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AsS PATERSON'S boy Tuesday ran across the compound daylight
came up in long bars of orange and rose that faded almost at once
aoross the violet line of mountains. Light became tender yellow
on the dust, shining into a pae coffee face that had something of
the look of a handsome monkey with a perpetua smile.

The boy was dressed in a pair of white duck shorts and a faded
football jersey of quarter colours that many washings had bleached
to salmon and brown, and he carried under his arm a smal radio
st not much larger than a caddy of tea. He carried the radio =t
dose againg his face, not only as if it were very prized and very
wonderful but ds as if he were listening for some sound to come
out of it. Hisflat brown eyes ssemed profoundly to trust that it
would. It did not occur to him that it could ever be otherwise.
Paterson had given him the s&t. And it was impossible that any-
thing Paterson did could not be right. It was inconceivable that
Paterson could not be trusted. Paterson had dso given him
the football jersey and the white duck shorts, and these simple
tilings, together with Paterson himself and the boy's edest sder,
the girl whom Paterson called Nadia, were all he possessd in the
worlt. No other boy in Burma possessed such things. No other
boy ever could.

Paterson's bungalow stood with its back to the river, facing the
plain of rice-fields, parched sulphur yellow now in the dry seeson,
and far beyond them the low violet horseshoe of mountains. At
the back of it grew a small plantation of pinegpples and a group
of papaa trees and a belt of wild bananas. Drooping brilliant
leaves waved dustily againg dry bamboos that screened off die
corrugated iron roofing of the rice mill and the long cane besha
where Paterson distributed payments to his Burmese workers in
kind, mosdy rice, every Sunday. Now, at the beginning of the hot
seeson, in March, the entire bungalow was like a house of flame.
It was consumed and amost hidden by meses of salmon and
crimson bougainvillaea that flowed down the roof and dripped
over the white verandah like suspended brilliant fire.
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6 THE JACARANDA TREE

In front and to the Sdes of the house lay the compound, a quad-
rangle of dust where no grass grew and where small fiery jungle
fowl sometimes came out to dust themsdves in the evening and
after the heet of the day. The previous manager, Davidson, had
made agarden there: acircle of mown grass, with fringes of helio-
trope and gerbera daisy, mauve and pink and orange, besde long
lines of sweet pea, and martial scarlet and orange cannasin a central
bed. Boys had watered the grass in the evenings andjungle fowl
had scratched on it like little arrogant gilded scarlet toys. But
Paterson did not seem to care for gardens and nothing now remained
of it except, in the centre, ajacaranda tree that Mrs. Davidson had
planted. It had begun to blossom now with drops of bright blue
flower among messss of tender pinnate leaves, and itsfresh brilliance
had the effect of making the dust ssem dead. And purely out of
habit the boy lifted hisfree hand to touch the branches as he passed.
He missad them by two inches.

The smile faded for amoment from his face and then came back,
immensely cheerful, as he went into the house. In the kitchen he
filled the kettle for tea and began quickly to prepare atray. It wes
aquarter to five. Paterson must be woken at five. Paterson would
take the tea without milk, with two dices of green lime and a
lump of sugar and as many aspirins as the day, or the night before,
demanded. One aspirin was mere ritual; two were not serious,
but after three the boy was never sure. Standing by Paterson's
bed, folding the mosquito net, smiling, very cheerful, he would
wait for Paterson to throw the cup at his head.

After that the day was very simple. He would lay out Paterson's
ducks, his shirt and his shoes Paterson would go down to the
early shift at the rice mill. The boy would clean the dining-room
and lay breskfast; Paterson would return and lie back in the long
cane chair so that the boy could knedl silently and smilingly before
him and take off his shoes Above all Paterson would do most
captivating things with the pre-selective buttons of the radio .
To the boy these things were wonderful. In asecond he could hear
the strange far voices, the music, the news of war that came from
London and Rangoon. And as he stood dutifully and smilingly by
Paterson's table, serving bacon and eggs, the iced papaa that
Paterson 1oved, the tea with lime, the small sweet green bananas
and the toast and marmalade, he could conceive of only one thing
that could delight him more. It was that Paterson should allow
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him to wait at table in his shirt. This shirt was a discarded evening
shirt of Paerson's that covered the boy like a surplice. It had
about it a sort of comic holiness. And when it came out, on great
and important occasions, the boy felt the wearing of it to be some-
thing more than an event. It ssemed to make him grow.

If he desired anything more than this it was to hear voices in
the rejected radio st that Paterson had thrown away and was now
his own. Every evening, in his own hut of bamboo and palm-
frond across the compound, he laboriously took the st to pieces
in the light of a paper-shaded candle and then laboriously put it
together again. Every evening he listened and waited. Nothing
had so far happened to break the slence and bring the voices and
the music to him as they were brought to Paterson, but he did not
doubt that, in time, if he were patient, something would.

The bungal ow was two-storied, opening on to deeping verandahs
back and front. The nights were still cool enough for Paterson to
dexp indde. On the upper back verandah dept the boy's sider,
and as he went updtairs with the tea at a minute to five he stood on
the top of the dtairs for a moment and listened and waited. She did
not seem to be moving and he went on. In both the cool and the
hot weather and through the short hot rains she dways dept there,
aone or with Paterson. Ever since the day the boy had first brought
her to the house Paterson had called her Nadia, partly because it
was a name he liked, partly because he could not bother with
Burmese names, beautiful though they were. In the same way he
cdled the boy Tuesday: because that too was simpler and because
Tuesday was the day he had walked i n, dead-beget and smiling, from
the country somewhere esst of Shwebo.

"Patson sir," the boy whispered. "Patson, Patson sir."

He stood at the Sde of Paterson's bed, 1ooking down on Paterson
embalmed under the white mosquito net.

"Patson sir," he said. "Patson sir. Tea"

He called once or twice more before he st down the tray by the
bedside and began to fold back the mosquito net, flinging it sound-
lesdly over the top of the frame.

"Patson sir. Tea," he said. "Tea"

When Paterson stirred at the fifth or sixth call he st straight
upright, asif something had hit him. It was the moment for which
the boy was aways ready and yet in a way, from one morning to
another, never redly sure. And now he stood transfixed and
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smiling, again like a smal, handsome, cream-faced monkey,
waiting for Paterson's first act of the day.

It astonished him terrifically when it came. Paterson pushed back
the single sheet and blanket which covered him and got straight
out of bed. The boy could remember nothing of the kind ever
happening before. He did not move. With the unbroken and
unsurprised smile on his face, he watched Paterson walk three
times across the bedroom.

Sometimes Paterson, huge and dark, seemed to the boy no les
than ten feet tall. And now as he strode across to the window, to
dare briefly out at the sun, aready brassy and clear above the
north-eastern cloud of hills, and back again to pour out his own
tea, he ssamed unbelievably gigantic because the boy was un-
prepared for what was going to happen next. He hadjust time to
notice that Paterson had not even touched the aspirins when
Paterson agtonished him again.

He came over to the boy and ran one hand through his hair.
The enormous hand ssemed for a moment as if it would pluck the
cream-black skull from the little shoulders and throw it jovially
away. For a second the boy's heart began beating very fest and
his smile widened to the edges of terror.

