the
years. The stable door leading from the kitchen into the back area
hangs on it rusted hinges, broken.

 


There are no birds nesting in the house,
it’s free of mice and rats and the only thing that shows that any
living thing was there are the prints in the dust.


Chapter 1

 


With a screech and the smell of
burning rubber the large wheels of the 747 touches down on runway
26 at Lusaka International Airport. David turns to his new bride a
bright bubbly 27-year-old
blonde with large brown eyes and smiles. “Welcome to Africa
my darling.”

 


Adele’s eyes are alive
with wonder as she looks out the window as the big jet lands,
excitement running through her veins, a new chapter has opened in
her life and she is now in Africa to share that chapter with the
man she loves. The man who is gentle, caring and most important who
loves her with every ounce of his being. She feels safe with David
and it did not take her long to say yes to his proposal of
marriage, nor to the move from her home in London, to live in the
wilds of Africa.

 


Excited but weary passengers disembark and
move across the tarmac to the terminal building, moving through
customs and into the reception area. “David” a voice bellows across
the open space.

 


A larger than life specimen of a man
pushes his way through the crowd dressed all in khaki takes David
into a bear hug, both men are in their late thirty’s and grew up together. “Man it’s
good to see you again, this must be Mrs. Swart, hell David, she is
far too lekker for you.” With
a smile, David turns
to his blushing bride.

“Adele, I would like you to meet Piet
Van Zyl, he’s the local hunter in these parts and my best friend.”

“Best friend se voёt,
I never even got an invite to the bloody wedding; good thing though
as I would have convinced Adele to run away with me.” He offers
Adele his hand, the size of a melon. “Welcome to Africa Mrs. Swart,
follow me I have wheels outside. Let me take you to your hotel, and
we can make arrangements to get you out to your home in the
morning.”

 


Piet drives through the traffic of
central Lusaka, like a bull in a china shop, and finally, much to
both David and Adele’s relief, they arrive at the hotel, in one piece.
“You two check-in,
and meet me on the veranda for a beer, I need to fill you in and
bring you up to date on a few things David, things have changed
over the last few years, and there’s a lot to talk
about.”

 


As David and Adele return from checking in
and cross the broad veranda towards the burly South Africa, Piet
gets to his feet in greeting, a broad grin on his rugged features.
“I took the liberty of ordering you a Beer Shandy Adele, that is
half beer and half lemonade, and for you David, an ice cold Black
Label with your name on it, Man it’s great to see you again.”

 


Helping Adele into a chair, David turns to
his boyhood friend. “You’re looking good Piet, and thanks for the
beer, this is going to go down well.” A serious look comes into the
big man’s eyes as he leans across the table towards the two. “Guys,
you need to know that your house needs work. I mean a lot of work,
so you’ll be living in a tent for about three weeks and Adele, you
will have to get used to using an outhouse until everything is up
and running, that includes the generator, so no lights for a while
but hey man this is Africa, you’re in the bush miles from anyone,
what more could you ask for?”

 


***

 


A full moon climbs slowly above the clouds
as they run across the sky full and bright, throwing shadows on the
ground. The area around the house is desolate; there is no evidence
of bird life. Crickets start their concert, backed up by the sound
of the frogs from the nearby Kafue River, the wind plays amongst
the trees and the night waits.

 


Slowly a jackal leaves its den in a nearby
outcrop and lifts its head to pay homage to the moon. She howls her
greeting to the night and then moves across the veldt on her
nightly hunt, her pups warm and safe in the den. Eyes watch her
move away; a stealthy shadow detaches itself from the darker
shadows and moves towards the den, towards the sleeping pups.

 


With the spoils of a successful hunt
clutched between her jaws the female jackal returns to the scene of
a massacre, the den has been opened the bodies of her pups lie
scattered all around half eaten, mutilated, blood covering the
ground. She drops her bounty her body rigid, ready for flight, but
she never stood a chance. The shadow launches itself at the jackal,
its strong jaws crushing her skull, tearing her head from her body,
now it will eat.

 


The chilling sound of the howl rips through
the night and the only witness to the carnage is the full moon.
When the sun claims the day, the vultures will feed and no trace
will remain.


