
The incredible beat of my heart (Deep South, 2021) 
Henali Kuit 

By Jo-Ann Bekker 

The thrill of reading Henali Kuit is that you never know what will come 
next - which sentence will follow the sentence you've just read, which 
phrase, which word. 

My father turned it over in my open palm and right away my palm held it 
proudly: a bullethole right through my hand, next to the swell of my thumb. 
Right away it ached like something I'd misplaced but never lost. I lifted it to 
look at the world through its bloody frame. I could see the white of my tendons 
when I tilted my hand away from me. I brought it up to my face to smell it. It 
smelled like rust. It smelled like the farm late at night. (12) 

The unexpected juxtapositions often made me bark with laughter. 'I 
am a man,' he says. It is true and a fairy tale. He touches the hair on his face. 
His hands look small and virginal. He jumps when the doorbell rings. I . . .  It is 
Jesus. He has gained a lot of weight ... (27) 

Even the book's title - eerily lit in an apartment block's neon lights 
on the black and white cover -is deceptive. It comes from this sentence: 
My life has become nothing but a strategy for avoiding the incredible beat of 
my heart. (38) 

I've been interested in Kuit' s writing since hearing her read at the 
2014 National Arts Festival Wordfest. She smiled sweetly, thanked the 
small audience for coming, and then disorientated me completely by 
reading: My killer flipped me over and opened the flap of skin he had cut into 
my torso. He sighed like he was happy. My killer has the ugly sort of hands that 
a lot of male bass guitar players have. These· sorts of fingers taper in a very bad 
way. As though they have upside down ice-cream cones growing out of their 
palms. Her provocative, strangely hilarious stories in Ons Klyntji, Itch 
and Prufrock quickly earned her a following and many of them appear 
in this, her first book (e.g. "My killer's fingers", 16). 

The stories are set in the farms, suburbs and school yards of Gauteng, 
then travel to South Korea - where Kuit lived for six years, working as 
a language teacher - and back to Tshwane. 

Character-wise, they feature a range of self-reflective narrators, in­
cluding a fridge: At night I pray for redemption and the ability to distinguish 
between night and day. If I had hands, I would touch myself to know where I 
am. But I have only my own sighs, soft and incessant things, as affirmation 
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