"Tuesday!" Paterson said.

"Yes, Sr. Yes, Pason sir/*

"Tuesday, things are happening. Understand that?'

"Yes, sir." He smiled and did not understand.

"The war is getting bad, Tuesday. Things are happening.”

"Yes, sir. Yes, Patson."

"I want you to go over to Betteson Sr with achit. See?'

"Yes, sir. Getting bregkfast now."

The boy made a very swift, sliding movement over to the door
before Paterson could stop him.

"Don't worry about breakfast!" Paterson said. "Over to Betteson
gr now."

11Yes, sir," the boy said. "No breskfast?'

"Let Nadia get it. Come up in five minutes for the chit to
Betteson. Understand?’

"Yes, sir. Yes, Patson.”

"Allright. Andbrushyour hair!"

As Pason pushed the boy away with his terrifyingly friendly
hand the black hair stood upright as if for a moment it had really
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risen in fear. With a movement of his hands in which there was
the tiniest fraction of dishbelief he brushed it down. For a second
he believed that Paterson was joking.

Then he saw another astonishing thing. Paterson was dressing.
He had not taken the aspirins; the tea stood untouched on the table
where the boy had placed it. The tall athletic body of Paterson
pushed itself into the corner wardrobe and remained there for a
moment, half-submerged before regppearing with a pair of clean
duck trousers.

He waved them at the boy.

"Get on, for Christ's sskel The whole damn war is coming
down on top of us!"

And then the boy knew that Paterson was not joking. Always
until now he had gauged the temper of Paterson by the number
of aspirins Paterson took. It had not occurred to him that there
could be akind of temper that arose from the taking of no aspirins
at all. For amoment it dmost baffled him. Y et the smile did not
go from his face. It remained, in the second before he dived out
of the room, as srene and broad as ever, supremely trustful, the
brown eyes flattened outward as if Paterson were really joking
after all.

Downstairs he laid out by die long chair in the dining-room
Paterson's white shoes for the day, loosening the leces so that
Paterson had nothing to do but dip them on.

It slightly hurt his pride that Paterson preferred Nadia to get
breakfagt. In the kitchen he cut dices of iced papaia and laid the
orange quarter-moons of fruit, ffosty with juice, in a glass dish,
dusting them lightly with sugar. It was Paterson's favourite fruit;
he knew how Paterson liked it. Nadiamight lay dietable and even
fry the eggs and bacon; she might even pour the teg, but die cutting
and sugaring of a papaia was for him aone to do. It contained all
die essnce of his devotion to die huge, inconsequentid man
upgairs.

He had not time to do more than cover the sugary fruit with
muslin before Paterson shouted again. He dipped out of the
kitchen as if something were chasing him, only to meet Paterson
at the foot of the dairs, fully dressed, with the note to Betteson in
his hand.

The boy began to tremble at the unexpected sight of Paterson
dready dressed. The entire morning ritual of things was now
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shattered. He saw that only something of incredible and gigantic
saiousness could cause Paterson to get up so swiftly, without teg,
without help, without aspirin, and without a single moment of
at leest jocular violence againg him.

Y et the smile once again did not go from his face. It remained
as blissfully enormous as ever. It directed itself to Paterson asif in
joyful surrender, as if there was nothing human or inhumanly
possible that Paterson could demand and that the boy would not
do.

"Get over to Betteson like hell and come straight back."

"Yes, Pason sir/'

He took the note from Paterson as he might have taken a piece
of chocolate, smiling greatly.

"Y ou understand, like hell?"

"Like hell, Pason sir!"

"And come straight back."

"Yes, Paison sir, straight back."

"Bring Betteson sir with you and make porridge."

"Porridge for Betteson sr like hell!"

Almost asif it were the boy who was joking now, Peaterson let
out with his right hand a playful lead at the boy's left ear, but the
brown-cream elbow came up and took the blow with neat swiftness
and Paterson grinned, delighted. It was something he himself had
taught.

"Make afighter of you yet. Go on, you little bastard, get on."

"Yes, Patson sir, bastard.” The boy grinned immensely.

"Bad word!" Paterson roared. "Bad! Very bad!"

"Yes, Patson! Sir!"

The boy began running at once, going out of the back of the
bungalow as Paterson turned, still grinning, and went out of the
front, Paterson too walked swiftly, striding out across the bare
compound where the circle of grass had once grown and where
the tender flowers of the jacaranda tree, blue as hyacinths, still
more bud than flower, made the only colour againg the white
dust that came right up to the geps of the verandah like a stretch of
deserted shore. .

As he walked across the open compound and out to the dust
road leading down to the mill the girl Nadia leaned againgt the
balcony of the upstairs verandah to watch him go. The brown eyes
watching him with tenderness seamed quite impassive; againg the
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morning sunlight they were ddlicately held in adream. And unlike
the boy she knew what was wrong with Paterson. In the night e
had waited for Paterson to come to her; but nothing had happened;
and later she understood why. For a few moments in the middle
of the night she had stood by Paterson's door, listening to the radio
he kept by his bedsde. From Rangoon the news came first in
English that she could hardly understand, and then in the educated
Burmese that was only alittle less foreign to her. She understood
only that the voices were desperate voices and that they spoke of
something catastrophic. She understood that the war which until
that moment had seemed very far away had now begun to come
very near to her. She knew that it might involve not only herself
and Tuesday, who did not matter, but Paterson, who mattered
very much.

Standing on the verandah, quite naked, just as she had got up
from the bed, watching Paterson hurrying along the dust track
towards the mill, she picked up her purple-red skirt and folded it
over her body. She was very slim, and it gave her something of the
appearance of aflower with swinging petals. And as she stood there,
the skirt brilliant over her legs, her creamy-brown breeds still
uncovered in the dready warm sun, she saw Paterson turn and
look back. For a second it was as if he had ssn her. And in that
second she too began smiling. It was a smile rather more grave and
more tender and because of something fearful in it more devoted
even than that of the boy. And it remained there, transfixed and
slightly disturbed, while she reached down to the bed and began
to put on her little cream-whitejacket that was half like a bodice
and half like a blouse.

A moment later she saw that Paterson was running too.



*2*

IT WAS alittle after six o'clock when Mrs. Betteson, dressed in a
faded red kimono the loose desves of which were tied up above her
elbows with pink lengths of tape brought home by Betteson from
the offices of the steamship company, saw Paterson's boy Tuesday
running down the road. She was dready busy in the front garden
of the Betteson bungalow, fanaticaly attacking with a pair of
deas long orange-tinted trailers of bignonia that seemed, even
so early in the hot weather, to grow inches a day. She had some-
thing of the creasad and floppy look of an unironed garment. She
wore heavy gold-rimmed spectades that hooked back over her
eas and gave her eyes a startlingly fixed protuberant gleam.

Everyonein the town knew that Mrs. Betteson was batty. And
as the boy saw her there in the garden, fanatitally and smilingly
clipping the flowers, he remembered it too. He stopped running.
The smile faded from his face and it did not come back until he
opened the litde gate of bamboo and began to walk up the garden
path. Even then it was not the smile he gave to Paterson; and it
was not the smile, at once defensve and polite, hewould eventually
give to Betteson. It had in it an odd soniness, transfixed and
Hghdess, made up of misgiving and wonder. He had ssn Mrs.
Betteson before.