Chapter 2

 


Dust rises in a cloud behind the Land
Rover as it makes its way along the narrow dirt road, hiding the
other vehicles traveling
behind it. At the wheel, Piet’s eyes survey the
countryside, hoping to see
some game in the area; he thinks to himself it has been awhile
since he has seen a kudu with a decent set of horns, and since he
has hung his own biltong.

 


David and Adele are traveling in a second hand Land Cruiser
that David managed to pick up in Lusaka from a used car dealer for
a very good price. The man was very happy to accept cash, after
all, this vehicle was high-jacked in South Africa and driven across
the border and business was booming, although that was a small
detail that he omitted to tell David. They had bought a tent,
sleeping bags, cots and other basic necessities that they would
need. Adele is ready for her big African adventure.

 


Behind the Land Cruiser, is a
20-ton truck, loaded with
everything that they could think of in order to renovate the house
and make it livable again. Along with a gang of laborers that Piet
had rounded up to do the manual labor with a promise of
tobacco, beer, and
food, plus a few shillings in the pocket once the job was
done.

 


They crest a hill and look over a vast open veldt. They
watch the dark cold slow moving water of the Kafue River glinting
in the sunlight. A high kopje overlooking the house from behind
throws shadows across the bush and the house itself looking so
alone in the vast expanse of the bush veldt. They could see a few dilapidated
outbuildings near the house but apart from that, nothing but bush.
Adele feels a tremor run up her spine, is it a prickle of fear or
excitement she feeling? She glanced at David to check his reaction
to what they were seeing. He feels her gaze fall on him and looks
back at her, his eyes full of joy. “This is going to be our home
darling it needs quite a bit of work but once that’s complete
you’ll find yourself falling in love with it. I know it doesn’t
look like much right now, but it’s all ours to do with as we please.”

 


David had inherited the small farm from his
late grandfather, although the old man only stayed there for three
months before moving off. He had been unable to sell the farm so as
David was his only living relative, the small farm automatically
passed on to him.

 


***

 


With the sun slowly sinking on the
horizon the night sounds fill her ears as Adele sits by the fire
and looks around the camp. The tents are up work has started on the house and the air
smells fresh and clean. She has had her first bush shower this
evening, a ten-gallon
bucket with holes in the bottom suspended from the branch of
a tree filled with water, heated by the fire. To protect her modesty and give her
privacy the sides of an old army tent was put up around the shower
area.



With a sigh of contentment, Adele sits back sipping her
drink. She watches David and Piet busy at the cooking fire
preparing supper. She listens to the chatter of the laborers as
they busy themselves around their own cooking fire and watches as
the moon no longer full climbs back up into the sky.

 


Marveling at the night sky, so bright
with stars, something she has never seen back in London Adele
closes her eyes just drifting along with the smells and sounds of
the camp, letting Africa wash over her like the waves
of the ocean.

 


She hears the laughter of the men
gathered around the cooking fires and feels at peace with the
world. Nothing can hurt her out here, she’s safe and content. The
meal arrives, pap and vleis as Piet calls it, it smells good and suddenly she realizes
just how hungry she is. The conversation turns to the house and the
small farm which is more of a smallholding than a farm.

 


“Hey David, you know, something funny
happened in town when I was trying to get this group together, none
of the local okes
wanted the job. All these guys come from another district,
maybe they are just too lazy huh, come to think about it there is
something strange about this place of yours.”

 


“Come on Piet, let’s not hear your
ghost stories tonight, Adele and I are bushed and I can hear our sleeping bags
calling us.”

 


“No man, I tell you, something is
really strange. You know your oupa planted mielies here before he
moved back to town and these now grow wild but there’s a troop of
baboons that live on the kopje behind you, and not once have I seen
them or any other animal in the vicinity of this house. It’s just
strange man, strange.”

 


“Maybe it’s the smell of man that
still lingers in the area that keeps them away?”

 


“Ag nou
praat jy twak, the human smell would not linger for
three years, my
friend. It’s long gone, no there’s something about the place that
does not feel right but I can’t put my finger on it, bloody hell I
have not even seen a bird in the trees today.”

 


“With all the activity going on, maybe
that scared the birds off.”

 


“Nee Adele,
Ag I mean no that would not keep them away, come to think of it, it
would be perfect for the weaver to nest here but look
around nothing.
Oh, and one more thing,
there is nothing more stunning than a full moon over the African
bush.”

