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"This desert inaccessible
Under the shade of nel ancholy boughs'

As you like it.

U Po Kyin, Sub-divisional Magistrate of Kyauktada, in

Upper Burnma,

was sitting in his veranda. It was only half past
ei ght, but the

nmonth was April, and there was a cl oseness in the

air, a threat of

the long, stifling mdday hours. Cccasional faint
breaths of wi nd,

seem ng cool by contrast, stirred the newy drenched
or chi ds that

hung fromthe eaves. Beyond the orchids one could
see the dusty,

curved trunk of a palmtree, and then the bl azing

ul tramari ne sky.

Up in the zenith, so high that it dazzled one to | ook
at them a

few vultures circled without the quiver of a w ng

Unblinking, rather like a great porcelain idol, U Po
Kyi n gazed out



into the fierce sunlight. He was a man of fifty, so
fat that for

years he had not risen fromhis chair wthout help,
and yet shapely

and even beautiful in his grossness; for the Burnese
do not sag and

bul ge like white men, but grow fat symetrically,
like fruits

swelling. His face was vast, yellow and quite
unw i nkl ed, and his

eyes were tawny. His feet--squat, high-arched feet
with the toes

all the sane length--were bare, and so was his
cropped head, and he

wore one of those vivid Arakanese |ongyis with green
and magenta

checks which the Burnese wear on informal occasions.
He was

chewi ng betel froma |acquered box on the table, and
t hi nki ng about

his past life.

It had been a brilliantly successful life. U Po
Kyin's earliest

menory, back in the eighties, was of standing, a
naked pot-bellied

child, watching the British troops march victorious

i nto Mandal ay.

He renenbered the terror he had felt of those col ums
of great

beef-fed nmen, red-faced and red-coated; and the |ong
rifles over

their shoul ders, and the heavy, rhythnmc tranmp of
their boots. He

had taken to his heels after watching themfor a few
mnutes. In

his childish way he had grasped that his own people
were no match

for this race of giants. To fight on the side of the
British, to

become a parasite upon them had been his ruling
anbition, even as

a child.



At seventeen he had tried for a Government
appoi nt nrent, but he had

failed to get it, being poor and friendl ess, and for
three years

he had worked in the stinking labyrinth of the
Mandal ay bazaars,

clerking for the rice merchants and soneti mes
stealing. Then when

he was twenty a |ucky stroke of blackmail put himin
possessi on of

four hundred rupees, and he went at once to Rangoon
and bought his

way into a Governnent clerkship. The job was a
lucrative one

t hough the salary was snmall. At that tinme a ring of
clerks were

maki ng a steady inconme by m sappropriati ng Gover nnent
stores, and

Po Kyin (he was plain Po Kyin then: the honorific U
canme years

later) took naturally to this kind of thing.

However, he had too

much talent to spend his life in a clerkship,
stealing mserably in

annas and pice. One day he discovered that the
Cover nment, bei ng

short of mnor officials, were going to make sone
appoi ntments from

anmong the clerks. The news woul d have becone public
i n anot her

week, but it was one of Po Kyin's qualities that his
i nfornmation

was al ways a week ahead of everyone else's. He saw
hi s chance and

denounced all his confederates before they could take
alarm Mbst

of them were sent to prison, and Po Kyin was made an
Assi st ant

Township Oficer as the reward of his honesty. Since
then he had

risen steadily. Now, at fifty-six, he was a

Sub- di vi si onal



Magi strate, and he woul d probably be pronoted stil
further and

made an acting Deputy Conmi ssioner, wth Englishnen
as his equals

and even his subordi nates.

As a magi strate his nethods were sinple. Even for

t he vastest

bri be he would never sell the decision of a case,
because he knew

that a magi strate who gives wong judgnments is caught
sooner or

later. His practice, a nuch safer one, was to take
bribes from

both sides and then decide the case on strictly |ega
grounds.

This won hima useful reputation for inpartiality.
Besi des his

revenue fromlitigants, U Po Kyin |levied a ceasel ess
toll, a sort

of private taxation schene, fromall the villages
under his

jurisdiction. |If any village failed inits tribute U
Po Kyin took

puni tive measures--gangs of dacoits attacked the
vill age, | eading

villagers were arrested on fal se charges, and so
forth--and it was

never | ong before the anmount was paid up. He also
shared the

proceeds of all the larger-sized robberies that took
pl ace in the

district. Mst of this, of course, was known to
everyone except U

Po Kyin's official superiors (no British officer will
ever believe

anyt hi ng agai nst his own nmen) but the attenpts to
expose him

invariably failed; his supporters, kept |oyal by
their share of the

| oot, were too nunerous. Wen any accusati on was

br ought agai nst

him U Po Kyin sinmply discredited it with strings of



subor ned

wi t nesses, following this up by counter-accusations
which left him

in a stronger position than ever. He was practically
i nvul nerabl e,

because he was too fine a judge of nen ever to choose
a wong

instrument, and al so because he was too absorbed in
intrigue ever

to fail through carel essness or ignorance. One could
say with

practical certainty that he woul d never be found out,
that he woul d

go from success to success, and would finally die
full of honour,

worth several |akhs of rupees.

And even beyond the grave his success woul d conti nue.
According to

Buddhi st belief, those who have done evil in their
lives will spend

the next incarnation in the shape of a rat, a frog or
sone ot her

low animal. U Po Kyin was a good Buddhi st and

i ntended to provide

agai nst this danger. He would devote his closing
years to good

wor ks, which would pile up enough nmerit to outweigh
the rest of his

life. Probably his good works woul d take the form of
bui | di ng

pagodas. Four pagodas, five, six, seven--the priests
woul d tell

hi m how many--w th carved stonework, gilt unbrellas
and little

bells that tinkled in the wind, every tinkle a
prayer. And he

would return to the earth in mal e hunan shape--for a
woman ranks

at about the sane level as a rat or a frog--or at
best as sone

di gni fied beast such as an el ephant.



Al'l these thoughts flowed through U Po Kyin's mnind
swiftly and for

the nost part in pictures. His brain, though

cunni ng, was quite

barbaric, and it never worked except for sone
definite end; nere

nmedi tati on was beyond him He had now reached the
poi nt to which

hi s thoughts had been tending. Putting his smallish
triangul ar

hands on the arnms of his chair, he turned hinself a
little way

round and call ed, rather wheezily:

'Ba Tai k! Hey, Ba Taik!"’

Ba Tai k, U Po Kyin's servant, appeared through the
beaded curtain

of the veranda. He was an under-sized, pock-marked
man with a

timd and rather hungry expression. U Po Kyin paid
hi m no wages,

for he was a convicted thief whoma word wuld send
to prison. As

Ba Tai k advanced he shi koed, so low as to give the
i mpressi on that

he was steppi ng backwards.

'Most holy god?' he said.
'I's anyone waiting to see nme, Ba Taik?

Ba Tai k enunerated the visitors upon his fingers:
"There is the

headman of Thitpingyi village, your honour, who has
br ought

presents, and two villagers who have an assault case
that is to be

tried by your honour, and they too have brought
presents. Ko Ba

Sein, the head clerk of the Deputy Comni ssioner s
office, wishes to

see you, and there is Ali Shah, the police constable,



and a dacoit

whose nane | do not know. | think they have
quarrel |l ed about sone

gol d bangl es they have stolen. And there is also a
young vill age

girl with a baby."'

'What does she want?' said U Po Kyin.
' She says that the baby is yours, nost holy one.'
"Ah. And how rmuch has the headman brought ?

Ba Tai k thought it was only ten rupees and a basket
of mangoes.

"Tell the headman,' said U Po Kyin, '"that it should

be twenty

rupees, and there will be trouble for himand his
village if the

nmoney is not here tonmorrow. | will see the others

presently. Ask
Ko Ba Sein to cone to ne here.'

Ba Sein appeared in a nonment. He was an erect,

nar r ow shoul der ed

man, very tall for a Burman, with a curiously snooth
face that

recall ed a coffee blancmange. U Po Kyin found hima
useful tool

Uni magi nati ve and hardworki ng, he was an excel | ent
clerk, and M

Macgregor, the Deputy Commissioner, trusted himwth
nost of his

official secrets. U Po Kyin, put in a good tenper by
hi s thoughts,

greeted Ba Sein with a | augh and waved to the bete
box.

"Well, Ko Ba Sein, how does our affair progress?
hope that, as

dear M Macgregor would say'--U Po Kyin broke into
Engl i sh--'"eet



ees naki ng percepti bl e progress"?

Ba Sein did not snle at the small joke. Sitting
down stiff and
| ong- backed in the vacant chair, he answered:

'Excellently, sir. Qur copy of the paper arrived
t hi s norni ng.
Ki ndly observe.'

He produced a copy of a bilingual paper called the
Bur mese Patri ot.

It was a niserable eight-page rag, villainously
printed on paper as

bad as blotting paper, and conposed partly of news
stolen fromthe

Rangoon Gazette, partly of weak Nationalist heroics.
On the | ast

page the type had slipped and left the entire sheet
jet black, as

t hough in mourning for the small ness of the paper's
circul ation.

The article to which U Po Kyin turned was of a rather
di fferent

stanmp fromthe rest. It ran:

In these happy tines, when we poor blacks are being
uplifted by the

m ghty western civilization, with its nanifold

bl essi ngs such as

t he ci nemat ograph, machi ne-guns, syphilis, etc., what
subj ect

could be nmore inspiring than the private lives of our
Eur opean

benefactors? W think therefore that it nmay interest
our readers

to hear sonething of events in the up-country
district of

Kyaukt ada. And especially of M Mcgregor, honoured
Deput y

Conmmi ssi oner of said district.



M Macgregor is of the type of the Fine A d English
Gentl eman, such

as, in these happy days, we have so many exanpl es

bef ore our eyes.

He is "a family man' as our dear English cousins say.
Very nmuch a

famly man is M Mcgregor. So much so that he has
al ready three

children in the district of Kyauktada, where he has
been a year,

and in his last district of Shwenyo he left six young
pr ogeni es

behind him Perhaps it is an oversight on M
Macgregor's part that

he has left these young infants quite unprovided for
and that some

of their nmothers are in danger of starvation, etc.
etc., etc.

There was a colum of simlar stuff, and wetched as
it was, it was

wel | above the level of the rest of the paper. U Po
Kyin read the

article carefully through, holding it at arms

| engt h- - he was | ong-

sighted--and drawing his lips neditatively back
exposi ng great

nunbers of small, perfect teeth, blood-red from betel
j ui ce.

'"The editor will get six nonths' inprisonment for
this,' he said

finally.

'He does not nmind. He says that the only time when
his creditors
| eave himalone is when he is in prison.'

"And you say that your little apprentice clerk Ha Pe
wote this

article all by hinmself? That is a very clever boy--a
nost



prom sing boy! Never tell ne again that these

Cover nment H gh

Schools are a waste of time. Ha Pe shall certainly
have his

cl erkship.'

"You think then, sir, that this article will be
enough?

U Po Kyin did not answer imediately. A puffing,

| abouri ng noi se

began to proceed fromhim he was trying to rise from
his chair.

Ba Taik was famliar with this sound. He appeared
from behind the

beaded curtain, and he and Ba Sein put a hand under
each of U Po

Kyin's arnpits and hoisted himto his feet. U Po
Kyin stood for a

nmonent bal anci ng the weight of his belly upon his
legs, with the

nmoverrent of a fish porter adjusting his load. Then
he waved Ba

Tai k away.

'Not enough,' he said, answering Ba Sein's question
'not enough by

any neans. There is a lot to be done yet. But this
is the right

begi nning. Listen.'

He went to the rail to spit out a scarlet nouthful of
betel, and

then began to quarter the veranda with short steps,
hi s hands

behi nd his back. The friction of his vast thighs
made hi m waddl e

slightly. As he wal ked he tal ked, in the base jargon
of the

Government of fices--a patchwork of Burnese verbs and
Engl i sh

abstract phrases:



"Now, let us go into this affair fromthe begi nning.
W are goi ng

to make a concerted attack on Dr Veraswam, who is
the G vi

Surgeon and Superintendent of the jail. W are going
to sl ander

him destroy his reputation and finally ruin himfor
ever. It wll

be rather a delicate operation.'

"Yes, sir.

"There will be no risk, but we have got to go slowy.
W are not

proceedi ng agai nst a m serable clerk or police
constable. W are

proceedi ng agai nst a high official, and with a high
official, even

when he is an Indian, it is not the same as with a
clerk. How does

one ruin a clerk? Easy; an accusation, two dozen

Wi t nesses,

di smssal and inprisonment. But that will not do
here. Softly,

softly, softly is my way. No scandal, and above al
no official

inquiry. There nust be no accusations that can be
answered, and

yet within three nonths | nmust fix it in the head of
every European

i n Kyauktada that the doctor is a villain. \at
shall | accuse him

of? Bribes will not do, a doctor does not get bribes
to any

extent. \What then?

"W coul d perhaps arrange a mutiny in the jail,' said
Ba Sei n.
"As superintendent, the doctor would be bl aned.'

"No, it is too dangerous. | do not want the jail
warders firing
their rifles in all directions. Besides, it would be



expensi ve.

Clearly, then, it nust be disloyalty--Nationalism
seditious

propaganda. W nust persuade the Europeans that the
doctor hol ds

di sloyal, anti-British opinions. That is far worse
than bri bery;

they expect a native official to take bribes. But

| et them suspect

his loyalty even for a nonment, and he is ruined.’

"It would be a hard thing to prove,' objected Ba
Sein. ' The doctor
is very loyal to the Europeans. He grows angry when

anything is
sai d against them They will know that, do you not
t hi nk?'

' Nonsense, nonsense,' said U Po Kyin confortably.

' No European

cares anything about proofs. Wen a man has a bl ack
face,

suspicion IS proof. A few anonynmous letters will
wor k wonders. It

is only a question of persisting; accuse, accuse, go
on accusi ng- -

that is the way with Europeans. One anonynous |letter
after

another, to every European in turn. And then, when
their

suspi cions are thoroughly aroused--' U Po Kyin

br ought one short

arm from behi nd his back and clicked his thunb and

finger. He

added: 'We begin with this article in the Burnese
Patriot. The

Europeans will shout with rage when they see it.

Vel l, the next
nove is to persuade themthat it was the doctor who
wote it.'

"It will be difficult while he has friends among the
Eur opeans.



Al of themgo to himwhen they are ill. He cured M
Macgr egor of

his flatulence this cold weather. They consider him
a very clever

doctor, | believe.'

"How littl e you understand the European m nd, Ko Ba
Sein! If the

Eur opeans go to Veraswam it is only because there is
no ot her

doctor in Kyauktada. No European has any faith in a
man with a

bl ack face. No, with anonynous letters it is only a
guesti on of

sendi ng enough. | shall soon see to it that he has
no friends
left.'

'There is M Flory, the tinber nmerchant,' said Ba
Sein. (He

pronounced it 'M Porley'.) 'He is a close friend of
t he doctor.

| see himgo to his house every norning when he is in
Kyaukt ada.

Twi ce he has even invited the doctor to dinner.'

"Ah, now there you are right. |If Flory were a friend
of the doctor

it could do us harm You cannot hurt an |Indi an when
he has a

European friend. It gives him-what is that word
they are so fond
of ?--prestige. But Flory will desert his friend

qui ckly enough
when the troubl e begins. These people have no
feeling of loyalty

towards a native. Besides, | happen to know that
Flory is a
coward. | can deal with him Your part, Ko Ba Sein,

is to watch

M Macgregor's movenents. Has he witten to the
Conmi ssi oner

lately--written confidentially, | mean?



'"He wote two days ago, but when we steaned the
letter open we
found it was nothing of inportance.'

"Ah well, we will give himsonething to wite about.
And as soon

as he suspects the doctor, then is the time for that
other affair |

spoke to you of. Thus we shall--what does M
Macgregor say? Ah

yes, "kill two birds with one stone". A whole flock
of birds--ha

ha!"

U Po Kyin's laugh was a disgusting bubbling sound
deep down in his

belly, like the preparation for a cough; yet it was
nerry, even

childlike. He did not say any nore about the 'other
affair', which

was too private to be di scussed even upon the
veranda. Ba Sein,

seeing the interview at an end, stood up and bowed,
angul ar as a

jointed ruler.

"I's there anything el se your honour w shes done?' he
sai d.

' Make sure that M Macgregor has his copy of the
Bur mese Patri ot.

You had better tell Ha Pe to have an attack of
dysentery and stay

away fromthe office. | shall want himfor the
witing of the

anonynmous letters. That is all for the present.’

'"Then | may go, sir?
'"God go with you,' said U Po Kyin rather

abstractedly, and at once
shouted again for Ba Taik. He never wasted a nonent



of his day.

It did not take himlong to deal with the other
visitors and to

send the village girl away unrewarded, having
exam ned her face and

said that he did not recognize her. It was now his
breakfast tine.

Vi ol ent pangs of hunger, which attacked him
punctual ly at this hour

every norning, began to tornent his belly. He
shout ed urgently:

'"Ba Taik! Hey, Ba Taik! Kin Kinl M breakfast! Be
qui ck, 1 am
starving."'

In the living-roombehind the curtain a table was

al ready set out

with a huge bowl of rice and a dozen plates
containing curries,

dried prawns and sliced green mangoes. U Po Kyin
waddl ed to the

table, sat down with a grunt and at once threw

hi msel f on the food.

Ma Kin, his wife, stood behind himand served him
She was a thin

worman of five and forty, with a kindly, pale brown,
sim an face.

U Po Kyin took no notice of her while he was eating.
Wth the bow

close to his nose he stuffed the food into hinself
with swft,

greasy fingers, breathing fast. Al his nmeals were
swift,

passi onat e and enornous; they were not neals so nuch
as orgies,

debauches of curry and rice. Wen he had finished he
sat back,

bel ched several times and told Ma Kin to fetch hima
green Burnese

cigar. He never snoked English tobacco, which he
decl ared had no

taste init.



Presently, with Ba Taik's help, U Po Kyin dressed in
his office

cl othes, and stood for a while admiring hinmself in
the long mrror

inthe living-room It was a wooden-walled roomw th
two pillars,

still recognizable as teak-trunks, supporting the
roof-tree, and it

was dark and sluttish as all Burmese roons are,

t hough U Po Kyin

had furnished it 'Ingaleik fashion' with a veneered
si deboard and

chairs, sone |ithographs of the Royal Family and a
fire-

extingui sher. The floor was covered with banboo
mats, nuch

spl ashed by linme and betel juice.

Ma Kin was sitting on a mat in the corner, stitching
an ingyi .

U Po Kyin turned slowmy before the mrror, trying to
get a glinpse

of his back view He was dressed in a gaungbaung of
pal e pink

silk, an ingyi of starched muslin, and a paso of
Mandal ay sil k,

a gorgeous sal non-pi nk brocaded with yellow. Wth an
effort he

turned his head round and | ooked, pleased, at the
paso tight and

shi ning on his enornous buttocks. He was proud of
hi s fatness,

because he saw the accumnul ated fl esh as the synbol of
hi s

greatness. He who had once been obscure and hungry
was now fat,

rich and feared. He was swollen with the bodies of
hi s eneni es;

a thought fromwhich he extracted sonething very near
poetry.

"My new paso was cheap at twenty-two rupees, hey, Kin



Ki n?' he
sai d.

Ma Kin bent her head over her sewing. She was a
sinmple, old-

fashi oned woman, who had | earned even | ess of

Eur opean habits than

U Po Kyin. She could not sit on a chair without

di sconfort. Every

nmorni ng she went to the bazaar with a basket on her
head, like a

vill age worman, and in the evenings she could be seen
kneeling in

the garden, praying to the white spire of the pagoda
that crowned

the town. She had been the confidante of U Po Kyin's
intrigues for

twenty years and nore

"Ko Po Kyin,' she said, 'you have done very nuch evil
in your
life.'

U Po Kyin waved his hand. 'Wat does it matter? MW
pagodas wil |
atone for everything. There is plenty of tine.'

Ma Kin bent her head over her sewing again, in an
obsti nate way she

had when she di sapproved of sonething that U Po Kyin
was doi ng.

"But, Ko Po Kyin, where is the need for all this
schem ng and

intriguing? | heard you talking with Ko Ba Sein on
t he veranda.
You are planning some evil against Dr Veraswam . Wy

do you w sh
to harmthat Indian doctor? He is a good nan.'

"What do you know of these official matters, woman?
The doct or
stands in my way. |In the first place he refuses to



take bri bes,

which nakes it difficult for the rest of us. And
besi des--wel |,

there is something el se which you woul d never have
the brains to

under st and.'

'Ko Po Kyin, you have grown rich and powerful, and
what good has it

ever done you? W were happi er when we were poor
Ah, | remenber

so well when you were only a Township O ficer, the
first tine we

had a house of our own. How proud we were of our new
wi cker

furniture, and your fountain-pen with the gold clip!
And when the

young English police-officer cane to our house and
sat in the best

chair and drank a bottle of beer, how honoured we

t hought

oursel ves! Happiness is not in noney. What can you
want with nore

nmoney now?'

' Nonsense, wonman, nonsense! Attend to your cooking
and sew ng and
| eave official matters to those who understand them'

"Well, |I do not know. | amyour w fe and have al ways
obeyed you.

But at least it is never too soon to acquire merit.
Strive to

acquire nmore nerit, Ko Po Kyinl WIIl you not, for

i nstance, buy

sone live fish and set themfree in the river? One
can acquire

much nerit in that way. Also, this norning when the
priests cane

for their rice they told me that there are two new
priests at the

nmonastery, and they are hungry. WII you not give

t hem son®t hi ng,



Ko Po Kyin? | did not give them anything nmyself, so
that you m ght
acquire the merit of doing it.'

U Po Kyin turned away fromthe nmirror. The appea
touched him a

l[ittle. He never, when it could be done w thout

i nconveni ence,

m ssed a chance of acquiring merit. |In his eyes his
pile of merit

was a kind of bank deposit, everlastingly grow ng.
Every fish set

free in the river, every gift to a priest, was a step
near er

Nirvana. It was a reassuring thought. He directed
that the basket

of mangoes brought by the vill age headman shoul d be
sent down to

t he nonastery.

Presently he left the house and started down the
road, with Ba Taik

behind himcarrying a file of papers. He wal ked
slowy, very

upright to bal ance his vast belly, and holding a
yel l ow sil k

unbrella over his head. His pink paso glittered in
the sun like a

satin praline. He was going to the court, to try his
day' s cases.

At about the time when U Po Kyin began his norning' s
busi ness, 'M

Porl ey' the tinber merchant and friend of Dr
Veraswani, was | eaving

hi s house for the Cub

Flory was a man of about thirty-five, of middle



hei ght, not ill

made. He had very black, stiff hair growi ng | ow on
hi s head, and

a cropped bl ack moustache, and his skin, naturally
sal l ow, was

di scol oured by the sun. Not having grown fat or bald
he did not

| ook ol der than his age, but his face was very
haggard in spite of

the sunburn, with | ank cheeks and a sunken, wthered
| ook round the

eyes. He had obviously not shaved this norning. He
was dressed in

the usual white shirt, khaki drill shorts and

st ocki ngs, but

instead of a topi he wore a battered Terai hat,
cocked over one

eye. He carried a banboo stick with a wi st-thong,
and a bl ack

cocker spaniel named Fl o was anbling after him

Al'l these were secondary expressions, however. The
first thing

that one noticed in Flory was a hi deous birthmark
stretching in a

ragged crescent down his left cheek, fromthe eye to
t he corner

of the nouth. Seen fromthe left side his face had a
battered,

woebegone | ook, as though the birthmark had been a
bruise--for it

was a dark blue in colour. He was quite aware of its
hi deousness.

And at all tines, when he was not alone, there was a
si del ongness

about his novenents, as he manoeuvred constantly to
keep the

birt hmark out of sight.

Flory's house was at the top of the naidan, close to
t he edge of

the jungle. Fromthe gate the nmaidan sl oped sharply
down, scorched



and khaki -col oured, with half a dozen dazzling white
bungal ows

scattered round it. Al quaked, shivered in the hot
air. There

was an English cenetery within a white wall half-way
down the hill,

and near by a tiny tin-roofed church. Beyond that
was t he European

C ub, and when one | ooked at the O ub--a dunpy
one- st orey wooden

bui | di ng--one | ooked at the real centre of the town.
In any town

in India the European Club is the spiritual citadel
the real seat

of the British power, the N rvana for which native
officials and

mllionaires pine in vain. It was doubly so in this
case, for it

was the proud boast of Kyauktada Cd ub that, al nost

al one of C ubs

in Burma, it had never admitted an Oriental to
menber shi p. Beyond

the Cub, the Irrawaddy fl owed huge and ochreous
glittering like

di anonds in the patches that caught the sun; and
beyond the river

stretched great wastes of paddy fields, ending at the
horizon in a

range of blackish hills.

The native town, and the courts and the jail, were
over to the

right, nostly hidden in green groves of peepul trees.
The spire of

t he pagoda rose fromthe trees |ike a slender spear
tipped with

gold. Kyauktada was a fairly typical Upper Burma
town, that had

not changed greatly between the days of Marco Pol o
and 1910, and

nm ght have slept in the Mddle Ages for a century
nore if it had

not proved a convenient spot for a railway term nus.



In 1910 the

Government made it the headquarters of a district and
a seat of

Progress--interpretable as a block of |law courts,
with their arny

of fat but ravenous pleaders, a hospital, a schoo
and one of those

huge, durable jails which the English have built
ever ywher e between

G braltar and Hong Kong. The popul ati on was about
four thousand,

i ncluding a couple of hundred Indians, a few score
Chi nese and

seven Europeans. There were also two Eurasi ans naned
M Francis

and M Samuel, the sons of an American Bapti st

m ssionary and a

Roman Cat holic m ssionary respectively. The town
cont ai ned no

curiosities of any kind, except an Indian fakir who
had |ived for

twenty years in a tree near the bazaar, drawing his
food up in a

basket every norning.

Fl ory yawned as he cane out of the gate. He had been
hal f drunk

the night before, and the glare nade himfeel
liverish. 'Bloody,

bl oody hole!" he thought, |ooking down the hill.

And, no one

except the dog being near, he began to sing al oud,

' Bl oody, bl oody,

bl oody, oh, how thou art bloody' to the tune of

'Holy, holy, holy,
oh how Thou art holy
road, sw shing

at the dried-up grasses with his stick. It was
nearly nine o' clock

and the sun was fiercer every mnute. The heat

t hr obbed down on

one's head with a steady, rhythmc thunping, like
bl ows from an

as he wal ked down the hot red



enornous bolster. Flory stopped at the C ub gate,
wonder i ng

whet her to go in or to go farther down the road and
see Dr

Veraswam . Then he renmenbered that it was 'English
mai | day' and

t he newspapers woul d have arrived. He went in, past
the big tennis

screen, which was overgrown by a creeper wth
starlike mauve

fl owers.

In the borders beside the path swaths of English

fl owers--phl ox and

| arkspur, hollyhock and petunia--not yet slain by the
sun, rioted

in vast size and richness. The petunias were huge,
i ke trees

al nrost. There was no | awn, but instead a shrubbery
of native trees

and bushes--gold nmohur trees |ike vast unbrellas of
bl ood-red

bl oom frangi panis with creany, stalkless flowers,
purpl e

bougai nvil | ea, scarlet hibiscus and the pink Chinese
rose, bilious-

green crotons, feathery fronds of tamarind. The

cl ash of colours

hurt one's eyes in the glare. A nearly naked mali,
wat eri ng-can in

hand, was noving in the jungle of flowers |ike sone
| arge nectar-

sucki ng bird.

On the A ub steps a sandy-haired Englishman, with a
prickly

nmoust ache, pale grey eyes too far apart, and
abnormal Iy thin cal ves

to his legs, was standing with his hands in the
pockets of his

shorts. This was M Westfield, the District
Superi nt endent of

Police. Wth a very bored air he was rocking hinself



backwar ds and

forwards on his heels and pouting his upper lip so
that his

nmoust ache tickled his nose. He greeted Flory with a
sl i ght

si deways novenment of his head. H's way of speaking
was clipped and

soldierly, mssing out every word that well could be
m ssed out.

Nearly everything he said was intended for a joke,
but the tone of

his voi ce was hol | ow and nel anchol y.

"Hullo, Flory me lad. Bloody awful norning, what?

"W nust expect it at this tine of year, | suppose,’
Flory said

He had turned hinmself a little sideways, so that his
bi rt hmar ked

cheek was away from Westfi el d.

'Yes, dammit. Couple of nonths of this com ng. Last
year we

didn't have a spot of rain till June. Look at that

bl oody sky,

not a cloud init. Like one of those damed great

bl ue enanel

saucepans. God! What'd you give to be in Piccadilly
now, eh?'

' Have the English papers cone?

'"Yes. Dear old Punch, Pink'un and Vie Parisienne.
Makes you

homesick to read "em what? Let's cone in and have a
drink before

the ice all goes. dd Lackersteen's been fairly
bathing in it.

Hal f pickl ed al ready."

They went in, Westfield remarking in his gloony
voi ce, 'Lead on,
Macduff.' Inside, the Cub was a teak-walled place



snel | ing of

earth-oil, and consisting of only four roomnms, one of
whi ch

contained a forlorn '"library' of five hundred

m | dewed novel s, and

another an old and mangy billiard-table--this,

however, sel dom

used, for during nmost of the year hordes of flying
beetl| es cane

buzzing round the lanps and littered thensel ves over
the cloth.

There were also a card-room and a 'l ounge' which

| ooked towards the

river, over a wide veranda; but at this time of day
all the

verandas were curtained with green banmboo chicks.
The | ounge was

an unhonel i ke room with coco-nut matting on the
floor, and w cker

chairs and tables which were littered with shiny
illustrated

papers. For ornament there were a nunber of 'Bonzo
pi ctures, and

the dusty skulls of sanmbhur. A punkah, lazily

fl appi ng, shook dust

into the tepid air.

There were three nen in the room Under the punkah a
florid, fine-

| ooking, slightly bloated man of forty was sprawing
across the

table with his head in his hands, groaning in pain.
This was M

Lackersteen, the local manager of a tinber firm He
had been badly

drunk the night before, and he was suffering for it.
Ellis, loca

manager of yet another conpany, was standing before
the noti ce-

board studying some notice with a | ook of bitter
concentration. He

was a tiny wiry-haired fellowwith a pale,
sharp-featured face and



restl ess novenents. Maxwell, the acting D visiona
Forest Oficer,

was lying in one of the long chairs reading the
Field, and

i nvi sible except for two | arge-boned | egs and thick
downy f orearns.

"Look at this naughty old nman,' said Westfield,
taking M

Lackersteen half affectionately by the shoul ders and
shaki ng hi m

'Exanpl e to the young, what? There but for the grace
of CGod and

all that. Gves you an idea what you'll be Iike at
forty.'

M Lackersteen gave a groan which sounded I|ike
" brandy'.

" Poor old chap,' said Westfield, 'regular martyr to
booze, eh?

Look at it oozing out of his pores. Rem nds ne of
the ol d col one

who used to sleep without a nosquito net. They asked
hi s servant

why and the servant said: "At night, master too
drunk to notice

nosquitoes; in the norning, nmosquitoes too drunk to
noti ce master."

Look at hi m-boozed | ast night and then asking for
nmore. Got a

little niece coming to stay with him too. Due
tonight, isn't she

Lacker st een?'

'Ch, |eave that drunken sot alone,' said Ellis
wi t hout turning

round. He had a spiteful Cockney voice. M
Lacker st een groaned

again, '---- the niece! Get ne sonme brandy, for
Christ's sake.'

' Good education for the niece, eh? Seeing uncle



under the table

seven tinmes a week. Hey, butler! Bringing brandy
for Lackersteen

master!'’

The butler, a dark, stout Dravidian with |iquid,
yellowirised eyes

like those of a dog, brought the brandy on a brass
tray. Flory and

Westfield ordered gin. M Lackersteen swall owed a
few spoonful s of

brandy and sat back in his chair, groaning in a nore
resi gned way.

He had a beefy, ingenuous face, with a toothbrush
noust ache. He

was really a very sinple-mnded man, with no
anbi ti ons beyond

havi ng what he called '"a good tine'. Hs wife
governed himby the

only possi bl e nmethod, nanely, by never letting him
out of her sight

for nore than an hour or two. Only once, a year
after they were

married, she had left himfor a fortnight, and had
ret urned

unexpectedly a day before her time, to find M
Lacker st een, drunk

supported on either side by a naked Burnese girl,
while a third up-

ended a whisky bottle into his mouth. Since then she
had wat ched

him as he used to conplain, 'like a cat over a

bl oody nousehol e’

However, he managed to enjoy quite a nunber of 'good
times', though

they were usually rather hurried ones.

"My Christ, what a head |'ve got on nme this norning,'
he said.

"Call that butler again, Westfield. |[|'ve got to have
anot her

brandy before my m ssus gets here. She says she's
going to cut ny



booze down to four pegs a day when our niece gets
here. God rot
t hem bot h!" he added gl oomily.

"Stop playing the fool, all of you, and listen to
this,' said Ellis

sourly. He had a queer woundi ng way of speaki ng,
hardly ever

opening his nmouth wi thout insulting sonmebody. He
deli berately

exaggerated his Cockney accent, because of the
sardonic tone it

gave to his words. 'Have you seen this notice of old
Macgr egor' s?

Alittle nosegay for everyone. Maxwell, wake up and
listen!'

Maxwel | lowered the Field. He was a fresh-col oured

bl ond yout h of

not nmore than twenty-five or six--very young for the
post he hel d.

Wth his heavy linbs and thick white eyel ashes he
rem nded one of a

cart-horse colt. Ellis nipped the notice fromthe
board with a

neat, spiteful little noverent and began reading it
aloud. It had

been posted by M WMacgregor, who, besides being
Deputy Conmi ssi oner,

was secretary of the Cub

"Just listen to this. "It has been suggested that as
there are as

yet no Oriental nmenbers of this club, and as it is
now usual to

admt officials of gazetted rank, whether native or
Eur opean, to

nmenber shi p of npbst European C ubs, we shoul d consi der
t he question

of following this practice in Kyauktada. The matter
will be open

for discussion at the next general neeting. On the
one hand it may



be pointed out"--oh, well, no need to wade through
the rest of it.

He can't even wite a notice without an attack of
literary

di arrhoea. Anyway, the point's this. He's asking us
to break all

our rules and take a dear little nigger-boy into this
C ub. DEAR Dr

Veraswani, for instance. Dr Very-sliny, | call him
That WOULD be

atreat, wouldn't it? Little pot-bellied niggers
breathing garlic

in your face over the bridge-table. Christ, to think
of it! W' ve

got to hang together and put our foot down on this at
once. \What

do you say, Westfield? Flory?

Westfield shrugged his thin shoul ders

phil osophically. He had sat

down at the table and lighted a black, stinking Burnma
cher oot .

"CGot to put up with it, | suppose,' he said. 'B--s
of natives are

getting into all the dubs nowadays. Even the Pegu
Cub, I'mtold.

Way this country's going, you know. W' re about the
last ub in

Burma to hol d out agai nst

em

"W are; and what's nore, we're dam well going to go

on hol di ng

out. I'll diein the ditch before I'll see a nigger
in here.'

Ellis had produced a stunmp of pencil. Wth the

curious air of

spite that some men can put into their tiniest

action, he re-pinned

the notice on the board and pencilled a tiny, neat

'B. F.' against

M Macgregor's signature--'There, that's what | think
of his idea.



I"l'l tell himso when he comes down. What do YCOU
say, Flory?

Fl ory had not spoken all this time. Though by nature
anyt hi ng but

a silent man, he sel dom found much to say in Cub
conver sati ons.

He had sat down at the table and was reading G K
Chesterton's

article in the London News, at the sane tine
caressing Flo's head

with his left hand. Ellis, however, was one of those
peopl e who

constantly nag others to echo their own opinions. He
repeated his

guestion, and Flory | ooked up, and their eyes net.
The skin round

Ellis's nose suddenly turned so pale that it was

al nost grey. In

himit was a sign of anger. Wthout any prelude he
burst into a

stream of abuse that woul d have been startling, if
the others had

not been used to hearing sonething like it every
nor ni ng

"My God, | should have thought in a case like this,
when it's a

guestion of keeping those black, stinking sw ne out
of the only

pl ace where we can enjoy ourselves, you'd have the
decency to back

me up. Even if that pot-bellied greasy little sod of

a ni gger

doctor IS your best pal. _I_don't care if you choose
to pal up

with the scum of the bazaar. |If it pleases you to go
to

Veraswam ' s house and drink whisky with all his

ni gger pals, that's

your | ook-out. Do what you |ike outside the C ub.
But, by God,

it's adifferent matter when you tal k of bringing



ni ggers in here.

| suppose you'd like little Veraswam for a Cdub
nmenber, eh?

Chi ppi ng into our conversation and paw ng everyone
with his sweaty

hands and breathing his filthy garlic breath in our
faces. By god,

he'd go out with my boot behind himif ever | saw his
bl ack snout

i nside that door. Geasy, pot-bellied little--!"' etc.
This went on for several minutes. It was curiously
i mpressive,

because it was so conmpletely sincere. Ellis really
did hate

Oiental s--hated themw th a bitter, restless

| oat hi ng as of

somet hing evil or unclean. Living and working, as

t he assistant of

atinber firmnmust, in perpetual contact with the
Bur rese, he had

never grown used to the sight of a black face. Any
hi nt of

friendly feeling towards an Oriental seemed to hima
horribl e

perversity. He was an intelligent man and an able
servant of his

firm but he was one of those Englishnen--comon,
unfortunatel y--

who shoul d never be allowed to set foot in the East.

Flory sat nursing Flo's head in his lap, unable to
neet Ellis's

eyes. At the best of tinmes his birthmark rmade it
difficult for him

to |l ook people straight in the face. And when he
made ready to

speak, he could feel his voice trenbling--for it had
a way of

trenbling when it should have been firm his
features, too,

sometinmes tw tched uncontrollably.



'Steady on,' he said at last, sullenly and rather
feebly. ' Steady

on. There's no need to get so excited. _I_ never
suggest ed havi ng

any native nmenbers in here.’

"Ch, didn't you? W all know bl oody well you'd like
to, though.

Why el se do you go to that oily little babu's house
every norni ng,

then? Sitting down at table with himas though he
was a white nan,

and drinking out of glasses his filthy black lips
have sl obbered

over--it makes ne spew to think of it.'

"Sit down, old chap, sit down,' Westfield said.
'"Forget it. Have

a drink on it. Not worth while quarrelling. Too
hot . '

"My God,' said Ellis alittle more calmy, taking a
pace or two up

and down, 'ny God, | don't understand you chaps.
sinmply don't.

Here's that old fool Macgregor wanting to bring a
nigger into this

Cub for no reason whatever, and you all sit down
under it wthout

a word. Good CGod, what are we supposed to be doi ng
inthis

country? If we aren't going to rule, why the devil
don't we clear

out? Here we are, supposed to be governing a set of
dam bl ack

swi ne who' ve been sl aves since the begi nning of

hi story, and

instead of ruling themin the only way they

under stand, we go and

treat themas equals. And you silly b--s take it for
gr ant ed.

There's Flory, makes his best pal a black babu who
call s hinself



a doctor because he's done two years at an Indian
so-cal | ed

university. And you, Westfield, proud as Punch of
your knock-

kneed, bribe-taking cowards of policermen. And
there's Maxwel |,

spends his time running after Eurasian tarts. Yes,

you do,

Maxwel | ; | heard about your goi ngs-on in Mandal ay
with sone snelly

little bitch called Molly Pereira. | suppose you'd

have gone and
married her if they hadn't transferred you up here?
You all seem

to LIKE the dirty black brutes. Christ, | don't know
what' s come
over us all. | really don't.'

' Come on, have another drink,' said Wstfield. 'Hey,
butler! Spot
of beer before the ice goes, eh? Beer, butler!’

The butler brought some bottles of Minich beer

Ellis presently

sat down at the table with the others, and he nursed
one of the

cool bottles between his small hands. His forehead
was sweati ng.

He was sul ky, but not in a rage any longer. At al

ti nes he was

spiteful and perverse, but his violent fits of rage
were soon over,

and were never apol ogized for. Quarrels were a
regul ar part of the

routine of Club life. M Lackersteen was feeling
better and was

studying the illustrations in La Vie Parisienne. It
was after nine

now, and the room scented with the acrid snoke of
Westfield' s

cheroot, was stifling hot. Everyone's shirt stuck to
his back with

the first sweat of the day. The invisible chokra who



pul l ed the
punkah rope outside was falling asleep in the glare.

"Butler!' yelled Ellis, and as the butler appeared,
'go and wake

t hat bl oody chokra up!'

"Yes, master.'

"And butler!’

'Yes, master?

"How much ice have we got left?

"' Bout twenty pounds, master. WIIl only |ast today,
I think. |

find it very difficult to keep ice cool now.'
"Don't talk like that, dam you--"I find it very
difficult!™ Have

you swal |l owed a dictionary? "Please, master, can't
keepi ng ice

cool"--that's how you ought to talk. W shall have
to sack this
fellowif he gets to talk English too well. | can't

stick servants
who tal k English. D you hear, butler?

"Yes, master,' said the butler, and retired.
"God! No ice till Monday,' Wstfield said. 'You

goi ng back to the
jungle, Flory?

"Yes. | ought to be there now | only canme in
because of the

English mail."

"Go on tour nyself, | think. Knock up a spot of
Travel i ng

Al lowance. | can't stick my bloody office at this

time of year.



Sitting there under the dammed punkah, signing one
chit after

anot her. Paper-chewing. God, how | wi sh the war was
on agai n!

"I"mgoing out the day after tonmorrow,' Ellis said.
"lIsn't that

dammed padre coming to hold his service this Sunday?
"1l take

care not to be in for that, anyway. Bl oody
knee-drill."

'Next Sunday,' said Westfield. 'Promised to be in
for it nyself.
So's Macgregor. Bit hard on the poor devil of a

padre, | nust say.
Only gets here once in six weeks. Mght as well get
up a

congregati on when he does cone.'

"Ch, hell! I'd snivel psalns to oblige the padre,
but | can't

stick the way these damed native Christians cone
shoving into our

church. A pack of Madrassi servants and Karen
school -t eachers.

And then those two yellowbellies, Francis and
Sanuel - -t hey cal

t hensel ves Christians too. Last time the padre was
here they had

the nerve to cone up and sit on the front pews with
the white nen.

Soneone ought to speak to the padre about that. What
bl oody fool s

we were ever to let those nmissionaries loose in this
country!

Teachi ng bazaar sweepers they're as good as we are.
"Pl ease, sir,

me Christian sanme |ike master." Dammed cheek.'’

" How about that for a pair of legs? said M
Lacker st een, passing



La Vie Parisienne across. 'You know French, Flory;
what ' s t hat

mean underneath? Christ, it remnds ne of when | was
in Paris, ny
first |eave, before | married. Christ, | wsh | was

t here again!'

"Did you hear that one about "There was a young | ady
of Woki ng"?'

Maxwel | said. He was rather a silent youth, but,

l'i ke ot her

yout hs, he had an affection for a good smutty rhyne.
He conpl et ed

t he bi ography of the young |ady of Wking, and there
was a | augh.

Westfield replied with the young | ady of Ealing who
had a peculi ar

feeling, and Flory came in with the young curate of
Hor sham who

al ways took every precaution. There was nore

| aughter. Even Ellis

t hawed and produced several rhynes; Ellis's jokes
wer e al ways

genuinely witty, and yet filthy beyond measure.
Everyone cheered

up and felt nore friendly in spite of the heat. They
had fi ni shed

the beer and were just going to call for another

dri nk, when shoes

creaked on the steps outside. A boom ng voice, which
made t he

floorboards tingle, was saying jocosely:

"Yes, nost distinctly hunorous. | incorporated it in
one of those

little articles of mine in Blackwood's, you know. |
rememnber, too,

when | was stationed at Prome, another
quite--ah--diverting

i nci dent which--"'

Evidently M Macgregor had arrived at the ub. M
Lacker st een



exclaimed, "Hell! M wife's there,' and pushed his
enpty gl ass as

far amay fromhimas it would go. M Macgregor and
M s Lackersteen

entered the | ounge together

M Macgregor was a | arge, heavy man, rather past
forty, with a

ki ndl y, puggy face, wearing gold-rimmed spectacles.
H s bul ky

shoul ders, and a trick he had of thrusting his head
f orwar d,

rem nded one curiously of a turtle--the Burmans, in
fact, nicknaned

him'the tortoise'. He was dressed in a clean silk
suit, which
al ready showed patches of sweat beneath the arnpits.
He greeted

the others with a hunorous nock-sal ute, and then

pl ant ed hi nsel f

before the notice-board, beaming, in the attitude of
a school mast er

twi ddling a cane behind his back. The good nature in
his face was

qui te genuine, and yet there was such a wlful

geni ality about him

such a strenuous air of being off duty and forgetting
his officia

rank, that no one was ever quite at ease in his
presence. Hi s

conversation was evidently nodelled on that of sone
facetious

school master or cl ergyman whom he had known in early
life. Any

| ong word, any quotation, any proverbial expression
figured in his

mnd as a joke, and was introduced with a bunbling
noi se like "er
or "ah', to make it clear that there was a joke
comng. Ms

Lackersteen was a wonman of about thirty-five,
handsone in a

contourl ess, elongated way, like a fashion plate.