On a day six or sven months before he had brought another
note to Betteson, and M rs. Betteson had taken him into the kitchen
because Betteson was not there. Those whitish, protuberant, amost
albino-like eyes magnified by her glessss had waved about in
their sockets like sterile flowers, and all that hot afternoon she had
kept him in the kitchen until Betteson returned, giving him fruit
drinks and sad, sugared litde cakes, moist and sickly with heat,
fussing over him with damp and swesety affection. Ever since he
had been half-frightened of those starding flower-like eyes. "Lucky
Mr. Paterson to have aboy likeyou. We never had aboy likeyou.
Where did he get youfirom, where did you come from? Lucky
Mr. Paterson. Isn't hep"-And as she talked to him,mdsdy in a
language he did not understand, he felt more and more sick with
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the too-swest, ill-cooked cakes until at last Sckness became a terror
that she would keep him there.

"Joe! Mr. Paerson's boy! Tuesday."

Waving her stissors she shrieked the news to Betteson, who
presently came out from the bungal ow, fierily corpulent, bald head
leathery red from the brows downward and then bloodlessly white
in the upper half, where his old-fashioned topee had kept of f the sun.

The boy, smiling, waiting for the Bettesons to come to him,
stood in the centre of the garden path.

"It's that nice boy of Patersons, Joe! That nice boy."

"What do you want?"' Betteson said.

The boy did not spesk. He simply held out the note from
Paterson, smiling all the time.

"Chit from Paterson, eh?' Betteson turned the note over and
over in his hands, to make sure the boy had not read it. Y ou could
never tell.

"What's the matter, Joe? What is it?"

"Nothing that concerns your nose. Keep it out!"

"What anice boy heis, isn't he, Joe?"

Mrs. Betteson stood smiling at the boy through glinting spec-
tacles, with greedy Sterile eyes, as if once again she wanted to keep
him there, and he was glad when Betteson shouted at him to get
out.

"Answer pleese?' he sad.

"What nice English," Mrs. Betteson said.

"Get my hat!" Betteson said. "Instead of gawping there!”

Mrs. Betteson fluttered scrappily into the house, a vague dream
in the kimono.

"Answer pleass?'

The boy smiled, waiting.

"Get back before | knock that damn grin off your facel" Bette-
sonsad. "1'11 be over! No need to wait for me."

"Yes, sir." The boy smiled only a fraction less broadly, les
certainly, than before. He thought for a moment of saying some-
thing about the porridge he would make for bregkfast. Then he
saw Mrs. Betteson regppear from the house, shears in one hand and
Betteson's old biscuit-coloured topee in the other, while Betteson
stood on the path and swore a her savagely.

Afraid of both of them, he began to run up the dtreet. At the
corner he waited for a moment for Betteson to gppear from the
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gate of the house. Beyond the tamarind trees that lined the street
the gilded roofs of several pagodas, delicate upper pinnacles white
as sugar, were catching aready the glittering brassy light of sun.
The eyes of the Buddhas were staring with immobile emptiness
across the plain and for a moment there was a sase of something
oddly unessy in the street where no one but himself had stirred.
He had lived long enough with Paterson to know that sending
chits to Betteson of all people before breskfast was a strange thing.
It could only mean that something far stranger was happening.
What it was he didn't know; but in time, at the proper moment,
and when it was right, Paterson would tell him. He had faith in
Peterson.

As he stood waiting for Betteson to come out of the house,
unessy about going home until he saw him appear, he looked up
once more at the Buddhas staring out to the plain. The great dark
and hollow eyes were something like the stertle eyes of Mrs. Bette-
son. Across the white pagoda the morning shadows of high pams
fell like thin black fingers and from the monastery on the far Sde
of the town came the sound of bells.

In the monastery were thousands of Buddhas. Everywhere they
lined the high cool walls and the making of them never ended.
Unceasingly they were made by boys who s in the dust of the
courtyard and put into image moulds wet ddbos of grey plaster; the
two haves of the mould were dapped together over the plaster
and then the image, like a grey cake, was turned out, to belaid in
the sun and baked to whiteness. Intimetherewould be millions of
Buddhas so made by small boys to whom it was no more than a
game in the dust. But he was not like other boys. He was not
concerned with the making of a million Buddhas. He was not
concerned with being anovicein amonastery. Heknew very well
that Buddha was greet and eternal and all-seeing and all-under-
standing and that he could exercise over him, for ever, now and
aways, the great protection. But so too would Paterson. And
whereas Buddha was simply an image, huge as he saw him now in
the greet behind the palms and in every conceivable Szein the cool
tomb-like niches of the monastery, both great and small and yet
aways dead, Paterson was living flesh. Buddha could never die
and nor, he was sure, could Paterson. From Paterson could come
a nearer and even gregter protection than Buddha could give. It
would protect him from people like Betteson who swore at him
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and from people like Mrs. Betteson who wanted to keep him. And
it would give him, in time, the grester understanding.

A few moments later he sawv Betteson come out of the garden
of the bungalow, and he turned and began to run.

Twenty minutes later, in Paterson's dining-room, Betteson s
eating his porridge with large spoonfuls of sdt. Y ou heeded it in
the climate anyway. And he had been in the climate long enough
to know.

At the other end of the table Paterson scooped with athin spoon
at his sugared papaia, only now and then looking up from its frosty
coolness at the grey mess that Betteson was slopping in. Betteson
in turn looked at himwith envy. He had worked for thirty yearsin
the dugt, the heat, the discomfort and the mosguitoes of the steam-
ship offices only to find himself, at the moment of retirement, caught
inatrap. War had trapped himinto a lengthened service in rather
the same cheating way that life had trapped him with Mrs. Betteson.
But then he had never been lucky. He had never had the wonderful
luck of people like Paterson, fresh out from England and yet pre-
ferred for managerid pods over the heads of better men. He had
no luck like that. Portman had none of it either.

Portman was under-manager of the rice mill and although it
was hard on a man with great experience in Indian mills not to be
given an expected post he at least had some compensations. Mrs.
Portman was a lovely woman of thirty with long fine legs and the
nicest figure in the town. Betteson had watched her often at the
Swimming Club. She swam and sun-bathed in a silk two-piece
costume of pure white, and sometimes the minutest fraction of her
pae breegts, untouched by sun, became visible like the rim of a
suox between her sun-brown body and the silk cups above.
Paterson was not a member of the club. This omission deprived
him, in Betteson's eyes and the eyes of everyone dse including
especidly the Portmans, of some standing. When Paterson wanted
to swim he took a towel and swam in the river naked and his
Burmese boy stood on the bank with his bath-robe and waited to
rurliimdown. "I like to swim in water, not people,” was aremark
of Paterson's that for a long time went round the club.

The Portmans certainly did not like Paterson, and they had
reason, jbut Betteson was not so sure. In a small town it raised
tricky issues to go as far as openly disliking aman. The whole of
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Betteson's life had suffered ffom the complication of raising tricky
issues The problems of going back to England before the outbreak
of war might have been solved except that very tricky issues had
been raised and in the end the Bettesons had not gone.

