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Colm knocked on the door and went in.

It was a well-furnished room.

There were glass cases on the walls in which were specimens
of spiders of various kinds.

Behind a desk was a middle-aged man with a round face and
brown beard, seated in front of a computer.

“What do you want?”” he asked.

“Mr. DeVane?”

The man nodded his head.

“l understand that you’re looking for a doorman,” said Colm.

The man got up and came around the desk.

He examined Colm carefully.

Colm noticed that he moved like a spider on his long thin legs.

DeVane shook his head.

“You’re not strong enough,” he said.

“I’m afraid that you’re not suitable for the job.”

He sat down again.

“Is hard labor in question?” asked Colm.

DeVane rubbed his chin.

“It’s not too difficult.”

“l need a someone who will stay outside to keep an eye on the
door and notify me of any visitor who comes to see me.”

“You don’t need Arnold Swarzenegger to do work of that
type.”