She had a

si ghi ng, discontented voice. The others had al

stood up when she

entered, and Ms Lackersteen sank exhaustedly into
the best chair

under the punkah, fanning herself with a slender hand
i ke that of

a new .

'Ch dear, this heat, this heat! M Macgregor cane
and fetched e
in his car. SOkind of him Tom that wetch of a
ri ckshaw-man is

pretending to be ill again. Really, | think you
ought to give him
a good thrashing and bring himto his senses. It's

too terrible to
have to wal k about in this sun every day.'

M s Lackersteen, unequal to the quarter-mle walk
bet ween her house

and the Cub, had inmported a rickshaw from Rangoon
Except for

bul I ock-carts and M Macgregor's car it was the only
wheel ed

vehicl e in Kyauktada, for the whole district did not
possess ten

mles of road. In the jungle, rather than | eave her
husband al one,

Ms Lackersteen endured all the horrors of dripping
tents,

nosqui t oes and tinned food; but she made up for it by
conpl ai ni ng

over trifles while in headquarters.

"Really | think the |aziness of these servants is
getting too

shocki ng,' she sighed. 'Don't you agree, M
Macgregor? W seem

to have no AUTHORI TY over the natives nowadays, wth
all these

dreadful Reforms, and the insolence they learn from
t he newspapers.



In some ways they are getting al nost as bad as the
| ower classes at
hore. '

'"Ch, hardly as bad as that, | trust. Still, | am
afraid there is

no doubt that the denmocratic spirit is creeping in,
even here.'

"And such a short time ago, even just before the war,
they were so

NI CE and respectful! The way they sal aamed when you
passed them on

the road--it was really quite charnming. | renenber
when we paid

our butler only twelve rupees a nonth, and really
that man | oved us

like a dog. And now they are demanding forty and
fifty rupees, and

| find that the only way | can even KEEP a servant is
to pay their

wages several nonths in arrears.'

'"The old type of servant is disappearing,' agreed M
Macgr egor .

"I'n ny young days, when one's butler was

di srespectful, one sent

himalong to the jail with a chit saying "Pl ease give
t he bearer

fifteen lashes". Ah well, eheu fugaces! Those days
are gone for
ever, | amafraid."'

"Ah, you're about right there,' said Westfield in his
gl oony way.

"This country'll never be fit to live in again.
British Raj is

finished if you ask ne. Lost Dom nion and all that.
Time we

cleared out of it.'

Whereat there was a nurnur of agreement from everyone
in the room



even fromFlory, notoriously a Bolshie in his
opi ni ons, even from

young Maxwel |, who had been barely three years in the
country. No

Angl o-Indian will ever deny that India is going to

t he dogs, or

ever has denied it--for India, |ike Punch, never was

what it was.

Ellis had nmeanwhil e unpi nned the offending notice
from behind M

Macgregor's back, and he now held it out to him
saying in his sour

vay:

'Here, Macgregor, we've read this notice, and we all
think this

i dea of electing a native to the Club is absolute--'
Ellis was

goi ng to have said
remenbered Ms

absolute balls', but he

Lackersteen's presence and checked hinself--'is
absol utely uncal | ed

for. After all, this Cub is a place where we cone
to enjoy

oursel ves, and we don't want natives poking about in
here. W like

to think there's still one place where we're free of
them The

others all agree with ne absolutely."’

He | ooked round at the others. 'Hear, hear!' said M
Lacker st een

gruffly. He knew that his wife would guess that he
had been

drinking, and he felt that a display of sound
sentinment woul d

excuse him

M Macgregor took the notice with a smle. He saw
the 'B. F.'

penci |l ed agai nst his nane, and privately he thought
Ellis's manner



very disrespectful, but he turned the matter off with
a joke. He

took as great pains to be a good fellow at the C ub
as he did to

keep up his dignity during office hours. 'I gather,"’
he said,

"that our friend Ellis does not wel cone the society
of --ah--his

Aryan br ot her?

"No, | do not,' said Ellis tartly. 'Nor my Mongolian
brother. |
don't like niggers, to put it in one word.'

M Macgregor stiffened at the word 'nigger', which is
di scount enanced

in India. He had no prejudice against Oientals;

i ndeed, he was

deeply fond of them Provided they were given no
freedom he t hought

them t he nost charming people alive. It always

pai ned himto see

t hem wantonly insulted.

"Is it quite playing the gane,' he said stiffly, 'to
call these

peopl e niggers--a termthey very naturally
resent--when they are

obvi ously nothing of the kind? The Burmese are
Mongol i ans, the

I ndi ans are Aryans or Dravidians, and all of themare
quite

di stinct--'

"Ch, rot that!' said Ellis, who was not at all awed
by M

Macgregor's official status. 'Call them niggers or
Aryans or what

you like. What I'msaying is that we don't want to
see any bl ack

hides in this Club. If you put it to the vote you'l
find we're

against it to a man--unless Flory wants his DEAR pa



Veraswanm ,' he

added.
'Hear, hear!' repeated M Lackersteen. 'Count on ne
to bl ackbal

the lot of 'em

M Macgregor pursed his lips whinsically. He was in
an awkwar d

position, for the idea of electing a native nenber
was not his own,

but had been passed on to himby the Comm ssioner
However, he

di sli ked maki ng excuses, so he said in a nore
conciliatory tone:

"Shall we postpone discussing it till the next

general neeting? In

the neantime we can give it our mature consideration
And now,' he

added, noving towards the table, "who will join nme in
alittle--ah--

liquid refreshment?

The butler was called and the '"liquid refreshnent
ordered. It was

hotter than ever now, and everyone was thirsty. M
Lacker st een was

on the point of ordering a drink when he caught his
wife' s eye,

shrank up and said sulkily "No.' He sat with his
hands on his

knees, with a rather pathetic expression, watching
M s Lackersteen

swal  ow a gl ass of |emonade with gininit. M
Macgr egor, though

he signed the chit for drinks, drank plain | enronade.
Al one of the

Eur opeans i n Kyauktada, he kept the rule of not
drinki ng before

sunset .

"It's all very well,' grunbled Ellis, with his



forearms on the
table, fidgeting with his glass. The dispute with M
Macgr egor had

made himrestless again. 'It's all very well, but I
stick to what
| said. No natives in this Club! It's by constantly

gi vi ng way

over small things |like that that we've ruined the
Enmpire. The

country's only rotten with sedition because we've
been too soft

with them The only possible policy is to treat
like the dirt

they are. This is a critical noment, and we want
every bit of

prestige we can get. W've got to hang together and
say, "WE ARE

em

THE MASTERS, and you beggars--"' Ellis pressed his
smal | thunb down

as though flattening a grub--'"you beggars keep your
pl ace! "'

' Hopel ess, old chap,' said Westfield. 'Quite

hopel ess. What can

you do with all this red tape tying your hands?
Beggars of natives

know the |l aw better than we do. Insult you to your
face and then

run you in the nmoment you hit
unl ess you

put your foot down firmly. And how can you, if they
haven't the

guts to show fight?

em Can't do anything

"Qur burra sahib at Mandal ay al ways said,' put in Ms
Lacker st een,

"that in the end we shall sinply LEAVE India. Young
men will not

cone out here any longer to work all their lives for
insults and

ingratitude. W shall just GO \Wen the natives
come to us

begging us to stay, we shall say, "No, you have had



your chance,

you wouldn't take it. Very well, we shall |eave you
to govern

yourselves." And then, what a lesson that will teach
them '

"It's all this law and order that's done for us,’
said Westfield

gloomly. The ruin of the Indian Enpire through too
much legality

was a recurrent thenme with Westfield. According to
hi m not hi ng

save a full-sized rebellion, and the consequent reign
of martia

| aw, could save the Empire fromdecay. 'Al this
paper - chewi ng and

chit-passing. Ofice babus are the real rulers of
this country

now. Qur nunber's up. Best thing we can do is to
shut up shop and

let "emstewin their own juice.'

"I don't agree, | sinply don't agree,' Ellis said.
"W could put
things right in a month if we chose. It only needs a

pennyworth of

pl uck. Look at Anritsar. Look how they caved in
after that. Dyer

knew the stuff to give them Poor old Dyer! That
was a dirty job.

Those cowards in Engl and have got sonething to answer
for.'

There was a kind of sigh fromthe others, the sane
sigh that a

gat hering of Roman Catholics will give at the nention
of Bl oody

Mary. Even M Macgregor, who detested bl oodshed and
martial |aw,

shook his head at the nane of Dyer

" Ah, poor man! Sacrificed to the Paget MP.s. Wll,
per haps t hey



wi |l discover their mstake when it is too late.'

"My old governor used to tell a story about that,'
said Westfield.

"There was an old havildar in a native

regi ment - - somreone asked him

what'd happen if the British left India. The old
chap said--'

Fl ory pushed back his chair and stood up. It nust
not, it could

not--no, it sinply should not go on any |longer! He
nmust get out of

this room qui ckly, before sonething happened inside
hi s head and he

began to smash the furniture and throw bottles at the
pi ctures.

Dul | boozing witless porkers! Was it possible that
they could go

on week after week, year after year, repeating word
for word the

same evil-mnded drivel, like a parody of a
fifth-rate story in

Bl ackwood' s? Wbul d none of them EVER think of

anyt hing new to say?

Ch, what a place, what people! Wat a civilization
is this of

ours--this godless civilization founded on whi sky,
Bl ackwood' s and

the 'Bonzo' pictures! God have mercy on us, for al
of us are part

of it.

Flory did not say any of this, and he was at sone
pai ns not to show

it in his face. He was standing by his chair, a
little sidelong to

the others, with the half-snmile of a man who is never
sure of his

popul arity.

"I"'mafraid | shall have to be off,' he said. 'I've
got sone



things to see to before breakfast, unfortunately.'

'Stay and have another spot, old man,' said
Westfield. 'Mrning' s
young. Have a gin. Gve you an appetite.

'No, thanks, | nust be going. Come on, Flo.
Cood- bye, Ms
Lackersteen. Good-bye, everybody.'

'Exit Booker Washington, the niggers' pal,' said
Ellis as Flory

di sappeared. Ellis could always be counted on to say
sonet hi ng

di sagr eeabl e about anyone who had just left the room
' Cone to see

Very-sliny, | suppose. O else sloped off to avoid
payi ng a round

of drinks.'

'"Ch, he's not a bad chap,' Westfield said. 'Says
sone Bol shi e

t hi ngs sonetinmes. Don't suppose he neans hal f of
them'

"Ch, a very good fellow, of course,' said M
Macgregor. Every

European in India is ex-officio, or rather ex-colore,
a good

fellow, until he has done sonething quite outrageous.
It is an

honorary rank.

'"He's a bit TOO Bol shie for nmy taste. | can't bear a
fell ow who

pals up with the natives. | shouldn't wonder if he's
got a lick of

the tar-brush hinself. It might explain that black

mark on his

face. Piebald. And he |ooks like a yellow belly,
with that black

hair, and skin the colour of a lenon.'



There was sone desultory scandal about Flory, but not
much, because

M Macgregor did not like scandal. The Europeans
stayed in the

C ub I ong enough for one nore round of drinks. M
Macgregor told

hi s anecdote about Prone, which could be produced in
al nost any

context. And then the conversation veered back to
the ol d, never-

pal | i ng subject--the insolence of the natives, the
supi neness of

t he Government, the dear dead days when the British
Raj WAS the

British Raj and please give the bearer fifteen

| ashes. This topic

was never let alone for long, partly because of
Ellis's obsession.

Besi des, you could forgive the Europeans a great deal
of their

bitterness. Living and worki ng anmong Orientals woul d
try the

temper of a saint. And all of them the officials
particul arly,

knew what it was to be baited and insulted. Al nost
every day, when

Westfield or M Macgregor or even Maxwel | went down
the street, the

H gh School boys, with their young, yell ow
faces--faces snmooth as

gold coins, full of that nmaddeni ng contenpt that sits
so naturally

on the Mngolian face--sneered at them as they went
past, sometines

hooted after themw th hyena-like laughter. The life
of the Angl o-

Indian officials is not all jam |In confortless
canps, in

sweltering offices, in gloony dakbungal ows smelling
of dust and

earth-oil, they earn, perhaps, the right to be a
littl e disagreeable.



It was getting on for ten now, and hot beyond
bearing. Flat, clear

drops of sweat gathered on everyone's face, and on
the men's bare

forearns. A danp patch was grow ng | arger and | arger
in the back

of M Macgregor's silk coat. The glare outside
seened to soak

somehow t hrough the green-chi cked wi ndows, making
one's eyes ache

and filling one's head with stuffiness. Everyone

t hought with

mal ai se of his stodgy breakfast, and of the I|ong,
deadl y hours that

were coming. M Macgregor stood up with a sigh and
adj usted his

spect acl es, which had slipped down his sweating nose.

"Alas that such a festive gathering should end,' he
said. 'l rmust

get home to breakfast. The cares of Enpire. |Is
anybody com ng ny

way? My man is waiting with the car.'

'Ch, thank you,' said Ms Lackersteen; 'if you'd take
Tom and ne.
What a relief not to have to walk in this heat!"’

The others stood up. Westfield stretched his arns
and yawned

t hrough his nose. 'Better get a nove on, | suppose.
Co to sleep

if I sit here any longer. Think of stewing in that
of fice all day!

Baskets of papers. Ch Lord!’

"Don't forget tennis this evening, everyone,' said
Ellis.

"Maxwel |, you lazy devil, don't you skulk out of it
agai n. Down

here with your racquet at four-thirty sharp.'

' Apres vous, madane,' said M Macgregor gallantly, at



t he door.
'Lead on, Macduff,' said Westfield.

They went out into the glaring white sunlight. The
heat rolled

fromthe earth like the breath of an oven. The
flowers, oppressive

to the eyes, blazed with not a petal stirring, in a
debauch of sun

The glare sent a weariness through one's bones.
There was

somet hing horrible init--horrible to think of that
bl ue, blinding

sky, stretching on and on over Burma and |India, over
Si am

Canbodi a, China, cloudless and interminable. The
pl ates of M

Macgregor's waiting car were too hot to touch. The
evil tinme of

day was beginning, the time, as the Burnmese say,
"when feet are

silent'. Hardly a living creature stirred, except
nmen, and the

bl ack colums of ants, stinmulated by the heat, which
mar ched

ri bbon-1ike across the path, and the tail-Iless

vul tures which

soared on the currents of the air.

Flory turned to the left outside the Cub gate and
started down the

bazaar road, under the shade of the peepul trees. A
hundred yards

away there was a swirl of nusic, where a squad of
Mlitary

Pol i cenen, | ank Indians in greenish khaki, were

mar chi ng back to



their lines with a GQurkha boy pl ayi ng the bagpi pes
ahead of them

Flory was going to see Dr Veraswam . The doctor's
house was a | ong

bungal ow of earth-oiled wood, standing on piles, with
a |l arge

unkenpt garden whi ch adjoined that of the Cub. The
back of the

house was towards the road, for it faced the

hospi tal, which |ay

between it and the river.

As Flory entered the compound there was a frightened
squawk of

worren and a scurrying within the house. Evidently he
had narrow y

m ssed seeing the doctor's wife. He went round to
the front of the

house and called up to the veranda:

"Doctor! Are you busy? May | come up?

The doctor, a little black and white figure, popped
fromw thin the

house like a jack-in-the-box. He hurried to the
veranda rail,

excl ai med effusively:

"I'f you may come up! O course, of course, cone up
this instant!

Ah, M Flory, how very delightful to see you! Cone
up, comne up.

What drink will you have? | have whi sky, beer
vernout h and ot her

European liquors. Ah, ny dear friend, how | have
been pining for

sone cultured conversation!'’

The doctor was a small, black, plunp man with fuzzy
hair and round,

credul ous eyes. He wore steel-rimred spectacles, and
he was

dressed in a badly fitting white drill suit, with



trousers baggi ng

concertina-like over clunmsy black boots. Hi s voice
was eager and

bubbling, with a hissing of the s's. As Flory cane
up the steps

t he doctor popped back to the end of the veranda and
rumaged in a

big tin ice-chest, rapidly pulling out bottles of al
descri ptions.

The veranda was wi de and dark, with | ow eaves from
whi ch baskets of

fern hung, making it seemlike a cave behind a

wat erfal | of

sunlight. It was furnished with |ong, cane-bottoned
chairs made in
the jail, and at one end there was a book-case

cont ai ni ng a rather

unappetizing little library, mainly books of essays,
of the

Emer son- Car |l yl e- St evenson type. The doctor, a great
reader, |iked

hi s books to have what he called a 'noral meaning'.

"Well, doctor,' said Flory--the doctor had neanwhile
thrust him

into a long chair, pulled out the leg-rests so that
he could lie

down, and put cigarettes and beer within reach
"Well, doctor, and

how are things? How s the British Enpire? Sick of
t he pal sy as

usual ?'

'Aha, M Flory, she iss very low, very low G ave
conpl i cations

setting in. Septicaem a, peritonitis and paral ysis
of the gangli a.

W shall have to call in the specialists, | fear
Aha!"

It was a joke between the two nen to pretend that the
British
Empire was an aged fenal e patient of the doctor's.



The doctor had
enjoyed this joke for two years wi thout growi ng tired
of it.

" Ah, doctor,' said Flory, supine in the |long chair,
"what a joy to

be here after that bloody Cub. Wen I come to your
house | fee

i ke a Nonconform st mnister dodging up to town and
goi ng hone

with a tart. Such a glorious holiday from THEM - - he
noti oned with

one heel in the direction of the Cub--'fromny

bel oved fel | ow

Enpire-builders. British prestige, the white man's
burden, the

pukka sahi b sans peur et sans reproche--you know
Such a relief to

be out of the stink of it for alittle while.'

"My friend, ny friend, now cone, cone, please! That
i ss

out rageous. You rust not say such things of

honour abl e Engli sh

gent | emen!’

"You don't have to listen to the honourabl e gentl enen
t al ki ng,

doctor. | stood it as long as | could this norning.
Ellis with

his "dirty nigger", Westfield with his jokes,
Macgregor with his

Latin tags and pl ease give the bearer fifteen | ashes.
But when

they got on to that story about the old havildar--you
know, the

dear old havildar who said that if the British left
India there

woul dn't be a rupee or a virgin between--you know,
well, | couldn't

stand it any longer. |It's time that old havildar was
put on the

retired list. He's been saying the sane thing ever



since the
Jubilee in 'eighty-seven.'

The doctor grew agitated, as he always did when Flory
criticized

the Cub nenmbers. He was standing with his plunp
whi t e-cl ad behi nd

bal anced agai nst the veranda rail, and sonetines
gesti cul ati ng.

When searching for a word he would nip his black
t hunb and

forefinger together, as though to capture an idea
floating in the

air.

"But truly, truly, M Flory, you must not speak so!
Wiy iss it

t hat al ways you are abusing the pukka sahi bs, ass you
call then®

They are the salt of the earth. Consider the great

t hi ngs t hey

have done--consider the great adm nistrators who have
made British

India what it iss. Consider Cive, Warren Hasti ngs,
Dal housi e,

Curzon. They were such nen--1 quote your inmmorta
Shakespear e- -

ass, take themfor all in all, we shall not | ook upon
their like

agai n!'

"Well, do you want to | ook upon their |ike again?
don't.'

" And consider how noble a type iss the English

gentl eman! Their

glorious loyalty to one another! The public schoo
spirit! Even

t hose of them whose manner iss unfortunate--sone
Engl i shnen are

arrogant, | concede--have the great, sterling
qualities that we

Oientals lack. Beneath their rough exterior, their



hearts are of
gold.’

"OF gilt, shall we say? There's a kind of spurious
good-fel | owshi p

between the English and this country. It's a
tradition to booze

toget her and swap neals and pretend to be friends,

t hough we all

hate each other |ike poison. Hanging together, we
call it. It's

a political necessity. O course drink is what keeps
t he machi ne

going. W should all go mad and kill one another in
a week if it

weren't for that. There's a subject for one of your
uplift

essayi sts, doctor. Booze as the cenent of enpire.’

The doctor shook his head. 'Really, M Flory, | know
not what it

i ss that hass made you so cynical. It iss so nost
unsui t abl e!

You--an English gentleman of high gifts and
character--to be

uttering seditious opinions that are worthy of the
Bur nese

Patriot!'

"Seditious? Flory said. 'I'Mnot seditious.

don't want the

Burmans to drive us out of this country. God forbid!
I"mhere to

make noney, |ike everyone else. Al | object tois
the sliny white
man' s burden humbug. The pukka sahib pose. I1t's so

boring. Even
t hose bl oody fools at the Cub m ght be better
conpany if we
weren't all of us living a lie the whole tine.'

"But, ny dear friend, what lie are you living?



"Way, of course, the lie that we're here to uplift
our poor bl ack

brothers instead of to rob them | suppose it's a
nat ural enough

l[ie. But it corrupts us, it corrupts us in ways you
can't imagi ne.

There's an everlasting sense of being a sneak and a
l'iar that

torments us and drives us to justify oursel ves night
and day. It's

at the bottom of half our beastliness to the natives.
W Angl o-

I ndi ans coul d be al nost bearable if we'd only admit
that we're

t hi eves and go on thieving wthout any hunbug.'

The doctor, very pleased, nipped his thunb and
forefinger together.

' The weakness of your argunent, ny dear friend,' he
sai d, beam ng

at his own irony, 'the weakness appears to be, that
you are NOT

t hi eves.'

' Now, my dear doctor--'

Flory sat up in the long chair, partly because his
prickly heat

had just stabbed himin the back Iike a thousand
needl es, partly

because his favourite argument with the doctor was
about to begin.

Thi s argunent, vaguely political in nature, took
pl ace as often as

the two men net. It was a topsy-turvy affair, for
t he Engl i shman

was bitterly anti-English and the Indian fanatically
loyal. Dr

Veraswan had a passionate adniration for the
Engl i sh, which a

t housand snubs from Engli shmen had not shaken. He
woul d nai ntain

with positive eagerness that he, as an Indian,



bel onged to an

i nferior and degenerate race. Hs faith in British
justice was so

great that even when, at the jail, he had to
superintend a fl ogging

or a hanging, and would cone horme with his black face
faded grey

and dose hinmself with whisky, his zeal did not
falter. Flory's

sedi tious opinions shocked him but they al so gave
hima certain

shudderi ng pl easure, such as a pious believer wll
take in hearing

the Lord' s Prayer repeated backwards.

"My dear doctor,' said Flory, 'how can you nake out
that we are in

this country for any purpose except to steal? It's
so sinmple. The

official holds the Burman down whil e the businessnman
goes through

his pockets. Do you suppose ny firm for instance,
could get its

timber contracts if the country weren't in the hands
of the

British? O the other tinber firms, or the oi
conpani es, or the

m ners and planters and traders? How could the Rice
Ri ng go on

skinning the unfortunate peasant if it hadn't the
Gover nment behi nd

it? The British Enpire is sinply a device for giving
trade

nmonopolies to the English--or rather to gangs of Jews
and

Scot chren. '

"My friend, it iss pathetic to me to hear you talk
so. It iss

truly pathetic. You say you are here to trade? O
course you are.

Coul d the Burnese trade for thensel ves? Can they
make machi nery,



shi ps, railways, roads? They are hel pl ess wi t hout
you. \What woul d

happen to the Burmese forests if the English were not
here? They

woul d be sold i Mmediately to the Japanese, who woul d
gut them and

ruin them Instead of which, in your hands, actually
they are

i mproved. And while your businessnmen devel op the
resources of our

country, your officials are civilizing us, elevating
us to their

level, frompure public spirit. It is a magnificent
record of

sel f-sacrifice.'

' Bosh, ny dear doctor. W teach the young nen to
drink whi sky and

play football, | adnmit, but precious little else.
Look at our

school s--factories for cheap clerks. W' ve never
taught a single

useful manual trade to the Indians. W daren't;
frightened of the

conpetition in industry. W' ve even crushed various
i ndustri es.

Wiere are the Indian nuslins now? Back in the
forties or

t hereabouts they were buil ding sea-going ships in
I ndia, and

manni ng themas well. Now you couldn't build a
seawort hy fi shing
boat there. In the eighteenth century the Indians

cast guns that

were at any rate up to the European standard. Now,
after we've

been in India a hundred and fifty years, you can't
make so nuch as

a brass cartridge-case in the whole continent. The
only Eastern

races that have devel oped at all quickly are the

i ndependent ones.

I won't instance Japan, but take the case of Siam-'



The doctor waved his hand excitedly. He always
interrupted the

argunent at this point (for as arule it followed the
same course

al nrost word for word), finding that the case of Siam
hanpered him

"My friend, ny friend, you are forgetting the
Oiental character.

How i ss it possible to have devel oped us, with our
apat hy and

superstition? At |east you have brought to us |aw
and order.

The unswerving British Justice and the Pax
Britannica.'

"Pox Britannica, doctor, Pox Britannica is its proper
name. And in

any case, whomis it pax for? The noney-I|ender and
the | awer. O

course we keep the peace in India, in our own

i nterest, but what

does all this law and order business boil down to?
More banks and

nore prisons--that's all it neans.'

"What nonstrous nisrepresentations!' cried the
doctor. 'Are not

prissons necessary? And have you brought us not hi ng
but prissons?

Consi der Burma in the days of Thibaw, with dirt and
torture and

i gnorance, and then | ook around you. Look nerely out
of this

ver anda- -1 ook at that hospital, and over to the right
at that

school and that police station. Look at the whole
uprush of nodern

progress!'

"OfF course | don't deny,' Flory said, 'that we
noderni ze this



country in certain ways. W can't help doing so. In
fact, before

we've finished we'll have wecked the whol e Burnese
nati onal

culture. But we're not civilizing them we're only
r ubbi ng our

dirt onto them \ere's it going to lead, this
uprush of nodern

progress, as you call it? Just to our own dear old
swi nery of

granmophones and billycock hats. Sonetimes | think
that in two

hundred years all this--' he waved a foot towards the
hori zon--" al

this will be gone--forests, villages, nonasteries,
pagodas al |

vani shed. And instead, pink villas fifty yards
apart; all over

those hills, as far as you can see, villa after
villa, with all the

granophones pl aying the same tune. And all the
forests shaved

flat--chewed into wood-pulp for the News of the
Wrld, or sawn up

i nto granophone cases. But the trees avenge

t henmsel ves, as the old

chap says in The WId Duck. You've read |bsen, of
course?

"Ah, no, M Flory, alas! That mghty master-m nd
your inspired

Bernard Shaw hass called him It iss a pleasure to
conme. But, ny

friend, what you do not see iss that your
civilization at its very

worst iss for us an advance. G anophones, billycock
hats, the News

of the Wrld--all iss better than the horrible sloth
of the

Oiental. | see the British, even the least inspired
of them
ass--ass--' the doctor searched for a phrase, and

f ound one t hat



probably cane from Stevenson--'ass torchbearers upon
t he path of
progress."'

"I don't. | see themas a kind of up-to-date,

hygi enic, self-

satisfied | ouse. Creeping round the world building
prisons. They

build a prison and call it progress,' he added rather
regretful ly--

for the doctor would not recognize the allusion.

"My friend, positively you are harping upon the
subj ect of

prissons! Consider that there are al so other

achi evenments of your

countrynen. They construct roads, they irrigate
deserts, they

conquer fam nes, they build schools, they set up
hospital s, they

conbat pl ague, cholera, |eprosy, smallpox, venerea
di sease--'

' Havi ng brought it thenmselves,' put in Flory.

"No, sir!' returned the doctor, eager to claimthis
di stinction for

his own countrymen. 'No, sir, it wass the Indians
who i ntroduced

venereal disease into this country. The Indians

i ntroduce

di seases, and the English cure them THERE iss the
answer to all

your pessim sm and seditiousness.’

"Well, doctor, we shall never agree. The fact is
that you like al

this nodern progress business, whereas |'d rather see
things a

little bit septic. Burma in the days of Thi baw woul d
have suited

me better, | think. And as | said before, if we are
a civilizing



influence, it's only to grab on a larger scale. W
shoul d chuck it
qui ckly enough if it didn't pay.'

"My friend, you do not think that. |If truly you
di sapprove of the

British Enpire, you would not be talking of it
privately here. You

woul d be proclaimng fromthe house-tops. | know
your character,

M Flory, better than you know it yourself.'

"Sorry, doctor; | don't go in for proclaimng from

t he houset ops.

| haven't the guts. | "counsel ignoble ease", |ike
old Belial in

Paradi se Lost. |It's safer. You' ve got to be a pukka
sahi b or die,

inthis country. |In fifteen years |I've never talked

honestly to

anyone except you. M talks here are a safety-valve;
alittle

Bl ack Mass on the sly, if you understand ne.'

At this nonment there was a desolate wailing noise
outside. dd

Mattu, the H ndu durwan who | ooked after the European
church, was

standing in the sunlight bel ow the veranda. He was
an old fever-

stricken creature, nore |like a grasshopper than a
human bei ng, and

dressed in a few square inches of dingy rag. He
lived near the

church in a hut nade of flattened kerosene tins, from
whi ch he

woul d sonetinmes hurry forth at the appearance of a
Eur opean, to

sal aam deeply and wail sonething about his 'talab',
whi ch was

ei ghteen rupees a nonth. Looking piteously up at the
veranda, he

massaged the earth-col oured skin of his belly with



one hand, and

with the other made the nmotion of putting food into
his nouth. The

doctor felt in his pocket and dropped a four-anna
pi ece over the

veranda rail. He was notorious for his

sof t - heart edness, and all

t he beggars in Kyauktada made himtheir target.

'Behol d there the degeneracy of the East,' said the
doct or,

pointing to Mattu, who was doubling hinself up like a
caterpillar

and uttering grateful whines. 'Look at the

wr et chedness of hiss

linbs. The calves of hiss legs are not so thick ass
an

Engli shman's wists. Look at hiss abjectness and
servility. Look

at hiss ignorance--such ignorance ass iss not known

i n Europe

outside a hone for nental defectives. Once | asked
Mattu to tell

me hiss age. "Sahib," he said, "I believe that | am
ten years

old." How can you pretend, M Flory, that you are
not the natural

superior of such creatures?

'Poor old Mattu, the uprush of nodern progress seens
to have m ssed
hi m somehow,' Flory said, throw ng another four-anna
pi ece over the

rail. 'Go on, Mattu, spend that on booze. Be as
degenerate as you
can. It all postpones Ut opia.'

'"Aha, M Flory, sonetinmes | think that all you say

i ss but to--what

iss the expression?--pull nmy leg. The English sense
of hunour. W

Oiental s have no humour, ass iss well known.'



"Lucky devils. It's been the ruin of us, our bl oody
sense of

hunour.' He yawned with his hands behind his head.
Mattu had

shanbl ed away after further grateful noises. 'l
suppose | ought to

be going before this cursed sun gets too high. The
heat's going to

be devilish this year, | feel it in my bones. Well
doctor, we've

been arguing so nuch that | haven't asked for your
news. | only

got in fromthe jungle yesterday. | ought to go back
the day after
tomorrow -don't know whether | shall. Has anything

been happeni ng
i n Kyauktada? Any scandal s?'

The doctor | ooked suddenly serious. He had taken off
hi s spect acl es,

and his face, with dark liquid eyes, recalled that of
a bl ack

retriever dog. He |ooked away, and spoke in a
slightly nore

hesi tant tone than before.

'"That fact iss, ny friend, there iss a nost
unpl easant busi ness

afoot. You will perhaps |augh--it sounds

not hi ng--but I amin

serious trouble. O rather, | amin danger of
trouble. It iss an

under ground busi ness. You Europeans w |l never hear
of it

directly. 1In this place'--he waved a hand towards

the bazaar- -

"there iss perpetual conspiracies and plottings of
whi ch you do not

hear. But to us they nean much.'

'What ' s been happening, then?'

"It iss this. An intrigue iss brewing against nme. A



nost serious
intrigue which iss intended to bl acken my character

and ruin ny

of ficial career. Ass an Englishman you will not
under st and t hese

things. | have incurred the ennmity of a man you

probably do not

know, U Po Kyin, the Sub-divisional Mugistrate. He
i ss a nost

dangerous man. The danmage that he can do to ne iss
i ncal cul abl e."’

"U Po Kyin? Wich one is that?

'"The great fat nman with many teeth. Hi ss house iss
down the road
there, a hundred yards away.'

"Ch, that fat scoundrel? | know himwell.'

'"No, no, ny friend, no, no!' exclained the doctor
quite eagerly;

"it cannot be that you know him Only an Orienta
coul d know him

You, an English gentleman, cannot sink your mnd to
the depth of

such ass U Po Kyin. He iss nore than a scoundrel, he
i ss--what

shall | say? W rds fail me. He recalls to ne a
crocodil e in human

shape. He hass the cunning of the crocodile, its
cruelty, its

bestiality. If you knew the record of that man! The
outrages he

hass committed! The extortions, the briberies! The
girls he hass

rui ned, raping thembefore the very eyes of their
not hers!  Ah, an

Engli sh gentl enman cannot imagi ne such a character.
And thiss iss

the man who hass taken hiss oath to ruin ne.’

"I"ve heard a good deal about U Po Kyin from various



sour ces, '

Flory said. 'He seens a fair sanple of a Burnese
magi strate

A Burman told ne that during the war U Po Kyin was at
wor kK

recruiting, and he raised a battalion fromhis own
illegitimte

sons. |Is that true?

"It could hardly be so,' said the doctor, 'for they
woul d not have

been ol d enough. But of hiss villainy there iss no
doubt. And now

he iss determ ned upon ruining me. 1In the first

pl ace he hates ne

because | know too nuch about him and besides, he
i ss the eneny of

any reasonably honest man. He will proceed--such iss
the practice
of such men--by calumy. He will spread reports

about me--reports

of the nost appalling and untrue descriptions.
Al ready he iss

begi nning them'

"But woul d anyone believe a fellow |like that against
you? He's
only a | ondown nagi strate. You're a high official.’

"Ah, M Flory, you do not understand Orienta
cunning. U Po Kyin

hass rui ned higher officials than I. He will know
ways to make

hi nsel f believed. And therefore--ah, it iss a
difficult business!'

The doctor took a step or two up and down the
veranda, poli shing

his glasses with his handkerchief. It was clear that
there was

somet hi ng nore which delicacy prevented himfrom
saying. For a

nmonent his manner was so troubled that Flory woul d



have liked to

ask whether he could not help in sone way, but he did
not, for he

knew t he usel essness of interfering in Oienta
quarrels. No

Eur opean ever gets to the bottom of these quarrels;
there is al ways

somet hi ng i nmpervi ous to the European mnd, a

conspi racy behind the

conspiracy, a plot within the plot. Besides, to keep
out of

"native' quarrels is one of the Ten Precepts of the
pukka sahi b.

He said doubtfully:

"What is a difficult business?

"It iss, if only--ah, my friend, you will |augh at

me, | fear. But

it iss this: if only | were a nenber of your European
Cub! If

only! How different would ny position be!'’

'The Cub? Wy? How would that help you?'

"My friend, in these matters prestige iss everything.
It iss not

that U Po Kyin will attack me openly; he would never
dare; it iss
that he will |ibel me and backbite nme. And whet her

he iss believed
or not depends entirely upon ny standing with the

Europeans. It

iss so that things happen in India. |If our prestige
i ss good, we

rise; if bad, we fall. A nod and a wink w I

acconpl i sh nore than

a thousand official reports. And you do not know
what prestige it

gives to an Indian to be a nmenber of the European
Cub. In the

Club, practically he ISS a European. No cal umy can
touch him



A O ub nenber iss sacrosanct.’

Fl ory | ooked away over the veranda rail. He had got
up as though
to go. It always made hi m ashaned and unconfortabl e

when it had to

be adm tted between themthat the doctor, because of
hi s bl ack

skin, could not be received in the Club. It is a

di sagreeabl e

thing when one's close friend is not one's soci al
equal ; but it is

a thing native to the very air of India.

' They might elect you at the next general neeting,'’
he said. 'l
don't say they will, but it's not inpossible.’

"I trust, M Flory, that you do not think |I am asking
you to

propose ne for the Cub? Heaven forbid! | know that
that iss

i npossible for you. Sinply | wass remarking that if

| were a

nmenber of the Club, | should be forthwith

i nvul nerabl e--"

Fl ory cocked his Terai hat |oosely on his head and
stirred Flo up

with his stick. She was asleep under the chair.
Flory felt very

unconfortable. He knew that in all probability, if
he had the

courage to face a fewrows with Ellis, he could
secure Dr

Veraswani's election to the Cub. And the doctor
after all, was

his friend, indeed, alnost the sole friend he had in
Burma. They

had tal ked and argued together a hundred tinmes, the
doctor had

di ned at his house, he had even proposed to introduce
Flory to his



wi fe--but she, a pious H ndu, had refused with
horror. They had

made shooting trips together--the doctor, equipped
with bandoliers

and hunting knives, panting up hillsides slippery

wi th banboo

| eaves and blazing his gun at nothing. In comon
decency it was

his duty to support the doctor. But he knew al so
that the doctor

woul d never ask for any support, and that there would
be an ugly

row before an Oriental was got into the Cub. No, he
coul d not

face that row It was not worth it. He said:

"To tell you the truth, there's been talk about this
al ready. They

were discussing it this norning, and that little
beast Ellis was

preaching his usual "dirty nigger" sernon. Macgregor
has suggest ed

el ecting one native menber. He's had orders to do
so, | imagine.'

"Yes, | heard that. W hear all these things. It
wass that that
put the idea into my head.'

"It's to come up at the general neeting in June.
don't know
what' || happen--it depends on Macgregor, | think

["1l give you ny

vote, but | can't do nore than that. |[|'msorry, but
| sinply

can't. You don't know the row there'll be. Very
likely they will

el ect you, but they'll do it as an unpl easant duty,

under protest.
They' ve made a perfect fetish of keeping this O ub
all-white, as
they call it.'



"OfF course, of course, ny friend! | understand
perfectly. Heaven

forbid that you should get into trouble with your
Eur opean friends

on ny behalf. Please, please, never to enbroi
yoursel f!  The nere

fact that you are known to be ny friend benefits ne
nore than you

can imagine. Prestige, M Flory, iss like a
baroneter. Every tine

you are seen to enter ny house the mercury rises half
a degree.'’

"Well, we nust try and keep it at "Set Fair". That's
about all |
can do for you, I'mafraid."'

"Even that iss nmuch, ny friend. And for that, there
i ss anot her

thing of which I would warn you, though you will

[ augh, | fear. It

i ss that you yourself should beware of U Po Kyin.
Bewar e of the

crocodile! For sure he will strike at you when he
knows that you

are befriending ne.'

"Al'l right, doctor, I'Il beware of the crocodile.
don't fancy he
can do ne nuch harm though."'

'"At least he will try. | knowhim It will be hiss
policy to

detach ny friends fromnme. Possibly he would even
dare to spread

hiss |ibels about you al so.'

' About ne? Good gracious, no one would believe
anyt hi ng agai nst

ME. CGivis Romanus sum |'m an Englishman--quite
above suspicion.'

'Nevert hel ess, beware of hiss calumies, my friend.



Do not

underrate him He will know how to strike at you

He iss a

crocodile. And like the crocodile'--the doctor

ni pped his thunmb

and finger inpressively; his imges becane nixed
sonetimes--'1like

the crocodile, he strikes always at the weakest spot!’

'"Do crocodiles always strike at the weakest spot,
doct or ?

Both men | aughed. They were intinmate enough to |augh
over the

doctor's queer English occasionally. Perhaps, at the
bottom of his

heart, the doctor was a little di sappointed that

Fl ory had not

prom sed to propose himfor the dub, but he would
have peri shed

rather than say so. And Flory was glad to drop the
subj ect, an

unconfortabl e one which he wi shed had never been

rai sed.

"Well, | really must be going, doctor. Good-bye in
case | don't

see you again. | hope it'll be all right at the
general neeting.

Macgregor's not a bad old stick. | dare say he'l

insist on their
el ecting you.'

"Let us hope so, ny friend. Wth that | can defy a
hundred U Po
Kyins. A thousand! Good-bye, ny friend, good-bye.'

Then Flory settled his Terai hat on his head and went
home across

the glaring maidan, to his breakfast, for which the

| ong norni ng of

drinki ng, smoking and tal king had |l eft himno
appetite.



Flory lay asl eep, naked except for black Shan
trousers, upon his

sweat - danp bed. He had been idling all day. He
spent approxi mately

three weeks of every nmonth in canp, coming into
Kyaukt ada for a few

days at a tinme, chiefly in order to idle, for he had
very little

clerical work to do

The bedroomwas a large square roomwi th white

pl aster walls, open

doorways and no ceiling, but only rafters in which
sparrows nest ed.

There was no furniture except the big four-poster
bed, with its

furled nmosquito net |ike a canopy, and a w cker table
and chair and

a small mrror; also some rough bookshel ves,
cont ai ni ng severa

hundred books, all nildewed by many rainy seasons and
riddl ed by

silver fish. A tuktoo clung to the wall, flat and
noti onl ess |ike

a heral dic dragon. Beyond the veranda eaves the
[ight rai ned down

like glistening white oil. Sone doves in a banboo
t hi cket kept up

a dull droning noise, curiously appropriate to the
heat - -a sl eepy

sound, but with the sl eepiness of chloroformrather
than a |ull aby.

Down at M Macgregor's bungal ow, two hundred yards
away, a durwan,

like a living clock, hamered four strokes on a
section of iron



rail. Ko S'la, Flory's servant, awakened by the
sound, went into

t he cookhouse, blew up the enbers of the woodfire and
boi |l ed the

kettle for tea. Then he put on his pink gaungbaung
and nuslin

i ngyi and brought the tea-tray to his naster's

bedsi de.

Ko S'la (his real nanme was Maung San H a; Ko S |a was
an

abbreviation) was a short, square-shoul dered,
rustic-1 ooki ng Burman

with a very dark skin and a harassed expression. He
wore a bl ack

noust ache whi ch curved downwards round his nouth, but
l'i ke nost

Burmans he was quite beardl ess. He had been Flory's
servant since

his first day in Burma. The two nmen were within a
nonth of one

another's age. They had been boys together, had
tranped side by

side after snipe and duck, sat together in machans
wai ting for

tigers that never cane, shared the disconforts of a
t housand canps

and marches; and Ko S'la had pinped for Flory and
borrowed noney

for himfromthe Chi nese noney-|enders, carried him
to bed when he

was drunk, tended himthrough bouts of fever. In Ko
S la' s eyes

Fl ory, because a bachel or, was a boy still; whereas
Ko S la had

married, begotten five children, married again and
becone one of

t he obscure martyrs of bigamy. Like all bachelors
servants, Ko

S la was lazy and dirty, and yet he was devoted to
Flory. He would

never | et anyone el se serve Flory at table, or carry
his gun or



hold his pony's head while he nounted. On the march

if they cane

to a stream he would carry Flory across on his back

He was

inclined to pity Flory, partly because he thought him
chi l di sh and

easily deceived, and partly because of the birthmark,
whi ch he

consi dered a dreadful thing.

Ko S'la put the tea-tray down on the table very
quietly, and then

went round to the end of the bed and tickled Flory's
toes. He knew

by experience that this was the only way of waking
Fl ory without

putting himin a bad tenper. Flory rolled over
swore, and pressed

his forehead into the pill ow.

' Four o'clock has struck, nost holy god,' Ko S'la
said. 'l have

brought two teacups, because THE WOMAN said that she
was com ng."'

THE WOMAN was Ma Ha May, Flory's nmistress. Ko S la
al ways call ed

her THE WOMAN, to show his disapproval --not that he
di sapproved of

Flory for keeping a mistress, but he was jeal ous of
Ma Ha May's

i nfluence in the house.

"WIl the holy one play tinnis this evening? Ko S la
asked.

"No, it's too hot,' said Flory in English. 'I don't
want anyt hi ng
to eat. Take this nmuck away and bring some whisky.'

Ko S'la understood English very well, though he could
not speak it.
He brought a bottle of whisky, and also Flory's



tenni s racquet,

which he laid in a neani ng manner agai nst the wal
opposite the

bed. Tennis, according to his notions, was a
nmysterious ritua

i ncumbent on all Englishnen, and he did not like to
see his naster

idling in the evenings.

Fl ory pushed away in disgust the toast and butter
that Ko S'la had

brought, but he m xed sone whisky in a cup of tea and
felt better

after drinking it. He had slept since noon, and his
head and al

hi s bones ached, and there was a taste |ike burnt
paper in his

mouth. It was years since he had enjoyed a neal.

Al'l European

food in Burma is nore or |ess disgusting--the bread
i s spongy stuff

| eavened with pal mtoddy and tasting |like a penny bun
gone wrong,

the butter conmes out of a tin, and so does the milk,
unless it is

the grey watery catlap of the dudh-wallah. As Ko
Slaleft the

roomthere was a scraping of sandals outside, and a
Burnese girl's

hi gh-pi tched voice said, 'Is ny master awake?

"Come in,' said Flory rather bad tenperedly.

Ma Ha May cane in, kicking off red-lacquered sandal s
in the

doorway. She was allowed to cone to tea, as a
speci al privil ege,

but not to other meals, nor to wear her sandals in
her master's

pr esence.