Betteson spooned the lagt of his porridge into his mouth and
licked the spoon and looked up to se if the boy was still in the
room. Y ou could never trust aboy not to spreed all over thetown
any little tiling he heard, and he was a little annoyed to s him
still standing by Paterson's chair. Paterson was sprinkling more
sugar on a second half of papaia

"My passion," Paterson said. "Papaia with snowfals of sugar
onit. Hope you don't mind waiting?"

"Carry on, old man," Betteson said. "Carry on."

The boy stood waiting behind Paterson's chair and the sight of
him reminded Betteson of another tricky issue. That too of course
rankled with the Portmans. the business of the Burmese girl living
in the house. It was no &far of Betteson's but in some mills that
would not have been tolerated and was only tolerated now, he
thought, because of war.

War had complicated, sharpened and disrupted everything. For
some time the whole town had been in a dae of nerves. Since
December thewar had become nearer and nearer, impinging sharply
on the well-made European quarter, with its plessant white and
red bungalows, drenched with bougainvillaea, st out on aplan of
palm-fringed shady squares It was no longer an affair exclusively
of Europe, far away. It was beginning to drift relentlesdy and
unpleasantly in, as the sulphur sandy dust drifted in all summer
fromthe plain, hot as furnace breath, under asky of harshly glitter-
ing light, to parch up in the nest European gardens and compounds
the lagt blades of their fondly tended grass. Already most of the
Europeans, with the children, had gone. The jalousies were nailed
up at most of the windows and dready the mass of bougainvillaea
flower, spreading with prolific branches in the rising heat, was
beginning to fall down and cover them with tentacles of salmon
and purple and rose. - Of the Europeans that hact made up the
plessant parochia life of the Swimming Club, the Burma Club,
the English tearrooms and the English Church only Paterson, the
Bettesons, the asdgant-manager Portman and his wife, Mrs.
McNairn and her daughter, and Mgjor Brain, secretary of the
Swimming Club, remained. Dr. Fielding and some nurses remained
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over a the hospital, but the nurses were mostly half-whites and
in any cae Fielding had dready made it clear where his duty lay
and no one doubted that the nurses would remain too. Caldwell,
the district officer, was over at the hospital too, awreck after gastro-
enteritis picked up at some village celebrations up river at the
moment when everyone needed him most. They would probably
fly him out from Mandalay.

"1 spoke to Fielding on the telephone lagt night." Paterson had
finished his papaiaand the boy, taking the plates, had left the room.

"I thought it funny you sent for me."

"Funny?' Paterson said. "We'll al be out of here by dawn
to-morrow. Rangoon hes practically gone.”

"Good God! What do we do?’

Betteson was alarmed and yet it was plessant to think of himself
and Paterson in co-operation.

"It'swhat you do. Caldwell will be flown out. Theres of us
go by road together. | want everyone over here by twelve o'clock.
I'll givethem lunch. 1'l1 tell them what Caldwell plans. The rest
of the day they get ready.”

"Who do you mean, everybody?' Betteson said.

The boy came back into the room with a dish of bacon and eggs
and held it in front of Betteson, who stopped speaking. The eggs
were very small and Betteson took three.

"Y ou and your wife," Paterson said, " of course. The Portmans.
Mrs. McNairn and Connie. And | suppose Mgjor Brain. The rest
have gone."

The boy went out of the room again and Betteson leaned forward,
sucking in a half egg before he spoke again.

"l can tell you now Mrs. McNairn will never come.”

Shellcome

+Not to your house, Paterson old man."

| think so.

"It'll raise pretty tricky issues”

At Betteson's elbow the boy quietly refilled his cup with teg,
put milk in it and then held the sugar basin so that Betteson could
help himself.

YNo sugar,” Betteson said, and he watched over his shoulder
to se the boy depart. *

Paterson cut slowly away at an egg. It suddenly seemed specidly
delicious to him because, in the act of cuttingit, it occurred to him
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that it might be the last he would ever eat there. In this preoccupied
way he ssamed not to be listening.

"l sad it would raise pretty tricky issues" Betteson sad.

"Well aware of it."

"What if e sys no?

"Ask her if shed rather die of rape or cholera”

"1 think that's stretching it a bit,” Betteson said.

Paterson did not spesk. That, thought Betteson, was one of the
troubles with Paterson. A bit ironical. He didn't, of course, mean
it about rape and cholera. That was simply his ironical exaggera-
tion, his way of trying to get round Mrs. McNairn.

The boy gave Betteson a dice of bread from aflat cane basket.
Betteson broke the crust and mopped it in the juice of bacon fat and

g.

"This thing wants thinking out,” he said. "It wants looking at
from all sides"

"It's al been thought out. Caldwell hes thought it out. I've
thought it out. I've been thinking and looking at it for months!"

That was another thing about Paterson: the clear, sure, rather
snappy  temperament that went straight for things. It offended
some people greatly.

"Allright, al right," Betteson said. "How do we s about it?"

"By road," Paerson said. "In two cars"

Betteson, thinking of Mrs. Betteson, who was like a child when
it came to travelling, did not spesk.

"Portman hes his car. There'll be four in that. | thought the
Portmans, Mrs. McNairn and Connie."

"Yes, | &2 Yes"

"And then there's mine. The Buick. You and Mrs. Betteson in
that, with Major Brain and me. Six altogether."

Betteson's office training was at once offended by Paerson's
arithmetic and he looked sharply down the table.

"You mean Sx in yours? Two and two make four. Not six.,

"Six," Paerson sad. "With the boy there and his sger.”

"Now wait aminute, old man." Betteson had become suddenly
so excited, in a deferential way, that he was not eating his third
egg. "That rasss tricky issued"

"For Chritt's sske who sad it wouldn't?" Paerson said. "The
whole issue is tricky. The Jganese are coming. They're probably
on the Lower Irrawaddy now!"
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"Good God," Betteson said. "They might come up by river/'

Paterson got up from the table, buttoning his jacket. As he
walked aoross the room it was clear even to Betteson that there
was nothing more to say.

"See you at twelve," Paerson said.

"(;Nhere are you going?' Betteson said. "What are you going
to do?'

Paterson opened the light screen door that led out to the lower
verandah and then let it swing from his hands.

"1'm going to blow up thericemill!" he shouted.

At the table Betteson, gazing at the hollowed-out papaia rinds
and his cooling eggs, did not spesk, and behind him the boy, for
diefirst time that morning, did not smile.



*3*

As CONNIE McNAIRN st beside her mother in the bicycle rickshaw
taking them over to Paterson's bungalow at a quarter-past twelve,
she wondered what was going on in Paerson's mind. She st with
her brownish-grey eyes fixed on the petunia purple of the rickshaw-
boy's waist-cloth and on the naked rosy-brown back down which
smooth rivulets of pae sweat were pouring in the noon sun. From
behind, and with the waist-cloth that was so like a girl's skirt, the
boy looked extraordinarily like a woman menially and desperately
dragging herself and her mother along the hot dredas between the
rows of tamarind and palm.

