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The Wolf-Antelope Will Not Come for Us
BY RACHEL LACHMANSINGH

On the morning of the funeral, I skin four guineafowls and hang them by the throats. Axel 
will be pleased. He’s shown me six times already, and this is the !rst time I’ve done it right. 
Strong cut, he said, his !st roped around a writhing throat, bisecting the skin. After Rosa’s 
body is lowered into the ground, I will serve the birds with watercress.
 A wolf attacked her, or maybe an antelope. Skewered by antlers, or sheared by 
canines, no one can decide. "ree days ago, when Rosa’s body was found in the garden, Axel 
held a meeting in the churchyard, and this is what he told us: the wolf-antelope will not come 
for us because we are good. Rosa was tainted by the Devil. Do not forget. She stained her lips 
with beetroot and #exed her toes at schoolboys. Rosa was tainted by the Devil. We do not 
have to be afraid. "e wolf-antelope will not come for us because we are good. 

Chou farci?
 Axel, now in the doorway. I go to kneel, hold out my hands as o$ering, but he chides 
me, says, We’re friends, Addie, in that voice, decadent like the 70% cacao chocolate he once 
gifted us girls, one square underneath our pillows. —Are you making chou farci? he asks.
 None of my ingredients indicate chou farci. A cheesecloth bundle of fresh 
blackberries, a rasp of olive oil, four sprigs of thyme, three bunches of squirrely watercress, and 
a bushel of walnuts.

Yes, I say, Chou farci.
 May I shell them?
 My brows knit. —Pardon?

He points to the walnuts, still husked. He grabs them o$ the counter before I answer, 
tosses one midair. —"e walnuts.
 I slit a handful of blackberries in half and watch as he tosses another walnut, catching 
it between his teeth this time, his saliva bu%ng the bumpy surface. Axel has perfect teeth. It 
is what us girls always talk about in our cabins when the last lantern has been blown out and 
quiet hours silence the vague rustle of grass from the !eld. Rosa spoke the most about them, 
how she knew Axel’s teeth intimately. She liked that word. Her relationship with Axel was 
intimate because he showed her how to gel his hair. His scalp is nearly fringed chi$on, she’d 
whisper to one girl who’d whisper it to another girl and another until it was whispered to me. 
I’ve touched his wrists, she’d say.
 Axel does not seem sad she is dead, and I should not be sad either. Death is supposed 
to be unfeared in the Gates. Rosa will meet the Lord by tomorrow’s sunrise and gorge on 
whatever she wants. Axel has made sure of it, said he’d reckoned with God for lenience. Our 
merciful leader, our bearer of truth. Our path toward salvation beyond the Gates. Still, I look 
for it, a ribbon of grief in his face as he tosses walnuts and catches them in various body 
parts—his palms, his ears, the crux of his elbows.
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 Are they prickly? he asks suddenly, walnuts pu%ng his cheeks.
 I stare. I should not stare. We are not to stare, but I stare. It takes me too long to 
realize it is the blackberries he asks about, my hands mushing them to pulp.
 My grandfather taught me walnuts are the brains of the nut world, he says, still 
juggling and catching the walnuts. "ey’re pretty, aren’t they Addie? Almost perverse—
imagine if we exposed our brains like that.
 I should chop the blackberries. I should toss the salad, or better yet, !nd a recipe for 
chou farci. But my hands are inanimate. Bloody with fruit. I wonder if Rosa was bloody when 
they found her. Dead in the garden fountain with her hair curled and kohl scoring her eyelids, 
I heard. A disgrace in the Gates. I thought maybe she was dangerous.
 Axel retrieves another walnut. "is time, he reaches for a paring knife from the block, 
and I’m almost convinced he’ll catch it on its very blade, but instead, he sets the knife down. 
He says, I thought that was curious. Don’t you? Walnuts are the brains of the nut world, and 
yet—he retrieves the knife, pierces the shell of the walnut so hard, it breaks in two—they’re so 
delicate. Isn’t that something, Addie? Poor walnuts.
 "e blackberries will not be salvageable now.

Axel peers at the guineafowl, runs his !nger against its skin so it crimps. After 
a moment, he withdraws, and a single feather pokes between his knuckles like a #ag of 
surrender. He blows on it, but it stays put.