Mo Ha May was a wonan of twenty-two or -three, and
per haps five



feet tall. She was dressed in a longyi of pale blue
enbr oi der ed

Chi nese satin, and a starched white nuslin ingyi on
whi ch severa

gol d | ockets hung. Her hair was coiled in a tight
bl ack cyl i nder

i ke ebony, and decorated with jasmine flowers. Her
tiny,

straight, slender body was a contourless as a
bas-relief carved

upon a tree. She was like a doll, with her oval
still face the

col our of new copper, and her narrow eyes; an

out | andi sh doll and

yet a grotesquely beautiful one. A scent of

sandal wood and coco-

nut oil came into the roomw th her

Ma Ha May canme across to the bed, sat down on the
edge and put her

arnms rather abruptly round Flory. She snelled at his
cheek with

her flat nose, in the Burnese fashion

"Way did ny master not send for ne this afternoon?
she sai d.

"I was sleeping. It is too hot for that kind of
t hi ng. "

'So you would rather sleep alone than with Ma H a
May? How ugly
you must think me, then! Am1l ugly, master?

'Go away,' he said, pushing her back. 'l don't want
you at this
time of day.'

"At least touch me with your lips, then. (There is
no Burnmese word
for to kiss.) Al white nen do that to their wonen.'

' There you are, then. Now |l eave nme alone. Fetch



some cigarettes
and give me one.'

"Way is it that nowadays you never want to nake | ove
to ne? Ah,

two years ago it was so different! You loved nme in
t hose days.

You gave nme presents of gold bangles and silk |ongyis
from

Mandal ay. And now | ook' --Ma H a May hel d out one
tiny muslin-clad

arm-'not a single bangle. Last month | had thirty,
and now al | of

them are pawned. How can | go to the bazaar wi thout
ny bangl es,

and wearing the sane | ongyi over and over agai n?

am ashaned

before the ot her wonen.'

"Is it ny fault if you pawn your bangl es?

'Two years ago you woul d have redeened them for ne.
Ah, you do not
love Mo Ha May any |onger!'’

She put her arms round himagain and kissed him a
Eur opean habit

whi ch he had taught her. A ningled scent of

sandal wood, garlic,

coco-nut oil and the jasnine in her hair floated from
her. It was

a scent that always made his teeth tingle. Rather
abstractedly he

pressed her head back upon the pillow and | ooked down
at her queer,

yout hful face, with its high cheekbones, stretched
eyel ids and

short, shapely lips. She had rather nice teeth, like
the teeth of

a kitten. He had bought her from her parents two
years ago, for

three hundred rupees. He began to stroke her brown
throat, rising



|li ke a snmooth, slender stalk fromthe coll arl ess
i ngyi .

"You only like ne because | ama white man and have
noney, ' he
sai d.

"Master, | love you, | love you nore than anything in
the worl d.

Why do you say that? Have | not always been faithfu
to you?

'You have a Burnese | over.'

"Ugh!" Ma Ha May affected to shudder at the

t hought. ' To think

of their horrible brown hands, touching ne! | should
dieif a

Bur man touched ne!'’

"Liar.'

He put his hand on her breast. Privately, Ma H a My
did not |ike

this, for it rem nded her that her breasts

exi sted--the ideal of a

Bur nese worman being to have no breasts. She lay and
et himdo as

he wi shed with her, quite passive yet pleased and
faintly smling,

like a cat which allows one to stroke it. Flory's
enbr aces neant

nothing to her (Ba Pe, Ko S la's younger brother, was
secretly her

| over), yet she was bitterly hurt when he negl ected

t hem

Soneti mes she had even put love-philtres in his food.
It was the

idle concubine's life that she loved, and the visits
to her village

dressed in all her finery, when she could boast of
her position as

a 'bo-kadaw --a white man's wife; for she had



per suaded everyone,
hersel f included, that she was Flory's legal wfe.

When Fl ory had done with her he turned away, jaded
and ashaned, and

lay silent with his left hand covering his birthmark.
He al ways

renmenbered the birthmark when he had done sonet hi ng
to be ashamed

of. He buried his face disgustedly in the pillow,
whi ch was danp

and smelt of coco-nut oil. It was horribly hot, and
t he doves
outside were still droning. M H a My, naked,

reclined beside

Flory, fanning himgently with a wi cker fan she had
taken fromthe

t abl e.

Presently she got up and dressed hersel f, and |ighted
a cigarette.

Then, coming back to the bed, she sat down and began
st roki ng

Flory's bare shoulder. The whiteness of his skin had
a fascination

for her, because of its strangeness and the sense of
power it gave

her. But Flory twitched his shoul der to shake her
hand away. At

these times she was nauseating and dreadful to him
Hi s sole w sh

was to get her out of his sight.

'"CGet out,' he said.

Ma H a May took her cigarette from her nouth and
tried to offer it

to Flory. "Wy is master always so angry with ne
when he has nade

love to ne?" she said.

'CGet out,' he repeated.



Ma Ha May continued to stroke Flory's shoul der. She
had never

| earned the wi sdom of |eaving himalone at these
tines. She

bel i eved that | echery was a formof wtchcraft,

gi ving a wonan

magi cal powers over a man, until in the end she could
weaken himto

a half-idiotic slave. Each successive enbrace sapped
Flory's will

and nmade the spell stronger--this was her belief.

She began

tormenting himto begin over again. She |laid down
her cigarette

and put her arms round him trying to turn him
towards her and ki ss

his averted face, reproaching himfor his col dness.

'CGo away, go away!' he said angrily. 'Look in the
pocket of ny
shorts. There is noney there. Take five rupees and

go.'

Ma Ha May found the five-rupee note and stuffed it
into the bosom

of her ingyi, but she still would not go. She
hovered about the

bed, worrying Flory until at |ast he grew angry and

j unped up.

"CGet out of this room | told you to go. | don't
want you in here
after 1've done with you.'

"That is a nice way to speak to ne! You treat ne as
t hough | were
a prostitute.’

'So you are. Qut you go,' he said, pushing her out
of the room by

her shoul ders. He kicked her sandal s after her
Their encounters

often ended in this way.



Flory stood in the mddle of the room yawning.
Shoul d he go down

to the Club for tennis after all? No, it nmeant
shavi ng, and he

could not face the effort of shaving until he had a
few drinks

inside him He felt his scrubby chin and | ounged
across to the

mrror to examne it, but then turned away. He did
not want to see

the yell ow, sunken face that woul d | ook back at him
For several

m nut es he stood sl ack-1inbed, watching the tuktoo
stalk a noth

above the bookshelves. The cigarette that Ma H a My
had dr opped

burned down with an acrid snell, browning the paper
Flory took a

book fromthe shelves, opened it and then threw it
away in

di staste. He had not even the energy to read. ©Ch
God, CGod, what

to do with the rest of this bloody eveni ng?

Fl o waddl ed into the room wagging her tail and
asking to be taken

for a walk. Flory went sulkily into the little
stone-f| oor ed

bat hroom t hat gave on to the bedroom spl ashed
hinself with

| ukewar m wat er and put on his shirt and shorts. He
nust take some

ki nd of exercise before the sun went down. In India
it is in sone

way evil to spend a day without being once in a
muck-sweat. It

gi ves one a deeper sense of sin than a thousand

| echeries. In the

dark evening, after a quite idle day, one's ennu
reaches a pitch

that is frantic, suicidal. Wrk, prayer, books,
drinki ng, talking--



they are all powerless against it; it can only be
sweat ed out
t hrough the pores of the skin.

Fl ory went out and followed the road uphill into the
jungle. It

was scrub jungle at first, with dense stunted bushes,
and the only

trees were half-wld mangoes, bearing little
turpentiny fruits the

size of plums. Then the road struck among taller
trees. The

jungle was dried-up and lifeless at this tinme of
year. The trees

lined the road in close, dusty ranks, with | eaves a
dull olive-

green. No birds were visible except sonme ragged
brown creatures

i ke di sreputable thrushes, which hopped clunsily
under the bushes;

in the distance some other bird uttered a cry of 'AH
ha ha! AH ha

ha!'--a lonely, hollow sound like the echo of a

| augh. There was a

poi sonous, ivy-like snell of crushed leaves. It was
still hot,

t hough the sun was losing its glare and the slanting
[ight was
yel | ow.

After two nmiles the road ended at the ford of a

shal | ow stream

The jungl e grew greener here, because of the water,
and the trees

were taller. At the edge of the streamthere was a
huge dead

pyi nkado tree festooned with spidery orchids, and
there were sone

wild lime bushes with white waxen flowers. They had
a sharp scent

i ke berganot. Flory had wal ked fast and the sweat
had drenched

his shirt and dribbled, stinging, into his eyes. He



had sweat ed

hinself into a better nmbod. Also, the sight of this
stream al ways

heartened him its water was quite clear, rarest of
sights in a

mry country. He crossed the stream by the stepping
stones, Flo

spl ashing after him and turned into a narrow track
he knew, which

| ed through the bushes. It was a track that cattle
had made,

coming to the streamto drink, and few human bei ngs
ever followed

it. It led to a pool fifty yards upstream Here a
peepul tree

grew, a great buttressed thing six feet thick, woven
of innunerable

strands of wood, |like a wooden cable tw sted by a
giant. The roots

of the tree nade a natural cavern, under which the
cl ear greenish

wat er bubbl ed. Above and all around dense foliage
shut out the

light, turning the place into a green grotto walled
with | eaves.

Flory threw off his clothes and stepped into the
water. |t was a

shade cooler than the air, and it came up to his neck
when he sat

down. Shoals of silvery mahseer, no bigger than
sardi nes, cane

nosi ng and ni bbling at his body. Flo had al so

fl opped into the

water, and she swamround silently, otter-like, with
her webbed

feet. She knew the pool well, for they often cane
here when Flory

was at Kyaukt ada.

There was a stirring high up in the peepul tree, and
a bubbling
noi se like pots boiling. A flock of green pigeons



were up there,

eating the berries. Flory gazed up into the great
green done of

the tree, trying to distinguish the birds; they were
i nvi si bl e,

they matched the | eaves so perfectly, and yet the
whol e tree was

alive with them shimering, as though the ghosts of
birds were

shaking it. Flo rested herself against the roots and
grow ed up at

the invisible creatures. Then a single green pigeon
fluttered down

and perched on a lower branch. 1t did not know that
it was being
watched. It was a tender thing, smaller than a tane

dove, with
j ade-green back as snmooth as velvet, and neck and
breast of

iridescent colours. |Its legs were |like the pink wax
that dentists
use.

The pigeon rocked itself backwards and forwards on

t he bough,

swelling out its breast feathers and laying its
coral I'i ne beak upon

them A pang went through Flory. Alone, alone, the
bi tterness of

being alone! So often like this, in lonely places in
the forest,

he woul d cone upon sonet hing--bird, flower,
tree--beautiful beyond

all words, if there had been a soul with whomto
share it. Beauty

is meaningless until it is shared. |If he had one
person, just one,

to halve his |oneliness! Suddenly the pigeon saw the
man and dog

bel ow, sprang into the air and dashed away swift as a
bullet, with

arattle of wings. One does not often see green

pi geons so cl osely



when they are alive. They are high-flying birds,
living in the

treetops, and they do not cone to the ground, or only
to drink.

When one shoots them if they are not killed
outright, they cling

to the branch until they die, and drop |long after one
has gi ven up

wai ti ng and gone away.

Fl ory got out of the water, put on his clothes and
recrossed the

stream He did not go honme by the road, but followed
a foot-track

southward into the jungle, intending to make a detour
and pass

through a village that lay in the fringe of the
jungle not far from

his house. Flo frisked in and out of the

under growt h, vyel pi ng

somet i nmes when her |ong ears caught in the thorns.
She had once

turned up a hare near here. Flory wal ked sl owy.

The snoke of his

pi pe floated strai ght upwards in still plumes. He
was happy and at
peace after the walk and the clear water. It was

cool er now,

except for patches of heat |ingering under the
t hi cker trees, and

the Iight was gentle. Bullock-cart wheels were
scream ng

peacefully in the distance.

Soon they had lost their way in the jungle, and were
wandering in a

maze of dead trees and tangl ed bushes. They cane to
an i npasse

where the path was bl ocked by large ugly plants |ike
magni fi ed

aspi di stras, whose |l eaves termnated in |ong | ashes
armed with

thorns. A firefly glowed greenish at the bottomof a



bush; it was

getting twilight in the thicker places. Presently
the bul | ock-cart

wheel s screanmed nearer, taking a parallel course.

'Hey, saya gyi, saya gyi!' Flory shouted, taking Flo
by the collar
to prevent her running away.

'Ba | e-de?' the Burman shouted back. There was the
sound of
pl ungi ng hooves and of yells to the bull ocks.

'Conme here, if you please, O venerable and | earned
sir! W have

| ost our way. Stop a nonent, O great buil der of
pagodas!

The Burman left his cart and pushed through the
jungle, slicing the

creepers with his dah. He was a squat m ddl e- aged
man with one

eye. He led the way back to the track, and Flory
clinbed on to the

flat, unconfortable bullock cart. The Burnman took up
the string

reins, yelled to the bull ocks, prodded the roots of
their tails

with his short stick, and the cart jolted on with a
shri ek of

wheel s. The Burnese bul |l ock-cart drivers sel dom
grease their

axl es, probably because they believe that the
scream ng keeps away

evil spirits, though when questioned they will say
that it is

because they are too poor to buy grease.

They passed a whitewashed wooden pagoda, no taller
than a nman and

hal f hi dden by the tendrils of creeping plants. Then
the track

wound into the village, which consisted of twenty



rui nous, wooden

huts roofed with thatch, and a well beneath sone
barren dat e- pal ns.

The egrets that roosted in the pal ns were stream ng
homewar ds over

the treetops like white flights of arrows. A fat

yel | ow woman with

her longyi hitched under her arnpits was chasing a
dog round a hut,

smacking at it with a banboo and | aughi ng, and the
dog was al so

laughing in its fashion. The village was called
Nyaungl ebi n--'t he

four peepul trees'; there were no peepul trees there
now, probably

t hey had been cut down and forgotten a century ago.
The vill agers

cultivated a narrow strip of fields that |ay between
the town and

the jungle, and they al so made bul | ock carts which
they sold in

Kyaukt ada. Bull ock-cart wheels were littered
everywhere under the

houses; massive things five feet across, w th spokes
roughly but

strongly carved.

Flory got off the cart and gave the driver a present
of four annas.

Sone brindled curs hurried frombeneath the houses to
sniff at Flo,

and a flock of pot-bellied, naked children, wth
their hair tied in

top-knots, also appeared, curious about the white nman
but keepi ng

their distance. The village headman, a w zened,

| eaf -brown old

man, canme out of his house, and there were shikoings.
Fl ory sat

down on the steps of the headman's house and
relighted his pipe

He was thirsty.



"I's the water in your well good to drink, thugyi-nin?

The headman reflected, scratching the calf of his
left leg with his

right big toenail. 'Those who drink it, drink it,
thakin. And

those who do not drink it, do not drink it.'

"Ah. That is wi sdom'

The fat woman who had chased the pariah brought a
bl ackened

eart henware teapot and a handl el ess bowl, and gave
Fl ory some pal e

green tea, tasting of wood-snoke.

"I must be going, thugyi-mn. Thank you for the tea.'
'God go with you, thakin.'

Fl ory went home by a path that led out on to the
mai dan. |t was

dark now Ko S la had put on a clean ingyi and was
waiting in the

bedroom He had heated two kerosene tins of

bat h-water, |ighted
the petrol lanmps and laid out a clean suit and shirt
for Flory.

The clean clothes were intended as a hint that Flory
shoul d shave

dress himself and go down to the Cub after dinner
Qccasional |y

he spent the evening in Shan trousers, loafing in a
chair with a

book, and Ko S'la disapproved of this habit. He
hated to see his

mast er behaving differently from other white nen.

The fact that

Fl ory often cane back fromthe C ub drunk, whereas he
remai ned

sober when he stayed at hone, did not alter Ko S'la's
opi ni on,

because getting drunk was normal and pardonable in a



white man.

' The wonan has gone down to the bazaar,' he
announced, pleased, as

he al ways was when Ma H a May left the house. 'Ba Pe
has gone with

a lantern, to |l ook after her when she cones back.’

'Good,' Flory said.

She had gone to spend her five rupees--ganbling, no
doubt. 'The
holy one's bath-water is ready."'

"Wait, we nust attend to the dog first. Bring the
conb,' Flory
sai d.

The two nmen squatted on the floor together and conbed
Flo's silky

coat and felt between her toes, picking out the
ticks. It had to

be done every evening. She picked up vast nunbers of
ticks during

the day, horrible grey things that were the size of

pi n- heads when

they got on to her, and gorged thenselves till they
were as |large

as peas. As each tick was detached Ko S'la put it on
the floor and

carefully crushed it with his big toe.

Then Fl ory shaved, bathed, dressed, and sat down to
dinner. Ko

S la stood behind his chair, handing himthe dishes
and fanning him

with the wicker fan. He had arranged a bow of
scarl et hibiscus

flowers in the mddle of the little table. The neal
was pretentious

and filthy. The clever 'Mig' cooks, descendants of
servants trained

by Frenchnmen in India centuries ago, can do anythi ng



with food

except nake it eatable. After dinner Flory wal ked
down to the C ub,

to play bridge and get three parts drunk, as he did
nost eveni ngs

when he was in Kyaukt ada.

In spite of the whisky he had drunk at the dub
Flory had little

sl eep that night. The pariah curs were baying the
noon--it was

only a quarter full and nearly down by m dnight, but
t he dogs sl ept

all day in the heat, and they had begun their

noon- chor uses

already. One dog had taken a dislike to Flory's
house, and had

settled down to bay at it systematically. Sitting on
its bottom

fifty yards fromthe gate, it let out sharp, angry
yel ps, one to

half a minute, as regularly as a clock. It would
keep this up for

two or three hours, until the cocks began crow ng.

Flory lay turning fromside to side, his head aching.
Sone f oo

has said that one cannot hate an ani mal; he should
try a few nights

in India, when the dogs are baying the moon. In the
end Flory

could stand it no |longer. He got up, rummaged in the
tin uniform

case under his bed for a rifle and a coupl e of
cartridges, and went

out on to the veranda.

It was fairly light in the quarter noon. He could



see the dog, and

he coul d see his foresight. He rested hinself

agai nst the wooden

pillar of the veranda and took aimcarefully; then
as he felt the

hard vul canite butt against his bare shoul der, he
flinched. The

rifle had a heavy kick, and it left a bruise when one
fired it.

The soft flesh of his shoulder quailed. He |owered
the rifle.

He had not the nerve to fire it in cold bl ood.

It was no use trying to sleep. Flory got his jacket
and sone

cigarettes, and began to stroll up and down the
garden pat h,

bet ween the ghostly flowers. It was hot, and the
nosqui t oes found

hi m out and came droning after him Phantons of dogs
wer e chasing

one another on the maidan. Over to the left the
gravestones of the

English cenetery glittered whitish, rather sinister,
and one could

see the nounds near by, that were the remains of old
Chi nese tonbs.

The hillside was said to be haunted, and the C ub
chokras cried

when they were sent up the road at night.

"Cur, spineless cur,' Flory was thinking to hinself;
wi t hout heat,

however, for he was too accustomed to the thought.

' Sneaki ng,

idling, boozing, fornicating, soul-exam ning,

sel f-pitying cur.

Al'l those fools at the Club, those dull louts to whom
you are so

pl eased to think yourself superior--they are al
better than you,

every man of them At least they are men in their
oafi sh way. Not



cowards, not liars. Not half-dead and rotting. But
you- -'

He had reason to call hinmself names. There had been
a nasty, dirty

affair at the Cub that evening. Sonething quite
ordinary, quite

according to precedent; but still dingy, cowardly,

di shonouri ng.

When Flory had arrived at the Club only Ellis and
Maxwel | were

there. The Lackersteens had gone to the station with
the | oan of

M Macgregor's car, to neet their niece, who was to
arrive by the

night train. The three nen were playing three-handed
bridge fairly

am cably when Westfield cane in, his sandy face quite
pink with

rage, bringing a copy of a Burnese paper called the
Bur nese

Patriot. There was a libellous article init,
attacking M

Macgregor. The rage of Ellis and Westfield was
devilish. They

were so angry that Flory had the greatest difficulty
i n pretending

to be angry enough to satisfy them Ellis spent five
mnutes in

cursing and then, by sonme extraordi nary process, nade
up his mnd

that Dr Veraswanm was responsible for the article.
And he had

t hought of a counterstroke already. They would put a
notice on the

board--a notice answering and contradicting the one
M  Macgr egor

had posted the day before. Ellis wote it out

i Mmediately, in his

tiny, clear handwiting:

"In view of the cowardly insult recently offered to



our Deputy

conmi ssi oner, we the undersigned wish to give it as
our opinion

that this is the worst possible nmonent to consider
the el ection of

niggers to this dub,' etc ,etc.

Westfield denurred to "niggers'. It was crossed out
by a single

thin line and 'natives' substituted. The notice was
si gned

'R Westfield, P. W Ellis, C W Mxwell, J. Flory.'

Ellis was so pleased with his idea that quite half of
hi s anger

evaporated. The notice would acconplish nothing in
itself, but the

news of it would travel swiftly round the town, and
woul d reach Dr

Veraswani tonmorrow. |In effect, the doctor would have
been publicly

call ed a nigger by the European comunity. This
delighted Ellis.

For the rest of the evening he could hardly keep his
eyes fromthe

noti ce-board, and every few m nutes he exclainmed in
glee, 'That'l|

give little fat-belly sonething to think about, eh?
Teach the

little sod what we think of him That's the way to
put "emin

their place, eh? etc.

Meanwhi l e, Flory had signed a public insult to his
friend. He had

done it for the sane reason as he had done a thousand
such things

in his life; because he | acked the small spark of
courage that was

needed to refuse. For, of course, he could have
refused i f he had

chosen; and, equally of course, refusal would have
meant a row with



Ellis and Westfield. And oh, how he | oathed a row
The naggi ng,

the jeers! At the very thought of it he flinched; he
could fee

hi s birthmark pal pable on his cheek, and sonet hing
happening in his

throat that nade his voice go flat and guilty. Not
that! It was

easier to insult his friend, knowing that his friend
nust hear of

it.

Fl ory had been fifteen years in Burma, and in Burma
one | earns not

to set oneself up against public opinion. But his
troubl e was

ol der than that. It had begun in his nother's wonb,
when chance

put the blue birthmark on his cheek. He thought of
sone of the

early effects of his birthmark. H's first arrival at
school, aged

nine; the stares and, after a few days, shouts of the
ot her boys;

t he ni cknane Bl ueface, which lasted until the schoo
poet (nhow,

Fl ory renenbered, a critic who wote rather good
articles in the

Nation) came out with the couplet:

New-tick Flory does | ook rum
Cot a face like a nonkey's bum

wher eupon the ni ckname was changed to Monkey-bum
And the

subsequent years. On Saturday nights the ol der boys
used to have

what they called a Spanish Inquisition. The
favourite torture was

for soneone to hold you in a very painful grip known
only to a few



illumnati and called Special Togo, while soneone
el se beat you

with a conker on a piece of string. But Flory had
i ved down

' Monkey-bumi in tine. He was a liar, and a good
footbal l er, the

two things absolutely necessary for success at
school. In his |ast

term he and anot her boy held the school poet in
Speci al Togo while

the captain of the el even gave himsix with a spiked
runni ng shoe

for being caught witing a sonnet. It was a
formative period.

From that school he went to a cheap, third-rate
public school. It

was a poor, spurious place. It aped the great public
schools with

their traditions of H gh Anglicanism cricket and
Latin verses, and

it had a school song called ' The Scrumof Life' in
whi ch God

figured as the Great Referee. But it |acked the
chief virtue of

the great public schools, their atnosphere of
literary schol arship.

The boys | earned as nearly as possi bl e not hing.

There was not

enough caning to make them swal |l ow t he dreary rubbish
of the

curriculum and the wetched, underpaid nasters were
not the kind

from whom one absorbs wi sdom unawares. Flory left
school a

bar barous young lout. And yet even then there were,
and he knew

it, certain possibilities in him possibilities that
woul d lead to

trouble as likely as not. But, of course, he had
suppressed t hem

A boy does not start his career nicknamed Monkey-bum
wi t hout



| earning his |esson.

He was not quite twenty when he came to Burma. His
parents, good

peopl e and devoted to him had found hima place in a
tinber firm

They had had great difficulty in getting himthe job,
had paid a

prem umthey could not afford; later, he had rewarded
t hem by

answering their letters with carel ess scraw s at
interval s of

months. His first six nonths in Burma he had spent

i n Rangoon,

where he was supposed to be learning the office side
of his

business. He had lived in a 'chunmery' with four

ot her yout hs who

devoted their entire energies to debauchery. And
what debauchery!

They swilled whisky which they privately hated, they
stood round

t he piano bawl i ng songs of insane filthiness and
silliness, they

squander ed rupees by the hundred on aged Jew sh
whores with the

faces of crocodiles. That too had been a formative
peri od.

From Rangoon he had gone to a canp in the jungle,
north of

Mandal ay, extracting teak. The jungle life was not a
bad one, in

spite of the disconfort, the l|oneliness, and what is
al nost the

worst thing in Burma, the filthy, nonotonous food.

He was very

young then, young enough for hero-worship, and he had
fri ends anong

the men in his firm There were al so shooti ng,
fishing, and

perhaps once in a year a hurried trip to
Rangoon--pretext, a visit



to the dentist. ©h, the joy of those Rangoon trips!
The rush to

Smart and Mookerdum s bookshop for the new novel s out
from Engl and,

the dinner at Anderson's w th beefsteaks and butter
that had

travel l ed eight thousand mles on ice, the glorious
dri nki ng- bout !

He was too young to realize what this life was
preparing for him

He did not see the years stretching out ahead,

| onely, eventl ess,

corrupting.

He acclimatized hinself to Burma. Hi s body grew
attuned to the

strange rhythnms of the tropical seasons. Every year
from February

to May the sun glared in the sky like an angry god,

t hen suddenly

t he nonsoon bl ew westward, first in sharp squalls,
then in a heavy

ceasel ess downpour that drenched everything unti
nei t her one's

cl othes, one's bed nor even one's food ever seened to
be dry. It

was still hot, with a stuffy, vaporous heat. The

| ower jungle

paths turned into norasses, and the paddy-fields were
wast es of

stagnant water with a stale, mousy snell. Books and
boots were

m | dewed. Naked Burmans in yard-w de hats of
pal m | eaf pl oughed

t he paddy-fields, driving their buffal oes through
knee- deep water.

Later, the wormen and children planted the green
seedl i ngs of paddy,

dabbi ng each plant into the nmud with little

t hr ee- pronged forks.

Through July and August there was hardly a pause in
the rain. Then

one night, high overhead, one heard a squawki ng of



i nvi si bl e birds.

The snipe were flying southward from Central Asia.
The rains

tailed off, ending in Cctober. The fields dried up
t he paddy

ri pened, the Burnese children played hop-scotch with
gonyi n seeds

and flew kites in the cool winds. It was the

begi nni ng of the

short wi nter, when Upper Burnma seened haunted by the
ghost of

Engl and. WId flowers sprang into bl oom everywhere,
not quite the

same as the English ones, but very Ilike

t hem - honeysuckl e in thick

bushes, field roses snelling of pear-drops, even
violets in dark

pl aces of the forest. The sun circled lowin the
sky, and the

nights and early nmornings were bitterly cold, with
white msts that

poured through the valleys |ike the steam of enornous
kettles. One

went shooting after duck and snipe. There were snipe
in countless

nmyriads, and wild geese in flocks that rose fromthe
jeel with a

roar like a goods train crossing an iron bridge. The
ri peni ng

paddy, breast-high and yellow, |ooked |ike wheat.
The Bur mans went

to their work with nuffled heads and their arns

cl asped across

their breasts, their faces yellow and pinched wth
the cold. In

t he norni ng one marched through m sty, incongruous
wi | der ness,

cl earings of drenched, al nost English grass and naked
trees where

nonkeys squatted in the upper branches, waiting for
the sun. At

ni ght, comi ng back to canp through the cold | anes,
one net herds of



buf f al oes whi ch the boys were driving home, wth

t heir huge horns

| oomi ng through the mist Iike crescents. One had
three bl ankets on

one's bed, and gane pies instead of the eterna
chicken. After

di nner one sat on a log by the vast canp-fire,

dri nki ng beer and

tal ki ng about shooting. The flames danced |ike red
hol 'y, casting

acircle of light at the edge of which servants and
cool i es

squatted, too shy to intrude on the white nen and yet
edging up to

the fire like dogs. As one lay in bed one could hear
the dew

dripping fromthe trees like |arge but gentle rain.
It was a good

life while one was young and need not think about the
future or the

past .

Fl ory was twenty-four, and due for home | eave, when
the War broke

out. He had dodged military service, which was easy
to do and

seemed natural at the tinme. The civilians in Burnma
had a

conforting theory that 'sticking by one's job'
(wonder ful | anguage,

English! 'Sticking BY --how different from'sticking
TO ) was the

truest patriotism there was even a covert hostility
towards the

men who threw up their jobs in order to join the
Arny. Inreality,

Fl ory had dodged the War because the East already
corrupted him

and he did not want to exchange his whisky, his
servants and his

Burnese girls for the boredom of the parade ground
and the strain

of cruel marches. The War rolled on, like a storm



beyond t he

hori zon. The hot, blowsy country, renote from
danger, had a

| onely, forgotten feeling. Flory took to reading
vor aci ously, and

learned to live in books when [ife was tiresone. He
was grow ng

adult, tiring of boyish pleasures, learning to think
for hinself,

alnmost willy-nilly.

He cel ebrated his twenty-seventh birthday in
hospital, covered from

head to foot wi th hideous sores which were called
nmud- sores, but

wer e probably caused by whi sky and bad food. They
left little pits

in his skin which did not disappear for two years.
Quite suddenly

he had begun to | ook and feel very nuch older. His
yout h was

finished. Eight years of Eastern life, fever

| onel i ness and

intermttent drinking, had set their mark on him

Si nce then, each year had been lonelier and nore
bitter than the

last. What was at the centre of all his thoughts
now, and what

poi soned everything, was the ever bitterer hatred of
t he at nosphere

of inperialismin which he lived. For as his brain
devel oped- - you

cannot stop your brain developing, and it is one of
the tragedies

of the hal f-educated that they develop | ate, when
they are already

conmmitted to sone wong way of |ife--he had grasped
the truth about

the English and their Enpire. The Indian Enpire is a
despotism -

benevol ent, no doubt, but still a despotismwth
theft as its fina



object. And as to the English of the East, the
sahi bl og, Flory had

cone so to hate themfromliving in their society,
that he was

quite incapable of being fair to them For after
all, the poor

devils are no worse than anybody el se. They | ead
unenvi abl e |ives;

it is a poor bargain to spend thirty years, ill-paid,
in an alien

country, and then come home with a wecked |iver and
a pi ne-appl e

backside fromsitting in cane chairs, to settle down
as the bore of

sone second-rate Club. On the other hand, the
sahi bl og are not to

be idealized. There is a prevalent idea that the nen
at the

"out posts of Enpire' are at |east able and
hardworking. It is a

delusion. CQutside the scientific services--the
Forest Departnent,

the Public Wrks Departnent and the like--there is no
parti cul ar

need for a British official in India to do his job
conpetently.

Few of them work as hard or as intelligently as the
post master of a

provincial town in England. The real work of

admini stration is

done mainly by native subordinates; and the rea
backbone of the

despotismis not the officials but the Army. @G ven
the Arny, the

of ficials and the businessnen can rub al ong safely
enough even if

they are fools. And nost of them ARE fools. A dull
decent

peopl e, cherishing and fortifying their dull ness
behi nd a quarter

of a mllion bayonets.

It is astifling, stultifying world in which to |ive.



It is a

world in which every word and every thought is
censored. In

England it is hard even to inmagine such an

at nosphere. Everyone is

free in England; we sell our souls in public and buy
them back in

private, anong our friends. But even friendship can
hardly exi st

when every white man is a cog in the wheels of
despotism Free

speech is unthinkable. Al other kinds of freedom
are permtted.

You are free to be a drunkard, an idler, a coward, a
backbiter, a

fornicator; but you are not free to think for
yoursel f.  Your

opi nion on every subject of any conceivabl e

i mportance is dictated

for you by the pukka sahi bs' code.

In the end the secrecy of your revolt poisons you

i ke a secret

di sease. Your whole life is alife of lies. Year
after year you

sit in Kipling-haunted little C ubs, whisky to right
of you,

Pink'un to left of you, listening and eagerly
agreeing while

Col onel Bodger devel ops his theory that these bl oody
Nat i onal i sts

shoul d be boiled in oil. You hear your Orienta
friends called

‘greasy little babus', and you admit, dutifully, that

t hey ARE
greasy little babus. You see louts fresh from schoo
ki cki ng grey-

haired servants. The tine comes when you burn wth
hatred of your

own countrymen, when you long for a native rising to
drown their

Empire in blood. And in this there is nothing
honour abl e, hardly



even any sincerity. For, au fond, what do you care
if the Indian

Empire is a despotism if Indians are bullied and
expl oited? You

only care because the right of free speech is denied
you. You are

a creature of the despotism a pukka sahib, tied
tighter than a

monk or a savage by an unbreakabl e system of tabus.

Ti me passed and each year Flory found hinself |ess at
honme in the

worl d of the sahibs, nore liable to get into trouble
when he tal ked

seriously on any subject whatever. So he had | earned
to live

i nwardly, secretly, in books and secret thoughts that
coul d not be

uttered. Even his talks with the doctor were a kind
of talking to

hi nsel f; for the doctor, good nman, understood little
of what was

said to him But it is a corrupting thing to live
one's real life

in secret. One should live with the streamof life,
not agai nst

it. It would be better to be the thickest-skulled
pukka sahi b who

ever hiccuped over 'Forty years on', than to live
silent, alone,

consoling oneself in secret, sterile worlds.

Fl ory had never been home to England. Wy, he could
not have

expl ai ned, though he knew well enough. In the

begi nni ng acci dents

had prevented him First there was the War, and
after the Var his

firmwere so short of trained assistants that they
woul d not | et

himgo for two years nore. Then at |ast he had set
out. He was

pi ni ng for Engl and, though he dreaded facing it, as



one dreads

facing a pretty girl when one is collarless and
unshaven. When he

| eft home he had been a boy, a prom sing boy and
handsone in spite

of his birthmark; now, only ten years |later, he was
yel | ow, thin,

drunken, al nost niddl e-aged in habits and appearance.
Still, he

was pining for England. The ship rolled westward
over wastes of

sea |ike rough-beaten silver, with the winter trade
wi nd behi nd

her. Flory's thin blood quickened with the good food
and the snell

of the sea. And it occurred to him-a thing he had
actual ly

forgotten in the stagnant air of Burma--that he was
still young

enough to begin over again. He would live a year in
a civilized

society, he would find sone girl who did not nmind his
bi rt hmar k- -

a civilized girl, not a pukka mensahi b--and he woul d
marry her and

endure ten, fifteen nore years of Burma. Then they
woul d retire--

he woul d be worth twelve or fifteen thousand pounds
on retirenent,

perhaps. They would buy a cottage in the country,
surround

thenmsel ves with friends, books, their children
animal s. They

woul d be free for ever of the snell of pukka

sahi bdom He would

forget Burma, the horrible country that had come near
rui ni ng him

When he reached Col onbo he found a cable waiting for
him Three

men in his firmhad di ed suddenly of bl ack-water
fever. The firm

were sorry, but would he please return to Rangoon at



once? He
shoul d have his | eave at the earliest possible
opportunity.

Fl ory boarded the next boat for Rangoon, cursing his
l uck, and took

the train back to his headquarters. He was not at
Kyaukt ada t hen

but at another Upper Burma town. All the servants
were waiting for

himon the platform He had handed them over en bl oc
to his

successor, who had died. It was so queer to see
their famliar

faces again! Only ten days ago he had been speedi ng
for Engl and,

al nost thinking hinself in England already; and now
back in the old

stal e scene, with the naked bl ack coolies squabbling
over the

| uggage and a Burman shouting at his bull ocks down

t he road.

The servants cane crowding round him a ring of

ki ndly brown faces,

of fering presents. Ko S'la had brought a sanbhur
skin, the Indians

some sweetneats and a garland of marigolds, Ba Pe, a
young boy

then, a squirrel in a w cker cage. There were
bul l ock carts

waiting for the luggage. Flory wal ked up to the
house, | ooking

ridiculous with the big garland dangling fromhis
neck. The light

of the col d-weat her evening was yell ow and kind. At
the gate an

ol d Indian, the colour of earth, was cropping grass
with a tiny

sickle. The w ves of the cook and the mali were
kneeling in front

of the servants' quarters, grinding curry paste on
the stone sl ab.



Sonething turned over in Flory's heart. It was one
of those nonents

when one becomes consci ous of a vast change and
deterioration in

one's life. For he had realized, suddenly, that in
hi s heart he was

glad to be conming back. This country which he hated
was now his

native country, his honme. He had lived here ten
years, and every

particle of his body was conpounded of Burnmese soil
Scenes |ike

t hese--the sallow evening light, the old Indian
croppi ng grass, the

creak of the cartwheels, the stream ng egrets--were
nore native to

hi mthan Engl and. He had sent deep roots, perhaps
hi s deepest, into

a foreign country.

Since then he had not even applied for home | eave.
Hi s father had

died, then his nother, and his sisters, disagreeable
hor se-f aced

wormen whom he had never |iked, had narried and he had
al nost | ost

touch with them He had no tie with Europe now,
except the tie of

books. For he had realized that nmerely to go back to
Engl and was

no renedy for |oneliness; he had grasped the special
nature of the

hell that is reserved for Anglo-Indians. Ah, those
poor prosing

old wecks in Bath and Cheltenham Those tonb-Iike
boar di ng- houses

with Anglo-Indians littered about in all stages of
deconposition

all talking and tal ki ng about what happened in

Boggl eywal ah in ' 88!

Poor devils, they know what it means to have left
one's heart in an



alien and hated country. There was, he saw clearly,
only one way

out. To find someone who would share his life in
Burma--but really

share it, share his inner, secret life, carry away
from Burma the

same nmenories as he carried. Someone who would | ove
Burma as he

loved it and hate it as he hated it. W would help
himto live

wi t h not hi ng hi dden, nothing unexpressed. Soneone
who under st ood

him a friend, that was what it came down to.

Afriend. O a wife? That quite inpossible she.
Soneone |like Ms

Lackersteen, for instance? Sonme dammed nensahi b,
yel | ow and t hin,

scandal nongeri ng over cocktails, making kit-kit with
the servants,

living twenty years in the country without learning a
word of the

| anguage. Not one of those, please God.

Flory | eaned over the gate. The npon was vani shing
behi nd the dark

wal | of the jungle, but the dogs were still how ing.
Sore |ines

fromGIbert cane into his mind, a vulgar silly
jingle but

appropri at e- - sonet hi ng about ' di scoursing on your
conplicated state

of mnd . GlIlbert was a gifted little skunk. D d
all his trouble,

then, sinply boil down to that? Just conpli cated,
unmanl y

whi ni ngs; poor-little-rich-girl stuff? Ws he no
nore than a

| oafer using his idleness to invent inmagi nary woes?
A spiritua

Ms Wtitterly? A Hamlet w thout poetry? Perhaps.
And if so, did

that make it any nore bearable? It is not the |ess



bitter because

it is perhaps one's own fault, to see oneself
drifting, rotting, in

di shonour and horrible futility, and all the while
knowi ng t hat

somewhere within one there is the possibility of a
decent hunan

bei ng.

Oh well, God save us fromself-pity! Flory went back
to the

veranda, took up the rifle, and wincing slightly, Iet
drive at the

pari ah dog. There was an echoing roar, and the
bul l et buried

itself in the maidan, w de of the mark. A

mul berry-col oured bruise

sprang out on Flory's shoulder. The dog gave a yel

of fright,

took to its heels, and then, sitting down fifty yards
farther away,

once nore began rhythm cally baying.

The norning sunlight slanted up the mai dan and
struck, yellow as

gol dl eaf, against the white face of the bungal ow.
Four bl ack-

purpl e crows swooped down and perched on the veranda
rail, waiting

their chance to dart in and steal the bread and
butter that Ko S'la

had set down beside Flory's bed. Flory craw ed

t hr ough the

nmosquito net, shouted to Ko S la to bring himsone
gin, and then

went into the bathroomand sat for a while in a zinc
tub of water

t hat was supposed to be cold. Feeling better after



the gin, he

shaved hinself. As a rule he put off shaving unti
t he eveni ng,

for his beard was bl ack and grew quickly.

While Flory was sitting nmorosely in his bath, M
Macgregor, in

shorts and singlet on the banboo mat laid for the
purpose in his

bedroom was struggling with Nunbers 5, 6, 7, 8 and 9
of

Nor denflycht's ' Physical Jerks for the Sedentary'.

M Macgr egor

never, or hardly ever, mssed his norning exercises.
Nunber 8

(flat on the back, raise legs to the perpendicul ar

wi t hout bendi ng

knees) was downright painful for a man of
forty-three; Number 9

(flat on the back, rise to a sitting posture and
touch toes with

tips of fingers) was even worse. No natter, one nust
keep fit! As

M Macgregor lunged painfully in the direction of his
toes, a

brick-red shade fl owed upwards from his neck and
congested his face

with a threat of apoplexy. The sweat gleaned on his
| arge, tall owy

breasts. Stick it out, stick it out! At all costs
one must keep

fit. Mhamred Ali, the bearer, with M Macgregor's
cl ean cl ot hes

across his arm watched through the hal f-open door
Hi s narrow,

yel | ow, Arabi an face expressed neither conprehension
nor curiosity.

He had watched these contortions--a sacrifice, he
dimMy imagi ned,

to some nysterious and exacting god--every norning
for five years.

At the same tine, too, Westfield, who had gone out



early, was

| eani ng agai nst the notched and i nk-stained table of
the police

station, while the fat Sub-inspector interrogated a
suspect whom

two constabl es were guarding. The suspect was a man
of forty, with

a grey, tinorous face, dressed only in a ragged
longyi kilted to

t he knee, beneath which his I ank, curved shins were
speckl ed with

tick-bites.

"Who is this fellow?' said Westfield

"Thief, sir. W catch himin possession of this ring
with two

eneral ds very-dear. No explanation. How could
he- - poor cooli e--

own a enerald ring? He have stole it.'

He turned ferociously upon the suspect, advanced his
face tontat -

fashion till it was al nost touching the other's, and
roared in an

enor nbus Vvoi ce:

"You stole the ring!'

"No. !

"You are an old of fender!"’

"No. !

' You have been in prison!'

"No. !

"Turn round!' bellowed the Sub-inspector on an

inspiration. 'Bend
over!'



The suspect turned his grey face in agony towards
Westfield, who

| ooked away. The two constables seized him tw sted
hi m round and

bent hi mover; the Sub-inspector tore off his |ongyi,
exposi ng his

but t ocks.

"Look at this, sir!" He pointed to sone scars. 'He
have been

flogged with banboos. He is an old of fender
THEREFCRE he stol e

the ring!'

"All right, put himin the clink,' said Wstfield
nmoodi |y, as he

| ounged away fromthe table with his hands in his
pockets. At the

bottom of his heart he | oathed running in these poor
devil s of

common thieves. Dacoits, rebel s--yes; but not these
poor cringing

rats! 'How many have you got in the clink now, Mung
Ba?' he said.

'"Three, sir.

The | ock-up was upstairs, a cage surrounded by

si x-inch wooden

bars, guarded by a constable armed with a car bi ne.

It was very

dark, stifling hot, and quite unfurnished, except for
an earth

latrine that stank to heaven. Two prisoners were
squatting at the

bars, keeping their distance froma third, an |Indian
coolie, who

was covered fromhead to foot with ringwormlike a
coat of mail. A

stout Burnmese woman, wife of a constable, was
kneel i ng outside the

cage ladling rice and watery dahl into tin panniKkins.



'"I's the food good?' said Westfield.
"It is good, nost holy one,' chorused the prisoners.

The Government provided for the prisoners' food at
the rate of two

annas and a half per neal per man, out of which the
constable's

wi fe | ooked to make a profit of one anna.

Fl ory went outside and | oitered down the compound,
poki ng weeds

into the ground with his stick. At that hour there
wer e beauti ful

faint colours in everything--tender green of |eaves,
pi nki sh br own

of earth and tree-trunks--1like aquarelle washes that
woul d vani sh

inthe later glare. Down on the maidan flights of
small, | ow

flying brown doves chased one another to and fro, and
bee- eaters,

eneral d-green, curvetted like slow swallows. Afile
of sweepers,

each with his |oad half hidden beneath his garnent,
wer e mar chi ng

to some dreadful dunping-hole that existed on the
edge of the

jungle. Starveling wetches, with stick-like |inbs
and knees too

feeble to be straightened, draped in earth-col oured
rags, they were

like a procession of shrouded skel et ons wal ki ng.