She could not conceive what was going on in Paterson's mind
to make him invite her and her mother over to lunch on an
invitation brought by Betteson. They were late aready; but that,
as de knew, was exactly her mother's way. It was exceedingly
bad to be early; it lowered you in peoples eyes. Her mother st
upright in the rickshaw with something of the appearance of a
moulting hawk: a woman of nearly sixty whose face had the arid
shantung-yellow texture that came of thirty years service under
the Burma sun. She wore a dress of dull brown silk that, from the
acid of much swest, had gone completely to pieces under the arms.
It had been reprieved with paralelograms of lighter colour that
would have shown badly if Mrs. McNairn had ever lifted her ams
more than waist high. In her determination to do no such thing
she & with her arms clenched in her lap, grasping the ivory handle
of her white parasol. It was the parasol, with its hooked handle
curving out from her clenched hands and knees, rather than any-
thing in her angular beaky face that gave the appearance of a faded
bird of prey.

The reason neither she nor Connie had left Burma with the
rest of the Europeans was Mr. McNairn. Just as the Bettesons gave
out their ill-luck and the cruel coincidence of war, so Mrs. McNairn
gave out Mr. McNairn as the beds of whatever humiliation,
including the affair of Paterson, that could ever happen to them.

"This would never have happened if your father had been alive."

30
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The girl had nothing to sy to aremark she had heard a thousand
times before, and she st her eyes even harder on the brown and
purple figure of the sweating boy.

"Your Mr. Paerson would have been tearing over to s us
Not usto sehim."

"I thought it sounded very serious," the girl said. "After all,
we've been told to be ready."

"It'll be a change for Mister Paterson to take anything seriously.”

Mrs. McNairn folded her hands more tightly over the beaked
handle of the parasol. The only colour on their bloodless flesh
was the cluster of rubies that lay like a large bright raspberry on
her left hand. Rubies were the emblem of Mr. McNairn, who
had been engaged for thirty years in buying them wholesde for a
firm in Cdcutta. Here, in Central Burma, McNairn had lived,
worked and died, with something of the same anonymous devotion
as Betteson had worked at the offices of the shipping company. It
would not have been very different if the Scot had worked in his
native Dundee or if Betteson had remained in London, adding up
someone ds8s accounts there.

But Mrs. McNairn did not take this view. She conceived it to
have been McNairn's lot to devote to the Crown and to the exten-
sion of the British way of life qualities that she thought had been
terribly underestimated. She thought M cNairn ought to have been
adistrict officer, perhaps even a senior district officer; he ought not
to have been in trade. She was fond of saying to Connie, "Y our
father was a great man. He never got hisjust deserts” In pre-
servation of this myth she would not leave Burma, and McNairn
was buried in the well-watered dust of the English cemetery, under
the shade of pipal trees in the quarter beyond the Swimming
Club, and every Sunday Mrs. McNairn laid on the grave circular
wreaths of hibiscus or frangipani that in an hour were blistered
dead by sun. "Thisis our place," dhe sad.

Now the rickshaw-boy was standing on the pedds of his bicycle,
working hard, sweating deeply, to bea the lagt short incline out
of the residential quarter towards the mill. It would have been
better to have taken ataxi, the girl thought. 1t was aready haf-past
twelve.

"| hate being late for things," se said.

"Personally | should have thought the later the better. After
al—"
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The girl s& grimly concentrated on the back of the boy, now
liquid rose and gold with sweat & he peddled up the hill. There
was no need for her mother to finish what she had begun to say.
Thousands of unfinished sentences had piled up mountainously on
the afar of herself and Paterson. She felt suddenly wretched,
depressed by the sweating rickshaw-boy, agitated into wishing
more than ever they had taken ataxi.

In her agitation she was unaware of sitting forward, on the edge
of the s, and it was her mother who brought her to herself
again.

"You're going to work yourself into a gate, aren't you?"

"I hate this rickshaw busness | hate it when they sweat."

"Y ou were born in Burma," Mrs. McNairn said. "Y ou were
practicaly brought up here, except for the seven years in England.
Of course they swest. It's a hot morning. Anyway they're all
bone lazy."

The girl knew all that and did not geek again. She knew too
that it was not the rickshaw-boy who upset her, with his sweat
and the illusion of being a daving girl, but Paterson and herself
and the greater illusions all that entailed.

In adream, not listening and not even looking at the rickshaw-
boy any more, she remembered how, in London, at the Seamship
agency, she had quite by accident met Paterson on a day before
thewar. Two people overhearing each other inquiring for pessges
to the same remote river town on the Irrawaddy could only laugh
in surprise a each other before they began spesking. It was a
happy beginning; she was nineteen and her schooling in England
was over; Paterson was twenty-three and had to her the gppearance
of a conqueror. She remembered Burma: the little town, the port,
the geamers coming up from Rangoon, the hibiscus and the hest,
the dust and the exquisite white pagodas, the glaring dazzling plain
with its tender distant mountains, the delicate ssd monastic bells
and the jacaranda trees. It was part of the ecasy to describe it all
to Peterson.

At that moment her mother began waving at someone coming
out of the gardens of the English Club.

"It's Miss Ross!" she said, and for the firgt time her hands sprang
up, like rusty-yellow springs, from between her knees, revealing
the lighter patches of silk underneath the arms.

"Miss Rossl Miss Ross!"
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The rickshaw pulled up under the sreet trees, and across the
aunshine Miss Ross, in a suit of white linen that made her look
very like anurse, came forward to Connie and Mrs. McNairn.

"Miss Ross, are you coming too?"

"Coming? Where on earth to?"

Miss Ross had come to Burma as an Anglican missionary and
had remained to embrace Buddhism. Her thoughtful pde face
elderly and delicate, had the contentment that arises from frailty;
shewaslike thefina leef, sgpless but strong, that will not be blown
from the bare tree.

"To Mr. Paerson's. We're al going. | thought you knew."

"ANo: | don't know."

"There's some awful rumour of our all being packed up and sent
away."

TYes: | heard of it."

"Then we shal s you there."

"No," Miss Ross said. "I shal be over at the hospital."

"But you ought to come," Mrs. McNairn said. "Y ou ought to
know what's happening. What will happen i f the Jgpanese come?'

"They'll probably rape me," Miss Ross said and then smiled and
began to walk away.

Mrs. McNairn was offended and could not spesk, and in the
slence that followed as they drove on, past die last of the made-up
dreats and out to the narrow road where bullock tracks began to
run parallel, like dusty yellow cuttings, on either side, the girl gave
herself up to a few more thoughts of Paterson.

He had come out to Burma, after all, about four months before
she had arrived. She had written her mother severd letters about
it. What e had sad in them was true and yet, in a sns, it was
not true. What se had sad of her fedings for Paterson was true.
It was when she spoke of what she believed were his fedings for
her that e became guilty of a sort of ecsasy of lies. It did not
matter that she had believed in them; the trouble was that her
mother had believed in them too.