 


The fire dies down, and the camp sleeps
soundly to the sound of crickets and frogs. Adele’s first night in
the African bush passes peacefully.


Chapter 3

 


Slowly things start to take shape, the
generator is repaired and in working order, the chicken houses have
been rebuilt ready for their new tenants as this is how David and
Adele will supplement the trust fund left to him by his parents.
Supplying eggs and chickens to the local supermarket in the nearby
town which is 30 km away. The house is coming along nicely and the
thatch roof had been replaced, new wiring installed, new plumbing,
new kitchen door but not yet ready for David and Adele to move
in.

 


Much to Adele’s disappointment she still has
to use the outhouse when nature calls but as she tells herself,
it’s far better than her first night when a hole was dug for her
and David stood watch while she completed her toilet.



The bush shower is still in use, as pipes
still have to be laid from the mighty Kafue River to feed water to
the reservoir which in turn will supply the house, and to the
outside irrigation system. David pointed out that they will use
nature to supply the water by using gradient pressure.



A gas system will ensure that the house has
hot water and electricity will be supplied to the house from the
generator. When the generator is not in use, they will use gas or
paraffin lanterns for light and the stove and fridge will operate
on gas.

 


David and Piet left early in the
morning leaving Adele behind as she did not feel like the 30 km
drive into town if
you could call it that. A small place called Kafue, 50 km from the
hustle and bustle of Lusaka; it has two petrol stations, one motel
in town, one just outside of town, and not much else, so she
remained behind at the house with the laborers for
company, knowing that they
would return before mid-day.

 


Nature calls and Adele cringes at the
thought of having to use the outhouse again. She has tried to use
it early in the morning and at night when it’s cooler and the flies
aren’t so bad. She crosses the area from the tents, no one sees
her. She knocks on the door, not expecting an answer as the two men
are in town.



She opens the door and looks into the gloom
of the tiny room, steps across the threshold determined to conquer
the negative feelings she has regarding the use of this primitive
toilet. As Adele seats herself, her eyes adjust to the gloom and
she becomes aware that she is not alone. Her visitor is not going
to be going anywhere soon.



Draped across the top of the door is the
deadliest snake in Africa, a Black Mamba lies there. The only
motion from the snake is its small head moving slowly from side to
side, its tongue testing the air.

 


Adele stifles a scream that rises in
her throat, she feels the bile rush up and threatens to choke her. She swallows her
breathing coming in rapid gasps and she feels as if her heart is
now in her mouth. Sweat breaks out all over her body; she feels hot
and realizes that she’s starting to hyperventilate.



This can’t happen, if she hyperventilates
she’ll lose control and if she loses control she stands a very good
chance of being bitten, and with no one to help her she’s on her
own.

 


The snake moves slowly along the top
of the door in no rush to go anywhere. Adele slows her breathing,
her eyes never leaving the unwelcome visitor, and time moves on.
She has no idea of time as she does not wear a wristwatch; she’s stuck and too scared to
move.



Realization sinks in that she needs to stay
as still as possible, and not attract the snake’s attention which
is a bit hard when you are sitting bare butt on the seat of a long
drop toilet, as they are not built for comfort.

 


Blazing heat from the sun beats down
mercilessly turning the outhouse into a mini sauna. Sweat runs into
her eyes, and burns, her shirt sticks to her body, her nose itches,
she has the urge to cough but manages to swallow, her throat dry,
feeling like sandpaper.



The temperature radiating off the iron
walls is now intense, and Adele starts to feel faint. She’s slowly
dehydrating and the snake has made no move to leave. Then in
the distance, she
hears the roar of a motor and the sound of a vehicle entering the
yard.

 


The old thermometer attached to the
trunk of an old tree reads 38 degrees in the shade. In a
foggy distance, she
hears David’s voice shouting. “Adele, we’re home, Adele where are
you?”

 


She’s too scared to return his call, too
scared to attract the attention of the unwelcome visitor that’s in
the outhouse with her.

 


Piet asks, “Where’s the madam?
Kom, kom, kom, Praat julle, she
could be in trouble.”