The mali was breaking ground for a new fl ower-bed,
down by the

pi geon-cote that stood near the gate. He was a

| ynphatic, half-

witted H ndu youth, who lived his Iife in al nost
conpl ete sil ence,

because he spoke sone Mani pur dial ect whi ch nobody
el se under st ood,

not even his Zerbadi wife. H s tongue was also a



size too large

for his nmouth. He salaanmed low to Flory, covering
his face with

hi s hand, then swung his manootie al oft again and
hacked at the dry

ground wi th heavy, clumsy strokes, his tender
back- nuscl es qui veri ng.

A sharp grating screamthat sounded |ike 'Kwaaa!'
came fromthe

servants quarters. Ko S la's w ves had begun their
nor ni ng

quarrel. The tame fighting cock, called Nero,
strutted zigzag down

t he path, nervous of Flo, and Ba Pe canme out with a
bow of paddy

and they fed Nero and the pigeons. There were nore
yells fromthe

servants' quarters, and the gruffer voices of nen
trying to stop

the quarrel. Ko S'la suffered a great deal fromhis
wives. M Pu,

the first wife, was a gaunt hard-faced woman, stringy
from much

child-bearing, and Ma Yi, the '"little wife', was a
fat, lazy cat

some years younger. The two wonen fought incessantly
when Fl ory

was i n headquarters and they were together. Once
when Ma Pu was

chasing Ko S la with a banboo, he had dodged behi nd
Flory for

protection, and Flory had received a nasty bl ow on
the | eg.

M Macgregor was com ng up the road, striding briskly
and swi ngi ng

a thick wal ki ng-stick. He was dressed in khak
pagri-cloth shirt,

drill shorts and a pigsticker topi. Besides his
exerci ses, he took

a brisk two-mle wal k every norning when he coul d
spare the time.



"Top o' the nornin' to ye!' he called to Flory in a
hearty

mat utinal voice, putting on an Irish accent. He
cultivated a

bri sk, invigorating, cold-bath deneanour at this hour
of the

nmorni ng. Mreover, the libellous article in the

Bur mese Patri ot,

whi ch he had read overnight, had hurt him and he was
affecting a

speci al cheeriness to conceal this.

"Morning!' Flory called back as heartily as he could
nmanage

Nasty ol d bl adder of lard! he thought, watching M
Macgregor up the

road. How his bottomdid stick out in those tight
khaki shorts.

Li ke one of those beastly m ddl e-aged scout masters,
honosexual s

al nrost to a man, that you see photographs of in the
illustrated

papers. Dressing himself up in those ridicul ous

cl ot hes and

exposi ng his pudgy, dinpled knees, because it is the
pukka sahib

thing to take exercise before breakfast--disgusting!

A Burman cane up the hill, a splash of white and
magenta. It was

Flory's clerk, conming fromthe tiny office, which was
not far from

the church. Reaching the gate, he shi koed and
presented a griny

envel ope, stanped Burnese-fashion on the point of the
flap.

' Good morning, sir.

'"Good norning. Wat's this thing?



"Local letter, your honour. Cone this norning' s
post. Anonynous
letter, | think, sir.’

'"Ch bother. Al right, 1'll be down to the office
about el even.'

Fl ory opened the letter. It was witten on a sheet
of fool scap
and it ran:

MR JOHN FLORY,

SIR --1 the undersigned beg to suggest and WARN to
your honour

certain useful pieces of information whereby your
honour will be

much profited, sir.

Sir, it has been remarked in Kyauktada your honour's
gr eat

friendship and intimacy with Dr Veraswam, the Givil
Sur geon,

frequenting with him inviting himto your house,
etc. Sir, we beg

to informyou that the said Dr Veraswam is NOT A
GOCD MAN and in

no ways a worthy friend of European gentlemen. The
doctor is

em nently di shonest, disloyal and corrupt public
servant. Col oured

water is he providing to patients at the hospital and
sel ling drugs

for owmn profit, besides many bribes, extortions, etc.
Two

prisoners has he flogged w th banboos, afterwards
rubbing chilis

into the place if relatives do not send noney.
Besides this he is

inplicated with the Nationalist Party and lately
provi ded materi al

for a very evil article which appeared in the Burnese



Patri ot
attacking M Macgregor, the honoured Deputy
Conmi ssi oner.

He is also sleeping by force with fenale patients at
t he hospit al

Wherefore we are nuch hoping that your honour will
ESCHEW sane Dr

Veraswanm and not consort wi th persons who can bring
not hi ng but

evil upon your honour.

And shall ever pray for your honour's |ong health and
prosperity.

(Signed) A FRIEND.

The letter was witten in the shaky round hand of the
bazaar

letter-witer, which resenbl ed a copybook exercise
witten by a

drunkard. The letter-witer, however, would never
have risen to

such a word as 'eschew . The letter nust have been
dictated by a

clerk, and no doubt it came ultimately from U Po
Kyin. From'the

crocodile', Flory reflected.

He did not |like the tone of the letter. Under its
appear ance of

servility it was obviously a covert threat. 'Drop
the doctor or we
will make it hot for you', was what it said in

effect. Not that

that mattered greatly; no Englishman ever feels
hinmself in rea

danger froman Oiental.

Flory hesitated with the letter in his hands. There
are two things



one can do with an anonynous letter. One can say
not hi ng about it,

or one can show it to the person whomit concerns.
The obvi ous,

t he decent course was to give the letter to Dr
Veraswam and | et

hi m t ake what action he chose.

And yet--it was safer to keep out of this business
altogether. It

is so inmportant (perhaps the nost inportant of al
the Ten Precepts

of the pukka sahib) not to entangle oneself in
"native' quarrels.

Wth Indians there nust be no loyalty, no rea

fri endshi p.

Affection, even | ove--yes. Englishmen do often |ove
I ndi ans- -

native officers, forest rangers, hunters, clerks,
servants. Sepoys

will weep like children when their colonel retires.
Even inti macy

is allowable, at the right noments. But alliance,
parti sanshi p,

never! Even to know the rights and wongs of a
"native' quarrel is

a loss of prestige.

If he published the letter there would be a row and
an of ficial

inquiry, and, in effect, he would have thrown in his
ot with the

doctor against U Po Kyin. U Po Kyin did not matter
but there were

the Europeans; if he, Flory, were too conspi cuously
the doctor's

partisan, there mght be hell to pay. Mich better to
pretend that

the letter had never reached him The doctor was a
good fell ow,

but as to chanpioning himagainst the full fury of
pukka sahi bdom -

ah, no, no! Wat shall it profit a man if he save



his own soul and

| ose the whole world? Flory began to tear the letter
across. The

danger of nmaking it public was very slight, very
nebul ous. But one

nmust beware of the nebul ous dangers in India.
Prestige, the breath

of life, is itself nebulous. He carefully tore the
letter into

smal | pieces and threw them over the gate.

At this nonment there was a terrified scream quite
different from

the voices of Ko S la's wives. The nali lowered his
manooti e and

gaped in the direction of the sound, and Ko S la, who
had al so

heard it, came running bareheaded fromthe servants
quarters,

while Flo sprang to her feet and yapped sharply. The
scream was

repeated. It cane fromthe jungle behind the house,
and it was an

Engli sh voice, a woman's, crying out in terror.

There was no way out of the conmpound by the back.

Fl ory scranbl ed

over the gate and came down with his knee bl eedi ng
froma splinter.

He ran round the conpound fence and into the jungle,
Fl o fol |l owi ng.

Just behind the house, beyond the first fringe of
bushes, there was

a small hollow, which, as there was a pool of
stagnant water in it,

was frequented by buffal oes from Nyaungl ebin. Flory
pushed his way

t hrough the bushes. In the hollow an English girl,
chal k-f aced,

was cowering agai nst a bush, while a huge buffalo
nmenaced her with

its crescent-shaped horns. A hairy calf, no doubt
the cause of the



troubl e, stood behind. Another buffalo, neck-deep in
the sline of

t he pool, | ooked on with mld prehistoric face,
wonder i ng what was

the matter.

The girl turned an agoni zed face to Flory as he
appeared. 'Onh, do

be quick!' she cried, in the angry, urgent tone of
peopl e who are

frightened. 'Please!l Help nme! Help ne!’

Fl ory was too astoni shed to ask any questions. He
hast ened towards

her, and, in default of a stick, snmacked the buffalo
sharply on the

nose. Wth a timd, |loutish nmovenent the great beast
turned asi de,

then lunbered off followed by the calf. The other
buffal o al so

extricated itself fromthe slime and | oll oped away.
The girl threw

hersel f against Flory, alnpbst into his arns, quite
over come by her

fright.

' Ch, thank you, thank you! ©h, those dreadfu

t hi ngs! What ARE

they? | thought they were going to kill me. What
horribl e

creatures! \Wiat ARE they?'

They're only water-buffal oes. They come fromthe
village up
there.'

' Buf f al oes?’

"Not wild buffal oes--bison, we call those. They're
just a kind of

cattle the Burmans keep. | say, they've given you a
nasty shock

I"msorry.'



She was still clinging closely to his arm and he
could feel her

shaki ng. He | ooked down, but he could not see her
face, only the

top of her head, hatless, with yellow hair as short
as a boy's.

And he could see one of the hands on his arm It was
| ong,

sl ender, youthful, with the nottled wist of a
schoolgirl. It was

several years since he had seen such a hand. He
becane consci ous

of the soft, youthful body pressed agai nst his own,
and the warnth

breathing out of it; whereat something seemed to thaw
and grow war m

within him

"It's all right, they're gone,' he said. 'There's
not hing to be
frightened of.'

The girl was recovering fromher fright, and she
stood a little

away fromhim with one hand still on his arm 'I'm
all right,"’

she said. 'It's nothing. |'mnot hurt. They didn't
touch nme. It

was only their |ooking so awful .’

"They're quite harmless really. Their horns are set
so far back

that they can't gore you. They're very stupid
brutes. They only

pretend to show fight when they've got cal ves.'

They had stood apart now, and a slight enbarrassnent
came over them

both imrediately. Flory had already turned hinself

sidelong to

keep his birthmarked cheek away fromher. He said:



"I say, this is a queer sort of introduction! |
haven't asked yet

how you got here. \erever did you cone from-if
it's not rude to

ask?'

"I just cane out of my uncle's garden. It seened
such a nice

nmorning, | thought 1'd go for a walk. And then those
dr eadf ul

things cane after me. I'mquite newto this country,
you see.'

"Your uncle? Ch, of course! You' re M Lackersteen's
ni ece. W

heard you were coming. | say, shall we get out on to
t he mai dan?
There' |l be a path somewhere. VWhat a start for your

first norning

i n Kyauktada! This'll give you rather a bad
i mpression of Burma

["'mafraid."’

"Ch no; only it's all rather strange. How thick
t hese bushes grow

Al kind of tw sted together and foreign-1ooking.
You coul d get

lost here in a noment. |Is that what they cal
jungl e?

"Scrub jungle. Burma's nostly jungle--a green

unpl easant |and, |

call it. 1 wouldn't walk through that grass if |
were you. The

seeds get into your stockings and work their way into
your skin.'

He let the girl wal k ahead of him feeling easier
when she coul d

not see his face. She was tallish for a girl,

sl ender, and wearing

a lilac-coloured cotton frock. Fromthe way she
noved her |inbs he



did not think she could be nmuch past twenty. He had
not noticed

her face yet, except to see that she wore round
tortoi se-shell

spectacl es, and that her hair was as short as his
own. He had

never seen a worman with cropped hair before, except
in the

illustrated papers.

As they energed on to the mmidan he stepped | eve
with her, and she

turned to face him Her face was oval, wth
delicate, regul ar

features; not beautiful, perhaps, but it seemed so
there, in Burma,

where all Englishwonen are yellow and thin. He
turned his head

sharply aside, though the birthmark was away from
her. He could

not bear her to see his worn face too closely. He
seened to fee

the withered skin round his eyes as though it had
been a wound.

But he renmenbered that he had shaved that norning,
and it gave him

courage. He said:

"l say, you nust be a bit shaken up after this

busi ness. Wuld you

like to come into ny place and rest a few ninutes
bef ore you go

home? |It's rather late to be out of doors without a
hat, too.

'Ch, thank you, | would,' the girl said. She could
not, he

t hought, know anyt hi ng about | ndian notions of
propriety. 'Is this

your house here?

"Yes. W nust go round the front way. |['ll have the
servants get



a sunshade for you. This sun's dangerous for you
wi th your short
hair.'

They wal ked up the garden path. Flo was frisking
round t hem and

trying to draw attention to herself. She always
barked at strange

Oientals, but she liked the smell of a European.
The sun was

growi ng stronger. A wave of bl ackcurrant scent
flowed fromthe

petuni as beside the path, and one of the pigeons
fluttered to the

earth, to spring imrediately into the air again as
Fl o made a grab

at it. Flory and the girl stopped with one consent,
to ook at the

flowers. A pang of unreasonabl e happi ness had gone
t hr ough t hem

bot h.

"You really nustn't go out in this sun without a hat
on,' he

repeat ed, and sonehow there was an intimacy in saying
it. He could

not help referring to her short hair sonmehow, it
seenmed to him so

beautiful. To speak of it was like touching it with
hi s hand.

' Look, your knee's bleeding,' the girl said. 'Dd
you do that when
you were coming to help me?'

There was a slight trickle of blood, which was
drying, purple, on

his khaki stocking. 'It's nothing,' he said, but
nei t her of them

felt at that nmonent that it was nothing. They began
chattering

wi th extraordi nary eagerness about the flowers. The
girl 'adored



flowers, she said. And Flory |led her up the path,
tal ki ng
garrul ously about one plant and anot her

' Look how t hese phl oxes grow. They go on bl ooni ng
for six nonths

inthis country. They can't get too rmuch sun. |

thi nk those

yel | ow ones must be al nbst the col our of prinroses.

I haven't seen

a prinrose for fifteen years, nor a wallfl ower,
either. Those

zinnias are fine, aren't they?--like painted flowers,
with those

wonder ful dead colours. These are African marigol ds.

They're

coarse things, weeds al nost, but you can't help
[iking them

they're so vivid and strong. |ndians have an

extraordi nary

affection for them wherever Indians have been you
find marigol ds

growi ng, even years afterwards when the jungle has
buri ed every

other trace of them But |I w sh you'd conme into the
ver anda and

see the orchids. 1've some | nust show that are just
l'i ke bells of

gold--but literally like gold. And they snell of
honey, al nost

overpoweringly. That's about the only merit of this
beast |y

country, it's good for flowers. | hope you' re fond
of gardening?

It's our greatest consolation, in this country.

"Ch, | sinply adore gardening,' the girl said.

They went into the veranda. Ko S la had hurriedly
put on his ingyi
and his best pink silk gaungbaung, and he appeared
fromw thin the
house with a tray on which were a decanter of gin,



gl asses and a

box of cigarettes. He laid themon the table, and,
eyeing the girl

hal f apprehensively, put his hands flat together and
shi koed.

"l expect it's no use offering you a drink at this
hour of the

nmorni ng?' Flory said. 'I can never get it into ny
servant's head

t hat SOVE peopl e can exist wthout gin before

br eakf ast .’

He added hinself to the number by waving away the
drink Ko S'la

offered him The girl had sat down in the w cker
chair that Ko

S'la had set out for her at the end of the veranda.
The dar k-

| eaved orchids hung behind her head, with gold
trusses of bl ossom

breat hi ng out warm honey-scent. Flory was standing
agai nst the

veranda rail, half facing the girl, but keeping his
bi rt hmar ked

cheek hidden

"What a perfectly divine view you have from here,"
she said as she
| ooked down the hillside.

"Yes, isn't it? Splendid, in this yellow light,
before the sun

gets going. | love that sonmbre yellow col our the
mai dan has, and
t hose gold mohur trees, |ike blobs of crimson. And

those hills at

the horizon, alnobst black. M canp is on the other
side of those

hills," he added.

The girl, who was |ong-sighted, took off her
spectacl es to | ook



into the distance. He noticed that her eyes were
very clear pale

bl ue, paler than a harebell. And he noticed the
snoot hness of the
skin round her eyes, like a petal, alnost. It

rem nded himof his

age and his haggard face again, so that he turned a
little nore

away fromher. But he said on inpul se

"I say, what a bit of luck you com ng to Kyauktada!
You can't

i magine the difference it makes to us to see a new
face in these

pl aces. After nonths of our own niserable society,
and an

occasi onal official on his rounds and Anmerican

gl obe-trotters

ski pping up the Irrawaddy with cameras. | suppose
you' ve cone

strai ght from Engl and?'

"Well, not England exactly. | was living in Paris
before | cane
out here. M nother was an artist, you see.'

"Paris! Have you really lived in Paris? By Jove,
just fancy

coming fromParis to Kyauktada! Do you know, it's
positively

difficult, in a hole Iike this, to believe that there
ARE such

pl aces as Paris.'

'"Do you like Paris? she said.

"I'"ve never even seen it. But, good Lord, how I've

i magi ned it!

Paris--it's all a kind of junble of pictures in ny

m nd; cafes and

boul evards and artists' studios and Villon and
Baudel ai re and

Maupassant all mixed up together. You don't know how



t he names of

t hose European towns sound to us, out here. And did
you real ly

live in Paris? Sitting in cafes with foreign art

st udent s,

drinking white wi ne and tal ki ng about Marcel Proust?

'"Ch, that kind of thing, | suppose,' said the girl,
| aughi ng.

"What differences you'll find here! It's not white
wi ne and Marcel

Proust here. \Whisky and Edgar Vallace nore |ikely.

But if you

ever want books, you might find sonething you |iked
anmong ni ne

There's nothing but tripe in the Cub library. But

of course I'm

hopel essly behind the tines with ny books. | expect
you' Il have

read everything under the sun.’

'"Ch no. But of course | sinply adore reading,' the
girl said.

"What it means to neet sonmebody who cares for books!
| mean books
worth readi ng, not that garbage in the Cub

libraries. | do hope

you'll forgive me if | overwhel myou with talk. When
I meet

somebody who's heard that books exist, I'mafraid

go off like a

bottle of warmbeer. It's a fault you have to pardon
in these

countries.'

"Ch, but | Ilove tal king about books. | think reading
is so

wonderful. | nean, what would |ife be without it?

It's such a--
such a--'



'"Such a private Alsatia. Yes--'

They plunged into an enornous and eager conversation
first about

books, then about shooting, in which the girl seened
to have an

i nterest and about which she persuaded Flory to talKk.
She was

quite thrilled when he described the nurder of an

el ephant which he

had perpetrated some years earlier. Flory scarcely
noti ced, and

perhaps the girl did not either, that it was he who
did all the

tal king. He could not stop hinself, the joy of
chattering was so

great. And the girl was in a mood to listen. After
all, he had

saved her fromthe buffal o, and she did not yet
bel i eve that those

nonstrous brutes could be harnless; for the nmonent he
was al nost a

hero in her eyes. Wen one does get any credit in
this life, it is

usual ly for something that one has not done. It was
one of those

ti mes when the conversation flows so easily, so
natural ly, that one

could go on talking forever. But suddenly, their

pl easure

evaporated, they started and fell silent. They had
noti ced that

they were no | onger al one.

At the other end of the veranda, between the rails, a
coal - bl ack

nmoust achi oed face was peeping w th enornous
curiosity. It bel onged

to old Samry, the 'Mig' cook. Behind himstood Ma
Pu, Ma Yi, Ko

S'la's four eldest children, an uncl ai ned naked
child, and two old

worren who had come down fromthe village upon the



news that an

"Ingal ei kma' was on view. Like carved teak statues
wi th footlong

cigars stuck in their wooden faces, the tw old
creatures gazed at

the 'l ngal ei kma' as English yokels mght gaze at a
Zulu warrior in
full regalia.

' Those peopl e . '
| ooki ng towards

t hem

the girl said unconfortably,

Sanmy, seeing hinself detected, |ooked very guilty
and pretended to

be rearranging his pagri. The rest of the audi ence
were a little

abashed, except for the two wooden-faced ol d wonen.

"Dash their cheek!' Flory said. A cold pang of

di sappoi nt nrent went

through him After all, it would not do for the girl
to stay on

his veranda any |onger. Sinultaneously both he and
she had

renenbered that they were total strangers. Her face
had turned a

little pink. She began putting on her spectacles.

"I"'mafraid an English girl is rather a novelty to
t hese people,’

he said. 'They don't nean any harm Go away!' he
added angrily,

wavi ng his hand at the audi ence, whereupon they
vani shed.

'"Do you know, if you don't mind, | think I ought to
be going,' the

girl said. She had stood up. 'I've been out quite a
long tine.

They may be wondering where |'ve got to.'

"Must you really? It's quite early. 1'll see that



you don't have
to go honme bareheaded in the sun.'

"I ought really--' she began again.

She stopped, |ooking at the doorway. Ma H a My was
emerging on to

t he veranda.

Ma Ha May canme forward with her hand on her hip.
She had come

fromw thin the house, with a calmair that asserted
her right to

be there. The two girls stood face to face, |ess
than six feet

apart.

No contrast coul d have been stranger; the one faintly
col oured as

an appl e-bl ossom the other dark and garish, with a
gl eam al nost

metallic on her cylinder of ebony hair and the

sal mon- pi nk sil k of

her longyi. Flory thought he had never noticed

bef ore how dark Ma

Ha May's face was, and how outl andi sh her tiny,
stiff body,

straight as a soldier's, with not a curve in it
except the vase-

like curve of her hips. He stood against the veranda
rail and

wat ched the two girls, quite disregarded. For the
best part of a

m nute neither of themcould take her eyes fromthe
ot her; but

whi ch found the spectacle nore grotesque, nore
incredible, there is

no sayi ng.

Ma Ha May turned her face round to Flory, with her
bl ack brows,
thin as pencil lines, drawn together. 'Wwo is this
woman?' she



demanded sul I enly.

He answered casually, as though giving an order to a
servant:

'"Go away this instant. |If you make any trouble I
will afterwards

t ake a banboo and beat you till not one of your ribs
is whole.'

Ma H a May hesitated, shrugged her snmall shoul ders
and di sappear ed.
And the other, gazing after her, said curiously:

'"Was that a nman or a woman?'

"A woman,' he said. 'One of the servants' w ves,
bel i eve. She
cane to ask about the laundry, that was all.’

"Ch, is THAT what Burnese wonen are |ike? They ARE
queer little

creatures! | saw a lot of themon ny way up here in
the train, but

do you know, | thought they were all boys. They're
just like a

kind of Dutch doll, aren't they?

She had begun to nove towards the veranda steps,

havi ng | ost

interest in Mo Ha May now that she had di sappear ed.
He di d not

stop her, for he thought Ma Ha May quite capabl e of
com ng back

and nmaking a scene. Not that it mattered rmuch, for
neither girl

knew a word of the other's language. He called to Ko
S'la, and Ko

S'la cane running with a big oiled-silk unbrella with
banboo ri bs.

He opened it respectfully at the foot of the steps
and held it over

the girl's head as she cane down. Flory went with



themas far as

the gate. They stopped to shake hands, he turning a
little

sideways in the strong sunlight, hiding his birthmark.

"My fellow here will see you honme. It was ever so
ki nd of you to

cone in. | can't tell you howglad | amto have net
you. You'll

make such a difference to us here in Kyauktada.'

' Good- bye, M--oh, how funny! | don't even know your
nane. '

"Flory, John Flory. And yours--Mss Lackersteen, is
it?

'Yes. FElizabeth. Good-bye, M Flory. And thank you
EVER so nuch.
That awful buffalo. You quite saved ny life.'

"It was nothing. | hope | shall see you at the Cub
thi s eveni ng?
| expect your uncle and aunt will be com ng down.

CGood- bye for the
time being, then.'

He stood at the gate, watching them as they went.

El i zabet h- -

| ovel y nanme, too rare nowadays. He hoped she spelt
it with a Z

Ko S'la trotted after her at a queer unconfortable
gait, reaching

the unbrella over her head and keepi ng his body as
far away from

her as possible. A cool breath of wind blew up the
hill. 1t was

one of those nonentary wi nds that blow sonmetinmes in
the cold

weat her in Burma, conming fromnowhere, filling one
with thirst and

wi th nostalgia for cold sea-pools, enbraces of
mermai ds, waterfalls,



caves of ice. It rustled through the wi de donmes of
t he gol d nmohur

trees, and fluttered the fragnents of the anonynous
letter that

Fl ory had thrown over the gate half an hour earlier

Eli zabeth lay on the sofa in the Lackersteen's
drawi ng-room with

her feet up and a cushion behind her head, reading
M chael Arlen's

These Charming People. |In a general way M chael
Arlen was her

favourite author, but she was inclined to prefer
WIlliamJ. Locke

when she want ed sonet hi ng serious.

The drawi ng-roomwas a cool, light-coloured roomwth
['i me-washed

walls a yard thick; it was |arge, but seened smaller
than it was,

because of a litter of occasional tables and Benares
brasswar e

ornanents. It smelt of chintz and dying flowers.

M s Lackersteen

was upstairs, sleeping. Qutside, the servants |ay
silent in their

gquarters, their heads tethered to their wooden
pillows by the

death-li ke sleep of midday. M Lackersteen, in his
smal | wooden

of fice down the road, was probably sleeping too. No
one stirred

except Elizabeth, and the chokra who pulled the
punkah outside Ms

Lackersteen's bedroom Ilying on his back with one
heel in the | oop

of the rope.



El i zabeth was just turned twenty-two, and was an
orphan. Her

father had been | ess of a drunkard than his brother
Tom but he was

a man of simlar stanp. He was a tea-broker, and his
fortunes

fluctuated greatly, but he was by nature too
optimstic to put

noney aside in prosperous phases. Elizabeth's nother
had been an

i ncapabl e, hal f-baked, vapouring, self-pitying wonan
who shirked

all the normal duties of life on the strength of
sensibilities

whi ch she did not possess. After nessing about for
years with such

t hi ngs as Wnen's Suffrage and H gher Thought, and
maki ng many

abortive attenpts at literature, she had finally
taken up with

painting. Painting is the only art that can be
practi sed w t hout

either talent or hard work. Ms Lackersteen's pose
was that of an

artist exiled anong 'the Philistines'--these,

needl ess to say,

i ncl uded her husband--and it was a pose that gave her
al nost

unlimted scope for maki ng a nui sance of herself.

In the last year of the War M Lackersteen, who had
managed to

avoi d service, made a great deal of noney, and just
after the

Arm stice they nmoved into a huge, new, rather bleak
house in

H ghgate, with quantities of greenhouses,
shrubberies, stables and

tennis courts. M Lackersteen had engaged a horde of
servants

even, so great was his optinmsm a butler. Elizabeth
was sent for

two ternms to a very expensive boardi ng-school. Oh,



the joy, the

joy, the unforgettable joy of those two terms! Four
of the girls

at the school were 'the Honourable'; nearly all of

t hem had poni es

of their own, on which they were allowed to go riding
on Sat ur day

afternoons. There is a short period in everyone's
life when his

character is fixed forever; with Elizabeth, it was
those two terns

during which she rubbed shoulders with the rich
Thereafter her

whol e code of living was sumed up in one belief, and
that a sinple

one. It was that the Good ('lovely' was her nanme for
it) is

synonynous with the expensive, the elegant, the
aristocratic; and

the Bad (' beastly') is the cheap, the low, the
shabby, the

| aborious. Perhaps it is in order to teach this
creed that

expensive girls' schools exist. The feeling
subtilized itself as

El i zabeth grew ol der, diffused itself through all her
t hought s.

Everything froma pair of stockings to a human sou
vwas

classifiable as '"lovely' or 'beastly'. And
unfortunately--for M

Lackersteen's prosperity did not last--it was the
"beastly' that

had predom nated in her life.

The inevitable crash cane late in 1919. Elizabeth
was taken away

fromschool, to continue her education at a
successi on of cheap

beastly schools, with gaps of a termor two when her
fat her could

not pay the fees. He died when she was twenty, of

i nfluenza. Ms



Lackersteen was left with an incone of L150 a year
which was to

die with her. The two wonen could not, under Ms
Lackersteen's

management, live on three pounds a week in Engl and.
They noved to

Paris, where life was cheaper and where Ms
Lackersteen intended to

dedi cate herself wholly to Art.

Paris! Living in Paris! Flory had been a little
wi de of the mark

when he pictured those interninabl e conversations
wi th bearded

artists under the green plane trees. Elizabeth's
l[ife in Paris had

not been quite like that.

Her mot her had taken a studio in the Montparnasse
quarter, and

rel apsed at once into a state of squalid, muddling

i dl eness. She

was so foolish with noney that her incone would not
come near

coveri ng expenses, and for several nonths Elizabeth
did not even

have enough to eat. Then she found a job as visiting
t eacher of

English to the fanmily of a French bank manager. They
cal l ed her

"notre nees Anglaise'. The banker lived in the

twel fth

arrondi ssenent, a |ong way from Mnt parnasse, and

El i zabet h had

taken a roomin a pension near by. It was a narrow,
yel | owf aced

house in a side street, |looking out on to a
poulterer's shop,

general |y decorated with reeking carcasses of wld
boars, which old

gentl ermen |ike decrepit satyrs would visit every
nmorni ng and sniff

long and lovingly. Next door to the poulterer's was



a fly-blown

cafe with the sign 'Cafe de |'Amitie. Bock

Form dabl e'. How

El i zabeth had | oat hed that pension! The patroness
was an old

bl ack-cl ad sneak who spent her life in tiptoeing up
and down stairs

i n hopes of catching the boarders washi ng stockings
in their hand-

basi ns. The boarders, sharp-tongued bilious w dows,
pursued the

only man in the establishnment, a mld, bald creature
who worked in

La Samaritaine, |like sparrows worrying a bread-crust.
At meal s al

of them wat ched each others' plates to see who was
gi ven the

bi ggest hel ping. The bathroom was a dark den with

| eprous walls

and a rickety verdigrised geyser which would spit two
i nches of

tepid water into the bath and then mulishly stop
wor ki ng. The bank

manager whose children Elizabeth taught was a nan of
fifty, with a

fat, worn face and a bald, dark yell ow crown
resenbl i ng an

ostrich's egg. The second day after her arrival he
canme into the

room where the children were at their |essons, sat
down besi de

El i zabeth and i mredi ately pinched her el bow The
third day he

pi nched her on the calf, the fourth day behind the
knee, the fifth

day above the knee. Thereafter, every evening, it
was a silent

battl e between the two of them her hand under the
tabl e, struggling

and struggling to keep that ferret-Iike hand away
from her.

It was a nean, beastly existence. |In fact, it



reached | evel s of

'beast|liness' which Elizabeth had not previously
known to exi st.

But the thing that nost depressed her, nost filled
her with the

sense of sinking into some horrible | ower world, was
her nother's

studio. Ms Lackersteen was one of those people who
go utterly to

pi eces when they are deprived of servants. She lived
in a restless

ni ght mare between painti ng and housekeepi ng, and
never worked at

either. At irregular intervals she went to a
'school' where she

produced greyish still-lifes under the guidance of a
mast er whose

techni que was founded on dirty brushes; for the rest,
she messed

about mserably at hone with teapots and frying-pans.
The state of

her studio was nore than depressing to Elizabeth; it
was evil,

Satanic. It was a cold, dusty pigsty, with piles of
books and

papers littered all over the floor, generations of
saucepans

slunmbering in their grease on the rusty gas-stove,
the bed never

made till afternoon, and everywhere--in every
possi bl e pl ace where

they could be stepped on or knocked over--tins of

pai nt - f oul ed

turpentine and pots half full of cold black tea. You
would lift a

cushion froma chair and find a plate holding the
remai ns of a

poached egg underneath it. As soon as Elizabeth
entered the door

she woul d burst out:

' Ch, Mother, Mdther dearest, how CAN you? Look at
the state of



this room It is soterrible tolive like this!'

'The room dearest? Wiat's the matter? Is it
untidy?

"Untidy! Mther, NEED you | eave that plate of
porridge in the

m ddl e of your bed? And those saucepans! It does
| ook so
dreadful . Suppose anyone came in!'

The rapt, other-wordly [ ook which Ms Lackersteen
assuned when

anything like work presented itself, would come into
her eyes.

'None of MY friends would m nd, dear. W are such
Boheni ans, we

artists. You don't understand how utterly w apped up
we all are in

our painting. You haven't the artistic tenperanent,
you see,

dear .’

"I must try and cl ean sone of those saucepans.

just can't bear

to think of you living like this. Wat have you done
with the

scr ubbi ng- br ush?"

' The scrubbi ng-brush? Now, let nme think, | know
saw it somewhere.

Ah yes! | used it yesterday to clean ny palette.
But it'Il be

all right if you give it a good wash in turpentine.'

Ms Lackersteen would sit down and continue smudgi ng
a sheet of

sketching paper with a Conte crayon while Elizabeth
wor ked.

' How wonderful you are, dear. So practical! | can't
t hi nk whom



you inherit it from Nowwth nme, Art is sinply
EVERYTHI NG |

seemto feel it like a great sea surging up inside
me. |t swanps

everyt hing mean and petty out of existence.
Yesterday | ate ny

l unch of f Nash's Magazine to save wasting tine
washi ng pl at es.

Such a good idea! Wen you want a clean plate you
just tear off a

sheet,' etc., etc., etc.

El i zabeth had no friends in Paris. Her nother's
friends were wonen

of the same stanp as herself, or elderly ineffectua
bachel ors

living on small incomes and practising contenptible
hal f-arts such

as wood-engraving or painting on porcelain. For the
rest,

El i zabeth saw only foreigners, and she disliked al
foreigners en

bloc; or at least all foreign nen, with their

cheap-1 ooki ng cl ot hes

and their revolting table nanners. She had one great
sol ace at

this time. It was to go to the Arerican library in
the rue de
| " Elysee and | ook at the illustrated papers.

Sonetimes on a Sunday

or her free afternoon she would sit there for hours
at the big

shiny table, dream ng, over the Sketch, the Tatter
t he G aphic,

the Sporting and Dramatic.

Ah, what joys were pictured there! 'Hounds neeting
on the | awn of

Charlton Hall, the | ovely Warw ckshire seat of Lord
Bur r owdean. '

'The Hon. M's Tyke-Bowl by in the Park with her

spl endid Al satian

Kubl ai Khan, which took second prize at Cruft's this



sunmer . '

' Sunbat hi ng at Cannes. Left to right: M ss Barbara
Pilbrick, Sir

Edwar d Tuke, Lady Panel a Westrope, Captain "Tuppy"
Benacre.

Lovely, lovely, golden world! On two occasions the
face of an old

school fell ow | ooked at Elizabeth fromthe page. It
hurt her in her

breast to see it. There they all were, her old
school fellows, with

their horses and their cars and their husbands in the
caval ry; and

here she, tied to that dreadful job, that dreadfu
pensi on, her

dreadful mother! Was it possible that there was no
escape? Could

she be dooned forever to this sordid nmeanness, wth
no hope of ever

getting back to the decent world again?

It was not unnatural, with the exanmple of her nother
bef ore her

eyes, that Elizabeth should have a healthy | oathing
of Art. In

fact, any excess of intellect--'Dbraininess' was her
word for it--

tended to belong, in her eyes, to the 'beastly'.

Real people, she

felt, decent peopl e--people who shot grouse, went to
Ascot, yachted

at Cowes--were not brainy. They didn't go in for

t hi s nonsense of

writing books and fooling wth paintbrushes; and al
t hese Hi ghbr ow

i deas--Socialismand all that. 'H ghbrow was a
bitter word in her

vocabul ary. And when it happened, as it did once or
tw ce, that

she net a veritable artist who was willing to work
penni | ess al

his life, rather than sell hinmself to a bank or an



i nsurance

conpany, she despised himfar nore than she despi sed
t he dabblers

of her nother's circle. That a man should turn

del i berately away

fromall that was good and decent, sacrifice hinself
for a futility

that | ed nowhere, was shameful, degrading, evil. She
dr eaded

spi nst er hood, but she would have endured it a
thousand lifetines

t hrough rather than marry such a man.

When Elizabeth had been nearly two years in Paris her
not her di ed

abruptly of ptonmaine poisoning. The wonder was that
she had not

died of it sooner. Elizabeth was left with rather

| ess than a

hundred pounds in the world. Her uncle and aunt
cabl ed at once

from Burma, asking her to come out and stay with
them and sayi ng

that a letter would foll ow

M s Lackersteen had reflected for sone tine over the
letter, her

pen between her |ips, |ooking down at the page with
her delicate

triangular face like a neditative snake.

"l suppose we rnust have her out here, at any rate for
a year. WHAT

a bore! However, they generally marry within a year
if they've any

| ooks at all. What am| to say to the girl, Ton®

'Say? OCh, just say she'll pick up a husband out here
a dam si ght
easier than at home. Sonething of that sort, y' know'

"My DEAR Toml What inpossible things you say!'



M s Lacker steen w ote:

O course, this is a very small station and we are in
the jungle a

great deal of the time. |I'mafraid you will find it
dreadful ly

dull after the DELIGHTS of Paris. But really in sone
ways t hese

smal | stations have their advantages for a young
girl. She finds

herself quite a QUEEN in the local society. The
unmarried nen are

so lonely that they appreciate a girl's society in a
quite

wonder ful way, etc., etc.

El i zabeth spent thirty pounds on sumer frocks and
set sail

i medi ately. The ship, heralded by rolling

por poi ses, pl oughed

across the Mediterranean and down the Canal into a
sea of staring,

enanel -1i ke blue, then out into the green wastes of
the Indian

Ccean, where flocks of flying fish skinred in terror
fromthe

approaching hull. At night the waters were
phosphorescent, and

t he wash of the bow was |ike a noving arrowhead of
green fire.

El i zabeth 'l oved' the life on board ship. She |oved
t he dancing on

deck at nights, the cocktails which every man on
board seened

anxious to buy for her, the deck ganes, of which
however, she grew

tired at about the sane time as the other menbers of
t he younger

set. It was nothing to her that her nother's death
was only two

nmont hs past. She had never cared greatly for her



not her, and

besi des, the peopl e here knew nothing of her affairs.
It was so

lovely after those two gracel ess years to breathe the
air of wealth

again. Not that nost of the people here were rich
but on board

ship everyone behaves as though he were rich. She
was going to

| ove India, she knew. She had fornmed quite a picture
of India,

fromthe other passengers' conversation; she had even
| earned sone

of the nore necessary Hi ndustani phrases, such as
"idher ao',

"jaldi', 'sahiblog', etc. In anticipation she tasted
t he agreeabl e

at nosphere of O ubs, w th punkahs fl appi ng and

bar ef oot ed whi te-

turbaned boys reverently sal aam ng; and mai dans where
bronzed

Englishmen with little clipped noustaches gall oped to
and fro,

whacki ng polo balls. It was alnost as nice as being
really rich,

the way people lived in India.

They sailed into Col onbo through green gl assy waters,
where turtles

and bl ack snakes floated basking. A fleet of sanpans
cane racing

out to neet the ship, propelled by coal-black nen
with |ips stained

redder than bl ood by betel juice. They yelled and
struggl ed round

t he gangway while the passengers descended. As

El i zabet h and her

friends came down, two sanmpan-wal |l ahs, their prows
nosi ng agai nst

t he gangway, besought themw th yells.

"Don't you go with him nissie! Not with him Bad
wi cked man he,



not fit taking mssie!’

"Don't you listen himlies, mssie! Nasty |ow
fellow Nasty |ow
tricks himplaying. Nasty NATIVE tricks!'

"Ha, ha! He is not native hinself! GCh no! Hm
Eur opean man,
white skin all same, mssie! Ha ha!'

"Stop your bat, you two, or I'Il fetch one of you a
kick,' said the

husband of Elizabeth's friend--he was a planter
They stepped into

one of the sanpans and were rowed towards the

sun- bri ght quays.

And the successful sampan-wallah turned and

di scharged at his riva

a nmout hful of spittle which he nmust have been saving
up for a very

long tine.

This was the Orient. Scents of coco-nut oil and
sandal wood,

ci nnamon and turmeric, floated across the water on
t he hot,

swiming air. Elizabeth's friends drove her out to
Mount Lavi ni a,

where they bathed in a | ukewarm sea that foaned |like
Coca- Col a.

She canme back to the ship in the evening, and they
reached Rangoon

a week later.

North of Mandal ay the train, fuelled w th wood,
crawl ed at twel ve

m | es an hour across a vast, parched plain, bounded
at its renote

edges by blue rings of hills. White egrets stood
poi sed,

noti onl ess, like herons, and piles of drying chilis
gl eamed crinson

in the sun. Sonetines a white pagoda rose fromthe



plain like the

breast of a supine giantess. The early tropic night
settl ed down,

and the train jolted on, slowy, stopping at little
stations where

barbaric yells sounded fromthe darkness. Half-naked
men with

their long hair knotted behind their heads moved to
and fro in

torchlight, hideous as denons in Elizabeth's eyes.
The train

pl unged into forest, and unseen branches brushed
agai nst the

wi ndows. |t was about nine o' clock when they reached
Kyaukt ada,

where Elizabeth's uncle and aunt were waiting with M
Macgregor's

car, and with some servants carrying torches. Her
aunt cane

forward and took Elizabeth's shoul ders in her
delicate, saurian

hands.

"l suppose you are our niece Elizabeth? W are SO
pl eased to see
you,' she said, and kissed her

M Lackersteen peered over his wife's shoulder in the
torchlight.

He gave a half-whistle, exclaimed, "Well, I'll be
damed!' and then

sei zed Elizabeth and ki ssed her, nmore warmy than he
need have

done, she thought. She had never seen either of them
bef ore.

After dinner, under the punkah in the draw ng-room
Eli zabeth and

her aunt had a talk together. M Lackersteen was
strolling in the

garden, ostensibly to snell the frangi pani, actually
to have a

surreptitious drink that one of the servants smuggl ed



to himfrom
t he back of the house.

"My dear, howreally lovely you are! Let ne | ook at
you again.'

She took her by the shoulders. 'I1 DO think that Eton
crop suits

you. Did you have it done in Paris?

'Yes. Everyone was getting Eton-cropped. It suits
you if you've
got a fairly small head.’

"Lovely! And those tortoise-shell spectacles--such a

beconi ng

fashion! 1'mtold that all the--er--dem -nondai nes
in South

Ameri ca have taken to wearing them 1'd no idea

had such a
RAVI SHI NG beauty for a niece. How old did you say
you were, dear?

" Twenty-two.'

" Twenty-two! How delighted all the men will be when
we take you to

the Cub tomorrom They get so | onely, poor things,
never seeing a

new face. And you were two whole years in Paris?
can't think

what the nmen there can have been about to let you

| eave unnarried."'

"I"'mafraid | didn't neet many nen, Aunt. Only
foreigners. W had

to live so quietly. And I was working,' she added
thinking this

rather a di sgraceful adnmi ssion

'"OF course, of course,' sighed Ms Lackersteen. 'One
hears the

same thing on every side. Lovely girls having to
work for their



living. It is such a shane! | think it's so
terribly selfish,

don't you, the way these nmen remain unmarried while
there are so

MANY poor girls |ooking for husbands?' Elizabeth not
answeri ng

this, Ms Lackersteen added with another sigh, 'I'm
sure if | were

a young girl 1'd marry anybody, literally ANYBODY!'

The two wonen's eyes nmet. There was a great dea
that Ms

Lackersteen wanted to say, but she had no intention
of doing nore

than hint at it obliquely. A great deal of her
conversation was

carried on by hints; she generally contrived,
however, to nake her

nmeani ng reasonably clear. She said in a tenderly

i mper sonal tone,

as though di scussing a subject of general interest:

'"OF course, | nmust say this. There ARE cases when

if girls fail

to get married it's THEIR OMN FAULT. |t happens even
out here

sometines. Only a short time ago | renmenber a
case--a girl came

out and stayed a whole year with her brother, and she
had offers

fromall kinds of men--policenmen, forest officers,
men in tinber

firmse with QU TE good prospects. And she refused
themall; she

wanted to marry into the I.C.S., | heard. Well, what
do you

expect? O course her brother couldn't go on keeping
her forever.

And now | hear she's at home, poor thing, working as
a kind of |ady

hel p, practically a SERVANT. And getting only
fifteen shillings a

week! Isn't it dreadful to think of such things?



"Dreadful ! Elizabeth echoed.

No nore was said on this subject. |In the norning,
after she cane

back from Flory's house, Elizabeth was describi ng her
adventure to

her aunt and uncle. They were at breakfast, at the
fl ower -1 aden

table, with the punkah flappi ng overhead and the tal
stork-1ike

Mohamredan butler in his white suit and pagri
standi ng behind Ms

Lackersteen's chair, tray in hand.

"And oh, Aunt, such an interesting thing! A Burnese
girl came on

to the veranda. |'d never seen one before, at |east,
not know ng

they were girls. Such a queer little thing--she was
alnmost like a

doll with her round yellow face and her bl ack hair
screwed up on

top. She only | ooked about seventeen. M Flory said
she was his

| aundress.'

The Indian butler's |long body stiffened. He squinted
down at the

girl with his white eyeballs large in his black face.
He spoke

English well. M Lackersteen paused with a forkful

of fish half-

way fromhis plate and his crass mouth open

' Laundress?' he said. 'Laundress! | say, damit,
sone m st ake

there! No such thing as a laundress in this country,
y' know.