That explained all the ghastly busness of Paterson coming to
meet her a Rangoon. She remembered something terribly
rebelliousin his face. He knew he had been caught up in a manipu-
lated situation. He had sen it as something contrived by her
mother. He had sen himself being cornered as the fresh, eligible
newcomer, rich with managerial post, large bungalow and infinite
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chances of rising in the world. All the time he had not had the
dightest idea that she hersdlf had caused it by the lying ecdasy of
the letters. He had come to Rangoon simply out of decency and
because he was sorry for her, and in a few moments all the charm
of it was dead. She knew suddenly that all her lying had had the
opposite effect of what she had longed for it to have. She knew
that Paterson was not in love with her, though her mother believed
he was, and in a few days e felt as if se were coming back not
to the places $e knew so well, to the friendly flowering little town
of bright pegodss and the evening swedness of magosa and
frangipani and the bright golden daylight, but to a strange land,
glittering under intense harshness of light, oppressed by sulphur
dust blowing in from the outer plain, with afiferiddled as if by
maggots with gossp and disembowelled of all the expected beauty
by respecteble leeches.

It was as se s thinking this that at lagt the rickshaw drew into
Paterson's compound. She came out of her reflectionsjust as her
mother, provoked for the second time into showing the parched
armpits of her dress lifted her hands and snipped back the catch of
her parasol and said:

"There goes that disgusting girl. Shes here."

From the plantation of pinegpples, out of the bright sun into
the broken shede of the papaiatress, Connie looked up to s the
girl Nadia walking into the back of the bungalow. She was carry-
ing on her head a flat round basket of cane filled with papaa,
green-skinned oranges and small bananes of parrot green, as if de
had been gathering the fruit for lunch. She held the basket with
both hands, so that the little yellow bodice blouse was pulled up
from her skirt, showing her naked cream back that had something
of the same tender silkiness as a young banana frond. The swing
of her body broke at intervas the division of her skirt, so that one
naked leg, pae and silky as her back, split out of the purple fabric
like a shining sead.

Mrs. McNairn was so angry that she forgot to put up the parasol
and simply waved it at the swesating rickshaw-boy. "Don't tell
me how much itis! | know!"

At the sane moment two figures in white gppeared across the
compound. And to them too Mrs. McNairn waved the parasal,
0 that the rickshaw-boy instinctively ducked again.

"Thank God the Portmans are here!"



* *
A

As PORTMAN followed his wife and the McNairns into Paterson's
sitting-room, where the Bettesons were dready drinking long
tumblersof iced gin, helooked instinctively up at thewindows, to
e if Paterson had yet hung any curtains there. He saw his wife
look up too and then, as she saw the windows still empty except
for the thin green cane blinds and as she caught his glance at them,
de looked away. Her face, narrow and brown and very smooth
like the rest of her body and cool even in that heat and aloof with
its dender ears lightly pinned into the neck with earrings of rather
too large pearl, looked suddenly annoyed. And Portman could
not tell if the annoyance wes directed againg the windows or
agang him.

He went across the room and stood by the window, looking
out. He did not drink at midday and he had been the entire
morning with Paerson at the mill, so that he had nothing to say.
At the mill the charges were laid; the whol e place was ready to go
up at atouch. It had al been very difficult. Half the Burmese
workers had started to run aready and the other half would be
gone by midnight, when the charges were blown. All morning
the tension had grown under the hot sun, so that he felt the place
might eadily blow up of its own accord.

Dust rose across the compound in alittle puff of sulphur cloud
that was like aminute explosion s2t of f by a spark of sun. It travelled
on abreath of wind across the goace in front of the house, disturbed
for a moment the blue buds and the tender pinnate leaves of the
jacaranda tree and then moved away, light as an egret, flying away
and vanishing with arustle in the dry bamboos of the road.

The dust only served to remind Portman what a disgrace die
compound was. No garden, no curtains, no snse of the pro-
prieties—all this, of course, was our friend Paterson all over. Ifit
was possible to do anything in perfect defiance of all the rules you
could trust Paterson to do it. The Burmese girl, for insance—
well, thank God they were getting out; so that there would be an
end of tfiat. Then the affar of Miss McNairn. That was grim.

a5
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And then the more ordinary, accepted things. Vacations, leaves,
for instance. Whereas everyone dse behaved sengibly and you might
sy hygienically by going up to Mamu for two weeks in the cool
of the hills Paterson took the Burmese girl and her brother and
went trekking off to the Chin Hills or Northern Shan in order to
study the flora and fauna or some such nonsense. Or even living
with head-hunters.

He found it hard to accept the man. He sometimes thought
MissMcNairn waswell out of it. He was quite sure of onething:
Paterson would not have lasted long in India. In his bitterest
moments of disappointment at seeing Paerson in the post he
coveted so much, Portman could console himself that he had left
behind him in Calcutta an enviable and decent reputation. He
was still a member of the Bengal Club. That was something
Paterson had still to achieve. Here in this small one-eyed Burma
town Paterson got away with a greet ded; but there were, after
all, other things.

He did not mind so much for himself; but it was after all very
hard on Celia. They had aways wanted to have children; had
aways intended to; but now all that was over. It was not possble
to have children on Portman's sdary. It was simply out of the
question. What mede it more damnable was that they were of
course the right sort of people to have them. But that, he some-
times thought, wasthetroublewiththeworld. Thewrong people
were breeding likeflies; wheress the right people were economic-
ally forced into sterility. Here was Paterson in this great barn of a
house, the best bungalow on that sde of the town, with not a
decent blade of grass or a decent curtain to bless it, half the rooms
not occupied, half the fences down, the whole manage a disgrace
to aman in his position—when Portman and his wife might have
made it worthy and respectable and have raised a decent English
family there.

On the other hand he had to be fair. The man was a worker;
he had a diabolical kind of efficiency—even when it came to blowing
up things. He might spend a lot of time playing football with
Burmese boys down on the waste land by the river, but you saw
the results in the mill. The people liked him; the rice yield had
gone up. He had even started to improve the roads on the com-
pany's land. In ayear or two there would have been an end of the
bogging down of trucks and bullock carts in the mud oPthe rains
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and the sulphury gorges of dust that had for so long been part of
the muddied tradition of doing things. You had to give it to
Paterson there.

Even o, Portman could not like him. Nor did he altogether
like this scheme of his for getting out.

All morning he had had the idea of taking the car and driving
to Mandalay and getting a plane there. In five or six hours he and
Celia could have been in Cdcutta. The only thing that stopped
him was the thought that Mandalay, after Rangoon, would be the
next point of Jyanese strategy. Y ou might get stuck there. And
Portman, unfortunately, did not share Miss Rosss sardonic resigned
sne of charity about invaders.

He turned at lagt from staring at the dust of the compound, still
and windless now in the hot noon, brilliantly crystalline and tiring
in the sun. The morning had been most exhausting and he was very
hungry. He could smell the fragrance of cooking and he turned
just in time to hear the voice of Paterson's boy announcing lunch
and to se him standing by the door.

At the sight of Tuesday he did not know whether to laugh or
to be more enragedly angry than he remembered being for along
time. What he saw seemed to epitomise for him all of Paterson's
tactless and unconventional temperament.

By the door, huge and splendidly smiling, Tuesday was wearing
the whitest of Paterson's shirts. It hung down over his entire brown-
cream body like the surplice of achoir-boy, giving him alaughing
radiance that almost sang.

