Mae: John! John!
Mother: Who is that, Mae?

Mae: He used to be my classmate.

Mother: Didn’t he hear you?

Mae: I guess not.

Father: Hey! Son of a bitch!

Brother: Don’t want to fight? All right then.


    Brother, what is that, the one you were telling the grassland spider? 

    The fearless one.

John: Yeah, grassland spider.
Brother: I should get one of those. Look, mine’s tougher. I’ll make it fight with the 
  
    grassland spider. 

Father: Buy a liter of petrol. 

Brother: Brother! I’m coming with you.

Father: Make it quick.

Brother: Yes.

Brother: I have a question.

John: What?

Brother: Why aren’t spiders the same? Some are brave, some are lousy. Do they 

    bathe? Hang on! Wait for me!

John: It’s still early.  They come out at dusk. Let’s go!

John: Father! Father! 

Father: What?

John: He got shot.

Father: Where?

John: Over there.

Shooter: Hey! That’s mine.

Father: Where is he? 

John: That’s him. 

Father: Go to your brother. 

Father: Where do you think you’re going?

Mother: Pa, let’s eat.

Shooter/Father: Go ahead. 