Laundering work's all done by nmen. |If you ask ne--'

And then he stopped very suddenly, alnost as though
soneone had



trodden on his toe under the table.

That evening Flory told Ko S'la to send for the

bar ber--he was the

only barber in the town, an Indian, and he nade a
living by shaving

the Indian coolies at the rate of eight annas a nonth
for a dry

shave every other day. The Europeans patroni zed him
for lack of

any other. The barber was waiting on the veranda
when Fl ory cane

back fromtennis, and Flory sterilized the scissors
with boiling

wat er and Condy's fluid and had his hair cut.

'Lay out ny best Pal mBeach suit,' he told Ko S'Ia,
"and a silk

shirt and my sanbhur-skin shoes. Also that newtie
that cane from

Rangoon | ast week.'

"l have done so, thakin,' said Ko S'la, neaning that
he woul d do

so. Wen Flory came into the bedroom he found Ko
S'la waiting

besi de the clothes he had laid out, with a faintly
sul ky air. It

was i medi ately apparent that Ko S'la knew why Flory
was dressing

hinself up (that is, in hopes of neeting Elizabeth)
and that he

di sapproved of it.

"What are you waiting for?" Flory said.

"To help you dress, thakin.'



"I shall dress nyself this evening. You can go.'

He was going to shave--the second tine that day--and
he did not

want Ko S'la to see himtake shaving things into the
bat hr oom

It was several years since he had shaved tw ce in one
day. \What

providential luck that he had sent for that newtie
only | ast week,

he thought. He dressed hinself very carefully, and
spent nearly a

quarter of an hour in brushing his hair, which was
stiff and would

never lie down after it had been cut.

Al most the next nmonment, as it seened, he was wal ki ng
with Elizabeth

down the bazaar road. He had found her alone in the
Club 'library',

and with a sudden burst of courage asked her to cone
out with him

and she had come with a readi ness that surprised him
not even

stopping to say anything to her uncle and aunt. He
had |ived so

long in Burma, he had forgotten English ways. It was
very dark

under the peepul trees of the bazaar road, the
foliage hiding the

gquarter moon, but the stars here and there in a gap
bl azed white and

low, |ike |lanps hanging on invisible threads.
Successi ve waves of

scent cane rolling, first the cloying sweetness of
frangi pani, then

a cold putrid stench of dung or decay fromthe huts
opposite Dr

Veraswam 's bungal ow. Druns were throbbing a little
di stance away.

As he heard the druns Flory renmenbered that a pwe was
bei ng acted a



little farther down the road, opposite U Po Kyin's
house; in fact,

it was U Po Kyin who had nmade arrangenents for the
pwe, though

someone el se had paid for it. A daring thought
occurred to Flory.

He woul d take Elizabeth to the pwe! She would I ove
it--she nust;

no one with eyes in his head could resist a

pwe- dance. Probably

there woul d be a scandal when they cane back to the
G ub toget her

after a |l ong absence; but dam it! what did it
matter? She was

different fromthat herd of fools at the Club. And
it would be

such fun to go to the pwe together! At this noment
the mnusic burst

out with a fearful pandenonium-a strident squeal of
pi pes, a

rattle like castanets and the hoarse thunp of druns,
above which a

man's voice was brassily squalling.

"What ever is that noise? said Elizabeth, stopping.
"It sounds
just like a jazz band!’

"Native music. They're having a pwe--that's a kind
of Burmese

play; a cross between a historical dranma and a revue,
if you can

imagine that. 1t'll interest you, | think. Just
round the bend of

the road here.'

'"Ch,' she said rather doubtfully.

They came round the bend into a glare of light. The
whol e road for

thirty yards was bl ocked by the audi ence watching the
pwe. At the

back there was a raised stage, under humming petro



| anps, with the

orchestra squalling and banging in front of it; on
the stage two

nmen dressed in clothes that rem nded Elizabeth of

Chi nese pagodas

were posturing with curved swords in their hands.

Al down the

roadway it was a sea of white nuslin backs of wonen,
pi nk scarves

flung round their shoul ders and bl ack hair-cylinders.
A few

sprawl ed on their mats, fast asleep. An old Chinese
with a tray of

peanuts was threading his way through the crowd,

i ntoni ng

mour nful ly, ' Maype! Maype!'’

"W'l|l stop and watch a few minutes if you like,"’
Flory said

The bl aze of lights and the appalling din of the
orchestra had

al nost dazed Elizabeth, but what startled her nost of
all was the

sight of this crowd of people sitting in the road as
t hough it had

been the pit of a theatre.

'"Do they always have their plays in the mddle of the
road?' she
sai d.

"As a rule. They put up a rough stage and take it
down in the
nmorni ng. The show |l asts all night.'

"But are they ALLOAED to--blocking up the whole
r oadway?

'"Ch yes. There are no traffic regulations here. No
traffic to
regul ate, you see.'



It struck her as very queer. By this tinme alnpost the
entire

audi ence had turned round on their mats to stare at
the '1ngal ei knma'.

There were half a dozen chairs in the mddle of the
crowd, where

some clerks and officials were sitting. U Po Kyin
was anong them

and he was making efforts to twist his el ephantine
body round and

greet the Europeans. As the nusic stopped the
pock- marked Ba Tai k

cane hastening through the crowd and shi koed low to
Flory, with his

tinorous air.

'Most holy one, ny master U Po Kyin asks whet her you
and the young

white lady will not cone and watch our pwe for a few
m nutes. He

has chairs ready for you.'

'They're asking us to cone and sit down,' Flory said
to Elizabeth.

"Wuld you like to? It's rather fun. Those two
fellows will clear

off in a monment and there'll be sone dancing. |If it
woul dn't bore

you for a few m nutes?

Elizabeth felt very doubtful. Sonehow it did not
seemright or

even safe to go in anong that snmelly native crowd.
However, she

trusted Flory, who presumably knew what was proper
and al | owed hi m

to lead her to the chairs. The Burmans nmade way on
their mats,

gazing after her and chattering; her shins brushed
agai nst warm

nmusl i n-cl ad bodies, there was a feral reek of sweat.
U Po Kyin

| eaned over towards her, bowing as well as he could



and sayi ng

nasal | y:
"Kindly to sit down, nmadaml | am nost honoured to
make your

acquai ntance. Good evening. Good norning, M Flory,
sir! A nost

unexpect ed pl easure. Had we known that you were to
honour us with

your conpany, we would have provi ded whi skies and

ot her European

refreshments. Ha ha!’

He | aughed, and his betel -reddened teeth gleamed in

the | anpli ght
like red tinfoil. He was so vast and so hi deous t hat
El i zabet h

could not help shrinking fromhim A slender youth
in a purple

| ongyi was bowi ng to her and holding out a tray with
two gl asses of

yel | ow sherbet, iced. U Po Kyin clapped his hands
sharply, 'Hey

haung galay!' he called to a boy beside him He gave
sone

i nstructions in Burnese, and the boy pushed his way
to the edge of

t he stage.

"He's telling themto bring on their best dancer in
our honour, "
Flory said. 'Look, here she cones.'

A girl who had been squatting at the back of the

st age, snoki ng,

stepped forward into the lanplight. She was very
young, slim

shoul dered, breastless, dressed in a pale blue satin
[ ongyi that

hid her feet. The skirts of her ingyi curved

out war ds above her

hips in little panniers, according to the ancient
Bur mrese fashi on.



They were like the petals of a downward- pointing
flower. She threw

her cigar languidly to one of the men in the
orchestra, and then

hol di ng out one slender arm withed it as though to
shake the

nuscl es | oose.

The orchestra burst into a sudden |oud squalling.
There were pipes

i ke bagpi pes, a strange instrument consisting of

pl aques of bamnboo

which a man struck with a little hammer, and in the
m ddl e there

was a man surrounded by twelve tall druns of
different sizes. He

reached rapidly fromone to another, thunping them
with the heel of

his hand. 1In a nonment the girl began to dance. But
at first it

was not a dance, it was a rhythm c noddi ng, posturing
and twi sting

of the el bows, |ike the novenents of one of those

j oi nt ed wooden

figures on an ol d-fashi oned roundabout. The way her
neck and

el bows rotated was precisely like a jointed doll, and
yet

i ncredi bly sinuous. Her hands, twi sting like
snakeheads with the

fingers close together, could lie back until they
were al nost al ong

her forearns. By degrees her novenents qui ckened.
She began to

leap fromside to side, flinging herself down in a

ki nd of curtsy

and springing up again with extraordinary agility, in
spite of the

I ong longyi that inprisoned her feet. Then she
danced in a

grot esque posture as though sitting down, knees bent,
body | eaned

forward, with her arns extended and withing, her



head al so movi ng

to the beat of the drums. The nusic quickened to a
climax. The

girl rose upright and whirled round as swiftly as a
top, the

panni er of her ingyi flying out about her like the
petal s of a

snowdrop. Then the nusic stopped as abruptly as it
had begun, and

the girl sank again into a curtsy, amd raucous
shouting fromthe

audi ence.

El i zabeth watched the dance with a mi xture of
amazenent, boredom

and sonet hi ng approachi ng horror. She had sipped her
drink and

found that it tasted like hair oil. On a mat by her
feet three

Burnese girls lay fast asleep with their heads on the
same pill ow,

their small oval faces side by side like the faces of
kittens.

Under cover of the nusic Flory was speaking in a | ow
voice into

El i zabeth's ear commenting on the dance.

"I knew this would interest you; that's why | brought
you here.

You' ve read books and been in civilized pl aces,
you're not like the

rest of us niserable savages here. Don't you think
this is worth

watching, in its queer way? Just look at that girl's
novenent s- -

| ook at that strange, bent-forward pose like a

mari onette, and the

way her arms twist fromthe elbow like a cobra rising
to strike.

It's grotesque, it's even ugly, with a sort of wilfu
ugl i ness.

And there's sonething sinister init too. There's a
touch of the



diabolical in all Mngols. And yet when you | ook

cl osely, what

art, what centuries of culture you can see behind it!
Every

nmoverent that girl nakes has been studi ed and handed
down t hrough

i nnurrer abl e generations. \Wenever you | ook closely
at the art of

t hese Eastern peoples you can see that--a
civilization stretching

back and back, practically the sane, into tines when
we were

dressed in woad. In sonme way that | can't define to
you, the whole

life and spirit of Burma is sunmed up in the way that
girl twists

her arms. Wen you see her you can see the rice
fields, the

vill ages under the teak trees, the pagodas, the
priests in their

yel | ow robes, the buffaloes swnmng the rivers in
the early

nor ni ng, Thi baw s pal ace--"'

H s voice stopped abruptly as the nusic stopped.
There were

certain things, and a pwe-dance was one of them that
pricked him

to talk discursively and incautiously; but now he
realized that he

had only been talking Iike a character in a novel

and not a very

good novel. He | ooked away. Elizabeth had |istened
to himwth a

chill of disconfort. Wat WAS the man tal ki ng about ?
was her first

t hought. Moreover, she had caught the hated word Art
nore than

once. For the first time she renenbered that Flory
was a total

stranger and that it had been unwi se to cone out with
hi m al one

She | ooked round her, at the sea of dark faces and



the lurid glare

of the | anps; the strangeness of the scene al nost
fri ghtened her.

What was she doing in this place? Surely it was not
right to be

sitting anong the black people like this, alnost
touching them in

the scent of their garlic and their sweat? Wy was
she not back at

the Club with the other white people? Wy had he
br ought her here,

anong this horde of natives, to watch this hideous
and savage

spect acl e?

The nusic struck up, and the pwe girl began dancing
agai n. Her

face was powdered so thickly that it gleamed in the
[ anplight Iike

a chalk mask with live eyes behind it. Wth that
dead-white ova

face and those wooden gestures she was nonstrous,

i ke a denon.

The nusic changed its tenmpo, and the girl began to
sing in a brassy

voice. It was a song with a swift trochaic rhythm
gay yet fierce

The crowd took it up, a hundred voices chanting the
harsh syl | abl es

in unison. Still in that strange bent posture the
girl turned

round and danced with her buttocks protruded towards
t he audi ence.

Her silk longyi gleamed like nmetal. Wth hands and
el bows still

rotating she wagged her posterior fromside to side.
Then- -

astoni shing feat, quite visible through the

| ongyi - - she began to

wriggle her two buttocks independently in tine with
the nusic.

There was a shout of applause fromthe audi ence. The



three girls

asl eep on the mat woke up at the sane nmonent and
began cl appi ng

their hands wildly. A clerk shouted nasally ' Bravo!
Bravo!' in

English for the Europeans' benefit. But U Po Kyin
frowned and

waved his hand. He knew all about European wonen.
El i zabet h,

however, had al ready stood up

"I"'mgoing. It's time we were back,' she said
abruptly. She was

| ooki ng away, but Flory could see that her face was
pi nk.

He stood up beside her, dismayed. 'But, | say!
Coul dn't you stay
a fewmnutes longer? | knowit's late, but--they

brought this

girl on two hours before she was due, in our honour
Just a few

m nut es?

"I can't help it, | ought to have been back ages ago.
| don't know
VWHAT ny uncle and aunt will be thinking.'

She began at once to pick her way through the crowd,
and he

followed her, with not even time to thank the pwe
people for their

trouble. The Burnmans made way with a sulky air. How
l'i ke these

Engli sh people, to upset everything by sending for

t he best dancer

and then go away al nost before she had started!
There was a

fearful row as soon as Flory and Elizabeth had gone,
the pwe girl

refusing to go on with her dance and the audi ence
demandi ng t hat

she should continue. However, peace was restored



when two cl owns

hurried on to the stage and began letting off
crackers and maki ng

obscene j okes.

Flory followed the girl abjectly up the road. She
was wal ki ng

qui ckly, her head turned away, and for some nonents
she woul d not

speak. What a thing to happen, when they had been
getting on so

wel | together! He kept trying to apol ogi ze.

'"I"'mso sorry! 1'd no idea you'd mnd--'

"It's nothing. What is there to be sorry about?
only said it
was tine to go back, that's all."’

"l ought to have thought. One gets not to notice
that kind of

thing in this country. These people's sense of
decency isn't the

same as ours--it's stricter in some ways--but--'

"It's not that! 1It's not that!' she exclained quite
angrily.

He saw that he was only making it worse. They wal ked
on in

silence, he behind. He was m serable. Wat a bl oody
fool he had

been! And yet all the while he had no inkling of the
real reason

why she was angry with him It was not the pwe
girl's behaviour,

initself, that had of fended her; it had only brought
things to a

head. But the whole expedition--the very notion of
WANTI NG to rub

shoul ders with all those snelly natives--had

i mpressed her badly.

She was perfectly certain that that was not how white



men ought to

behave. And that extraordi nary ranbling speech that
he had begun,

with all those | ong words--al nost, she thought
bitterly, as though

he were quoting poetry! It was how t hose beastly
artists that you

met sometines in Paris used to talk. She had thought
hima manly

man till this evening. Then her nmind went back to
the norning' s

adventure, and how he had faced the buffalo

bar ehanded, and sone of

her anger evaporated. By the time they reached the
C ub gate she

felt inclined to forgive him Flory had by now

pl ucked up courage

to speak again. He stopped, and she stopped too, in
a patch where

t he boughs let through sone starlight and he could
see her face

dimy.

‘"I say. | say, | do hope you're not really angry
about this?

"No, of course I'mnot. | told you |l wasn't.’

"I oughtn't to have taken you there. Please forgive
me. Do you

know, | don't think 1'd tell the others where you' ve
been. Perhaps

it would be better to say you' ve just been out for a
stroll, out in

t he garden--something like that. They might think it
queer, a

white girl going to a pwe. | don't think 1'd tel
them'

"Ch, of course | won't!' she agreed with a warmess
that surprised

him After that he knew that he was forgiven. But
what it was



that he was forgiven, he had not yet grasped.

They went into the Cub separately, by tacit consent.
The expedition

had been a failure, decidedly. There was a gala air
about the C ub

| ounge tonight. The entire European community were
waiting to greet

El i zabeth, and the butler and the six chokras, in
their best

starched white suits, were drawn up on either side of
t he door,

smling and sal aam ng. Wen the Europeans had
finished their

greetings the butler came forward with a vast garl and
of flowers

that the servants had prepared for the 'nissiesahib'.
M Macgr egor

made a very hunorous speech of wel cone, introducing
everybody. He

i ntroduced Maxwel| as 'our |ocal arborea

specialist', Westfield as

"the guardian of |aw and order and--ah--terror of the
| oca

banditti', and so on and so forth. There was nuch

| aughter. The

sight of a pretty girl's face had put everyone in
such a good hunour

that they coul d even enjoy M Macgregor's
speech--which, to tell the

truth, he had spent nost of the evening in preparing.

At the first possible noment Ellis, with a sly air,
took Flory and

Westfield by the armand drew them away into the
card-room He was

in a nmuch better mood than usual. He pinched Flory's
armwith his

smal |, hard fingers, painfully but quite am ably.
"Wll, ny lad, everyone's been | ooking for you

Wher e have you
been all this time?



"Ch, only for a stroll.'

"For a stroll! And who w th?

"Wth Mss Lackersteen.'

"I knew it! So YOU RE the bloody fool who's fallen
into the trap,

are you? YOU swallowed the bait before anyone el se
had tine to

ook at it. | thought you were too old a bird for
that, by God |
did

"What do you mean?

'Mean! Look at him pretendi ng he doesn't know what |
mean! Wy,

nmean that Ma Lackersteen's narked you down for her
bel oved nephew

in-law, of course. That is, if you aren't bloody
careful . Eh,

Vst fiel d?

"Quite right, ol" boy. Eligible young bachel or
Marriage halter
and all that. They've got their eye on him'

"I don't know where you're getting this idea from
The girl's
hardly been here twenty-four hours.'’

'Long enough for you to take her up the garden path,
anyway. You

wat ch your step. Tom Lackersteen may be a drunken
sot, but he's

not such a bl oody fool that he wants a ni ece hangi ng
round hi s neck

for the rest of his Iife. And of course SHE knows
whi ch side her

bread's buttered. So you take care and don't go
putting your head



into the noose.'

"Dam it, you've no right to talk about people like
that. After
all, the girl's only a kid--'

"My dear old ass'--Ellis, alnost affectionate now
that he had a new

subj ect for scandal, took Flory by the coat

| apel --' ny dear, dear

old ass, don't you go filling yourself up with
noonshi ne.  You

think that girl's easy fruit: she's not. These girls
out from home

are all the same. "Anything in trousers but nothing
this side the

altar"--that's their notto, every one of them Wy
do you think

the girl's conme out here?

"Way? | don't know. Because she wanted to, |
suppose. '

"My good fool! She conme out to lay her claws into a
husband,

of course. As if it wasn't well known! Wen a
girl's failed

everywhere el se she tries India, where every man's
pi ning for the

sight of a white woman. The Indi an marriage- narket,
they call it.

Meat market it ought to be. Shiploads of 'em com ng
out every year

i ke carcasses of frozen nmutton, to be pawed over by
nasty old

bachelors like you. Cold storage. Juicy joints
straight fromthe

ice.'

"You do say somne repul sive things.'

' Best pasture-fed English neat,' said Ellis with a
pl eased air.



'Fresh consignments. Warranted prine condition.'

He went through a pantom ne of exam ning a joint of
neat, with

goatish sniffs. This joke was likely to last Ellis a
long tine;

his jokes usually did; and there was nothing that
gave himquite so

keen a pleasure as draggi ng a woman's nane t hrough
nmud.

Flory did not see much nore of Elizabeth that

eveni ng. Everyone

was in the | ounge together, and there was the silly
clattering

chatter about nothing that there is on these
occasions. Flory

coul d never keep up that kind of conversation for
long. But as for

El i zabeth, the civilized atnmosphere of the Club, with
the white

faces all round her and the friendly | ook of the
illustrated papers

and the 'Bonzo' pictures, reassured her after that
doubt f ul

i nterlude at the pwe.

Wien the Lackersteens left the Club at nine, it was
not Flory but

M Macgregor who wal ked home with them anbling

besi de Eli zabeth

like some friendly saurian nonster, anong the faint
cr ooked shadows

of the gold nohur stens. The Pronme anecdote, and
many anot her,

found a new home. Any newconer to Kyauktada was apt
to conme in for

rather a large share of M Macgregor's conversation
for the others

| ooked on himas an unparalleled bore, and it was a
tradition at

the Club to interrupt his stories. But Elizabeth was
by nature a



good listener. M Macgregor thought he had sel dom
net so
intelligent a girl.

Flory stayed a little longer at the d ub, drinking
with the others.

There was much smutty tal k about Elizabeth. The
quarrel about Dr

Veraswani's el ection had been shelved for the tine
bei ng. Al so,

the notice that Ellis had put up on the previous
eveni ng had been

taken down. M Macgregor had seen it during his
nmorning visit to

the Cub, and in his fair-nnded way he had at once
insisted on its

renoval . So the notice had been suppressed; not,
however, before

it had achieved its object.

During the next fortnight a great deal happened.

The feud between U Po Kyin and Dr Veraswam was now
in full sw ng.

The whol e town was divided into two factions, with
every native

soul fromthe magi strates down to the bazaar sweepers
enroll ed on

one side or the other, and all ready for perjury when
the time

cane. But of the two parties, the doctor's was nuch
the smal |l er

and less efficiently libellous. The editor of the
Bur mese Patri ot

had been put on trial for sedition and |ibel, bai
bei ng refused.

H s arrest had provoked a small riot in Rangoon

whi ch was



suppressed by the police with the death of only two
rioters. In

prison the editor went on hunger strike, but broke
down after six

hour s.

I n Kyauktada, too, things had been happening. A
dacoit named Nga

Shwe O had escaped fromthe jail in mysterious
circunstances. And

t here had been a whole crop of rumours about a
projected native

rising in the district. The rumours--they were very
vague ones as

yet--centred round a village naned Thongwa, not far
fromthe canp

where Maxwel | was girdling teak. A weiksa, or
magi ci an, was said

to have appeared from nowhere and to be prophesying
t he doom of the

Engl i sh power and distributing nmagic bull et-proof
jackets. M

Macgregor did not take the rumpurs very seriously,
but he had asked

for an extra force of Mlitary Police. It was said
that a company

of Indian infantry with a British officer in command
woul d be sent

to Kyauktada shortly. Westfield, of course, had
hurried to Thongwa

at the first threat, or rather hope, of trouble.

"CGod, if they'd only break out and rebel properly for
oncel' he

said to Ellis before starting. 'But it'll be a
bl oody washout as
usual . Always the same story with these

rebel |l i ons--peter out

al nost before they' ve begun. Wuld you believe it,
' ve never

fired ny gun at a fellow yet, not even a dacoit.

El even years of

it, not counting the War, and never killed a man.



Depr essing. '

"Ch, well,' said Ellis, '"if they won't conme up to the
scratch you

can always get hold of the ringleaders and give them
a good

banbooing on the QT. That's better than coddling
themup in our

dammed nursi ng homes of prisons.’

"Hm probably. Can't do it though, nowadays. All
t hese ki d-gl ove

| aws--got to keep them | suppose, if we're fools
enough to make
Cem

"Ch, rot the laws. Banbooing's the only thing that
makes any

i npression on the Burman. Have you seen them after
t hey' ve been

flogged? | have. Brought out of the jail on bullock
carts,

yelling, with the wonmen pl astering mashed bananas on
their

backsi des. That's sonething they do understand. |f
| had ny way

I'd give it "emon the soles of the feet the sane as
the Turks do.'

"Ah well. Let's hope they'll have the guts to show a
bit of fight

for once. Then we'll call out the MIlitary Police,
rifles and all.

Plug a few dozen of "em-that'll clear the air.'

However, the hoped-for opportunity did not cone.
Westfield and the

dozen constabl es he had taken with himto
Thongwa--j ol Iy round-

faced Gurkha boys, pining to use their kukris on
somebody- - f ound

the district depressingly peaceful. There seenmed not
t he ghost of



a rebellion anywhere; only the annual attenpt, as
regul ar as the

nmonsoon, of the villagers to avoid paying the
capitation tax.

The weat her was growi ng hotter and hotter. Elizabeth
had had her

first attack of prickly heat. Tennis at the d ub had
practically

ceased; people would play one | anguid set and then
fall into chairs

and swal l ow pints of tepid line-juice--tepid, because
the ice came

only twice weekly from Mandal ay and nelted within
twenty-four hours

of arriving. The Flane of the Forest was in ful

bl oom The

Bur nese wonen, to protect their children fromthe
sun, streaked

their faces with yellow cosnmetic until they | ooked
like little

African witch-doctors. Flocks of green pigeons, and
i mperi al

pi geons as | arge as ducks, canme to eat the berries of
the big

peepul trees along the bazaar road.

Meanwhil e, Flory had turned Ma H a May out of his
house.

A nasty, dirty job! There was a sufficient
pretext--she had stol en

his gold cigarette-case and pawned it at the house of
Li Yeik, the

Chi nese grocer and illicit pawnbroker in the
bazaar--but still, it

was only a pretext. Flory knew perfectly well, and
Ma H a My

knew, and all the servants knew, that he was getting
rid of her

because of Elizabeth. Because of 'the Ingal ei kma
with dyed hair',

as Ma Ha My called her.



Ma H a May nade no violent scene at first. She stood
sull enly

listening while he wote her a cheque for a hundred
rupees--Li Yeik

or the Indian chetty in the bazaar woul d cash
cheques--and tol d her

that she was dismissed. He was nore ashaned than
she; he could not

| ook her in the face, and his voice went flat and
guilty. Wen the

bul | ock cart came for her bel ongi ngs, he shut hinself
in the

bedroom skul king till the scene should be over

Cartwheel s grated on the drive, there was the sound
of men

shouting; then suddenly there was a fearful uproar of
SCreans.

Fl ory went outside. They were all struggling round
the gate in the

sunlight. ©Ma Ha May was clinging to the gatepost
and Ko S la was

trying to bundle her out. She turned a face full of
fury and

despair towards Flory, screaning over and over

' Thaki n!  Thaki n!

Thaki n!  Thakin! Thakin!"' It hurt himto the heart
t hat she

shoul d still call himthakin after he had di sm ssed
her.

"What is it?" he said.

It appeared that there was a switch of false hair
that Ma H a May

and Ma Yi both claimed. Flory gave the switch to Ma
Yi and gave Ma

H a May two rupees to conpensate her. Then the cart
jolted away,

with Ma Ha May sitting beside her two w cker
baskets, straight-

backed and sullen, and nursing a kitten on her knees.



It was only
two nont hs since he had given her the kitten as a
present.

Ko S'la, who had |ong wi shed for Ma Ha My's
removal , was not

al t oget her pl eased now that it had happened. He was
even | ess

pl eased when he saw his nmaster going to church--or as
he called it,

to the 'English pagoda' --for Flory was still in
Kyaukt ada on the

Sunday of the padre's arrival, and he went to church
with the

others. There was a congregation of twelve,

i ncluding M Francis,

M Sanuel and six native Christians, with Ms
Lacker st een pl ayi ng

'"Abide with Me' on the tiny harnmoniumw th one gane
pedal . It was

the first tine in ten years that Flory had been to
church, except

to funerals. Ko S la's notions of what went on in
the 'English

pagoda’ were vague in the extreme; but he did know
that church-

going signified respectability--a quality which, Iike
all

bachel ors' servants, he hated in his bones.

"There is trouble coming,' he said despondently to

t he ot her

servants. 'l have been watching him (he meant Flory)
these ten

days past. He has cut down his cigarettes to fifteen
a day, he has

stopped drinking gin before breakfast, he shaves

hi nsel f every

eveni ng--though he thinks I do not knowit, the fool
And he has

ordered half a dozen new silk shirts! | had to stand
over the

dirzi calling himbahinchut to get themfinished in



tine. Evi

onens! | give himthree nonths | onger, and then
good- bye to the

peace in this house!’

"What, is he going to get narried? said Ba Pe.

"I amcertain of it. Wen a white nman begi ns goi ng
to the English

pagoda, it is, as you mght say, the begi nning of the
end.’

"I have had many masters in ny life,' old Samy said
' The wor st

was Col onel W npol e sahib, who used to nake his
orderly hold me

down over the table while he came running from behind
and ki cked me

with very thick boots for serving banana fritters too
frequently.

At other tinmes, when he was drunk, he would fire his
revol ver

t hrough the roof of the servants' quarters, just
above our heads.

But | woul d sooner serve ten years under Col onel

W nmpol e sahi b t han

a week under a mensahib with her kit-kit. |[|f our
master marries
shal |l | eave the sane day.'

"l shall not |eave, for |I have been his servant
fifteen years. But

I know what is in store for us when that wonman cones.
She will

shout at us because of spots of dust on the
furniture, and wake us

up to bring cups of tea in the afternoon when we are
asl eep, and

cone poking into the cookhouse at all hours and
conplain over dirty

saucepans and cockroaches in the flour bin. It is ny
belief that

t hese wonen |i e awake at nights thinking of new ways



to tornent
their servants.'

'"They keep a little red book,' said Sanmy, 'in which
they enter the

bazaar-nmoney, two annas for this, four annas for
that, so that a

man cannot earn a pice. They nake nore kit-kit over
the price of

an onion than a sahib over five rupees.'

"Ah, do | not knowit! She will be worse than Ma H a
May. Wonen!'
he added conprehensively, with a kind of sigh

The sigh was echoed by the others, even by Ma Pu and
Ma Yi

Neither took Ko S'la's remarks as a stricture upon
her own sex,

Engl i shwonmen bei ng consi dered a race apart, possibly
not even

human, and so dreadful that an Englishman's nmarriage
is usually the

signal for the flight of every servant in his house,
even those who

have been with himfor years.

10

But as a nmatter of fact, Ko S la's alarmwas
premature. After

knowi ng Elizabeth for ten days, Flory was scarcely
nore intinmate

with her than on the day when he had first met her.

As it happened, he had her alnost to hinself during
t hese ten days,

nost of the Europeans being in the jungle. Flory
hi nrsel f had no

right to be loitering in headquarters, for at this



time of year the

wor k of tinber-extraction was in full swing, and in
hi s absence

everything went to pieces under the inconpetent

Eur asi an overseer.

But he had stayed--pretext, a touch of fever--while
despairing

letters cane al nost every day fromthe overseer
telling of

di sasters. One of the elephants was ill, the engine
of the light

railway that was used for carrying teak logs to the
river had

broken down, fifteen of the coolies had deserted.
But Flory still

lingered, unable to tear hinself away from Kyauktada
whil e

El i zabeth was there, and continually seeking--never
as yet, to

much purpose--to recapture that easy and delightfu
fri endship of

their first meeting.

They met every day, norning and evening, it was true.
Each eveni ng

they played a single of tennis at the Cub--Ms
Lackersteen was too

linp and M Lackersteen too liverish for tennis at
this tine of

year--and afterwards they would sit in the | ounge,
all four

toget her, playing bridge and tal king. But though

Fl ory spent hours

in Elizabeth's company, and often they were al one

t oget her, he was

never for an instant at his ease with her. They

tal ked--so long as

they talked of trivialities--with the utnost freedom
yet they were

distant, like strangers. He felt stiff in her
presence, he could

not forget his birthmark; his tw ce-scraped chin
smarted, his body



tortured himfor whisky and tobacco--for he tried to
cut down his

drinki ng and snoki ng when he was with her. After ten
days t hey

seenmed no nearer the rel ationship he wanted.

For somehow, he had never been able to talk to her as
he [ onged to

talk. To talk, sinmply to talk! It sounds so little,
and how nuch

it is! Wen you have existed to the brink of mddle
age in bitter

| onel i ness, anobng people to whom your true opinion on
every subj ect

on earth is blaspheny, the need to talk is the
greatest of all

needs. Yet with Elizabeth serious talk seened

i mpossible. It was

as though there had been a spell upon themthat nade
all their

conversation | apse into banality; granophone records,
dogs, tennis

racquets--all that desolating Cub-chatter. She
seenmed not to WANT

to talk of anything but that. He had only to touch
upon a subj ect

of any conceivable interest to hear the evasion, the
"I shan't

play', coming into her voice. Her taste in books
appal | ed hi m when

he di scovered it. Yet she was young, he rem nded

hi nrsel f, and had

she not drunk white wine and tal ked of Marcel Proust
under the

Paris plane trees? Later, no doubt, she would
under st and hi m and

gi ve himthe conpani onshi p he needed. Perhaps it was
only that he

had not won her confidence yet.

He was anything but tactful with her. Like all nen
who have |ived
much al one, he adjusted hinself better to ideas than



to peopl e.

And so, though all their talk was superficial, he
began to irritate

her sometines; not by what he said but by what he
inmplied. There

was an uneasi ness between them ill-defined and yet
of ten verging

upon quarrels. Wen two people, one of whom has
lived long in the

country while the other is a newconer, are thrown
together, it is

inevitable that the first should act as cicerone to
t he second.

El i zabet h, during these days, was maki ng her first
acquai nt ance

with Burma; it was Flory, naturally, who acted as her
i nterpreter,

explaining this, commenting upon that. And the

t hi ngs he said, or

the way he said them provoked in her a vague yet
deep di sagreenent.

For she perceived that Flory, when he spoke of the
"natives', spoke

nearly always I N FAVOUR of them He was forever
prai si ng Burnese

custons and the Burnmese character; he even went so
far as to

contrast themfavourably with the English. It
di squi eted her.
After all, natives were natives--interesting, no

doubt, but finally

only a 'subject' people, an inferior people with

bl ack faces. His

attitude was a little TOO tolerant. Nor had he
grasped, yet, in

what way he was ant agoni zing her. He so wanted her
to love Burnma as

he loved it, not to look at it with the dull,

i ncurious eyes of a

nmensahi b!  He had forgotten that nost people can be
at ease in a

foreign country only when they are di sparagi ng the
i nhabi t ants.



He was too eager in his attenpts to interest her in
t hi ngs

Oiental. He tried to induce her, for instance, to
| earn Burnese

but it came to nothing. (Her aunt had explained to
her that only

m ssi onary-wonen spoke Burmese; nice wonen found
kitchen Urdu quite

as much as they needed.) There were countless small
di sagreenents

like that. She was grasping, dimy, that his views
were not the

vi ews an Englishman should hold. Mich nore clearly
she grasped

t hat he was asking her to be fond of the Burnese,
even to admire

them to admire people with black faces, al nost
savages, whose

appearance still made her shudder

The subject cropped up in a hundred ways. A knot of
Bur mans woul d

pass themon the road. She, with her still fresh
eyes, woul d gaze

after them half curious and half repelled; and she
woul d say to

Fl ory, as she would have said to anybody:

' How REVOLTI NGY ugly these people are, aren't they?

"ARE they? | always think they're rather

char m ng-1 ooki ng, the

Burnese. They have such spl endid bodi es! Look at
that fellow s

shoul ders--1ike a bronze statue. Just think what
sights you'd see

in England if people went about half naked as they do
here!"’

"But they have such hi deous-shaped heads! Their
skul I's kind of
sl ope up behind like a tomcat's. And then the way



their foreheads

sl ant back--it makes them | ook so WCKED. | renenber
r eadi ng

somet hing in a nmagazi ne about the shape of people's
heads; it said

that a person with a sloping forehead is a CRIM NAL
TYPE.

"Ch, cone, that's a bit sweeping! Round about half
the people in
the worl d have that kind of forehead."'

"Ch, well, if you count COLOURED peopl e, of course--!'

O perhaps a string of wonmen woul d pass, going to the
wel | : heavy-

set peasant-girls, copper-brown, erect under their
wat er-pots wth

strong marelike buttocks protruded. The Burnese
worren repel | ed

El i zabeth nore than the nmen; she felt her kinship
with them and

t he hateful ness of being kin to creatures with black
faces.

"Aren't they too sinply dreadful ? So COARSE- LOOKI NG
i ke sone

kind of animal. Do you think ANYONE coul d think

t hose wonen

attractive?

"Their own nen do, | believe.'

"l suppose they would. But that black skin--1 don't
know how
anyone could bear it!'

"But, you know, one gets used to the brown skin in
time. In fact

they say--1 believe it's true--that after a few years
in these

countries a brown skin seens nore natural than a
white one. And



after all, it IS nore natural. Take the world as a
whole, it's an
eccentricity to be white.'

" You DO have sone funny ideas!’

And so on and so on. She felt all the while an
unsati sfactori ness,

an unsoundness in the things he said. It was
particularly so on

the evening when Flory allowed M Francis and M
Sanuel , the two

derelict Eurasians, to entrap himin conversation at
the d ub gate.

El i zabeth, as it happened, had reached the Cub a few
m nut es

before Flory, and when she heard his voice at the
gate she cane

round the tennis-screen to neet him The two

Eur asi ans had si dl ed

up to Flory and cornered himlike a pair of dogs
asking for a gane.

Franci s was doing nost of the talking. He was a
nmeagre, excitable

man, and as brown as a cigar-leaf, being the son of a
Sout h | ndi an

woman; Sanuel, whose not her had been a Karen, was
pale yellow with

dull red hair. Both were dressed in shabby dril
suits, with vast

topi s beneath which their slender bodies |ooked Iike
the stal ks of

t oadst ool s.

El i zabeth canme down the path in tine to hear
fragnents of an

enornous and conplicated aut obi ography. Talking to
white nen--

tal ki ng, for choice, about hinself--was the great joy
of Francis's

l[ife. \When, at intervals of nonths, he found a
European to listen



to him his life-history would pour out of himin
unquenchabl e

torrents. He was talking in a nasal, sing-song voice
of incredible

rapidity:

'O ny father, sir, | renenber little, but he was
very choleric man

and many whacki ngs with big banmboo stick all knobs on
both for

self, little half-brother and two nothers. Al so how
on occasi on of

bi shop's visit little half-brother and I dress in

| ongyi s and sent

anong the Burnese children to preserve incognito. M
fat her never

rose to be bishop, sir. Four converts only in
twenty-ei ght years,

and al so too great fondness for Chinese rice-spirit
very fiery

noi sed abroad and spoil sales of ny father's bookl et
entitled The

Scourge of Al cohol, published with the Rangoon
Bapti st Press, one

rupee eight annas. My little hal f-brother die one
hot weat her,

al ways coughi ng, coughing,' etc., etc.

The two Eurasi ans perceived the presence of

El i zabeth. Both doffed

their topis with bows and brilliant displays of
teeth. It was

probably several years since either of them had had a
chance of

tal king to an Engli shwonan. Francis burst out nore
ef fusively than

ever. He was chattering in evident dread that he
woul d be

interrupted and the conversation cut short.

' Good evening to you, madam good evening, good
eveni ng! Mbst
honoured to make your acquai ntance, madam \Very



sweltering is the

weat her these days, is not? But seasonable for
April. Not too

much you are suffering fromprickly heat, | trust?
Pounded

tamarind applied to the afflicted spot is infallible.
Mysel f 1

suffer torments each night. Very preval ent disease
anong we

Eur opeans. "

He pronounced it Europian, like M Chollop in Martin
Chuzzlew t.

El i zabeth did not answer. She was | ooking at the
Eur asi ans

somewhat coldly. She had only a dimidea as to who
or what they

were, and it struck her as inpertinent that they
shoul d speak to

her .

' Thanks, I'Ill remenber about the tamarind,' Flory
sai d.

' Speci fic of renowned Chinese doctor, sir. Also,
sir-mdam nay

advise to you, wearing only Terai hat is not
judicious in April,

sir. For the natives all well, their skulls are
adamant. But for

us sunstroke ever menaces. Very deadly is the sun
upon Eur opean

skull. But is it that |I detain you, nadan®

This was said in a disappointed tone. Elizabeth had,
in fact,

decided to snub the Eurasians. She did not know why
Fl ory was

allowing themto hold himin conversation. As she
turned away to

stroll back to the tennis court, she nade a practice
stroke in the

air with her racquet, to renmind Flory that the gane



was over due.

He saw it and foll owed her, rather reluctantly, for
he did not Iike

snubbi ng the wetched Francis, bore though he was.

"I must be off,' he said. 'Good evening, Francis.
CGood eveni ng,
Sanuel .

' Good evening, sir! Good evening, nadam  Good
eveni ng, good
evening!' They receded with nore hat flourishes.

"Who ARE those two?' said Elizabeth as Flory canme up
with her.

'Such extraordinary creatures! They were in church
on Sunday. One

of them | ooks al nbst white. Surely he isn't an
Engl i shman?'

'No, they're Eurasians--sons of white fathers and
nati ve not hers.
Yellowbellies is our friendly nickname for them'

'But what are they doing here? Were do they live?
Do they do any
wor k?'

' They exi st somehow or other in the bazaar. |
believe Francis acts

as clerk to an Indian noney-| ender, and Samuel to
sone of the

pl eaders. But they'd probably starve now and then if
it weren't

for the charity of the natives.'

'The natives! Do you mean to say--sort of CADGE from
the natives?

"I fancy so. It would be a very easy thing to do, if
one cared to.
The Burnese won't | et anyone starve.'



El i zabet h had never heard of anything of this kind
before. The

noti on of nmen who were at least partly white living
in poverty

anong 'natives' so shocked her that she stopped short
on the path,

and the gane of tennis was postponed for a few

m nut es.

"But how awful! | mean, it's such a bad exanpl el
It's al nost as

bad as if one of US was like that. Couldn't
somet hi ng be done for

those two? Get up a subscription and send them away
fromhere, or

sonet hi ng?'

'"I"'mafraid it wouldn't help nuch. Werever they
went they'd be in
t he same position.'

"But couldn't they get some proper work to do?

"I doubt it. You see, Eurasians of that type--nen
who' ve been

brought up in the bazaar and had no education--are
done for from

the start. The Europeans won't touch themw th a
stick, and

they're cut off fromentering the | ower-grade

Gover nment servi ces.

There's nothing they can do except cadge, unless they
chuck al

pretension to being Europeans. And really you can't
expect the

poor devils to do that. Their drop of white blood is
the sole

asset they've got. Poor Francis, | never nmeet him
but he begins

telling me about his prickly heat. Natives, you see,
are supposed

not to suffer from prickly heat--bosh, of course, but
peopl e



believe it. |It's the sane with sunstroke. They wear
t hose huge

topis to rem nd you that they've got European skulls.
A kind of

coat of arnms. The bend sinister, you nmight say.'

This did not satisfy Elizabeth. She perceived that
Flory, as

usual , had a sneaking synpathy with the Eurasians.
And the

appearance of the two nmen had excited a peculiar
dislike in her.

She had placed their type now. They | ooked |ike
dagoes. Like

t hose Mexicans and Italians and ot her dago peopl e who
pl ay the

mauvai s role in so many a film

' They | ooked awful | y degenerate types, didn't they?
So thin and

weedy and cringing; and they haven't got at al
HONEST faces. |

suppose these Eurasians ARE very degenerate? |'ve
heard that half-
castes always inherit what's worst in both races. |Is

that true?

"l don't know that it's true. Most Eurasians aren't
very good

specinmens, and it's hard to see how they coul d be,
with their

upbringing. But our attitude towards themis rather
beastly. W

al ways tal k of them as though they'd sprung up from
the ground Iike

mushrooms, with all their faults ready-nmade. But
when all's said

and done, we're responsible for their existence.'

' Responsible for their existence?

"Well, they've all got fathers, you see.'



"Ch . . . O course there's that. . . . But after
all, YQU aren't

responsible. | nean, only a very |ow kind of man
woul d- - er - - have

anything to do with native wonen, wouldn't he?

"Ch, quite. But the fathers of both those two were
clergynen in
holy orders, | believe.'

He t hought of Rosa MFee, the Eurasian girl he had
seduced in

Mandal ay in 1913. The way he used to sneak down to
the house in a

gharry with the shutters down; Rosa's corkscrew
curls; her wthered

ol d Burnese nmother, giving himtea in the dark
living-roomw th the

fern pots and the w cker divan. And afterwards, when
he had

chucked Rosa, those dreadful, inploring letters on
scent ed not e-

paper, which, in the end, he had ceased openi ng.

El i zabeth reverted to the subject of Francis and
Sanuel after
t enni s.

' Those two Eurasi ans--does anyone here have anyt hing
to do with
then? Invite themto their houses or anything?

' Good gracious, no. They're conplete outcasts. It's
not

considered quite the thing to talk to them in fact.
Most of us

say good norning to them-Elis won't even do that.'

"But YQU tal ked to them
"Ch well, | break the rules occasionally. | meant

that a pukka
sahi b probably woul dn't be seen talking to them But



you see, |

try--just sonetimes, when | have the pluck--NOT to be
a pukka

sahi b.'

It was an unwi se remark. She knew very well by this
tinme the

nmeani ng of the phrase 'pukka sahib' and all it stood
for. His

remark had nmade the difference in their viewpoint a
little clearer.

The gl ance she gave hi mwas al nost hostile, and
curiously hard; for

her face could | ook hard sonetinmes, in spite of its
youth and its

flower-like skin. Those nodish tortoise-shel
spect acl es gave her

a very sel f-possessed | ook. Spectacles are queerly
expressi ve

t hi ngs--al nost nore expressive, indeed, than eyes.