As she went first into the dining-room Mrs. Portman noticed
two extraordinary things. Both offended and excited her. On the
lunch table, with its cloth of cream Chinese silk decorated with
half-moons of orange pink hibiscus and flame flower, there were
dasss for champagne. The second thing was the sight of the
Burmese girl sliding out by the other door.

Instinctively Mrs. Portman looked to se if se was pregnant.
And in those few ssconds she was almost sure that she was.

At the head of the table Paterson stood for a moment, with
Tuesday behind his chair. Beside Paterson's enormous bulk the boy
looked something like a smiling toy dropped there by parachute.

Paterson arranged the guests  "Mrs. Portman here on my right.
Betteson here, next to you, Connie."
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Tuesday moved up and down the table, deftly holding chairs.
Paterson stood up the whole time, aslight frown on hisface. With
three men and four women it was rather difficult to arrange. It
cameout so that Mrs. Betteson, who waswearing asort of crocheted
white silk shawl over her shoulders, s facing him at the far end.

Paterson waited for everyone to sit down and then said:

"l thought we might just as well have one decent meal before
we go. It'll probably be the last/'

Portman glanced at his wife as if to sy "Typical", but she wes
not looking at him. Betteson, crumbling thin toast with pistol-
shot cracks all over the table-cloth, said:

"I sy, | think that's stretching it a bit."

Mrs. McNairn looked hard at the hibiscus flowers, determined
not to goesk unless it was forced on her, and was startled to hear
Connie say:

"How long will it teke? Three days?"

"I should sy a bit longer,” Peaterson said.

Connie did not spesk again and fet rather glad; it meant that
for three days and perhaps much longer she would be nearer to
Paterson than she had ever been snce England.

Mrs. Betteson let off a sries of giggles that were like suppressed
jumping crackers and said:

"Joe, look at that boy. Mr. Paterson, that boy of yours is a
lamb. Joe, ook at him/*

Tuesday was serving the soup, quietly, amost with reverence.
In afew moments there would fall on him the exciting and wonder-
ful honour, the immeasurable joy, of letting off the champagne
.corks.

"Mr. Paerson, | think hes a godsend. Did he make this soup?
| think he's a godsend.”

"Yes: he medeit."

"Did he? | think it's wonderful. | think he's a godsend.”

Betteson looked at her as if e were a dug that he wished to
press to pulp between his large fingers.

"I think he's a godsend. He's the girl's brother, isn't he?’

Betteson had to stop it and sad loudly, leaning across Mrs.
Portman:

"Did you do anything about the petrol?"

"All fixed," Paterson said. "The two cars can carry thirty-two
gallons between them. We'll load another forty on."
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Mrs. Portman thought the Betccsons, particularly Betteson him-
«f, were quite dasdess Betteson wes the kind of man to be
asodiated with an odour of onions. She turned from looking at
him to look at Paterson and unexpectedly found hersdlf transfixed.

"l supposxe in a day or two we could rely on picking up a
train?'

"Did you ever ook at the map?' Paterson said.

Portman, furious, did not gpeek. He knew exactly how the one-
track narrow gauge railway ran north through die plain and
exactly where it stubbed itself out againgt the northern hills. But
that was no reason for saying o in that offensve way.

For a moment the room was silent, the spoons quiet on the
plates, and there was no sound in the still hot noon air except the
voice of Nadia singing somewhere beyond the screen doors a few
sad-sweet bars of some monotonous Burmese song.

In that moment Tuesday let off with a great bang the first of the
champagne corks and the tension was relieved by Mrs. McNairn
jumping and saying, in spite of hersdf:

"Dear, | thought it was a gun-shot!"

"It's only that lamb of aboy," Mrs. Betteson sad.

And now that she had begun talking, Mrs. McNairn could not
stop.

“When do we have to gart?'

"Soon after midnight,” Paterson said.

"lsn't that rather leaving it a bit?"

"l don't think you'll find there's much time. Y ou've got your
packing. We've got filesto burn. All the charges to blow."

"lsn't anyone dse coming? There's Miss Ross."

"l don't think Miss Ross will come.”

"I saw her this morning. What about Dr. Fielding and that
gir?’

"I shal s Fielding this afternoon. 1'm going over to ak him
for cholera serum.”

Everyone looked up violently from the fish that the boy hed
served.

"Cholera serum?'

"l don't think he'll have any all the same.”

"That's abit darmist, isn't it?" Betteson said.

"We're going to teke a hundred gdlons of water in the trailer
behind the Buick," Paterson said. "But you never know."
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"I still think it might be a decent long shot to go down to
Mandalay," Portman said.

"Try itif you like. We had al that out this morning."

Paterson looked round the table, resting his eyes finally on the
childish, tender, faded face of Mrs. Betteson, who looked as if she
did not understand what was going on and did not care much.

"Well, heres to us anyway," Paterson said. He picked up his
glass. The talk of cholera serum had shocked them all.

Everyone sipped at the cold gasses pearly with film, <0 that the
wine had something of the same diffused golden light as the sun-
shine seeping through the shutter bars.

"Drop o* good, this," Betteson said.

"Very lucky to get it," Portman said. "These days."

"A manager hes his dutieS," Paterson said, and Portman looked
hard at Mrs. Portman in unspoken answer.

Really, he thought, the lunch was damn good. The soup was
first-class and you couldn't tell the river-fish from beckti, which
Portman thought was rather nicer, in India at any rate, than sole.
When the chicken came it wasn't hard and crisp as his own boy
aways served it, but melting and white, and nothing could have
been more English than the touch of clove, like a breath of home,
in the creamy bread sauce

Not that he was going to sy s0. That, beddes unnecessily
flattering Paterson, could only arouse new and sharper resentment
in Celia. Perhgps more rows had been caused between them by
ill-cooked chicken than by anything dse except Paterson himself.
After al one practically lived on it in Burma and yet, for some
reason, it was never right. That was one of those simple tilings
Celia could never make the servant understand.

In any caee he was glad to s se was not looking, but was
leaning across to spesk to Miss McNairn.

"What are you going to take, Connie? Things, | mean." )

"Take as little as possible" Paterson said. "Warm clothes if
you can. The nights may be a bit cold and we can adways strip
by day. Jugt avariation of the Swimming Club."

Mrs. Portman smiled narrowly and Paterson drank quickly after
speaking, partly because he did not want to talk with Connie,
partly because he was annoyed by the thought that a woman like
Mrs. Portman had to ak a stupid question about clothes in a
climate she had known so well for so many years.
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The champagne, in spite of its coolness, began to heet him alittle.
He felt the flush of it under his eyes as he looked down the table
and he suddenly felt a little more benevolent, a little warmer in
heart, towards the six people he saw eating there. For a moment
he poised himself on the edge of the idea of getting drunk. But
that, as Portman would say, would only undermine confidence;
it would only raise, in Betteson's words, more tricky issies Yet,
as he s there, drinking a little faser when Tuesday opened the
second bottle of champagne, he liked more and more the sensation
of kindliness that the wine inspired and the warmth it infused, like
golden-pink haze, into his eyes. It occurred to him that Betteson,
whom he loathed perhgps more than Portman, and Mrs. McNairn,
less stupid but more destructive than Mrs. Portman, and poor silly
Mrs. Betteson, who was perhaps less of a fool than everyone
thought, were really after all not so bad. For all of them he had only
respect, touched by a little affection for Connie. Yet for a single
moment before he ae the last creamy dices of chicken that Tuesday
had cooked so well he regarded them with a degper generosity, a
more benign detachment, than he thought any of them were
worth. It was certain he would never s them like this again.