You’re our special girl, he says, stares at the feather. You know that, Addie? You’ve got 
this touch. For decadence.

I blink when Axel puts the feather in his mouth, as if it’s an olive, a stray cube of 
pimento. His jaw cranks, those straight molars grinding. His hands relax at his sides, his soft, 
strong hands us girls imagine braiding our hair and resting on our cheeks. On his way out of 
the kitchen, he pats me on the shoulder, still chewing.

Rosa’s mother wears the grieving dress. A #oor-length, satin smock the colour of fresh-cut 
coriander. She sits in the front row with her eyes closed, usual protocol for family of the dead. 
It’s bad luck for relatives to see anything before the body and soul depart by sunset of the 
burial. It is also bad luck to cry—death is unfeared in the Gates. Rosa’s mother looks so sti$, 
inhuman, for a moment I wonder if she is also dead.
 For the service, I’ve changed into my good dress. Linen from throat to wrists to 

We are not to stare, but I stare.
We are not to stare, but I stare.
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ankles, pure white. I hand-stitched the hem the day after Rosa died. It would be shameful for 
Axel to see messy dresswear at a funeral. He will arrive at the church at the releasing hour—
3:00PM—and send Rosa to Heaven despite her sins. Our merciful leader, our bearer of truth.
 Rosa wears her good dress in the casket. White linen, too. Her hair brushed straight 
and tucked indiscriminately into the neckline.
 Before I entered the church, I listened to conversations of our members. So young, 
our schoolteacher murmured to her husband. —A tragedy.
 Sets an example, said our tailor, clacking his suspenders over his shoulders. "ese 
girls, he said. "ese girls.
 I step toward the casket. One step, then the next, until I am close enough to smell 
the soap she must’ve last bathed with—eucalyptus. Her skin powdery, her lips blueish. Lilies 
adorning the sides of her neck so she nearly looks decapitated in a gorgeous, delicate way. 
Guarding the place the wolf-antelope touched her. I will not cry because it’s bad luck. I will 
not cry because I will not miss Rosa, I will not, I will not, I will not, I will, I will run, I am 
running, I am running from the church, from Rosa’s corpse, I am running from my chou farci 
that is really only salad, I am running from the wolf-antelope because it is coming for me.
 I nearly expect to !nd her body in the fountain, but I !nd Axel. He isn’t crying. He 
isn’t praying. He sits right in the centre, underneath a levitating cherub, shelling walnuts.
  Come, he says. Shells plink as they crumble into the fountain water. Axel’s cotton 
pants soaked through so his skin luminesces.
 My dress, I say.
 He whittles walnuts. Plink, plink, plink, into the water. I hike up my hem and step, 
foot by foot into the fountain. "e water soaks my canvas shoes, bites my thighs, buckles my 
dress-skirt. "is feeling is foreign. My knees puncturing the water’s surface. I am indelicate 
and thrilled.
 Aren’t you supposed to lead the service? I ask, sink my palms into the water. It is 
nearly 3:00.
 He does not look at me, occupied by the walnuts. In his palm, he nicks one in half, 
doesn’t eat the fruit, and then opens another.

We are not to stare, but I stare.

He isn't crying. 
  He isn't praying.
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 Did you think about what I said? he asks. After a moment, he adds, "e walnuts.
 Oh.
 Tell me what you think.
 Axel will be soaked for the service. "is seems far more important than the fact that I 
will be too, the both of us tracked by water, but mostly him, the droplets ringing us, him, like 
breadcrumbs. But as he looks at me, his eyes basil saucers, those eyes us Rosa happily called 
tempting, vulgar, I know it does not matter. Axel does not need answers for his actions. He is 
our merciful leader, our bearer of truth.
 I say, If walnuts are the brains of the nut world, why are they—
 —So fallible?
 I was not going to say fallible. I would have said small. But I nod, the water gushing 
against my calves, I say, Yes, fallible.
 "e birds you butchered this morning, he says. What had more power? You or the 
knife?
 Axel rears toward me. I hold my breath even though I am not submerged.
 "e walnuts aren’t fallible, he says. He pulls the paring knife from his lap and studies 
the blade against the sky. Backlit, it nearly looks like a tooth, or maybe an antler. He halves 
another walnut. —It’s all in the person holding them, he says. He reaches for my neck.