As yet he had neither understood her nor quite won
her trust. Yet

on the surface, at |east, things had not gone il
between them He

had fretted her sometines, but the good inpression
that he had nade

that first nmorning was not yet effaced. It was a
curious fact that

she scarcely noticed his birthmark at this tine. And
there were

some subjects on which she was glad to hear himtalk.
Shoot i ng,

for exanpl e--she seened to have an enthusiasm for
shooti ng that was

remarkable in a girl. Horses, also; but he was |ess
know edgeabl e

about horses. He had arranged to take her out for a
day's

shooting, later, when he could nake preparations.

Bot h of them

were | ooking forward to the expedition with sone
eager ness, though



not entirely for the sane reason

11

Fl ory and Elizabeth wal ked down the bazaar road. It
was norni ng,

but the air was so hot that to walk in it was |ike
wadi ng t hrough a

torrid sea. Strings of Burmans passed, com ng from
the bazaar, on

scrapi ng sandal s, and knots of girls who hurried by
four and five

abreast, with short quick steps, chattering, their
bur ni shed hair

gl eami ng. By the roadside, just before you got to
the jail, the

fragnents of a stone pagoda were littered, cracked
and overt hrown

by the strong roots of a peepul tree. The angry
carved faces of

denons | ooked up fromthe grass where they had
fallen. Near by

anot her peepul tree had twined itself round a palm
uprooting it

and bending it backwards in a westle that had | asted
a decade.

They wal ked on and came to the jail, a vast square
bl ock, two

hundred yards each way, with shiny concrete walls
twenty feet high.

A peacock, pet of the jail, was mncing pigeon-toed
al ong the
parapet. Six convicts cane by, head down, dragging
two heavy

handcarts piled with earth, under the guard of Indian
war der s.

They were | ong-sentence nmen, with heavy |inbs,
dressed in uniforms

of coarse white cloth with small dunces' caps perched



on their

shaven crowns. Their faces were greyish, cowed and
curiously

flattened. Their leg-irons jingled with a clear

ring. A woman

cane past carrying a basket of fish on her head. Two
Crows were

circling round it and making darts at it, and the
woman was

fl appi ng one hand negligently to keep them away.

There was a din of voices a little distance away.
' The bazaar's

just round the corner,' Flory said. 'I think this is
a mar ket
morning. It's rather fun to watch.'

He had asked her to cone down to the bazaar with him
telling her

it woul d anuse her to see it. They rounded the bend.
The bazaar

was an enclosure like a very large cattle pen, with

| ow stalls,

nostly pal mthatched, round its edge. 1In the

encl osure, a nob of

peopl e seethed, shouting and jostling; the confusion
of their

mul ti-col oured clothes was |ike a cascade of

hundr eds- and- t housands

poured out of a jar. Beyond the bazaar one coul d see
t he huge,

mry river. Tree branches and | ong streaks of scum
raced down it

at seven mles an hour. By the bank a fleet of
sampans, with sharp

beak-1i ke bows on which eyes were painted, rocked at
their noori ng-

pol es.

Fl ory and Elizabeth stood watching for a nmoment.
Files of wonen

passed bal anci ng veget abl e baskets on their heads,
and pop-eyed



children who stared at the Europeans. An old Chinese
i n dungar ees

faded to sky-blue hurried by, nursing sone

unr ecogni zabl e, bl oody

fragnent of a pig' s intestines.

"Let's go and poke around the stalls a bit, shal
we?' Flory said.

"Is it all right going in anong the crowd?
Everything's so
horribly dirty."'

"Ch, it's all right, they'll nmake way for us. 1t'll
i nterest you.'

El i zabeth foll owed hi mdoubtfully and even
unwi I lingly. Wy was it

t hat he al ways brought her to these places? Wy was
he forever

draggi ng her in anong the 'natives', trying to get
her to take an

interest in themand watch their filthy, disgusting
habits? It was

all wong, sonehow. However, she foll owed, not
feeling able to

explain her reluctance. A wave of stifling air met
them there was

a reek of garlic, dried fish, sweat, dust, anise,

cl oves and

turmeric. The crowd surged round them swarnms of
st ocky peasants

with cigar-brown faces, withered elders with their
grey hair tied

in a bun behind, young nothers carrying naked babi es
astride the

hip. Flo was trodden on and yel ped. Low, strong
shoul der s bunped

agai nst Elizabeth, as the peasants, too busy
bar gai ni ng even to

stare at a white woman, struggled round the stalls.

"Look!" Flory was pointing with his stick to a



stall, and saying

somet hing, but it was drowned by the yells of two
wonen who were

shaking their fists at each other over a basket of

pi neappl es.

El i zabeth had recoiled fromthe stench and din, but
he did not

notice it, and led her deeper into the crowd,
pointing to this

stall and that. The merchandi se was foreign-I|ooking,
gueer and

poor. There were vast ponel os hangi ng on strings

i ke green noons,

red bananas, baskets of heliotrope-col oured prawns
the size of

lobsters, brittle dried fish tied in bundles, crinmson
chilis, ducks

split open and cured |ike hans, green coco-nuts, the
| arvae of the

rhi noceros beetle, sections of sugar-cane, dahs,

| acquer ed sandal s,

check silk longyis, aphrodisiacs in the form of

| arge, soap-like

pills, glazed earthenware jars four feet high

Chi nese sweet neats

made of garlic and sugar, green and white cigars,
purple prinjals,

per si mmon- seed neckl aces, chi ckens cheeping in w cker
cages, brass

Buddhas, heart-shaped betel |eaves, bottles of
Kruschen salts,

switches of false hair, red clay cooking-pots, stee
shoes for

bul | ocks, papier-mache marionettes, strips of
alligator hide with

magi cal properties. Elizabeth's head was begi nni ng
to swm At

the other end of the bazaar the sun gl eamed through a
priest's

unbrella, blood-red, as though through the ear of a
giant. In

front of a stall four Dravidi an wonen were poundi ng
turnmeric with



heavy stakes in a | arge wooden nortar. The

hot - scent ed yel | ow

powder flew up and tickled Elizabeth's nostrils,
maki ng her sneeze.

She felt that she could not endure this place a
nmonent | onger. She

touched Flory's arm

"This crowd--the heat is so dreadful. Do you think
we coul d get
into the shade?

He turned round. To tell the truth, he had been too
busy tal ki ng- -

nostly inaudi bly, because of the din--to notice how
the heat and

stench were affecting her

"Ch, | say, | amsorry. Let's get out of it at once.
| tell you

what, we'll go along to old Li Yeik's shop--he's the
Chi nese

grocer--and he'll get us a drink of something. It is
rat her

stifling here.'

"Al'l these spices--they kind of take your breath
away. And what is
that dreadful snell |ike fish?

"Ch, only a kind of sauce they make out of prawns.
They bury them
and then dig themup several weeks afterwards.'

' How absol utely horrible!"

"Quite whol esone, | believe. Cone away fromthat!"’
he added to

Fl o, who was nosing at a basket of snmall gudgeon-like
fish with

spines on their gills.

Li Yeik's shop faced the farther end of the bazaar



What Elizabeth

had really wanted was to go straight back to the

Cl ub, but the

Eur opean | ook of Li Yeik's shop-front--it was piled
wth

Lancashire-nade cotton shirts and al nost incredibly
cheap Gernan

cl ocks--conforted her sonewhat after the barbarity of
the bazaar.

They were about to clinmb the steps when a slimyouth
of twenty,

dammably dressed in a longyi, blue cricket blazer and
bright yell ow

shoes, with his hair parted and greased 'Ingal eik
fashi on',

detached hinself fromthe crowd and came after them
He greeted

Flory with a small awkward nmovenent as though
restraining hinself

from shi koi ng.

"What is it?" Flory said

"Letter, sir. He produced a grubby envel ope.

"Wul d you excuse ne?' Flory said to Elizabeth,
opening the letter.

It was fromMa Ha My--or rather, it had been
witten for her and

she had signed it with a cross--and it demanded fifty
rupees, in a

vaguel y menaci ng nmanner.

Flory pulled the youth aside. 'You speak English?
Tell Ma Ha My

"Il see about this later. And tell her that if she
tries

bl acknmai l i ng ne she won't get another pice. Do you
under st and?

"Yes, sir.

"And now go away. Don't follow ne about, or there'l



be trouble.'

"Yes, sir.

"Aclerk wanting a job,' Flory explained to Elizabeth
as they went

up the steps. 'They cone bothering one at al

hours.' And he

reflected that the tone of the letter was curious,
for he had not

expected Ma H a May to begin bl ackmailing himso
soon; however, he

had not tinme at the nmonent to wonder what it m ght
nean.

They went into the shop, which seened dark after the
outer air. Li

Yei k, who was sitting snoking among hi s baskets of
mer chandi se- -

there was no counter--hobbled eagerly forward when he
saw who had

cone in. Flory was a friend of his. He was an old
bent - kneed nman

dressed in blue, wearing a pigtail, with a chinless
yel | ow f ace,

al I cheekbones, |ike a benevolent skull. He greeted
Flory with

nasal honki ng noi ses which he intended for Burnese,
and at once

hobbl ed to the back of the shop to call for
refreshments. There

was a cool sweetish snell of opium Long strips of
red paper with

bl ack lettering were pasted on the walls, and at one
si de there was

alittle altar with a portrait of two |arge,

ser ene-| ooki ng peopl e

i n enbroidered robes, and two sticks of incense
snoul dering in

front of it. Two Chinese wonen, one old, and a girl
were sitting

on a mat rolling cigarettes with nmaize straw and

t obacco |ike



chopped horsehair. They wore black silk trousers,
and their feet,

wi th bul ging, swollen insteps, were cranmed into
red- heel ed wooden

slippers no bigger than a doll's. A naked child was
craw i ng

slowy about the floor like a large yellow frog.

"Do | ook at those wonen's feet!' Elizabeth whispered
as soon as Li

Yei k' s back was turned. 'Isn't it sinply dreadful
How do t hey

get themlike that? Surely it isn't natural?

'"No, they deformthemartificially. [It's going out
in China, |

bel i eve, but the people here are behind the tines.
adLi Yeik's

pigtail is another anachronism Those small feet are
beauti f ul

according to Chinese ideas.'

"Beautiful! They're so horrible | can hardly | ook at
them These
peopl e must be absol ute savages!'

"Ch no! They're highly civilized; nore civilized
than we are, in

my opinion. Beauty's all a matter of taste. There
are a people in

this country called the Pal aungs who admire |ong
necks in wonen.

The girls wear broad brass rings to stretch their
necks, and they

put on nmore and nore of themuntil in the end they
have necks Iike
giraffes. 1t's no queerer than bustles or

crinolines.'

At this noment Li Yeik canme back with two fat,
round-faced Burnese

girls, evidently sisters, giggling and carrying
bet ween t hem t wo



chairs and a bl ue Chinese teapot holding half a
gallon. The two

girls were or had been Li Yeik's concubines. The old
man had

produced a tin of chocolates and was prising off the
lid and

smling in a fatherly way, exposing three |ong,

t obacco- bl ackened

teeth. Elizabeth sat down in a very unconfortable
frame of mnd.

She was perfectly certain that it could not be right
to accept

t hese people's hospitality. One of the Burmese girls
had at once

gone behind the chairs and begun fanning Flory and
Eli zabeth, while

the other knelt at their feet and poured out cups of
tea. Elizabeth

felt very foolish with the girl fanning the back of
her neck and the

Chi naman grinning in front of her. Flory always
seenmed to get her

into these unconfortable situations. She took a
chocol ate fromthe

tin Li Yeik offered her, but she could not bring
hersel f to say

"thank you'.

"I's this ALL RIGHT?' she whispered to Flory.
"All right?

"I mean, ought we to be sitting down in these
peopl e' s house?
Isn't it sort of--sort of infra dig?

"It's all right with a Chinaman. They're a favoured
race in this

country. And they're very denocratic in their ideas.
It's best to

treat themnore or | ess as equals.’

"This tea | ooks absolutely beastly. It's quite



green. You'd think
they'd have the sense to put mlk in it, wouldn't
you?'

"It's not bad. It's a special kind of tea old Li
Yei k gets from

China. It has orange blossons init, | believe.'
"Ugh! It tastes exactly like earth,' she said,

having tasted it.

Li Yei k stood hol ding his pipe, which was two feet
long with a

nmetal bowl the size of an acorn, and watching the
Eur opeans to see

whet her they enjoyed his tea. The girl behind the
chair said

somet hing in Burmese, at which both of them burst out
gi ggling

again. The one kneeling on the floor |ooked up and
gazed in a

nai ve adnmiring way at Elizabeth. Then she turned to
Fl ory and

asked hi m whet her the English | ady wore stays. She
pronounced it

s' tays.

"Ch!' said Li Yeik in a scandalized manner, stirring
the girl with
his toe to silence her.

"I should hardly care to ask her,' Flory said.

' Ch, thakin, please do ask her! W are so anxious to
know '

There was an argunent, and the girl behind the chair
forgot fanning

and joined in. Both of them it appeared, had been
pi ni ng al

their lives to see a veritable pair of s'tays. They
had heard so

many tal es about them they were made of steel on the



princi pl e of
a strait waistcoat, and they conpressed a woman so
tightly that she

had no breasts, absolutely no breasts at all! The
girls pressed

their hands against their fat ribs in illustration
Wul d not

Flory be so kind as to ask the English lady? There
was a room

behi nd the shop where she could conme with them and
undress. They

had been so hoping to see a pair of s'tays.

Then the conversation | apsed suddenly. Elizabeth was
sitting

stiffly, holding her tiny cup of tea, which she could
not bring

herself to taste again, and wearing a rather hard
smle. Achill

fell upon the Orientals; they realized that the
English girl, who

could not join in their conversation, was not at her
ease. Her

el egance and her foreign beauty, which had charned
them a nonent

earlier, began to ame thema little. Even Flory was
consci ous of

the sane feeling. There canme one of those dreadfu
noment s t hat

one has with Orientals, when everyone avoi ds everyone
el se' s eyes,

trying vainly to think of sonething to say. Then the
naked child,

whi ch had been exploring sonme baskets at the back of
t he shop,

craw ed across to where the European sat. |t

exam ned their shoes

and stockings with great curiosity, and then, |ooking
up, saw their

white faces and was seized with terror. It let out a
desol at e

wai | , and began maki ng water on the fl oor



The ol d Chi nese woman | ooked up, clicked her tongue
and went on

rolling cigarettes. No one else took the small est
notice. A pool

began to formon the floor. Elizabeth was so
horrified that she

set her cup down hastily, and spilled the tea. She
pl ucked at

Flory's arm

"That child! Do look what it's doing! Really, can't
soneone--it's

too awmful!' For a noment everyone gazed in

astoni shnent, and then

they all grasped what was the matter. There was a
flurry and a

general clicking of tongues. No one had paid any
attention to the

child--the incident was too normal to be noticed--and
now t hey all

felt horribly ashamed. Everyone began putting the

bl ame on the

child. There were exclanmations of 'Wat a

di sgraceful child! What

a disgusting child!' The old Chinese wonan carried
the child,
still howing, to the door, and held it out over the

step as though

wringing out a bath sponge. And in the same nonent,

as it seened,

Flory and Elizabeth were outside the shop, and he was
foll owi ng her

back to the road with Li Yeik and the others | ooking
after themin

di smay.

"If THAT' S what you call civilized people--!'" she was
excl ai m ng.

'"I"'msorry,' he said feebly. 'l never expected--'

"What absol utely DI SGUSTI NG peopl e!’



She was bitterly angry. Her face had flushed a
wonder ful delicate

pi nk, like a poppy bud opened a day too soon. It was
t he deepest

col our of which it was capable. He followed her past
t he bazaar

and back to the main road, and they had gone fifty
yards before he

ventured to speak again.

"I"'mso sorry that this should have happened! Li
Yeik is such a

decent old chap. He'd hate to think that he'd

of f ended you

Really it would have been better to stay a few

m nutes. Just to

thank himfor the tea.'

"Thank him After THAT!'

"But honestly, you oughtn't to mind that sort of
thing. Not in

this country. These people's whole outlook is so
different from

ours. One has to adjust oneself. Suppose, for

i nstance, you were

back in the Mddl e Ages--'

"I think I'd rather not discuss it any |onger."'

It was the first tine they had definitely quarrelled.
He was too

m serabl e even to ask hinself how it was that he

of f ended her.

He did not realize that this constant striving to
interest her in

Oiental things struck her only as perverse,

ungentl emanly, a

del i berate seeking after the squalid and the
"beastly'. He had not

grasped even now with what eyes she saw the
"natives'. He only

knew that at each attenpt to make her share his life,



hi s thoughts,

his sense of beauty, she shied away fromhimlike a
fright ened

hor se.

They wal ked up the road, he to the left of her and a
little behind.

He wat ched her averted cheek and the tiny gold hairs
on her nape

beneath the brimof her Terai hat. How he [oved her
how he | oved

her! It was as though he had never truly | oved her
till this

nmonent, when he wal ked behind her in disgrace, not
even daring to

show his disfigured face. He nmade to speak severa
tines, and

stopped hinmself. H's voice was not quite ready, and
he did not

know what he could say that did not risk offending
her somehow. At

| ast he said, flatly, with a feeble pretence that
not hi ng was the

natter:

"It's getting beastly hot, isn't it?

Wth the tenperature at 90 degrees in the shade it
was not a

brilliant remark. To his surprise she seized on it
with a kind of

eagerness. She turned to face him and she was

sm ling again.

"Isn't it sinply BAKING'

Wth that they were at peace. The silly, bana
remark, bringing

with it the reassuring atnosphere of C ub-chatter
had soot hed her

like a charm Flo, who had | agged behi nd, cane
puffing up to them

dribbling saliva; in an instant they were talKking,



quite as usual

about dogs. They tal ked about dogs for the rest of

t he way hore,

al nrost wi thout a pause. Dogs are an inexhaustible
subj ect. Dogs,

dogs! thought Flory as they clinbed the hot hillside,
with the

mounti ng sun scorching their shoul ders through their
thin cl ot hes,

like the breath of fire--were they never to tal k of
anyt hi ng except

dogs? O failing dogs, grampphone records and tennis
racquet s?

And yet, when they kept to trash like this, how
easily, how

am cably they could tal k!

They passed the glittering white wall of the cenetery
and canme to

t he Lackersteens' gate. dd mohur trees grew round
it, and a clunp

of hollyhocks eight feet high, with round red flowers
i ke bl owsy

girls' faces. Flory took off his hat in the shade
and fanned his

f ace.
"Wll, we're back before the worst of the heat cones.
I"'mafraid

our trip to the bazaar wasn't altogether a success.'

"Ch, not at all! | enjoyed it, really | did."'

"No--1 don't know, sonething unfortunate always seens
to happen. - -

Ch, by the way! You haven't forgotten that we're
goi ng out

shooting the day after tonorrow? | hope that day
will be all right
for you?

"Yes, and ny uncle's going to lend ne his gun. Such
awf ul fun!



You'll have to teach ne all about shooting. | AM so
| ooki ng
forward to it.'

"So aml. It's arotten tinme of year for shooting,
but we'll do
our best. Goodbye for the present, then.'

' Good-bye, M Flory.'

She still called himM Flory though he called her
El i zabeth. They

parted and went their ways, each thinking of the
shooting trip,

whi ch, both of themfelt, would in sone way put

t hi ngs ri ght

bet ween t hem

12

In the sticky, sleepy heat of the living-room al nost
dark because

of the beaded curtain, U Po Kyin was marching slowy
up and down,

boasting. Fromtime to time he would put a hand
under his singlet

and scratch his sweating breasts, huge as a woman's
with fat. M

Kin was sitting on her mat, smoking sl ender white
cigars. Through

t he open door of the bedroom one could see the corner
of U Po

Kyin's huge square bed, with carved teak posts, like
a cat af al que,

on whi ch he had conmitted nany and many a rape.

Ma Kin was now hearing for the first tine of the
"other affair’

whi ch underlay U Po Kyin's attack on Dr Veraswam .
Much as he



despi sed her intelligence, UPo Kyin usually let M
Kininto his

secrets sooner or later. She was the only person in
his i medi ate

circle who was not afraid of him and there was
therefore a

pl easure in inpressing her

"Well, Kin Kin,'" he said, 'you see how it has al

gone according to

pl an! Ei ghteen anonynmous letters already, and every
one of thema

masterpiece. | would repeat some of themto you if |
t hought you

wer e capabl e of appreciating them

' But supposing the Europeans take no notice of your
anonynous
letters? What then?

' Take no notice? Aha, no fear of that! | think I
know sormet hi ng

about the European mentality. Let ne tell you, Kin
Kin, that if

there is one thing | CAN do, it is to wite an
anonynous letter.'

This was true. U Po Kyin's letters had al ready taken
effect, and
especially on their chief target, M Mcgregor

Only two days earlier than this, M Macgregor had
spent a very

troubl ed evening in trying to make up his mnd

whet her Dr Ver aswanmi

was or was not guilty of disloyalty to the
Government. O course,

it was not a question of any overt act of

di sl oyal ty--that was

quite irrelevant. The point was, was the doctor the
KIND of man

who woul d hol d seditious opinions? In India you are
not judged for



what you do, but for what you ARE. The nerest breath
of suspi cion

against his loyalty can ruin an Oriental official

M  Macgr egor

had too just a nature to condenm even an Oiental out
of hand. He

had puzzled as late as m dnight over a whole pile of
confidentia

papers, including the five anonynmous letters he had
recei ved,

besi des two others that had been forwarded to hi m by
Vestfield,

pi nned together with a cactus thorn

It was not only the letters. Runours about the
doctor had been

pouring in fromevery side. U Po Kyin fully grasped
that to cal

the doctor a traitor was not enough in itself; it was
necessary to

attack his reputation fromevery possible angle. The
doctor was

charged not only with sedition, but also with
extortion, rape,

torture, performng illegal operations, performn ng
operations while

bl i nd drunk, nurder by poison, nurder by synpathetic
magi c, eating

beef, selling death certificates to murderers,
wearing his shoes in

the precincts of the pagoda and maki ng honosexua
attenpts on the

Mlitary Police drumrer boy. To hear what was said
of him anyone

woul d have imagi ned the doctor a compound of

Machi avel I i, Sweeny
Todd and the Marquis de Sade. M Macgregor had not
pai d rmuch

attention at first. He was too accustoned to this
ki nd of thing.

But with the last of the anonynous letters U Po Kyin
had br ought

off a stroke that was brilliant even for him



It concerned the escape of Nga Shwe O the dacoit,
from Kyaukt ada

jail. Nga Shwe O who was in the mddle of a

wel | - earned seven

years, had been preparing his escape for severa
nont hs past, and

as a start his friends outside had bribed one of the
I ndi an

warders. The warder received his hundred rupees in
advance,

applied for leave to visit the death-bed of a

rel ati ve and spent

several busy days in the Mandal ay brothels. Tine
passed, and the

day of the escape was postponed several times--the
war der,

nmeanwhi |l e, growi ng nore and nore honesick for the

br ot hel s.

Finally he decided to earn a further reward by
betrayi ng the pl ot

to U Po Kyin. But U Po Kyin, as usual, saw his
chance. He told

the warder on dire penalties to hold his tongue, and
then, on the

very night of the escape, when it was too late to do
anyt hi ng, sent

anot her anonynous letter to M Macgregor, warning him
that an

escape was being attenpted. The letter added,

needl ess to say,

that Dr Veraswani, the superintendent of the jail,
had been bri bed

for his connivance.

In the norning there was a hull abal oo and a rushing
to and fro of

warders and, policenen at the jail, for Nga Shwe O
had escaped.

(He was a long way down the river, in a sanpan
provi ded by U Po

Kyin.) This time M Mcgregor was taken aback
Whoever had



witten the letter nust have been privy to the plot,
and was

probably telling the truth about the doctor's
connivance. It was a

very serious matter. A jail superintendent who wll
take bribes to

| et a prisoner escape is capable of anything. And
therefore--

per haps the | ogical sequence was not quite clear, but
it was clear

enough to M Macgregor--therefore the charge of

sedi tion, which was

the mai n charge agai nst the doctor, becane much nore
credi bl e.

U Po Kyin had attacked the other Europeans at the
sane tinme.

Fl ory, who was the doctor's friend and his chi ef
sour ce of

prestige, had been scared easily enough into
deserting him Wth

Westfield it was a little harder. Westfield, as a
pol i ceman, knew

a great deal about U Po Kyin and m ght conceivably
upset his plans.

Pol i cenen and nagi strates are natural enemies. But U
Po Kyi n had

known how to turn even this fact to advantage. He
had accused the

doctor, anonynously of course, of being in | eague
with the

not ori ous scoundrel and bribe-taker U Po Kyin. That
settled

Westfield. As for Ellis, no anonynous letters were
needed in his

case; nothing could possibly nmake himthink worse of
t he doctor

than he did al ready.

U Po Kyin had even sent one of his anonymous letters
to Ms

Lackersteen, for he knew the power of European wonen.
Dr



Veraswani, the letter said, was inciting the natives
to abduct and

rape the European women--no details were given, nor
wer e they

needed. U Po Kyin had touched Ms Lackersteen's weak
spot. To her

mnd the words 'sedition', 'Nationalism"',
"rebellion', 'Home

Rul e', conveyed one thing and one only, and that was
a picture of

hersel f being raped by a procession of jet-black
coolies with

rolling white eyeballs. It was a thought that kept
her awake at

ni ght sonetinmes. Whatever good regard the Europeans
m ght once

have had for the doctor was crunbling rapidly.
'So you see,' said UPo Kyin with a pleased air, '
see how |

have undermined him He is like a tree sawn through
at the base.

you

One tap and down he comes. |In three weeks or |ess
shal | deliver

that tap.'

" How?'

"I amjust conming to that. | think it is time for

you to hear

about it. You have no sense in these matters, but
you know how to

hol d your tongue. You have heard talk of this
rebellion that is

brewi ng near Thongwa vill age?

'Yes. They are very foolish, those villagers. What
can they do

with their dahs and spears agai nst the Indian

sol diers? They wll

be shot down like wild aninmals.'

'"OfF course. If there is any fighting it will be a



massacre. But
they are only a pack of superstitious peasants. They

have put

their faith in these absurd bull et-proof jackets that
are being

distributed to them | despise such ignorance.'

' Poor nmen! Wiy do you not stop them Ko Po Kyin?
There is no need

to arrest anybody. You have only to go to the
village and tell

them that you know their plans, and they will never
dare to go on.'

"Ah well, | could stop themif | chose, of course.
But then | do

not choose. | have ny reasons. You see, Kin
Kin--you will please

keep silent about this--this is, so to speak, ny own
rebellion. |
arranged it myself.'

"What !

Ma Kin dropped her cigar. Her eyes had opened so

wi de that the

pal e bl ue white showed all round the pupil. She was
horrifi ed.

She burst out:

'Ko Po Kyin, what are you saying? You do not nean
it! You,
raising a rebellion--it cannot be true!’

"Certainly it is true. And a very good job we are
maki ng of it.

That magi ci an whom | brought from Rangoon is a clever
fellow He

has toured all over India as a circus conjurer. The
bul I et - pr oof

j ackets were bought at Whiteaway & Laidlaw s stores,
one rupee

ei ght annas each. They are costing nme a pretty



penny, | can tel
you.'

"But, Ko Po Kyin! A rebellion! The terrible
fighting and shooti ng,

and all the poor men who will be killed! Surely you
have not

gone mad? Are you not afraid of being shot yourself?

U Po Kyin halted in his stride. He was astonished.
' Good graci ous,

worman, what idea have you got hold of now? You do
not suppose that

I _amrebelling agai nst the Governnment? 1--a

Gover nment servant

of thirty years' standing! Good heavens, no! | said
that | had

STARTED the rebellion, not that | was taking part in
it. It is

these fools of villagers who are going to risk their
skins, not 1.

No one dreans that | have anything to do with it, or
ever will,

except Ba Sein and one or two others.'

"But you said it was you who were persuading themto
rebel ?'

'"OfF course. | have accused Veraswanmi of raising a
rebel lion
agai nst the Governnent. Well, | must have a

rebellion to show,
must | not?

"Ah, | see. And when the rebellion breaks out, you
are going to

say that Dr Veraswam is to blane for it. 1s that
it?
' How sl ow you are! | should have thought even a foo

woul d have
seen that | amraising the rebellion nerely in order
to crush it.



| am-what is that expression M Mcgregor uses?
Agent provocat eur- -

Latin, you would not understand. | am agent
provocateur. First |

persuade these fools at Thongwa to rebel, and then |
arrest them as

rebels. At the very nmonment when it is due to start,
I shall pounce

on the ringleaders and clap every one of themin
jail. After that,

| dare say there may possibly be some fighting. A
few nen may be

killed and a few nore sent to the Andanans. But,
meanwhi l e, | shal

be first inthe field. U Po Kyin, the man who
qguel l ed a nost

dangerous rising in the nick of time! | shall be the
hero of the

district.'

U Po Kyin, justly proud of his plan, began to pace up
and down the

roomagain with his hands behind his back, sniling.
Ma Kin

considered the plan in silence for some tine.

Finally she said:

"I still do not see why you are doing this, Ko Po
Kyin. \ere is

it all leading? And what has it got to do with Dr
Ver aswarmi ?'

"I shall never teach you wisdom Kin Kinl Did |l not
tell you at

t he begi nning that Veraswanmi stands in nmy way? This
rebellion is

the very thing to get rid of him O course we shal
never prove

that he is responsible for it; but what does that
matter? Al the

Europeans will take it for granted that he is m xed
up in it

sonehow. That is how their minds work. He will be



rui ned for

life. And his fall is nmy rise. The blacker | can
paint him the

nore gl orious my own conduct will appear. Now do you
under st and?

"Yes, | do understand. And I think it is a base,
evil plan. |

wonder you are not ashanmed to tell it ne.’

"Now, Kin Kin! Surely you are not going to start
that nonsense

over agai n?'

"Ko Po Kyin, why is it that you are only happy when
you are being

wi cked? Wiy is it that everything you do must bring
evil to

others? Think of that poor doctor who will be

di smissed fromhis

post, and those villagers who will be shot or fl ogged
wi th banboos
or inprisoned for life. |Is it necessary to do such

t hi ngs? Wat
can you want with nore noney when you are rich
al ready?

' Money! Who is tal king about nmoney? Sone day,
worran, you wl |

realize that there are other things in the world
besi des noney.

Fame, for exanple. Geatness. Do you realize that
t he Governor of

Burma will very probably pin an Order on ny breast
for ny |oyal

action in this affair? Wuld not even you be proud
of such an

honour as that?

Ma Kin shook her head, uninpressed. 'Wen will you
remenber, Ko Po

Kyin, that you are not going to live a thousand
years? Consi der



what happens to those who have lived w ckedly. There
is such a

thing, for instance, as being turned into a rat or a
frog. There

is even hell. | renenber what a priest said to ne
once about hell,

somet hing that he had translated fromthe Pal
scriptures, and it

was very terrible. He said, "Once in a thousand
centuries two red-

hot spears will neet in your heart, and you will say
to yourself,

" Anot her thousand centuries of ny tornent are ended,
and there is

as nuch to conme as there has been before.''
not very

dreadful to think of such things, Ko Po Kyin?

Is it

U Po Kyin | aughed and gave a carel ess wave of his
hand t hat neant

' pagodas’ .

"Well, | hope you may still laugh when it comes to
the end. But

for nyself, | should not care to | ook back upon such
alife.'

She relighted her cigar with her thin shoul der turned
di sapprovi ngly

on U Po Kyin while he took several nore turns up and
down the room

When he spoke, it was nore seriously than before, and
even with a

touch of diffidence.

"You know, Kin Kin, there is another matter behind
all this.

Sonething that | have not told to you or to anyone

el se. Even Ba

Sein does not know. But | believe I will tell it you
now. '

'l do not want to hear it, if it is nore w ckedness.'



'"No, no. You were asking just now what is ny rea
object in this

affair. You think, | suppose, that | am ruining
Veraswam nerely

because | dislike himand his ideas about bribes as a
nui sance.

It is not only that. There is sonething else that is
far nore

i mportant, and it concerns you as well as ne.'

"What is it?

'Have you never felt in you, Kin Kin, a desire for
hi gher things?

Has it never struck you that after all our
successes--all ny

successes, | should say--we are alnost in the sane
position as when
we started? | amworth, | dare say, two | akhs of

rupees, and yet

| ook at the style in which we live! Look at this
room Positively

it is no better than that of a peasant. | amtired
of eating with

nmy fingers and associating only with Burmans--poor
inferior

peopl e--and living, as you m ght say, like a

nm serabl e Townshi p

Oficer. Mney is not enough; | should like to fee
that | have

risen in the world as well. Do you not w sh

sometimes for a way of
life that is a little nore--how shall |
say- - el evat ed?

"l do not know how we could want nore than what we
have al r eady.

When | was a girl in my village | never thought that
| should live

in such a house as this. Look at those English
chairs--1 have

never sat in one of themin my life. But |I amvery



proud to | ook
at themand think that | own them

"Ch! Wy did you ever |eave that village of yours,
Kin Kin? You

are only fit to stand gossiping by the well with a
st one wat er - pot

on your head. But | amnore anbitious, God be
prai sed. And now I

will tell you the real reason why | amintriguing
agai nst Veraswani .

It isinmnm mndto do sonething that is really
magni fi cent.

Sonet hi ng nobl e, glorious! Something that is the
very hi ghest

honour an Oriental can attain to. You know what |
nmean, of course?

'"No. What do you mean?'

'Come, now The greatest achievenment of my lifel
Surely you can
guess?'

"Ah, | know You are going to buy a notor-car. But
oh, Ko Po
Kyi n, please do not expect me to ride init!’

U Po Kyin threw up his hands in disgust. 'A
notor-car! You have

the mnd of a bazaar peanut-seller! | could buy
twenty notor-cars

if I wanted them And what use would a nmotor-car be
in this place?

No, it is something far grander than that.'

"What, then?

"It is this. | happen to know that in a nmonth's tine
t he Eur opeans

are going to elect one native menber to their Cub
They do not

want to do it, but they will have orders fromthe



Conmi ssi oner, and

they will obey. Naturally, they would el ect
Veraswam , who is the

hi ghest native official in the district. But | have
di sgraced

Veraswam . And so--'

" What ?

U Po Kyin did not answer for a nonent. He |ooked at
Ma Kin, and

his vast yellow face, with its broad jaw and

nunber| ess teeth, was

so softened that it was alnost child-like. There

m ght even have

been tears in his tawmy eyes. He said in a small,

al nost awed

voi ce, as though the greatness of what he was sayi ng
over canme him

"Do you not see, woman? Do you not see that if
Veraswam is
di sgraced | shall be elected to the O ub nysel f?

The effect of it was crushing. There was not another
word of

argunent on Ma Kin's part. The nagnificence of U Po
Kyin's project

had struck her dunb.

And not without reason, for all the achievenents of U
Po Kyin's

life were as nothing beside this. It is a rea
triunph--it would

be doubly so in Kyauktada--for an official of the

| ower ranks to

worm his way into the European Club. The European

Cl ub, that

renote, nysterious tenple, that holy of holies far
harder of entry

than Nirvana! Po Kyin, the naked gutter-boy of
Mandal ay, the

thieving clerk and obscure official, would enter that



sacred pl ace,

call Europeans 'old chap', drink whisky and soda and
knock white

balls to and fro on the green table! M Kin, the

vi || age wonan,

who had first seen the light through the chinks of a
banboo hut

thatched with pal mleaves, would sit on a high chair
with her feet

i mprisoned in silk stockings and hi gh-heel ed shoes
(yes, she would

actually wear shoes in that place!) talking to
English ladies in

H ndust ani about baby-linen! It was a prospect that
woul d have

dazzl ed anybody.

For a long time Ma Kin remained silent, her lips
parted, thinking

of the European Club and the splendours that it m ght
cont ai n.

For the first time in her life she surveyed U Po
Kyin's intrigues

wi t hout disapproval. Perhaps it was a feat greater
even than the

stornmng of the Cub to have planted a grain of
anbition in M

Kin's gentle heart.

13

As Flory cane through the gate of the hospital
conpound four

ragged sweepers passed him carrying some dead
coolie, wapped in

sackcloth, to a foot-deep grave in the jungle. Flory
crossed the

brick-1ike earth of the yard between the hospital
sheds. Al down

the wi de verandas, on sheetless charpoys, rows of



grey-faced nen

lay silent and novel ess. Some filthy-1oo0king curs,
whi ch were said

to devour amputated |inbs, dozed or snapped at their
fl eas anong

the piles of the buildings. The whole place wore a
sluttish and

decaying air. Dr Veraswanm struggled hard to keep it
cl ean, but

there was no coping with the dust and the bad

wat er - supply, and the

inertia of sweepers and hal f-trai ned Assi stant

Sur geons.

Flory was told that the doctor was in the

out - pati ents' departnent.

It was a plaster-walled roomfurnished only with a
table and two

chairs, and a dusty portrait of Queen Victoria, nuch
awy. A

processi on of Burmans, peasants with gnarled nuscles
beneath their

faded rags, were filing into the room and queuei ng up
at the table.

The doctor was in shirt-sleeves and sweating
profusely. He sprang

to his feet with an exclamation of pleasure, and in
hi s usual fussy

haste thrust Flory into the vacant chair and produced
a tin of

cigarettes fromthe drawer of the table.

"What a delightful visit, M Flory! Please to nmake
your sel f

confortable--that iss, if one can possibly be
confortable in such a

pl ace ass this, ha, ha! Afterwards, at ny house, we
will talk with

beer and anenities. Kindly excuse ne while | attend
to the

popul ace.

Fl ory sat down, and the hot sweat imediately burst



out and

drenched his shirt. The heat of the room was
stifling. The

peasants steaned garlic fromall their pores. As
each man cane to

the table the doctor would bounce fromhis chair,
prod the patient

in the back, lay a black ear to his chest, fire off
sever al

guestions in villainous Burnese, then bounce back to
the table and

scribble a prescription. The patients took the
prescriptions

across the yard to the Conpounder, who gave them
bottles filled

with water and various vegetable dyes. The
Conpounder supported

hinself largely by the sale of drugs, for the
Covernment paid him

only twenty-five rupees a nonth. However, the doctor
knew not hi ng

of this.

On nost nornings the doctor had not tine to attend to
t he out -

patients hinself, and left themto one of the
Assi st ant Sur geons.

The Assi stant Surgeon's nethods of di agnosis were
brief. He would

simply ask each patient, '\Were is your pain? Head,
back or

belly?" and at the reply hand out a prescription from
one of three

piles that he had prepared beforehand. The patients
much preferred

this method to the doctor's. The doctor had a way of
aski ng them

whet her they had suffered from venereal diseases--an
ungent | emanl y,

poi ntl ess question--and sonetines he horrified them
still nore by

suggesting operations. 'Belly-cutting' was their
phrase for it.



The majority of them woul d have died a dozen tinmes
over rather than
submit to 'belly-cutting

As the last patient disappeared the doctor sank into
his chair,
fanning his face with the prescription-pad.

"Ach, this heat! Some nornings | think that never

will | get the
snell of garlic out of ny nose! It iss amazing to ne
how t heir

very bl ood becomes inpregnated with it. Are you not
suf f ocat ed,

M Flory? You English have the sense of snell al nost
too highly

devel oped. What torments you must all suffer in our
filthy East!'

' Abandon your noses, all ye who enter here, what?
They might wite

that up over the Suez Canal. You seem busy this
nor ni ng?

"Ass ever. Ah but, ny friend, how di scouraging iss
the work of a

doctor in this country! These villagers--dirty,

i gnorant savages!

Even to get themto cone to hospital iss all we can
do, and they

will die of gangrene or carry a tunmour ass |arge ass
a nmelon for

ten years rather than face the knife. And such
nmedi ci nes ass their

own so-called doctors give to them Herbs gathered
under the new

nmoon, tigers' whiskers, rhinoceros horn, urine,
nmenstrual bl ood!

How men can drink such conpounds iss disgusting.'

' Rat her picturesque, all the same. You ought to
conpi l e a Burnmese
phar macopoei a, doctor. It would be al nbst as good as



Cul peper.

' Barbarous cattle, barbarous cattle,' said the
doctor, beginning to

struggle into his white coat. 'Shall we go back to
ny house?

There iss beer and | trust a few fragnents of ice
left. | have an

operation at ten, strangul ated hernia, very urgent.
Till then | am

free.'

"Yes. As a matter of fact there's sonething | rather
wanted to
talk to you about.’

They recrossed the yard and clinbed the steps of the
doctor's

veranda. The doctor, having felt in the ice-chest
and found that

the ice was all nelted to tepid water, opened a
bottl e of beer and

called fussily to the servants to set sonme nore
bottles swinging in

a cradle of wet straw. Flory was standi ng | ooking
over the veranda

rail, with his hat still on. The fact was that he
had come here to

utter an apol ogy. He had been avoi ding the doctor
for nearly a

fortnight--since the day, in fact, when he had set
his name to the

insulting notice at the ub. But the apol ogy had
got to be

uttered. U Po Kyin was a very good judge of nen, but
he had erred

i n supposing that two anonynous letters were enough
to scare Flory

permanently away from his friend.

'Look here, doctor, you know what | wanted to say?

"I'? No.'



"Yes, you do. It's about that beastly trick | played
on you the

ot her week. Wen Ellis put that notice on the O ub
board and |

signed nmy nane to it. You rnust have heard about it.

| want to try

and expl ain--"'

"No, no, ny friend, no, no!' The doctor was so

di stressed that he

sprang across the veranda and seized Flory by the
arm ' You shal

NOT explain! Please never nention it! | understand
perfectly--but

nost perfectly.’

'No, you don't understand. You couldn't. You don't
realize just

what KIND of pressure is put on one to nake one do
things like

that. There was nothing to nake me sign the notice.
Not hi ng coul d

have happened if 1'd refused. There's no lawtelling
us to be

beastly to Oientals--quite the contrary. But--it's
just that one

daren't be loyal to an Oriental when it neans goi ng
agai nst the

others. It doesn't DO If |I'd stuck out agai nst
signing the

notice |'d have been in disgrace at the ub for a
week or two.

So | funked it, as usual.’

'Please, M Flory, please! Possitively you will nake
ne

unconfortable if you continue. Ass though | could
not make all

al  owances for your position!'

"Qur motto, you knowis, "In India, do as the English
do"."



'"OfF course, of course. And a npbst noble notto

" Hangi ng

together", ass you call it. It iss the secret of
your superiority

to we Oriental s.'

"Well, it's never nuch use saying one's sorry. But
what | did come

here to say was that it shan't happen again. In
fact--'

"Now, now, M Flory, you will oblige ne by saying no
nore upon this

subject. It iss all over and forgotten. Please to
drink up your

beer before it becones ass hot ass tea. Also, | have
athing to

tell you. You have not asked for ny news yet.'

" Ah, your news. What is your news, by the way?
How s everyt hi ng

been going all this time? How s Ma Britannia? Stil
nor i bund?

' Aha, very low, very low But not so lowass I. |
amin deep
waters, ny friend.'

"What? U Po Kyin again? |Is he still libelling you?

"If heiss libelling nmel This tinme it iss--well, it
i ss sonet hi ng

diabolical. M friend, you have heard of this
rebellion that is

supposed to be on the point of breaking out in the
district?

"I've heard a lot of talk. Wstfield s been out bent
on sl aughter,

but | hear he can't find any rebels. Only the usua
vill age

Hampdens who won't pay their taxes.'



"Ah yes. Wetched fools! Do you know how nuch iss
the tax that

nost of them have refused to pay? Five rupees! They
will get

tired of it and pay up presently. W have this
troubl e every year.

But ass for the rebellion--the SO CALLED rebellion

M Flory--I

wi sh you to know that there iss nore in it than neets
t he eye.'

"Ch? Wat?

To Flory's surprise the doctor nade such a viol ent
gesture of anger

that he spilled nost of his beer. He put his glass
down on the

veranda rail and burst out:

"It iss U Po Kyin again! That unutterable scoundrel
That
crocodi |l e deprived of natural feeling! That--that--'

'"Go on. "That obscene trunk of hunors, that swol'n
par cel of

dropsi es, that bolting-hutch of beastliness"--go on
What' s he

been up to now?'

"Avillainy unparalleled --and here the doctor
outlined the plot

for a shamrebellion, very much as U Po Kyin had
explained it to Ma

Kin. The only detail not known to himwas U Po
Kyin's intention of

getting hinself elected to the European Cub. The
doctor's face

could not accurately be said to flush, but it grew
several shades

bl acker in his anger. Flory was so astonished that
he renai ned

st andi ng up.



'The cunning old devil! Wo'd have thought he had it
in hinP But
how did you manage to find all this out?

"Ah, | have a few friends left. But now do you see,
nmy friend

what ruin he iss preparing for me? Already he hass
cal umi ated ne

right and left. Wen this absurd rebellion breaks
out, he will do

everything in his power to connect ny nane with it.
And | tell you

that the slightest suspicion of my loyalty could be
ruin for me

ruin! If it were ever breathed that | were even a
symnpat hi zer with

this rebellion, there iss an end of ne.’

"But, damm it, this is ridiculous! Surely you can
def end yoursel f
sonehow?"

'How can | defend nyself when | can prove nothing? |
know t hat al

this iss true, but what use iss that? If | demand a
public

inquiry, for every witness |I produce U Po Kyin would
produce fifty.

You do not realize the influence of that man in the
district. No

one dare speak against him'

' But why need you prove anything? Wy not go to old
Macgr egor and

tell himabout it? He's a very fair-ninded old chap
in his way.