 


Adele hears the voices in a haze, the
heat in the outhouse is slowly shutting her down, then the snake
moves, its head coming up its body coiling, footsteps outside the
door. “Adele, are you in there?” She tries to talk, but only a
croak comes out, “Snake.” Both men freeze in
their tracks.



“Shut up man, David I think she’s in
the kleinhuis, daar’s iets fout; I think I heard the word
snake.”

 


The snake is now on full alert, with the
sound of voices coming from outside. “Adele, where’s the snake, can
you tell us?”

 


With supreme effort, Adele fights against the darkness
threatening to overcome her. “The door... on top.” With
that, the heat in the
outhouse takes its toll and Adele slumps on the throne passed out.

 


Voices in the distance, the cool feel
of fresh air on her body, Adele slowly comes around, to find
herself on her cot in the shade of a tree with David and
Piet by her side. David is
wiping her brow with a wet cloth trying to bring her body
temperature down. Piet offers her a drink but pulls it back as she starts to gulp the
cool liquid.

 


“Nee sister,
slowly, drink it
slowly, your body will reject it if you drink too fast.”

 


She remembers the snake and shudders at the
memory. “The snake, what happened to the snake?”

 


“Piet took care of it, once we
realized that you had passed out and the bloody thing would not see
you as a threat, he and two of the boys, Adam and Calvin armed
themselves with sticks. Opened the door, and the snake came out
like an express train but the guys were ready, the score, snake,
nil and guys, one.”

 


“Ja Adele, you were very lucky and
also you had the presence of mind to stay where you
were. That
blikskim was a
bloody Black Mamba and not small either. This bugger measured just
less than 3 meters, one bite and it would have been
totsiens to you
young lady.”

 


“Piet, I think that we need to take
Adele in hand and give her shooting lessons, teach her to use the
303 rifle as well as the 9 mil browning. Adele, you can carry the
9 mil with you at all
times, remember we are in the bush, anything can
happen.”


Chapter 4

 


Morning arrives with the brilliant glare of
the sun and the camp starts moving like a well-oiled machine. Work
on the house is going at a relatively fast pace and it looks as if
they will soon be able to move into their renovated home.

 


The three of them converge on the rubbish
dump at the back of the house where Piet has set up beer bottles at
different distances, ranging from 10 m to 100 m.

 


“Okay sweetheart, let me show you how
the bolt action on this 303 works and remember, set the butt of the rifle tight inside
your armpit so the recoil will not bruise you.”

 


“David honey you men are all the same
assuming that the damsel is in distress, pass the rifle here. Let
me show you something.”

 


Adele takes the rifle from David. Piet moves
behind her for safety sake, ready to hug the ground as he does not
trust a firearm in the hands of a woman.


The woman handles the weapon like a pro.
Sights at the bottle 100 m away, squeeze the trigger, the rifle
barks and the bottle shatters. She fires again, and another bottle
shatters. The sound of the rifle bounces back at them from the
kopje behind them, breaking the still morning air. No birds take
flight from the nearby trees, there are no birds.

 


Both men watch her mouths agape in surprise. Who would
think that a delicate English flower could shoot like that? She
exchanges the rifle for the 9 mil Browning and finishes off the remaining bottles
in a flurry. The whole exercise takes less than 5 minutes to
destroy all 12 bottles that Piet had set up.

 


With a sly smile and a twinkle in
her eyes, Adele turns
towards the two gaping men. “Thank you gentleman, that was fun now
where’s breakfast?” Both men are stunned by her performance.
“Bloody hell Adele, how and where did you learn to shoot like
that?” “Adele, honey, you’re a woman of many talents, and I never
knew you could shoot.”

 


“Well you never asked me, you just
assumed that because I’m a woman I didn’t know how, but let me tell
you a secret. My Dad was a marine and as a young girl, I use to go to the shooting range
with him. He taught me how to shoot and take care of firearms so
you have no need to worry about me guys. I’m able to take care
of myself unless of
course I‘m trapped in a toilet.”

 


“Right darling, that’s true and we
apologize for that. Come on breakfasts on me, who wants coffee?”
With a shake of his head in wonder, Piet decides the occasion needs something
stronger. “Ag man,
not me, after that display, I need a beer.”

 


The broken glass glitters in the sunlight,
the aftermath of Adele’s shooting performance.

***

 


The three make their way back to the
tent area, where the conversation turns to how David
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