Tuesday took rather more time with the ice than he would have
liked, and Paterson himself got up from the table and poured more
wine.

"No!" Mrs.McNairnsad. "No!" and covered her glass "And
| don't think Connie should."

"It will help Connie find amind of her own," he sad. "Anyway,
there are two more bottles."

That, of course, was typical, Portman thought. He st upright,
rather gentlemanly and aloof, while Paterson filled his glass.
He was going to give no opportunity for any kind of remark
tohim.

So he was harshly shocked to hear Paterson suddenly say, rather
asif he were addressing simply him:

"We'd better outline the plan. So that you all know where
you are and what you are and where we go and so on."

"Well: | hope we all go together,” Mrs. McNairn said.

"We may well do."

There was a short slence as Tuesday brought in the ices, greenish-
pink with shavings of water-melon and pistachio on top; and no
one, not even Paterson, showed any signs of breaking it as the boy,
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floating like a ghost, pessed up and down the table, serving quietly.
To Portman it occurred that Paterson was waiting for the toy to
go, but ingead he began to make servings of the second bottle of
champagne.

Mrs. Portman found herself once again transfixed by Paterson.
He was trying to get them all drunk, she thought, and the notion
filled her with some of the plessat golden dizziness of the wine.
It would be very plessant to get drunk with Peterson, in a pleasant
way, in aplessat place, so that she could get to know him better.

"There's no way out of the country north except by road,"
Paterson said.

"Granted,” Betteson said.

"Or air," Portman said.

"We have two cas Mine and Mr. Portman's. Mine hes a
trailer."

Mrs. Betteson was gazing at Tuesday, who was standing in the
corner, smiling with the proud air of a surpliced chorister. There
was something ethereal about that everlasting smile, as if no cir-
cumgance could ever defeat it, and Mrs. Betteson, thrilled by it,
tried to signa to Joe.

Betteson was looking hard at Paterson, who st with his gass
straight in front of him, cupped in both hands. There was going
to be a hell of arow, Betteson thought.

"I think we canfit atrailer to Mr. Portman's car too. If we can
we'll take petrol in one and food and water in the other."

Something cunning about that, Betteson thought.

"I thought Mr. and Mrs. Portman and Mrs. McNairn and
Connie could go in Mr. Portman's car."

At the familiarity of Connie being called by her Christian name
Mrs. McNairn felt herself prickle into sudden hest; but that was
the sort of outrage you might expect from Paterson. To be familiar
and cruel at the same time: that was Paterson all over.

"That would leave Mr. and Mrs. Betteson and myself with
Major Brain."

"By the way," Mrs. Portman said, "where is the major?"

"He sent word he'd gone over to the hospital. It ssams there's
a chance Miss Allison may come.”

So that'sit, Mrs. McNairn thought. Collusion between Major
Brain and that hospital nurse and Paterson. She saw in it the
threat of fresh humiliation. Major Brain was a charming character
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and Connie had spent a great ded of time at the swimjning pool.
Still: there it was. They were al in the same boat, humiliating or
maddening as it might be.

"How many does that make altogether?' Betteson said.

" | f Miss Allison comes," Paterson said, "that's eleven."

"Eleven?'

Even the effect of Mrs. Portman's voice did not disturb Mrs.
Betteson, who was still gazing at that lamb of a boy.

"Eleven?' Portman sad. "l don't get that."

Betteson dipped the remains of an ice-wafer into his champagne,
and watched the wine soaking up.

"I makeitning," Mrs. McNairn sad.

"You forget Tuesday," Paerson said, "and his siger.”

"Well, good God," Portman said.

His voice was so | ow that it was drowned a moment later by the
quibbling flutter of everyone trying to ek at once. No one
sucoeeded in making himself heard except Paterson, who said:

"Don't worry. The Buick will take seven."

"I don't think you quite get the point,” Portman sad. He
paused very iffly. "Once you dart taking two of these people
you can take a dozen. After all, we might as well take our boy."

"Take him by all means

"How many sders hes he got?' Betteson said, and laughed a
little, thinking it rather good, but no onejoined him at all.

Mrs. McNairn was stupefied. There was absolutely nothing she
could say.

And in amoment everyone was silent too.

"Perhaps we might go into the other room for coffee?' Paterson
sad.

That was pretty cowardly, Mrs. McNairn thought. And then
as they filed out for coffeg, out of the winey, diffused light of the
dining-room into die northerly shadow of the other room, where
Portman glanced once again at the curtainless windows and mentally
fitted them with the cool flowered silk from the Army and Navy
Stores in Calcutta, Mrs. Betteson sad loudly:

"Did someone sy that lamb of a boy was coming too? What
fun."

Portman went over to his habitual place by the window, where
Mrs. Portmanjoined him.

"It's absolutely monstrous.”

B
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"l know. But what can you say?"

She thought for a moment of saying something about the girl
having a baby, but suddenly the triviality of it all vexed her. She
was sharply aware of a new impatience and was glad when Tuesday,
smiling, brought the coffee-tray, waited for them to help them-
Hves and then did away.

"Nonsensica get-up that boy hes too."

She did not spesk. She wondered instead how often Paterson
dept with the girl and then Portman said:

“The whole damn menage must come. That's what infuriates me."

"1'm going over to gpesk to Mrs. McNairn," e said. Thenin
the moment of her moving across the room Paterson said:

"Everyone got ooffes? Pease sit down.”

In a second everyone was silent. She felt conspicuous and awk-
ward and Paterson, waiting for her to sit down, seemed to be
smiling at her. He seemed to have adopted an attitude of kindly
tolerance about them all.

"May | ak a question?' Betteson said. "l mean, old man, quite
frankly?' .

Paterson gently spooned a lump of sugar into his coffee and
watched it until it became the colour of pae brandy. And as he
nodded Portman thought that this was it. He felt rather warmed,
at lat, to old man Betteson. He was, of course, very much of a
rough diamond. He had no dass at all. Yet the old boy had the
guns for this kind of thing.

"What isit?" Paterson said.

"You think it right to take these extra passengers?'

"Yes."

"Well, | don't."

"Y ou know what you can do about it," Paterson said.

"Well, that's what | was going to say," Portman said. He felt
stimulated by Betteson's remarks to a frankness of his own. "There's
no reason why we shouldn't split up and go separately, in the two
cas, is thee? There's no reason why we should go together if
some fed it better not to?"

“There’s every reason,”

"For ingance what?"

"W e have the advantage of the two cars if anything goes wrong.
We have more manpower. And in the end we can abandon one
car and go on in the other."
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"1 think that's a bit alarmist,” Betteson said.

"1 don't & how that justifies your two extra people," Portman
said.