He' d hear you out.'’

"Usel ess, useless. You have not the mnd of an
intriguer, M

Flory. Qui s'excuse, s'accuse, iss it not? It does
not pay to cry



that there iss a conspiracy agai nst one.'
"Well, what are you going to do, then?

"There iss nothing | can do. Sinply I nust wait and
hope that ny

prestige will carry me through. 1In affairs Iike
this, where a

native official's reputation iss at stake, there iss
no question

of proof, of evidence. Al depends upon one's
standing with the

Europeans. If my standing iss good, they will not
believe it of
me; if bad, they will believe it. Prestige iss all.'’

They were silent for a noment. Flory understood well
enough t hat

"prestige iss all'. He was used to these nebul ous
conflicts, in

whi ch suspicion counts for nore than proof, and
reputation for nore

than a thousand w tnesses. A thought cane into his
head, an

unconfortable, chilling thought which would never
have occurred to
himthree weeks earlier. It was one of those npbnents

when one sees

quite clearly what is one's duty, and, with all the
will in the

world to shirk it, feels certain that one must carry
it out. He

sai d:

' Suppose, for instance, you were elected to the O ub?
Woul d t hat
do your prestige any good?'

"If I were elected to the dub! Ah, indeed, yes!
The Club! It

iss a fortress inpregnable. Once there, and no one
woul d listen to

these tal es about me any nmore than if it were about



you, or M

Macgregor, or any other European gentleman. But what
hope have |

that they will elect me after their mnds have been
poi soned

agai nst ne?

"Well now, | ook here, doctor, | tell you what. [I'll
propose your
nane at the next general neeting. | know the

guestion's got to

cone up then, and if sonmeone comes forward with the
name of a

candi date, | dare say no one except Ellis wll

bl ackbal I hi m

And in the neantime--'

"Ah, ny friend, ny dear friend!' The doctor's
enotion caused him

al nost to choke. He seized Flory by the hand. 'Ah,
nmy friend

that iss noble! Truly it iss noble! But it iss too
much. | fear

that you will be in trouble with your European
friends again. M

Ellis, for exanple--would he tolerate it that you
propose ny nanme?'

'"Ch, bother Ellis. But you nust understand that |
can't promse to

get you elected. It depends on what Macgregor says
and what nood

the others are in. It may all come to nothing.'
The doctor was still holding Flory's hand between his
own, which

were plunp and danp. The tears had actually started
into his eyes,

and these, magnified by his spectacles, beaned upon
Flory like the

liquid eyes of a dog.

"Ah, ny friend! If | should but be elected! What an



end to all ny

troubles! But, nmy friend, ass | said before, do not
be too rash in

this matter. Beware of U Po Kyin! By now he wll
have numnbered

you anong hiss enemies. And even for you hiss enmty
can be a

danger .

' Ch, good Lord, he can't touch me. He's done nothing
so far--only
a fewsilly anonynous letters.'

"I would not be too sure. He hass subtle ways to
strike. And for

sure he will raise heaven and earth to keep me from
bei ng el ect ed

to the Cub. |If you have a weak spot, guard it, ny
friend. He

will find it out. He strikes always at the weakest
spot .’

'Li ke the crocodile,' Flory suggested.

'Like the crocodile,' agreed the doctor gravely. 'Ah
but, ny

friend, how gratifying to ne if | should becone a
menber of your

Eur opean Club! What an honour, to be the associate
of European

gentl emen! But there iss one other matter, M Flory,
that | did

not care to nention before. It iss--1 hope this iss
clearly

under stood--that | have no intention of USING the
Cub in any way.

Membership is all | desire. Even if | were el ected,
I should not,

of course, ever presune to COVE to the Cdub.'

'"Not cone to the C ub?

"No, no! Heaven forbid that | should force ny



soci ety upon the

Eur opean gentlemen! Sinply | should pay ny
subscriptions. That,

for me, iss a privilege high enough. You understand
that, |

trust?

"Perfectly, doctor, perfectly."’

Fl ory could not hel p |l aughing as he wal ked up the
hill. He was

definitely conmtted now to proposing the doctor's
el ection. And

there would be such a row when the others heard of
it--oh, such a

devil of a row But the astonishing thing was that
it only nmade

hi m |l augh. The prospect that woul d have appal |l ed him
a nmont h back

now al nost exhilarated him

Why? And why had he given his pronmise at all? It
was a snal

thing, a small risk to take--nothing heroic about
it--and yet it

was unlike him Wy, after all these years--the
ci rcunspect, pukka

sahi b-1i ke years--break all the rules so suddenly?

He knew why. It was because Elizabeth, by coning
into his life,

had so changed it and renewed it that all the dirty,
m ser abl e

years ni ght never have passed. Her presence had
changed t he whol e

orbit of his mnd. She had brought back to himthe
air of Engl and- -

dear Engl and, where thought is free and one is not
condemed

forever to dance the danse du pukka sahib for the
edi fication of

the |l ower races. Wiere is the life that late | |ed?
he thought.



Just by existing she had made it possible for him
she had even
made it natural to him to act decently.

Where is the life that late I |ed? he thought again
as he cane

t hrough the garden gate. He was happy, happy. For
he had

percei ved that the pious ones are right when they say
that there is

salvation and life can begin anew. He canme up the
path, and it

seemed to himthat his house, his flowers, his
servants, all the

life that so short a tinme ago had been drenched in
ennui and

honesi ckness, were sonehow nade new, significant,
beauti f ul

i nexhaustibly. Wat fun it could all be, if only you
had soneone

to share it with you! How you could love this
country, if only you

were not alone! Nero was out on the path, braving
the sun for some

grains of paddy that the mali had dropped, taking
food to his

goats. Flo made a dash at him panting, and Nero
sprang into the

air with a flurry and lighted on Flory's shoul der.

Fl ory wal ked

into the house with the little red cock in his arnmns,
stroking his

silky ruff and the snooth, dianond-shaped feathers of
hi s back.

He had not set foot on the veranda before he knew
that Ma H a May

was in the house. It did not need Ko S'la to cone
hurrying from

within with a face of evil tidings. Flory had
smel |l ed her scent of

sandal wood, garlic, coco-nut oil and the jasmine in
her hair. He



dropped Nero over the veranda rail.
' THE WOMAN has cone back,' said Ko S'la

Flory had turned very pale. Wen he turned pale the
bi rt hmar k nade

hi m hi deously ugly. A pang like a blade of ice had
gone t hrough

his entrails. M Ha May had appeared in the doorway
of the

bedroom She stood with her face downcast, | ooking
at himfrom

beneat h | owered brows.

"Thakin,' she said in a |low voice, half sullen, half
ur gent.

'"Go away!' said Flory angrily to Ko S la, venting his
fear and
anger upon him

"Thakin,' she said, 'cone into the bedroom here.
have a thing to
say to you.'

He foll owed her into the bedroom In a week--it was
only a week- -

her appearance had degenerated extraordinarily. Her
hair | ooked

greasy. All her |ockets were gone, and she was
wearing a

Manchester |ongyi of flowered cotton, costing two
rupees eight

annas. She had coated her face so thick with powder
that it was

like a clowmn's nmask, and at the roots of her hair,
where the powder

ended, there was a ribbon of natural -col oured brown
skin. She

| ooked a drab. Flory would not face her, but stood
| ooki ng

sull enly through the open doorway to the veranda.



"What do you nean by coming back like this? Wy did
you not go
hone to your village?

"I am staying in Kyauktada, at mnmy cousin's house.
How can | go
back to ny village after what has happened?

" And what do you mean by sending men to demand noney
fromnme? How

can you want nore noney already, when | gave you a
hundr ed rupees

only a week ago?

'How can | go back?' she repeated, ignoring what he
had said. Her

voi ce rose so sharply that he turned round. She was
st andi ng very

upright, sullen, with her black brows drawn together
and her lips

pout ed.

"Why cannot you go back?
"After that! After what you have done to ne!’

Suddenly she burst into a furious tirade. Her voice
had risen to

the hysterical gracel ess screamof the bazaar wonen
when t hey

quarrel

'How can | go back, to be jeered at and pointed at by
those | ow,

stupi d peasants whom | despise? | who have been a
bo- kadaw, a

white man's wife, to go home to ny father's house,
and shake the

paddy basket with old hags and wonmen who are too ugly
to find

husbands! Ah, what shane, what shane! Two years

was your wife,

you | oved nme and cared for me, and then w thout



war ni ng, Wit hout

reason, you drove me fromyour door |like a dog. And
| rmust go back

to ny village, with no noney, with all ny jewels and

silk longyis
gone, and the people will point and say, "There is M
H a May who

t hought herself cleverer than the rest of us. And
behol d! her

white man has treated her as they always do." | am
rui ned, ruined!
VWhat man will marry ne after | have lived two years

i n your house?
You have taken ny youth fromne. Ah, what shane,
what shane!"’

He could not | ook at her; he stood hel pl ess, pale,
hang- dog. Every

word she said was justified, and how tell her that he
could do no

ot her than he had done? How tell her that it would
have been an

outrage, a sin, to continue as her lover? He al npst
cringed from

her, and the birthmark stood on his yellow face |ike
a spl ash of

ink. He said flatly, turning instinctively to
noney- -for noney had

never failed with Ma Ha Muy:

"I will give you noney. You shall have the fifty
rupees you asked
me for--nore later. | have no nore till next nonth.'

This was true. The hundred rupees he had gi ven her
and what he

had spent on clothes, had taken nost of his ready
nmoney. To his

di smay she burst into a loud wail. Her white nmask
puckered up and

the tears sprang quickly out and coursed down her
cheeks. Before

he coul d stop her she had fallen on her knees in



front of him and

she was bowi ng, touching the floor with her forehead
inthe "full’

shi ko of utter abasenent.

'"CGet up, get up!' he exclainmed. The shaneful, abject
shi ko, neck

bent, body doubl ed up as though inviting a bl ow,

al ways horrified

him 'I can't bear that. Get up this instant.

She wail ed again, and nmade an attenpt to clasp his
ankles. He
st epped backwards hurriedly.

'"CGet up, now, and stop that dreadful noise. | don't
know what you
are crying about.'

She did not get up, but only rose to her knees and
wai | ed at him

anew. ‘'Wy do you offer me noney? Do you think it
is only for

nmoney that | have come back? Do you think that when
you have

driven ne fromyour door like a dog it is only
because of noney

that | care?

"Cet up,' he repeated. He had noved several paces
away, |lest she

shoul d seize him 'What do you want if it is not
noney?

"Way do you hate me?' she wailed. 'Wat harm have
done you?

stol e your cigarette-case, but you were not angry at
that. You are

going to marry this white woman, | know it, everyone
knows it. But

what does it matter, why nust you turn ne away? Wy
do you hate

me?'



‘"I don't hate you. | can't explain. Get up, please
get up.'

She was weepi ng quite shanel essly now. After all
she was hardly

nore than a child. She | ooked at himthrough her
tears, anxiously,

studying himfor a sign of mercy. Then, a dreadful

t hi ng, she

stretched herself at full length, flat on her face.
"CGet up, get up!' he cried out in English. 'I can't
bear that - -

it's too abom nabl e!"’

She did not get up, but crept, wormike, right across
the floor to

his feet. Her body made a broad ribbon on the dusty
floor. She

lay prostrate in front of him face hidden, arms

ext ended, as

t hough before a god's altar
'Master, master,' she whinpered, '
forgive me? This

once, only this once! Take Ma Ha May back. | will
be your sl ave,

| ower than your slave. Anything sooner than turn ne
away. '

will you not

She had wound her arms round his ankles, actually was
ki ssing his

toes. He stood | ooking down at her with his hands in
hi s pockets,

hel pl ess. Flo came anbling into the room wal ked to
where Ma H a

May | ay and sniffed at her longyi. She wagged her
tail vaguely,

recogni zing the smell. Flory could not endure it.

He bent down

and took Ma H a May by the shoulders, lifting her to
her knees.



"Stand up, now,' he said. 'It hurts ne to see you
like this. |

will do what | can for you. Wat is the use of
crying?

Instantly she cried out in renewed hope: 'Then you
will take ne

back? ©Ch, master, take Ma H a May back! No one need
ever know |

will stay here when that white wonan cones, she wll
think I am one

of the servants' wives. WIIl you not take ne back?

"I cannot. It's inpossible,' he said, turning away
agai n.

She heard finality in his tone, and uttered a harsh,
ugly cry. She

bent forward again in a shiko, beating her forehead
agai nst the

floor. It was dreadful. And what was nore dreadfu
than all, what

hurt in his breast, was the utter gracel essness, the
| owness of the

enotion beneath those entreaties. For in all this
there was not a

spark of love for him |If she wept and grovelled it
was only for

t he position she had once had as his nistress, the
idle life, the

rich clothes and doni nion over servants. There was
sonet hi ng

pitiful beyond words in that. Had she | oved himhe
coul d have

driven her fromhis door with far | ess compunction
No sorrows are

so bitter as those that are without a trace of
nobility. He bent

down and picked her up in his arns.

"Listen, Ma Ha May,' he said; '|l do not hate you,
you have done ne



no evil. It is | who have wonged you. But there is
no help for

it now You nust go hone, and later | will send you
nmoney. |f you

like you shall start a shop in the bazaar. You are
young. This

will not matter to you when you have npbney and can
find yourself a

husband.

"I amruined!' she wailed again. '1 shall kil
nyself. | shal

junp off the jetty into the river. Howcan | live
after this

di sgrace?

He was hol ding her in his arns, al nost caressing her
She was

clinging close to him her face hidden against his
shirt, her body

shaking with sobs. The scent of sandal wood fl oat ed
into his

nostrils. Perhaps even now she thought that wth her
arms around

hi m and her body agai nst his she coul d renew her
power over him

He di sentangl ed hinself gently, and then, seeing that
she di d not

fall on her knees again, stood apart from her

'That is enough. You must go now. And |look, | will
gi ve you the
fifty rupees | prom sed you.'

He dragged his tin uniformcase fromunder the bed
and t ook out

five ten-rupee notes. She stowed themsilently in

t he bosom of her

ingyi. Her tears had ceased flow ng quite suddenly.
W t hout

speaki ng she went into the bathroomfor a nonment, and
came out with

her face washed to its natural brown, and her hair



and dress
rearranged. She | ooked sullen, but not hysterica
any | onger.

"For the last time, thakin: you will not take ne
back? That is
your |ast word?

"Yes. | cannot help it.’
'Then | am goi ng, thakin.'
"Very well. God go with you.'

Leani ng agai nst the wooden pillar of the veranda, he
wat ched her

wal k down the path in the strong sunlight. She

wal ked very

upright, with bitter offence in the carriage of her
back and head.

It was true what she had said, he had robbed her of
her youth. His

knees were trenbling uncontrollably. Ko S'la cane
behi nd him

silent-footed. He gave a little deprecating cough to
attract

Flory's attention

"What's the matter now?
'The holy one's breakfast is getting cold.'

"I don't want any breakfast. Get ne something to
drink--gin.'

Wiere is the |life that late | |ed?

14

Li ke 1 ong curved needl es threading through



enbr oi dery, the two

canoes that carried Flory and Elizabeth threaded
their way up the

creek that led inland fromthe eastern bank of the

I rrawaddy. It

was the day of the shooting trip--a short afternoon
trip, for they

could not stay a night in the jungle together. They
were to shoot

for a couple of hours in the conparative cool of the
eveni ng, and

be back at Kyauktada in time for dinner

The canoes, each holl owed out of a single tree-trunk,
glided

swiftly, hardly rippling the dark brown water. Water
hyacinth with

prof use spongy foliage and blue flowers had choked
the stream so

that the channel was only a wi nding ribbon four feet
wi de. The

light filtered, greenish, through interlacing boughs.
Sonet i mes

one coul d hear parrots scream overhead, but no wld
creatures

showed t hensel ves, except once a snake that swam
hurriedly away and

di sappeared anong the water hyacinth.

'How | ong before we get to the village? Elizabeth
cal l ed back to

Flory. He was in a larger canoe behind, together
with Fl o and Ko

S'la, paddled by a winkly old woman dressed in rags.

'How far, grandmama?' Flory asked the canoe-wonan.

The ol d woman took her cigar out of her mouth and
rested her paddle

on her knees to think. 'The distance a nman can
shout,' she said

after reflection.



"About half a mile," Flory transl ated.

They had come two miles. Elizabeth's back was
aching. The canoes

were liable to upset at a carel ess monment, and you
had to sit bolt

upri ght on the narrow backl ess seat, keeping your
feet as well as

possi bl e out of the bilge, with dead prawns in it,
that sagged to

and fro at the bottom The Burman who paddl ed

El i zabet h was sixty

years old, half naked, |eaf-brown, with a body as
perfect as that

of a young man. His face was battered, gentle and
hunorous. Hi s

bl ack cloud of hair, finer than that of npbst Burmans,
was knotted

| oosely over one ear, with a wisp or two tunbling
across his cheek

El i zabet h was nursing her uncle's gun across her
knees. Flory had

offered to take it, but she had refused; in reality,
the feel of it

delighted her so nmuch that she could not bring
herself to give it

up. She had never had a gun in her hand until today.
She was

wearing a rough skirt with brogue shoes and a silk
shirt like a

man's, and she knew that with her Terai hat they

| ooked wel |l on

her. She was very happy, in spite of her aching back
and the hot

sweat that tickled her face, and the | arge, speckled
nosqui t oes

that hunmed round her ankl es.

The stream narrowed and the beds of water hyacinth
gave place to

steep banks of glistening nud, |ike chocol ate.

Ri ckety that ched

huts | eaned far out over the stream their piles



driven into its

bed. A naked boy was standi ng between two of the
huts, flying a

green beetle on a piece of thread like a kite. He
yell ed at the

sight of the Europeans, whereat nore children
appeared from

nowhere. The old Burman guided the canoe to a jetty
made of a

single palmtrunk laid in the nmud--it was covered

wi th barnacl es

and so gave foothol d--and sprang out and hel ped

Eli zabet h ashore.

The others followed with the bags and cartridges, and
Fl o, as she

al ways did on these occasions, fell into the nmud and
sank as deep

as the shoulder. A skinny old gentleman wearing a
nmagent a paso,

with a nole on his cheek fromwhich four yard-1ong
grey hairs

sprouted, cane forward shi koing and cuffing the heads
of the

children who had gathered round the jetty.

'The vill age headman,' Flory said.

The old man led the way to his house, wal ki ng ahead
with an

extraordi nary crouching gait, like a letter L upside
down- -t he

result of rheumatism conbined with the constant

shi koi ng needed in

a minor Governnment official. A nmob of children

mar ched rapidly

after the Europeans, and nore and nore dogs, al
yappi ng and

causing Flo to shrink against Flory's heels. 1In the
doorway of

every hut clusters of noonlike, rustic faces gaped at
t he

"Ingal eikma'. The village was darkish under the
shade of broad



| eaves. In the rains the creek would flood, turning
the | owner

parts of the village into a squalid wooden Venice
where the

vill agers stepped fromtheir front doors into their
canoes.

The headman's house was a little bigger than the
others, and it had

a corrugated iron roof, which, in spite of the
intolerable din it

made during the rains, was the pride of the headman's
life. He had

foregone the building of a pagoda, and appreciably
| essened his

chances of Nirvana, to pay for it. He hastened up
the steps and

gently kicked in the ribs a youth who was |ying
asl eep on the

veranda. Then he turned and shi koed again to the
Eur opeans, aski ng

themto cone inside.

"Shall we go in?" Flory said. 'I expect we shal
have to wait hal f
an hour.

"Couldn't you tell himto bring sonme chairs out on
the veranda?

El i zabeth said. After her experience in Li Yeik's
house she had

privately decided that she woul d never go inside a
nati ve house

again, if she could help it.

There was a fuss inside the house, and t he headnan,

t he youth and

some wonen dragged forth two chairs decorated in an
extraordi nary

manner with red hibiscus flowers, and al so sone
begoni as growing in

kerosene tins. It was evident that a sort of double
t hrone had



been prepared within for the Europeans. When

Eli zabet h had sat

down the headnman reappeared with a teapot, a bunch of
very | ong,

bri ght green bananas, and six coal -bl ack cheroots.
But when he had

poured her out a cup of tea Elizabeth shook her head,
for the tea

| ooked, if possible, worse even than Li Yeik's.

The headman | ooked abashed and rubbed his nose. He
turned to Flory

and asked hi m whet her the young thakin-ma would |ike
sone mlk in

her tea. He had heard that Europeans drank milk in
their tea. The

villages should, if it were desired, catch a cow and
mikit.

However, Elizabeth still refused the tea; but she was
thirsty, and

she asked Flory to send for one of the bottles of
soda-wat er t hat

Ko S'la had brought in his bag. Seeing this, the
headman retired,

feeling guiltily that his preparations had been

i nsufficient, and

left the veranda to the Europeans.

El i zabeth was still nursing her gun on her knees,
while Flory

| eaned agai nst the veranda rail pretending to snoke
one of the

headman' s cheroots. Elizabeth was pining for the
shooting to

begin. She plied Flory with innunerabl e questions.

' How soon can we start out? Do you think we've got
enough

cartridges? How many beaters shall we take? Ch, |
do so hope we

have some |uck! You do think we'll get something,
don't you?'



' Not hi ng wonderful, probably. W're bound to get a
f ew pi geons,

and perhaps jungle fowl. They're out of season, but
it doesn't

matter shooting the cocks. They say there's a

| eopard round here,

that killed a bullock alnmost in the village | ast
week. '

'Ch, a leopard! How lovely if we could shoot it!’

"It's very unlikely, I"'mafraid. The only rule with
this shooting
in Burma is to hope for nothing. |It's invariably

di sappoi nti ng.

The jungles teemw th game, but as often as not you
don't even get

a chance to fire your gun.'

"Way is that?

"The jungle is so thick. An animal rmay be five yards
away and

quite invisible, and half the tine they nanage to
dodge back past

the beaters. Even when you see themit's only for a
flash of a

second. And again, there's water everywhere, so that
no animal is

tied down to one particular spot. A tiger, for
instance, will roam

hundreds of miles if it suits him And with all the
gane there is,

t hey need never come back to a kill if there's
anyt hi ng suspi ci ous

about it. N ght after night, when | was a boy, |'ve
sat up over

horribl e stinking dead cows, waiting for tigers that
never cane.'

El i zabeth wiggl ed her shoul der-bl ades agai nst the
chair. It was a
noverent that she made sonetimes when she was deeply



pl eased. She

| oved Flory, really loved him when he talked |ike
this. The nost

trivial scrap of information about shooting thrilled
her. If only

he woul d al ways tal k about shooting, instead of about
books and Art

and that rmucky poetry! In a sudden burst of
admiration she deci ded

that Flory was really quite a handsome man, in his
way. He | ooked

so splendidly manly, with his pagri-cloth shirt open
at the throat,

and his shorts and puttees and shooting boots! And
hi s face,

lined, sunburned, like a soldier's face. He was
standing with his

bi rt hmarked cheek away fromher. She pressed himto
go on tal king.

'DO tell me some nore about tiger-shooting. It's so
awful 'y
i nteresting!’

He described the shooting, years ago, of a mangy old
man- eat er who

had killed one of his coolies. The wait in the
nosqui t o-ri dden

machan; the tiger's eyes approaching through the dark
jungle, like

great green |anterns; the panting, slobbering noise
as he devoured

the coolie's body, tied to a stake below. Flory told
it all

perfunctorily enough--did not the proverbial Anglo

I ndi an bore

al ways tal k about tiger-shooting?--but Elizabeth
wriggl ed her

shoul ders delightedly once nore. He did not realize
how such tal k

as this reassured her and nade up for all the tines
when he had

bored her and di squieted her. Six shock-headed



yout hs came down

t he path, carrying dahs over their shoul ders, and
headed by a

stringy but active old nman with grey hair. They
halted in front of

t he headman's house, and one of themuttered a hoarse
whoop,

wher eat the headman appeared and expl ai ned that these
were the

beaters. They were ready to start now, if the young
t haki n-ma did

not find it too hot.

They set out. The side of the village away fromthe
creek was

protected by a hedge of cactus six feet high and
twel ve thi ck.

One went up a narrow | ane of cactus, then along a
rutted, dusty

bul | ock-cart track, with banboos as tall as
flagstaffs grow ng

densely on either side. The beaters marched rapidly
ahead in

single file, each with his broad dah laid along his
forearm The

old hunter was marching just in front of Elizabeth.
H s [ ongyi was

hitched up like a loin-cloth, and his neagre thighs
were tattooed

with dark blue patterns, so intricate that he m ght
have been

wearing drawers of blue lace. A banboo the thickness
of a man's

wist had fallen and hung across the path. The

| eadi ng beat er

severed it with an upward flick of his dah; the

pri soned wat er

gushed out of it with a dianmond-flash. After half a
mle they

reached the open fields, and everyone was sweati ng,
for they had

wal ked fast and the sun was savage.



"That's where we're going to shoot, over there,’
Flory said

He poi nted across the stubble, a w de dust-col oured
pl ain, cut up

into patches of an acre or two by nud boundaries. It
was horribly

flat, and lifeless save for the snow egrets. At the
far edge a

jungle of great trees rose abruptly, like a dark
green cliff. The

beaters had gone across to a snall tree like a

hawt horn twenty

yards away. One of themwas on his knees, shikoing
to the tree and

gabbling, while the old hunter poured a bottle of
some cl oudy

liquid on to the ground. The others stood | ooking on
with serious,

bored faces, |ike nen in church

"What ARE t hose nmen doi ng?' Elizabeth said.

'"Only sacrificing to the local gods. Nats, they cal
them-a kind

of dryad. They're praying to himto bring us good
luck.'

The hunter came back and in a cracked voi ce expl ai ned
that they

were to beat a small patch of scrub over to the right
before

proceeding to the main jungle. Apparently the Nat
had counsel | ed

this. The hunter directed Flory and Elizabeth where
to stand,

pointing with his dah. The six beaters, plunged into
the scrub;

they woul d make a detour and beat back towards the
paddy-fi el ds.

There were some bushes of the wild rose thirty yards
fromthe

jungle's edge, and Flory and Elizabeth took cover



behi nd one of

these, while Ko S la squatted down behi nd anot her
bush a little

di stance away, holding Flo's collar and stroking her
to keep her

quiet. Flory always sent Ko S'la to a distance when
he was

shooting, for he had an irritating trick of clicking
his tongue if

a shot was missed. Presently there was a far-off
echoi ng sound--a

sound of tapping and strange holl ow cries; the beat
had started.

El i zabeth at once began trenbling so uncontrollably
that she could

not keep her gun-barrel still. A wonderful bird, a
little bigger

than a thrush, with grey wi ngs and body of bl azing
scarl et, broke

fromthe trees and came towards themw th a di pping
flight. The

tapping and the cries canme nearer. One of the bushes
at the

jungl e's edge waved violently--sonme | arge ani mal was
emer gi ng.

El i zabeth rai sed her gun and tried to steady it. But
it was only a

naked yel |l ow beater, dah in hand. He saw that he had
emerged and

shouted to the others to join him

El i zabeth | owered her gun. 'Wat's happened?
"Not hi ng. The beat's over.'

'So there was nothing there!' she cried in bitter
di sappoi nt ment .

"Never m nd, one never gets anything the first beat.
W' [l have
better luck next tine.’

They crossed the |unpy stubble, clinbing over the nud



boundari es

that divided the fields, and took up their position
opposite the

hi gh green wall of the jungle. Eizabeth had al ready
| ear ned how

to load her gun. This time the beat had hardly
started when Ko

S la whistled sharply.

"Look out!' Flory cried. 'Quick, here they cone!’

A flight of green pigeons were dashing towards them
at incredible

speed, forty yards up. They were |ike a handful of
catapul ted

stones whirling through the sky. Elizabeth was
hel pl ess with

excitement. For a nmonent she could not nove, then
she flung her

barrel into the air, sonmewhere in the direction of
the birds, and

tugged violently at the trigger. Nothing
happened- - she was pul ling

at the trigger-guard. Just as the birds passed
over head she found

the triggers and pulled both of them sinultaneously.
There was a

deaf eni ng roar and she was thrown backwards a pace
with her collar-

bone al nost broken. She had fired thirty yards
behi nd the birds.

At the sanme nmonent she saw Flory turn and | evel his
gun. Two of

t he pigeons, suddenly checked in their flight,
swirled over and

dropped to the ground like arrows. Ko S la yelled,
and he and Flo

raced after them

"Look out!' said Flory, 'here's an inperial pigeon
Let's have
him"



A large heavy bird, with flight rmuch sl ower than the
ot hers, was

fl appi ng overhead. Elizabeth did not care to fire
after her

previous failure. She watched Flory thrust a
cartridge into the

breech and raise his gun, and the white plunme of
snoke | eapt up

fromthe nuzzle. The bird planed heavily down, his
wi ng broken

Flo and Ko S'la canme running excitedly up, Flo with
the big

i nperial pigeon in her nmouth, and Ko S'la grinning
and produci ng

two green pigeons fromhis Kachin bag.

Flory took one of the little green corpses to showto
El i zabet h.

"Look at it. Aren't they lovely things? The nost
beautiful bird

in Asia.'

Eli zabeth touched its snooth feathers with her
finger-tip. It

filled her with bitter envy, because she had not shot
it. And yet

it was curious, but she felt alnpbst an adoration for
Fl ory now t hat

she had seen how he coul d shoot.

"Just look at its breast-feathers; like a jewel.
It's murder to
shoot them The Burnese say that when you kill one

of these birds

they vonmit, neaning to say, "Look, here is all
possess, and |'ve

taken not hi ng of yours. Wy do you kill me?" |['ve
never seen one

doit, I nust admit.'

"Are they good to eat?

"Very. Even so, | always feel it's a shame to kil



t hem'

"I wish 1l could do it like you do!' she said
envi ously.

"It's only a knack, you'll soon pick it up. You know
how to hol d

your gun, and that's nore than nost people do when
they start.'

However, at the next two beats, Elizabeth could hit
not hi ng. She

had | earned not to fire both barrels at once, but she
was t oo

paral ysed with excitenment ever to take aim Flory
shot severa

nore pi geons, and a small bronze-wi ng dove with back
as green as

verdigris. The jungle fow were too cunning to show
t hensel ves,

t hough one coul d hear them cl uck-clucking all round,
and once or

twi ce the sharp trunpet-call of a cock. They were
getting deeper

into the jungle now. The light was greyish, with
dazzl i ng patches

of sunlight. Whichever way one | ooked one's view was
shut in by

the mul titudi nous ranks of trees, and the tangled
bushes and

creepers that struggled round their bases like the
sea round the

piles of a pier. It was so dense, |like a branble
bush ext endi ng

mle after nmle, that one's eyes were oppressed by
it. Some of the

creepers were huge, like serpents. Flory and

El i zabet h struggl ed

al ong narrow gane-tracks, up slippery banks, thorns
tearing at

their clothes. Both their shirts were drenched with
sweat. It was

stifling hot, with a scent of crushed | eaves.



Soneti mes for

m nut es together invisible cidadas woul d keep up a
shrill, metallic

pinging |like the twanging of a steel guitar, and

t hen, by stopping,

make a silence that startled one.

As they were walking to the fifth beat they canme to a
great peepu

tree in which, high up, one could hear inperial

pi geons cooing. It

was a sound like the far-off |owing of cows. One
bird fluttered

out and perched al one on the topnost bough, a small
greyi sh shape.

"Try a sitting shot,' Flory said to Elizabeth. 'Get
your sight on

himand pull off without waiting. Don't shut your
left eye.'

El i zabet h rai sed her gun, which had begun trenbling
as usual. The

beaters halted in a group to watch, and sonme of them
coul d not

refrain fromclicking their tongues; they thought it
gueer and

rather shocking to see a wonan handle a gun. Wth a
violent effort

of will Elizabeth kept her gun still for a second,
and pulled the

trigger. She did not hear the shot; one never does
when it has

gone hone. The bird seened to junmp upwards fromthe
bough, then

down it cane, tumbling over and over, and stuck in a
fork ten yards

up. One of the beaters laid down his dah and gl anced
appr ai si ngly

at the tree; then he wal ked to a great creeper, thick
as a man's

thigh and twisted Iike a stick of barley sugar, that
hung far out



froma bough. He ran up the creeper as easily as

t hough it had

been a | adder, wal ked upright al ong the broad bough
and brought

the pigeon to the ground. He put it [inp and warm
into Elizabeth's

hand.

She could hardly give it up, the feel of it so

ravi shed her. She

could have kissed it, hugged it to her breast. All
the nen, Flory

and Ko S'la and the beaters, snmiled at one another to
see her

fondling the dead bird. Reluctantly, she gave it to
Ko S'la to put

in the bag. She was conscious of an extraordi nary
desire to fling

her arms round Flory's neck and kiss him and in sone
way it was

the killing of the pigeon that nade her feel this.

After the fifth beat the hunter explained to Flory
that they must

cross a clearing that was used for grow ng

pi neappl es, and woul d

beat anot her patch of jungle beyond. They cane out
i nto sunlight,

dazzling after the jungle gloom The clearing was an
obl ong of an

acre or two hacked out of the jungle |like a patch
mown in | ong

grass, with the pineapples, prickly cactus-like
plants, growing in

rows, alnost smothered by weeds. A | ow hedge of
thorns divided the

field in the middle. They had nearly crossed the
field when there

was a sharp cock-a-doodl e-doo from beyond t he hedge.

"Ch, listen!' said Elizabeth, stopping. 'Ws that a
jungl e cock?



'Yes. They conme out to feed about this tine.'
'Coul dn't we go and shoot hin®

"W'll have a try if you like. They're cunning
beggars. Look,

we'll stalk up the hedge until we get opposite where
he is. W'l

have to go wi thout making a sound.'

He sent Ko S'la and the beaters on, and the two of
themskirted the

field and crept along the hedge. They had to bend
doubl e to keep

t hensel ves out of sight. Elizabeth was in front.
The hot sweat

trickled down her face, tickling her upper lip, and
her heart was

knocking violently. She felt Flory touch her hee
from behi nd.

Bot h of them stood upright and | ooked over the hedge
t oget her.

Ten yards away a little cock the size of a bantam
was pecki ng

vigorously at the ground. He was beautiful, with his
| ong silky

neck- f eat hers, bunched conmb and arching, laurel-green
tail. There

were six hens with him smaller brown birds, with

di anond- shaped

feathers |ike snake-scales on their backs. Al this
Eli zabeth and

Flory saw in the space of a second, then with a
squawk and a whirr

the birds were up and flying Iike bullets for the
jungle. Instantly,

automatically as it seenmed, Elizabeth raised her gun
and fired. It

was one of those shots where there is no aimng, no
consci ousness of

the gun in one's hand, when one's nind seens to fly
behi nd the



charge and drive it to the mark. She knew the bird
was dooned even

before she pulled the trigger. He tunbled, showered
feathers thirty

yards away. 'Good shot, good shot!' cried Flory. In
their

excitement both of them dropped their guns, broke

t hrough the thorn

hedge and raced side by side to where the bird I ay.

'Good shot!' Flory repeated, as excited as she. 'By
Jove, |'ve

never seen anyone kill a flying bird their first day,
never! You

got your gun off like lightning. It's marvell ous!’

They were kneeling face to face with the dead bird
bet ween t hem

Wth a shock they discovered that their hands, his

ri ght and her

left, were clasped tightly together. They had run to
the pl ace

hand-i n- hand wi thout noticing it.

A sudden stillness canme on them both, a sense of
sonet hi ng

nmonent ous that must happen. Flory reached across and
t ook her

other hand. It cane yieldingly, willingly. For a
nmoment t hey

knelt with their hands cl asped together. The sun

bl azed upon them

and the warnth breathed out of their bodies; they
seened to be

floating upon clouds of heat and joy. He took her by
t he upper

arms to draw her towards him

Then suddenly he turned his head away and stood up
pul i ng

Eli zabeth to her feet. He let go of her arms. He
had renenbered

his birthmark. He dared not do it. Not here, not in



dayl i ght!

The snub it invited was too terrible. To cover the
awkwar dness of

t he nonent he bent down and picked up the jungle cock

"It was splendid,’ he said. 'You don't need any
teaching. You can
shoot already. W' d better get on to the next beat.'’

They had just crossed the hedge and picked up their
guns when there

was a series of shouts fromthe edge of the jungle.
Two of the

beaters were running towards themw th enornous

| eaps, waving their

arms wildly in the air.

"What is it?" Elizabeth said.

"I don't know. They've seen sone ani nal or other
Sonet hi ng good,
by the | ook of them

"Ch, hurrah! Cone on!'

They broke into a run and hurried across the field,
br eaki ng

t hrough the pineapples and the stiff prickly weeds.
Ko Sla and

five of the beaters were standing in a knot al

tal king at once,

and the other two were beckoning excitedly to Flory
and El i zabet h.

As they canme up they saw in the mddle of the group
an ol d wonman

who was hol di ng up her ragged | ongyi with one hand
and gesticul ati ng

with a big cigar in the other. Elizabeth could hear
sone word

that sounded like 'Char' repeated over and over again.

"What is it they're saying? she said.



The beaters cane crowdi ng round Flory, all talking
eagerly and

pointing into the jungle. After a few questions he
waved his hand

to silence themand turned to Elizabeth:

"I say, here's a bit of luck! This old girl was
com ng through the

jungl e, and she says that at the sound of the shot
you fired just

now, she saw a | eopard run across the path. These
fell ows know

where he's likely to hide. If we're quick they may
be able to

surround hi m before he sneaks away, and drive him
out. Shall we

try it?

"Ch, do let's! Onh, what awful fun! How |Iovely, how
lovely if we
could get that |eopard!’

'You understand it's dangerous? W' Il keep close
t oget her and
it'll probably be all right, but it's never

absol utely safe on
foot. Are you ready for that?

" Ch, of course, of course! |'mnot frightened. Ch,
do let's be
qui ck and start!’

'One of you come with us, and show us the way,' he
said to the

beaters. 'Ko S la, put Flo on the |leash and go with
the ot hers.

She' |l never keep quiet with us. W'Ill have to
hurry,' he added to

El i zabet h.

Ko S'la and the beaters hurried off along the edge of
the jungle.
They would strike in and begin beating farther up



The ot her

beater, the same youth who had clinbed the tree after
t he pi geon,

dived into the jungle, Flory and Elizabeth foll ow ng.
Wth short

rapi d steps, alnmost running, he |led themthrough a

| abyrinth of

gane-tracks. The bushes trailed so | ow that
sonetimes one had

al nrost to crawl, and creepers hung across the path
like trip-wres.

The ground was dusty and silent underfoot. At sone

l andmark in the

jungl e the beater halted, pointed to the ground as a
sign that this

spot would do, and put his finger on his lips to
enjoin silence.

Fl ory took four SG cartridges fromhis pockets and
took Elizabeth's

gun to load it silently.

There was a faint rustling behind them and they al
started. A

nearly naked youth with a pellet-bow come goodness
knows whence,

had parted the bushes. He |ooked at the beater
shook his head and

poi nted up the path. There was a dial ogue of signs
bet ween the two

yout hs, then the beater seenmed to agree. W thout
speaki ng all four

stole forty yards along the path, round a bend, and
hal t ed agai n.

At the same nmonent a frightful pandenoni um of yells,
punct uat ed by

barks from Fl o, broke out a few hundred yards away.

El i zabeth felt the beater's hand on her shoul der

pushi ng her

downwards. They all four squatted down under cover
of a prickly

bush, the Europeans in front, the Burmans behind. In

t he di stance



there was such a tumult of yells and the rattle of
dahs agai nst

tree-trunks that one could hardly believe six nen
coul d make so

much noi se. The beaters were taking good care that
the | eopard

shoul d not turn back upon them Elizabeth watched
some | arge, pale

yel l ow ants marching like soldiers over the thorns of
t he bush.

One fell on to her hand and crawl ed up her forearm
She dared not

nmove to brush it away. She was praying silently,

' Pl ease Cod, |et

the | eopard cone! Oh please, God, let the | eopard
cone!"’

There was a sudden |oud pattering on the |eaves.

Eli zabet h rai sed

her gun, but Flory shook his head sharply and pushed
the barrel

down again. A jungle fow scuttled across the path
with | ong noisy

strides.

The yells of the beaters seened hardly to conme any
cl oser, and

this end of the jungle the silence was |like a pall.
The ant on

Eli zabeth's armbit her painfully and dropped to the
ground. A

dreadful despair had begun to formin her heart; the
| eopard was

not com ng, he had slipped away sonmewhere, they had
lost him She

al nost wi shed they had never heard of the |eopard,

t he di sappoi nt nent

was so agoni zing. Then she felt the beater pinch her
el bow. He was

craning his face forward, his snooth, dull yell ow
cheek only a few

i nches fromher own; she could snell the coco-nut oi
in his hair.



H s coarse |lips were puckered as in a whistle; he had
heard

somet hing. Then Flory and Elizabeth heard it too,
the faintest

whi sper, as though sone creature of air were gliding
t hr ough the

jungle, just brushing the ground with its foot. At
t he sanme nonent

the | eopard's head and shoul ders energed fromthe
under gr owt h,

fifteen yards down the path.

He stopped with his forepaws on the path. They could
see his | ow,

flat-eared head, his bare eye-tooth and his thick
terrible

forearm In the shadow he did not | ook yell ow but
grey. He was

listening intently. Elizabeth saw Flory spring to
his feet, raise

his gun and pull the trigger instantly. The shot
roared, and

al nost simul taneously there was a heavy crash as the
brut e dropped

flat in the weeds. 'Look out!' Flory cried, 'he's
not done for!'

He fired again, and there was a fresh thunp as the
shot went hone.

The | eopard gasped. Flory threw open his gun and
felt in his

pocket for a cartridge, then flung all his cartridges
on to the

path and fell on his knees, searching rapidly anong
t hem

"Dam and blast it!' he cried. 'There isn't a single
SG anong
them \Were in hell did | put then?

The | eopard had di sappeared as he fell. He was
t hrashi ng about in

the undergrowth |ike a great, wounded snake, and
crying out with a



snarling, sobbing noise, savage and pitiful. The
noi se seened to

be com ng nearer. FEvery cartridge Flory turned up
had 6 or 8

marked on the end. The rest of the Iarge-shot
cartridges had, in

fact, been left with Ko S la. The crashing and
sharling were now

hardly five yards away, but they could see not hing,
the jungl e was

so thi ck.

The two Burmans were crying out 'Shoot! Shoot!
Shoot!' The sound

of 'Shoot! Shoot!' got farther away--they were

ski ppi ng for the

nearest clinbable trees. There was a crash in the
undergrowt h so

close that it shook the bush by which Elizabeth was
st andi ng.

"By God, he's alnmpbst on us!' Flory said. 'W nust
turn him
somehow. Let fly at the sound.’

El i zabeth rai sed her gun. Her knees were knocki ng
i ke castanets,

but her hand was as steady as stone. She fired

rapi dly, once,

twi ce. The crashing noise receded. The |eopard was
craw i ng away,

crippled but swift, and still invisible.

"Wl |l done! You've scared him' Flory said.

"But he's getting away! He's getting away!'

Eli zabeth cri ed,

danci ng about in agitation. She made to follow him
Fl ory junped

to his feet and pull ed her back.

"No fear! You stay here. Wait!'



He slipped two of the small-shot cartridges into his
gun and ran

after the sound of the |eopard. For a noment

El i zabet h coul d not

see either beast or man, then they reappeared in a
bare patch

thirty yards away. The |eopard was withing al ong on
his belly,

sobbing as he went. Flory levelled his gun and fired
at four

yards' distance. The |eopard junped |ike a cushion
when one hits

it, then rolled over, curled up and lay still. Flory
poked t he

body with his gun-barrel. It did not stir.

"It's all right, he's done for,' he called. 'Cone
and have a | ook

at him'

The two Burmans junped down fromtheir tree, and they
and Elizabeth

went across to where Flory was standing. The

| eopard--it was a

mal e--was lying curled up with his head between his
forepaws. He

| ooked much smaller than he had | ooked alive; he

| ooked rat her

pathetic, like a dead kitten. Elizabeth's knees were
stil

quivering. She and Flory stood | ooking down at the

| eopard, close

t oget her, but not clasping hands this tine.

It was only a nonment before Ko S'la and the others
came up,

shouting with glee. Flo gave one sniff at the dead
| eopard, then

down went her tail and she bolted fifty yards,

whi npering. She

could not be induced to cone near him again.
Everyone squatted

down round the | eopard and gazed at him They



stroked his

beautiful white belly, soft as a hare's, and squeezed
hi s broad

pugs to bring out the claws, and pulled back his
black lips to

exam ne the fangs. Presently two of the beaters cut
down a tall

banboo and slung the | eopard upon it by his paws,
with his |ong

tail trailing down, and then they nmarched back to the
village in

triunph. There was no talk of further shooting,

t hough the Iight

still held. They were all, including the Europeans,

t oo anxious to

get honme and boast of what they had done.

Fl ory and Elizabeth wal ked side by side across the
stubble field.

The others were thirty yards ahead with the guns and
t he | eopard,

and Flo was slinking after thema long way in the
rear. The sun

was goi ng down beyond the Irrawaddy. The Iight shone
| evel across

the field, gilding the stubble stal ks, and striking
into their

faces with a yellow, gentle beam Elizabeth's

shoul der was al nost

touching Flory's as they wal ked. The sweat that had
drenched their

shirts had dried again. They did not talk nuch.
They were happy

wi th that inordinate happiness that comes of
exhausti on and

achi evenent, and with which nothing else in life--no
joy of either

the body or the mnd--is even able to be compared.

"The | eopard skin is yours,' Flory said as they
appr oached t he
vi | | age.



' Ch, but you shot him

"Never mind, you stick to the skin. By Jove, |
wonder how many of
the wonen in this country woul d have kept their heads

like you did!

| can just see them screanming and fainting. 1'll get
the skin

cured for you in Kyauktada jail. There's a convict

there who can

cure skins as soft as velvet. He's doing a
seven-year sentence, SO

he's had tine to learn the job.'

"Ch well, thanks awfully."'

No nore was said for the present. Later, when they
had washed of f

the sweat and dirt, and were fed and rested, they
woul d neet again

at the dub. They made no rendezvous, but it was
under st ood

between themthat they would neet. Also, it was
under st ood t hat

Fl ory woul d ask Elizabeth to marry him though
not hi ng was said

about this either.

At the village Flory paid the beaters eight annas
each, superintended

t he skinning of the | eopard, and gave the headman a
bottl e of beer

and two of the inperial pigeons. The skin and skul
wer e packed

into one of the canoes. All the whiskers had been
stolen, in spite

of Ko Sla's efforts to guard them Sonme young nen
of the village

carried off the carcass in order to eat the heart and
various ot her

organs, the eating of which they believed woul d nake
t hem strong and

swift like the |eopard.
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When Flory arrived at the Cub he found the
Lackersteens in an

unusual |y norose mobod. Ms Lackersteen was sitting,
as usual, in

t he best place under the punkah, and was reading the
Gvil List,

the Debrett of Burma. She was in a bad tenper with
her husband,

who had defied her by ordering a 'large peg' as soon
as he reached

the Cub, and was further defying her by reading the
Pi nk' un.

El i zabeth was alone in the stuffy little library,
turning over the

pages of an old copy of Bl ackwood's.

Since parting with Flory, Elizabeth had had a very

di sagreeabl e

adventure. She had conme out of her bath and was
hal f -way t hr ough

dressing for di nner when her uncle had suddenly
appeared in her

room-pretext, to hear sone nore about the day's
shoot i ng- - and

begun pinching her leg in a way that sinply could not
be

m sunderstood. Elizabeth was horrified. This was
her first

introduction to the fact that sone nen are capabl e of
maki ng | ove

to their nieces. W live and learn. M Lackersteen
had tried to

carry the thing off as a joke, but he was too clunsy
and too nearly

drunk to succeed. It was fortunate that his wife was
out of

hearing, or there m ght have been a first-rate



scandal

After this, dinner was an unconfortable meal. M
Lacker st een was

sul king. What rot it was, the way these wonmen put on
airs and

prevented you from having a good tine! The girl was
pretty enough

to remind himof the Illustrations in La Vie
Pari si enne, and dam

it! wasn't he paying for her keep? It was a shane.
But for

El i zabeth the position was very serious. She was
penni | ess and had

no hone except her uncle's house. She had cone eight
t housand

mles to stay here. It would be terrible if after
only a fortnight

her uncle's house were to be made uni nhabitable for
her .

Consequently, one thing was rmuch surer in her nind
than it had

been: that if Flory asked her to marry him (and he
woul d, there was

little doubt of it), she would say yes. At another
tine it was

just possible that she woul d have deci ded
differently. This

aft ernoon, under the spell of that glorious,
exciting, altogether

"l ovely' adventure, she had conme near to |oving

Fl ory; as near as,

in his particular case, she was able to conme. Yet
even after that,

per haps, her doubts would have returned. For there
had al ways been

somet hi ng dubi ous about Flory; his age, his

bi rt hmark, his queer,

perverse way of talking--that 'highbrow talk that
was at once

unintelligible and disquieting. There had been days
when she had



even disliked him But now her uncle's behavi our had
turned the

scal e. \Whatever happened she had got to escape from
her uncle's

house, and that soon. Yes, undoubtedly she would
marry Flory when

he asked her!

He coul d see her answer in her face as he cane into
the library.

Her air was gentler, nore yielding than he had known
it. She was

wearing the sane lilac-coloured frock that she had
worn that first

nmor ni ng when he net her, and the sight of the
famliar frock gave

himcourage. It seemed to bring her nearer to him
t aki ng away the

st rangeness and the el egance that had sonetimes
unnerved him

He pi cked up the nagazi ne she had been readi ng and
made sone

remark; for a nmonent they chattered in the banal way
they so sel dom

managed to avoid. It is strange how the drivelling
habi ts of
conversation will persist into alnost all noments.

Yet even as

they chattered they found thenselves drifting to the
door and then

outside, and presently to the big frangi pani tree by
the tennis

court. It was the night of the full noon. Flaring
i ke a white-

hot coin, so brilliant that it hurt one's eyes, the
noon swam

rapidly upwards in a sky of snmoky blue, across which
drifted a few

wi sps of yellowi sh cloud. The stars were al
invisible. The

croton bushes, by day hideous things |ike jaundi ced
laurels, were



changed by the noon into jagged black and white
designs like

fantastic wood-cuts. By the conpound fence two

Dr avi di an cool i es

were wal ki ng down the road, transfigured, their white
rags

gl eami ng. Through the tepid air the scent streaned
fromthe

frangi pani trees |like some intol erable conmpound out
of a penny-in-

t he-sl ot machi ne.

'Look at the nmoon, just look at it!" Flory said.
"It's like a
white sun. It's brighter than an English winter day.'

El i zabeth | ooked up into the branches of the

frangi pani tree, which

t he noon seened to have changed into rods of silver
The light |ay

t hi ck, as though pal pabl e, on everything, crusting
the earth and

t he rough bark of trees |ike sone dazzling salt, and
every | eaf

seened to bear a freight of solid light, like snow.
Even

Eli zabeth, indifferent to such things, was astoni shed.

"It's wonderful! You never see noonlight |ike that
at Hone. |It's
S0--s0--' No adjective except 'bright' presenting

itself, she was

silent. She had a habit of |eaving her sentences
unfini shed, |ike

Rosa Dartle, though for a different reason

'Yes, the old noon does her best in this country.
How that tree

does stink, doesn't it? Beastly, tropical thing!
hate a tree

that bloons all the year round, don't you?

He was tal king half abstractedly, to cover the tine



till the

coolies should be out of sight. As they di sappeared
he put his arm

round Elizabeth's shoul der, and then, when she did
not start or

speak, turned her round and drew her against him
Her head cane

agai nst his breast, and her short hair grazed his
lips. He put his

hand under her chin and lifted her face up to neet
his. She was

not wearing her spectacles.

"You don't mind?
"No. !

"I mean, you don't mind ny--this thing of mne? he
shook his head

slightly to indicate the birthmark. He could not

ki ss her without

first asking this question.

"No, no. O course not.'

A monment after their nmouths met he felt her bare arns
settle

lightly round his neck. They stood pressed together
agai nst the

snoot h trunk of the frangi pani tree, body to body,
nmouth to nout h,

for a mnute or nore. The sickly scent of the tree
cane mngling

with the scent of Elizabeth's hair. And the scent
gave hima

feeling of stultification, of renoteness from

El i zabet h, even

t hough she was in his arms. Al that that alien tree
synbol i zed

for him his exile, the secret, wasted years--it was
i ke an

unbri dgeabl e gul f between them How shoul d he ever
make her



understand what it was that he wanted of her? He

di sengaged

hi nsel f and pressed her shoul ders gently against the
tree, | ooking

down at her face, which he could see very clearly

t hough t he noon

was behi nd her.

"It's useless trying to tell you what you mean to
nme,' he said.

""What you nmean to me!" These blunted phrases! You
don't know,

you can't know, how much | |ove you. But |'ve got to
try and tel

you. There's so much I rmust tell you. Had we better
go back to

the G ub? They may come | ooking for us. W can talk
on the

ver anda. '

"I's ny hair very untidy? she said.
"It's beautiful.’

"But has it got untidy? Snooth it for me, would you
pl ease?

She bent her head towards him and he snoothed the
short, cool

|l ocks with his hand. The way she bent her head to
hi m gave him a

curious feeling of intimacy, far nore intimte than
the kiss, as

t hough he had al ready been her husband. Ah, he nust
have her, that

was certain! Only by marrying her could his life be
sal vaged. In

a nonent he would ask her. They wal ked slowy

t hrough the cotton

bushes and back to the Club, his armstill round her
shoul der.

"W can talk on the veranda,' he repeated. ' Sonehow,



we' ve never

really talked, you and I. M God, how I've | onged
all these years

for sonebody to talk to! How !l could talk to you

i nterm nably,

i ntermnably! That sounds boring. I|'mafraid it
wi Il be boring.

| rmust ask you to put up with it for alittle while.'

She nmade a sound of renonstrance at the word 'boring'.

"No, it is boring, | know that. W Anglo-Indians are
al ways | ooked

on as bores. And we ARE bores. But we can't help
it. You see,

there' s--how shall | say?--a denon inside us driving
us to tal k.

W wal k about under a | oad of menories which we | ong
to share and

somehow never can. It's the price we pay for coning
to this

country.'

They were fairly safe frominterruption on the side
veranda, for

there was no door opening directly upon it.

El i zabet h had sat down

with her arns on the little w cker table, but Flory
remai ned

strolling back and forth, with his hands in his
coat pocket s,

stepping into the moonlight that streanmed beneath the
eastern eaves

of the veranda, and back into the shadows.

"I said just now that | |oved you. Love! The word's
been used
till it's meaningless. But let me try to explain.

Thi s afternoon

when you were there shooting with me, | thought, ny
God! here at

| ast is sonebody who can share ny life with me, but
really share



it, really LIVEit with me--do you see--'

He was going to ask her to marry him-indeed, he had
intended to

ask her without nore delay. But the words were not
spoken yet;

i nstead, he found hinself talking egoistically on and
on. He could

not help it. It was so inportant that she should
under st and

somet hing of what his life in this country had been
that she

shoul d grasp the nature of the |oneliness that he
wanted her to

nullify. And it was so devilishly difficult to
explain. It is

devilish to suffer froma pain that is all but

nanel ess. Bl essed

are they who are stricken only with cl assifiable

di seases! Bl essed

are the poor, the sick, the crossed in |love, for at
| east ot her

peopl e know what is the matter with themand wl|l
listen to their

bel | y-achi ngs with synpathy. But who that has not
suffered it

understands the pain of exile? Eizabeth watched him
as he noved

to and fro, in and out of the pool of noonlight that
turned his

silk coat to silver. Her heart was still knocking
fromthe kiss,

and yet her thoughts wandered as he tal ked. Was he
going to ask

her to marry hin? He was being so slow about it!
She was dimy

aware that he was saying sonethi ng about | oneliness.
Ah, of

course! He was telling her about the Ioneliness she
woul d have to

put up with in the jungle, when they were married.
He needn't have

troubled. Perhaps you did get rather lonely in the



jungl e

sometines? Mles fromanywhere, no cinenmas, no
dances, no one but

each other to talk to, nothing to do in the evenings
except read--

rather a bore, that. Still, you could have a
granmophone. \What a

difference it woul d make when those new portabl e
radi o sets got out

to Burma! She was about to say this when he added:

'Have | made nyself at all clear to you? Have you
got some picture

of the life we live here? The foreignness, the
solitude, the

nmel ancholy! Foreign trees, foreign flowers, foreign
| andscapes,

foreign faces. It's all as alien as a different

pl anet. But do

you see--and it's this that | so want you to
under st and- - do you

see, it mghtn't be so bad living on a different

pl anet, it m ght

even be the nost interesting thing imaginable, if you
had even one

person to share it with. One person who could see it
with eyes

something |ike your owmn. This country's been a kind
of solitary

hell to ne--it's so to nost of us--and yet | tell you
it could

be a paradise if one weren't alone. Does all this
seemquite

nmeani ngl ess?'

He had stopped beside the table, and he picked up her
hand. In the

hal f - darkness he coul d see her face only as a pale
oval, like a

flower, but by the feeling of her hand he knew
instantly that she

had not understood a word of what he was saying. How
shoul d she,



i ndeed? It was so futile, this meandering talk! He
woul d say to

her at once, WIIl you marry me? WAs there not a
lifetime to talk

in? He took her other hand and drew her gently to
her feet.

"Forgive me all this rot |'ve been talking.'

"It's all right," she murmured indistinctly,
expecting that he was
about to kiss her.

"No, it's rot talking like that. Some things will go
i nto words,

some won't. Besides, it was an inpertinence to go
bel I y-achi ng on

and on about nyself. But | was trying to lead up to
sonet hi ng.

Look, this is what | wanted to say. WII--'

"Eliz-a-beth!'

It was Ms Lackersteen's high-pitched, plaintive
voi ce, calling
fromw thin the C ub.

"Elizabeth? \Were are you, Elizabeth?

Evidently she was near the front door--would be on
the veranda in a

monent. Flory pulled Elizabeth against him They
ki ssed hurriedly.

He rel eased her, only hol ding her hands.

"Quickly, there's just time. Answer nme this. WII
you- -'

But that sentence never got any further. At the sane
nonent

somet hi ng extraordi nary happened under his feet--the
fl oor was

surging and rolling |like a sea--he was staggering,



then dizzily

falling, hitting his upper arma thunp as the floor
rushed towards

him As he lay there he found hinself jerked

viol ently backwards

and forwards as though sonme enornous beast bel ow were
rocking the

whol e building on its back

The drunken floor righted itself very suddenly, and
Flory sat up

dazed but not rmuch hurt. He dimy noticed Elizabeth
sprawl i ng

besi de him and screans coming fromwthin the C ub
Beyond t he

gate two Burmans were raci ng through the noonli ght
with their |ong

hair stream ng behind them They were yelling at the
top of their

VOi ces:

"Nga Yin is shaking hinmself! Nga Yin is shaking
hi nmsel f!

Fl ory watched themunintelligently. Wo was Nga Yin?
Nga is the

prefix given to crimnals. Nga Yin nust be a dacoit.
Wiy was he

shaki ng hinmsel f? Then he renenbered. Nga Yin was a
gi ant supposed

by the Burnese to be buried, |ike Typhaeus, beneath
the crust of

the earth. O course! It was an earthquake.

" An earthquake!' he excl ai ned, and he renenbered
Eli zabeth and

nmoved to pick her up. But she was already sitting
up, unhurt, and

rubbi ng the back of her head.

'Was that an earthquake?' she said in a rather awed
Voi ce.



Ms Lackersteen's tall form cane creeping round the
corner of the

veranda, clinging to the wall |ike some el ongated
lizard. She was

excl ai mi ng hysterically:

' Ch dear, an earthquake! Ch, what a dreadful shock
| can't bear
it--my heart won't stand it! Ch dear, oh dear! An
eart hquake!"'

M Lackersteen tottered after her, with a strange
ataxi c step
caused partly by earth-trenors and partly by gin.

" An earthquake, dammit!' he said.

Flory and Elizabeth slowy picked thensel ves up
They all went

inside, with that queer feeling in the soles of the
feet that one

has when one steps froma rocking boat on to the
shore. The old

butler was hurrying fromthe servants' quarters,
thrusting his

pagri on his head as he came, and a troop of

twi ttering chokras

after him

' Eart hquake, sir, earthquake!' he bubbl ed eagerly.

"I should damm well think it was an earthquake,' said
M Lackersteen

as he lowered hinself cautiously into a chair.

'Here, get sone

drinks, butler. By God, | could do with a nip of
somet hing after

that .’

They all had a nip of something. The butler, shy yet
beam ng,

stood on one |leg beside the table, with the tray in
hi s hand.



' Eart hquake, sir, BIG earthquake!' he repeated

ent husi astical l y.

He was bursting with eagerness to talk; so, for that
matter, was

everyone else. An extraordinary joie de vivre had
come over them

all as soon as the shaky feeling departed fromtheir
legs. An

eart hquake is such fun when it is over. It is so
exhilarating to

reflect that you are not, as you well night be, lying
dead under a

heap of ruins. Wth one accord they all burst out
tal king: 'MW

dear, |'ve never HAD such a shock--1 fell absolutely
FLAT on ny

back--1 thought it was a daml pariah dog scratching
itsel f under

the floor--1 thought it must be an expl osion
sonewhere--' and so on

and so forth; the usual earthquake-chatter. Even the
butl er was

i ncluded in the conversation

"l expect you can renenber ever so many earthquakes
can't you

butler? said Ms Lackersteen, quite graciously, for
her .

'Ch yes, madam many earthquakes! 1887, 1899, 1906,
1912- - many,
many | can renmenber, madam'

' The 1912 one was a biggish one,' Flory said.

"Ch, sir, but 1906 was bigger! Very bad shock, sir!
And bi g

heat hen idol in the tenple fall down on top of the

t hat hanabai ng,

that is Buddhi st bi shop, madam which the Burnese say
nmean bad onen

for failure of paddy crop and foot-and-nouth di sease.
Al'so in 1887



my first earthquake | renenber, when | was a little
chokra, and

Maj or Macl agan sahib was |ying under the table and
prom si ng he

sign the teetotal pledge tonmorrow norning. He not
know it was an

eart hquake. Also two cows was killed by falling
roofs,' etc., etc.

The Europeans stayed in the Cub till mdnight, and
the butler

popped into the roomas many as half a dozen tines,
to relate a new

anecdote. So far from snubbing him the Europeans
even encour aged

himto talk. There is nothing |ike an earthquake for
drawi ng

peopl e together. One nore trenor, or perhaps two,
and they woul d

have asked the butler to sit down at table with them

Meanwhil e, Flory's proposal went no further. One
cannot propose

marriage i medi ately after an earthquake. [In any
case, he did not

see Elizabeth alone for the rest of that evening.
But it did not

matter, he knew that she was his now In the norning
there would

be tine enough. On this thought, at peace in his
m nd, and dog-

tired after the | ong day, he went to bed.

16

The vultures in the big pyinkado trees by the
cenetery flapped from

t hei r dung-whi tened branches, steadi ed thensel ves on
t he wi ng, and

clinmbed by vast spirals into the upper air. It was



early, but

Fl ory was out already. He was going down to the
Club, to wait

until Elizabeth came and then ask her formally to
marry him Some

instinct, which he did not understand, pronpted him
to do it before

t he ot her Europeans returned fromthe jungle.

As he cane out of the conmpound gate he saw that there
was a new

arrival at Kyauktada. A youth with a long spear I|ike
a needle in

hi s hand was cantering across the nmaidan on a white
pony. Sone

Si khs, | ooking |like sepoys, ran after him | eading
two ot her

poni es, a bay and a chestnut, by the bridle. Wen he
cane | eve

with himFlory halted on the road and shout ed good
norni ng. He had

not recogni zed the youth, but it is usual in small
stations to nake

strangers wel cone. The other saw that he was hail ed,
wheel ed his

pony negligently round and brought it to the side of
the road. He

was a youth of about twenty-live, |ank but very

strai ght, and

mani festly a cavalry officer. He had one of those
rabbit-1ike

faces common anong English soldiers, with pale blue
eyes and a

little triangle of fore-teeth visible between the
lips; yet hard,

fearl ess and even brutal in a careless fashion--a
rabbit, perhaps,

but a tough and nartial rabbit. He sat his horse as
t hough he were

part of it, and he | ooked of fensively young and fit.
H s fresh

face was tanned to the exact shade that went with his
l'ight-



col oured eyes, and he was as el egant as a picture
with his white

buckskin topi and his pol o-boots that gleanmed |ike an
old

nmeer schaum pipe. Flory felt unconfortable in his
presence from

the start.

'How d' you do?' said Flory. 'Have you just arrived?

'Last night, got in by the late train." He had a
surly, boyish

voice. 'Il've been sent up here with a conpany of nen
to stand by

in case your |ocal bad-nmashes start any trouble. MW
nanme' s

Verrall--Mlitary Police,' he added, not, however,

i nqui ring

Flory's name in return

'"Ch yes. W heard they were sendi ng sonebody. \Where
are you
putting up?

' Dak bungal ow, for the time being. There was sone

bl ack beggar

staying there when | got in |ast night--Excise
Oficer or

something. | booted himout. This is a filthy hole,
isn't it? he

said with a backward nmovenment of his head, indicating
t he whol e of

Kyaukt ada.

"l suppose it's like the rest of these small
stations. Are you
staying | ong?

"Only a month or so, thank God. Till the rains
break. Wiat a

rotten mai dan you've got here, haven't you? Pity
they can't keep

this stuff cut,' he added, swi shing the dried-up



grass with the
point of his spear. 'Makes it so hopel ess for polo
or anything."'

"I"'mafraid you won't get any polo here,' Flory said.
"Tennis is

the best we can manage. There are only eight of us
all told, and

nmost of us spend three-quarters of our tine in the
jungle.’

"Christ! What a hole!’

After this there was a silence. The tall, bearded

Si khs stood in a

group round their horses' heads, eyeing Flory w thout
much favour.

It was perfectly clear that Verral was bored with the
conversation

and wanted to escape. Flory had never in his life
felt so

conpletely de trop, or so old and shabby. He noticed
t hat

Verrall's pony was a beautiful Arab, a mare, with
proud neck and

arching, plune-like tail; a lovely nilk-white thing,
worth severa

t housands of rupees. Verrall had already tw tched
the bridle to

turn away, evidently feeling that he had tal ked
enough for one

nor ni ng

"That's a wonderful pony of yours,' Flory said.

'She's not bad, better than these Burma scrubs. 1've
come out to

do a bit of tent-pegging. It's hopeless trying to
knock a polo

ball about in this nuck. Hey, Hira Singh!' he
cal l ed, and turned
hi s pony away.



The sepoy hol di ng the bay pony handed his bridle to a
conpani on,

ran to a spot forty yards away, and fixed a narrow
boxwood peg in

the ground. Verral took no further notice of Flory.
He raised his

spear and poised hinmsel f as though taking aimat the
peg, while the

I ndi ans backed their horses out of the way and stood
wat chi ng

critically. Wth a just perceptible novenent Verral
dug his knees

into the pony's sides. She bounded forward like a
bullet froma

catapult. As easily as a centaur the |ank, straight
yout h | eaned

over in the saddle, |lowered his spear and plunged it
cl ean t hrough

the peg. One of the Indians nuttered gruffly

' Shabash!" Verral

rai sed his spear behind himin the orthodox fashion
and t hen,

pulling his horse to a canter, wheel ed round and
handed t he

transfi xed peg to the sepoy.

Verrall rode twice nore at the peg, and hit it each
tine. It was

done with matchl ess grace and with extraordinary
solemity. The

whol e group of men, Englishman and | ndi ans, were
concentrated upon

t he business of hitting the peg as though it had been
a religious

ritual. Flory still stood watching,

di sregarded--Verrall's face

was one of those that are specially constructed for
i gnoring

unwel come strangers--but fromthe very fact that he
had been

snubbed unable to tear hinmself away. Sonehow,
Verrall had filled



himwith a horrible sense of inferiority. He was
trying to think

of some pretext for renewi ng the conversation, when
he | ooked up

the hillside and saw Elizabeth, in pale blue, coning
out of her

uncle's gate. She nust have seen the third
transfi xi ng of the peg.

H s heart stirred painfully. A thought occurred to
him one of

t hose rash thoughts that usually lead to trouble. He
called to

Verrall, who was a few yards away fromhim and
pointed with his
sti ck.

'"Do these other two know how to do it?

Verrall | ooked over his shoulder with a surly air.
He had expected
Flory to go away after being ignored.

' Vhat ?
'Can these other two do it?" Flory repeated.

'The chestnut's not bad. Bolts if you let him
t hough.'

'Let me have a shot at the peg, would you?

"Al'l right,' said Verrall ungraciously. 'Don't go
and cut his
nmouth to bits.'

A sepoy brought the pony, and Flory pretended to

exam ne the curb-

chain. In reality he was tenporizing until Elizabeth
shoul d be

thirty or forty yards away. He made up his mind that
he woul d

stick the peg exactly at the nmonent when she passed
(it is easy



enough on the small Burma ponies, provided that they
will gallop

straight), and then ride up to her with it on his
point. That was

obviously the right nmove. He did not want her to
think that that

pi nk-faced young whel p was the only person who could
ride. He was

wearing shorts, which are unconfortable to ride in,
but he knew

that, like nearly everyone, he | ooked his best on
hor seback.

El i zabet h was approaching. Flory stepped into the
saddl e, took the

spear fromthe Indian and waved it in greeting to

Eli zabeth. She

made no response, however. Probably she was shy in
front of

Verrall. She was | ooking away, towards the cenetery,
and her

cheeks were pink

"Chalo,' said Flory to the Indian, and then dug his
knees into the
horse' s sides.

The very next instant, before the horse had taken to
bounds, Flory

found hinmself hurtling through the air, hitting the
ground with a

crack that wenched his shoul der al nbst out of joint,
and rolling

over and over. Mercifully the spear fell clear of
him He |ay

supine, with a blurred vision of blue sky and
floating vultures.

Then his eyes focused on the khaki pagri and dark
face of a Sikh,

bearded to the eyes, bending over him

"What' s happened?' he said in English, and he raised
hi msel f



painfully on his elbow The Sikh nmade sone gruff
answer and

pointed. Flory saw the chestnut pony careering away
over the

mai dan, with the saddl e under its belly. The girth
had not been

ti ghtened, and had slipped round; hence his fall.

When Flory sat up he found that he was in extrene
pain. The right

shoul der of his shirt was torn open and al ready
soaki ng with bl ood,

and he could feel nore blood oozing fromhis cheek
The hard earth

had grazed him H's hat, too, was gone. Wth a
deadl y pang he

renenbered Elizabeth, and he saw her com ng towards
him barely ten

yards away, |ooking straight at himas he spraw ed
there so

i gnom niously. M God, ny God! he thought, O ny God,
what a fool |

nmust | ook! The thought of it even drove away the
pai n of the fall

He cl apped a hand over his birth-mark, though the
ot her cheek was

t he damaged one.

"Elizabeth! Hullo, Elizabeth! Good norning!’

He had called out eagerly, appealingly, as one does
when one is

consci ous of looking a fool. She did not answer, and
what was

al nost incredible, she wal ked on without pausing even
for an

i nstant, as though she had neither seen nor heard him

"Elizabeth!'" he called again, taken aback; 'did you
see ny fall?
The saddl e slipped. The fool of a sepoy hadn't--'

There was no question that she had heard hi m now.



She turned her

face full upon himfor a nmonment, and | ooked at him
and through him

as though he had not existed. Then she gazed away
into the

di stance beyond the cenetery. It was terrible. He
called after

her in di smay--

"Elizabeth! | say, Elizabeth!’

She passed on without a word, w thout a sign, wthout
a |l ook. She

was wal ki ng sharply down the road, with a click of
heel s, her back

turned upon him

The sepoys had cone round hi mnow, and Verrall, too,
had ri dden

across to where Flory lay. Some of the sepoys had
sal uted

El i zabeth; Verrall had ignored her, perhaps not
seeing her. Flory

rose stiffly to his feet. He was badly bruised, but
no bones were

broken. The Indians brought himhis hat and sti ck,

but they did
not apol ogi ze for their carel essness. They | ooked
faintly

cont enpt uous, as though thinking that he had only got
what he

deserved. It was conceivable that they had | oosened
the girth on

pur pose.

'The saddl e slipped,' said Flory in the weak, stupid
way that one
does at such nonents.

"Way the devil couldn't you look at it before you got
up?' said

Verrall briefly. 'You ought to know t hese beggars
aren't to be



trusted.'

Havi ng said which he twitched his bridle and rode
away, feeling the

i nci dent closed. The sepoys followed himw thout
saluting Flory.

When Fl ory reached his gate he | ooked back and saw
that the

chestnut pony had al ready been caught and re-saddl ed,
and Verral

was tent-peggi ng upon it.

The fall had so shaken himthat even now he coul d
hardly coll ect

his thoughts. What could have made her behave I|ike
that? She had

seen himlying bloody and in pain, and she had wal ked
past him as

t hough he had been a dead dog. How could it have
happened? HAD it

happened? It was incredible. Could she be angry
with hin? Could

he have offended her in any way? Al the servants
were waiting at

t he conpound fence. They had come out to watch the
t ent - peggi ng,

and every one of them had seen his bitter
humiliation. Ko S'la ran

part of the way down the hill to neet him with
concerned face.

' The god has hurt hinmself? Shall | carry the god
back to the
house?

"No,' said the god. 'Go and get nme sonme whisky and a
clean shirt.'

When they got back to the house Ko S |a made Flory
sit down on the

bed and peeled off his torn shirt which the bl ood had
stuck to his

body. Ko S la clicked his tongue.



"Ah ma |ay? These cuts are full of dirt. You ought
not to play

these children's ganmes on strange ponies, thakin.
Not at your age.

It is too dangerous.'

' The saddl e slipped,' Flory said.

'Such games,' pursued Ko S'la, '"are all very well for
t he young

police officer. But you are no |onger young, thakin.
A fall hurts

at your age. You should take nmore care of yourself.'

'"Do you take ne for an old man?' said Flory angrily.
Hi s shoul der
was smarting abom nably.

"You are thirty-five, thakin,' said Ko S la politely
but firmy

It was all very humliating. M Pu and Ma Yi
temporarily at

peace, had brought a pot of sone dreadful mess which
t hey decl ared

was good for cuts. Flory told Ko S la privately to
throw it out of

t he wi ndow and substitute boracic ointnment. Then
while he sat in

a tepid bath and Ko S'la sponged the dirt out of his
grazes, he

puzzl ed hel pl essly, and, as his head grew cl earer,
with a deeper

and deeper di smay, over what had happened. He had
of f ended her

bitterly, that was clear. But, when he had not even
seen her since

[ ast ni ght, how COULD he have offended her? And
there was no even

pl ausi bl e answer.

He explained to Ko S'la several times over that his



fall was due to

the saddle slipping. But Ko S'la, though

sympat hetic, clearly did

not believe him To the end of his days, Flory
percei ved, the fal

woul d be attributed to his own bad horsemanship. On
t he ot her

hand, a fortnight ago, he had won undeserved renown
by putting to

flight the harm ess buffalo. Fate is even-handed,
after a fashion.
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Flory did not see Elizabeth again until he went down
to the Aub

after dinner. He had not, as he m ght have done,
sought her out

and demanded an expl anation. H's face unnerved him
when he | ooked

at it inthe glass. Wth the birthmark on one side
and the graze

on the other it was so woebegone, so hideous, that he
dar ed not

show hinsel f by daylight. As he entered the C ub

| ounge he put his

hand over his birthmark--pretext, a nosquito bite on
t he forehead.

It woul d have been nore than his nerve was equal to,
not to cover

his birthmark at such a nonent. However, Elizabeth
was not there.

I nstead, he tunbled into an unexpected quarrel

Ellis and

Westfield had just got back fromthe jungle, and they
were sitting

drinking, in a sour nood. News had cone from Rangoon
that the

editor of the Burmese Patriot had been given only



four nonths'

i mprisonnent for his |libel against M Mcregor, and
Ellis was

wor ki ng hinmself up into a rage over this light
sentence. As soon

as Flory came in Ellis began baiting himw th renmarks
about 'that

little nigger Very-sliny'. At the nonment the very

t hought of

quarrelling made Flory yawn, but he answered

i ncautiously, and

there was an argunent. It grew heated, and after
Ellis had called

Flory a nigger's Nancy Boy and Flory had replied in
kind, Westfield

too lost his tenper. He was a good-natured man, but
Flory's

Bol shi e i deas sonetimes annoyed him He coul d never
under st and

why, when there was so clearly a right and a wong
opi ni on about

everything, Flory always seened to delight in
choosi ng the wong

one. He told Flory "not to start talking like a
dammed Hyde Park

agitator', and then read hima snappish little
sernon, taking as

his text the five chief beatitudes of the pukka
sahi b, namely:

Keepi ng up our prestige,

The firmhand (w thout the velvet glove),

W white nen must hang toget her

G ve theman inch and they' Il take an ell, and
Esprit de Corps.

Al the while his anxiety to see Elizabeth was so
gnawi ng at

Flory's heart that he could hardly hear what was said
to him

Besi des, he had heard it all so often, so very



often--a hundred

times, a thousand tines it mght be, since his first
week in

Rangoon, when his burra sahib (an ol d Scotch

gi n- soaker and great

breeder of racing ponies, afterwards warned off the
turf for sone

dirty business of running the sane horse under two
di fferent names)

saw himtake off his topi to pass a native funera
and said to him

reprovingly: 'Remenber |addie, always renenber, we
are sahi bl og
and they are dirrt!' It sickened him now, to have

tolisten to
such trash. So he cut Westfield short by saying
bl asphenousl y:

"Ch, shut up! I'msick of the subject. Veraswam's
a damed good

fell ow-a dammed sight better than sone white nmen |
can think of.

Anyway, |'mgoing to propose his nanme for the O ub
when the genera

nmeeting cones. Perhaps he'll liven this bloody place
up a bit.

Whereat the row woul d have becone serious if it had
not ended as

nmost rows ended at the Club--with the appearance of
the butler, who

had heard the rai sed voices.

'Did naster call, sir?
"No. Go to hell," said Ellis norosely.

The butler retired, but that was the end of the

di spute for the

time being. At this monent there were footsteps and
Voi ces

out side; the Lackersteens were arriving at the Cub



When they entered the | ounge, Flory could not even
nerve hinmself to

| ook directly at Elizabeth; but he noticed that al
three of them

were much nore smartly dressed than usual. M
Lackersteen was even

wearing a dinner-jacket--white, because of the
season- - and was

conpl etely sober. The boiled shirt and pique
wai st coat seened to

hold hi mupright and stiffen his noral fibre like a
br east pl at e.

M s Lackersteen | ooked handsome and serpentine in a
red dress. In

some indefinable way all three gave the inpression
that they were

waiting to receive sone distingui shed guest.

Wien drinks had been called for, and Ms Lackersteen
had usur ped

t he place under the punkah, Flory took a chair on the
out si de of

the group. He dared not accost Elizabeth yet. Ms
Lacker st een had

begun tal king in an extraordinary, silly manner about
the dear

Prince of Wales, and putting on an accent |like a
temporarily

promot ed chorus-girl playing the part of a duchess in
a nusi cal

conedy. The others wondered privately what the devil
was the

matter with her. Flory had stationed hinsel f al nost
behi nd

El i zabeth. She was wearing a yellow frock, cut very
short as the

fashion then was, w th chanpagne-col oured stockings
and slippers to

mat ch, and she carried a big ostrich-feather fan

She | ooked so

nodi sh, so adult, that he feared her nore than he had
ever done.

It was unbelievable that he had ever kissed her. She



was tal ki ng

easily to all the others at once, and now and again
he dared to put

a word into the general conversation; but she never
answered him

directly, and whether or not she meant to ignore him
he coul d not

tell.

"Well,' said Ms Lackersteen presently, 'and who's
for a rubbah?

She said quite distinctly a 'rubbah'. Her accent was
growi ng nore
aristocratic with every word she uttered. It was

unaccount abl e.

It appeared that Ellis, Wstfield and M Lackersteen
were for a

"rubbah'. Flory refused as soon as he saw t hat

El i zabet h was not

pl aying. Now or never was his chance to get her

al one. \Wen they

all moved for the card-room he sawwith a mxture of
fear and

relief that Elizabeth cane last. He stopped in the
door way,

barring her path. He had turned dreadly pale. She
shrank from him

alittle.

' Excuse me,' they both said simnultaneously.

'One nmonent,' he said, and do what he would his voice
trenbl ed.

"May | speak to you? You don't mind--there's

somet hing | rmnust

say. '

"WIl you please let ne pass, M Flory?
'Pl ease! Please! W're alone now. You won't refuse

just to let
me speak?



"What is it, then?

"It's only this. \Whatever |'ve done to offend
you--pl ease tell ne

what it is. Tell me and let me put it right. I'd
sooner cut nmny

hand off than offend you. Just tell me, don't let ne
go on not

even knowi ng what it is.'

"I really don't know what you're tal king about.
"Tell you how

you' ve of fended me?" Wy should you have OFFENDED
me?'

"But | nust have! After the way you behaved!'

""After the way | behaved?" | don't know what you
mean. | don't

know why you're talking in this extraordi nary way at
all.’

'But you won't even speak to ne! This norning you
cut ne
absol utely dead.'

"Surely | can do as | like w thout being questioned?

'But please, please! Don't you see, you must see,
what it's like

for me to be snubbed all of a sudden. After all
only | ast night

you- -'

She turned pink. 'l think it's
absol utel y--absol utely caddi sh of
you to mention such things!'

"I know, | know. | know all that. But what el se can
I do? You

wal ked past me this norning as though |'d been a
stone. | know



that |1've of fended you in sone way. Can you bl ane ne
if I want to
know what it is that |I've done?

He was, as usual, making it worse with every word he
said. He

percei ved that whatever he had done, to be made to
speak of it

seenmed to her worse than the thing itself. She was
not going to

explain. She was going to leave himin the

dar k- -snub himand then

pretend that nothing had happened; the natural
fem ni ne nove

Nevert hel ess he urged her again:

"Please tell ne. | can't let everything end between
us like this.'

'""End between us"? There was nothing to end,' she
said coldly.

The vulgarity of this remark wounded him and he said
qui ckl y:

'That wasn't |ike you, Elizabeth! 1It's not generous
to cut a nan

dead after you' ve been kind to him and then refuse
even to tel

himthe reason. You mght be straightforward with
nme. Please tel

me what it is that |'ve done.’

She gave him an oblique, bitter |ook, bitter not
because of what he

had done, but because he had made her speak of it.
But perhaps she

was anxi ous to end the scene, and she said:

"Well then, if you absolutely force me to speak of
it--"

'Yes?'



'"I"'mtold that at the very sane tine as you were
pretendi ng to--

wel |, when you were . . . with ne--oh, it's too
beastly! | can't

speak of it.'

'Go on.'

"I"'mtold that you' re keeping a Burnese worman. And
now, will you
pl ease |l et nme pass?

Wth that she sail ed--there was no other possible
word for it--she

sailed past himwith a swish of her short skirts, and
vani shed into

the card-room And he remai ned | ooking after her

too appalled to

speak, and | ooking unutterably ridicul ous.

It was dreadful. He could not face her after that.
He turned to

hurry out of the Club, and then dared not even pass

t he door of the

card-room |est she should see him He went into the
| ounge,

wondering how to escape, and finally clinbed over the
veranda r ai

and dropped on to the small square of lawn that ran
down to the

I rranwaddy. The sweat was running from his forehead.
He coul d have

shouted with anger and distress. The accursed | uck
of it! To be

caught out over a thing like that. 'Keeping a

Bur nese woman' - - and

it was not even true! But nuch use it would ever be
to deny it.

Ah, what dammed, evil chance could have brought it to
her ears?

But as a matter of fact, it was no chance. It had a



perfectly

sound cause, which was al so the cause of Ms
Lackersteen's curious

behavi our at the Club this evening. On the previous
ni ght, just

bef ore the earthquake, Ms Lackersteen had been
readi ng the G vi

List. The Guvil List (which tells you the exact

i ncome of every

official in Burma) was a source of inexhaustible
interest to her.

She was in the mddle of adding up the pay and

al | owances of a

Conservat or of Forests whom she had once net in
Mandal ay, when it

occurred to her to | ook up the name of Lieutenant
Verrall, who, she

had heard from M WMacregor, was arriving at Kyauktada
tomorrow w th

a hundred Mlitary Policenmen. When she found the
nane, she saw in

front of it two words that startled her al nost out of
her wits.

The words were ' The Honour abl e'!

The HONOURABLE! Lieutenants the Honourable are rare
anywhere, rare

as dianonds in the Indian Arny, rare as dodos in
Burma. And when

you are the aunt of the only marriageabl e young wonan
within fifty

mles, and you hear that a |lieutenant the Honourable
is arriving no

[ater than tonorrow-well! Wth dismay Ms
Lacker st een renenbered

that Elizabeth was out in the garden with Flory--that
dr unken

wretch Flory, whose pay was barely seven hundred
rupees a nonth,

and who, it was only too probable, was already
proposing to her!

She hastened i medi ately to call Elizabeth inside,



but at this

nmonent the earthquake intervened. However, on the
way hone there

was an opportunity to speak. Ms Lackersteen laid
her hand

affectionately on Elizabeth's armand said in the
t enderest voice

she had ever succeeded in producing:

"OfF course you know, Elizabeth dear, that Flory is
keeping a
Bur nese woman?'

For a nonent this deadly charge actually failed to
expl ode.

El i zabeth was so new to the ways of the country that
the remark

made no inpression on her. It sounded hardly nore
significant than

' keeping a parrot'.

' Keepi ng a Burnmese wonan? \hat for?

"What FOR? M dear! what DOES a man keep a wonan
for?

And, of course, that was that.

For a long time Flory remai ned standing by the river
bank. The

nmoon was up, mrrored in the water |ike a broad
shield of electron

The cool ness of the outer air had changed Flory's
nood. He had not

even the heart to be angry any longer. For he had
percei ved, with

t he deadly sel f-know edge and sel f-1oathing that cone
to one at

such a tine, that what had happened served him
perfectly right.

For a nonment it seened to himthat an endl ess
processi on of Burnese

worren, a regiment of ghosts, were marching past him



in the

nmoonl i ght. Heavens, what numbers of them A

t housand--no, but a

full hundred at the least. 'Eyes right!' he thought
despondent | y.

Their heads turned towards him but they had no
faces, only

featurel ess discs. He renmenbered a blue |ongyi here,
a pair of

ruby ear-rings there, but hardly a face or a nane.
The gods are

just and of our pleasant vices (pleasant, indeed!)
make instrunents

to plague us. He had dirtied hinself beyond
redenption, and this

was his just punishment.

He nade his way slowy through the croton bushes and
round the

cl ubhouse. He was too saddened to feel the full pain
of the

di saster yet. It would begin hurting, as all deep
wounds do, |ong

afterwards. As he passed through the gate sonething
stirred the

| eaves behind him He started. There was a whisper
of harsh

Bur nese syl | abl es.

' Pi ke-san pay-1like! Pike-san pay-like!"’

He turned sharply. The 'pike-san pay-like ('Gve ne
t he noney')

was repeated. He saw a woman standi ng under the
shadow of the gold

mohur tree. It was Ma Ha May. She stepped out into
t he noonli ght

warily, with a hostile air, keeping her distance as

t hough afraid

that he would strike her. Her face was coated with
powder, sickly

white in the moon, and it | ooked as ugly as a skull,
and defiant.



She had given hima shock. 'What the devil are you
doi ng here?' he
said angrily in English

' Pi ke-san pay-1Iike!"’

"What noney? Wiat do you nmean? Wy are you
foll ow ng ne about
i ke this?

' Pi ke-san pay-like!' she repeated alnost in a scream
' The noney

you promi sed me, thakin. You said you would give ne
nore noney. |

want it now, this instant!’

'"How can | give it you now? You shall have it next
nonth. | have
gi ven you a hundred and fifty rupees already."'

To his al arm she began shrieking 'Pi ke-san pay-1like!"’
and a nunber

of simlar phrases alnost at the top of her voice.
She seened on

the verge of hysterics. The volunme of noise that she
produced was

startling.

"Be quiet! They'll hear you in the Club!' he
excl ai mred, and was
instantly sorry for putting the idea into her head.

" Aha!  NOWI1 know what will frighten you!l Gve ne
the noney this

instant, or | will screamfor help and bring them al
out here.

Qui ck, now, or | begin screamng!'

"You bitch!'" he said, and took a step towards her
She sprang

ni nbly out of reach, whipped off her slipper, and
st ood defying



hi m

'"Be quick! Fifty rupees now and the rest tonorrow
Qut with it!

O | give a screamthey can hear as far as the
bazaar!"

Flory swore. This was not the tine for such a scene.
Finally he

took out his pocket-book, found twenty-five rupees in
it, and threw

themon to the ground. M H a May pounced on the
notes and counted

t hem

"I said fifty rupees, thakin!'

"How can | give it you if | haven't got it? Do you
think | carry
hundreds of rupees about with nme?

"I said fifty rupees!’

'Ch, get out of my way!' he said in English, and
pushed past her.

But the wetched woman woul d not | eave him al one.

She began to

follow himup the road |ike a di sobedi ent dog,
scream ng out ' Pike-

san pay-like! Pike-san pay-like!' as though nere

noi se could bring

the noney into existence. He hurried, partly to draw
her away from

the Cub, partly in hopes of shaking her off, but she
seened ready

to follow himas far as the house if necessary.

After a while he

could not stand it any longer, and he turned to drive
her back.

'"Go away this instant! |If you follow ne any farther
you shal |



never have anot her anna.'
' Pi ke-san pay-1Iike!"’

"You fool,' he said, 'what good is this doing? How
can | give you
t he noney when | have not another pice on ne?

"That is a likely story!’

He felt helplessly in his pockets. He was so wearied
that he woul d

have given her anything to be rid of her. His
fingers encountered

his cigarette-case, which was of gold. He took it
out .

"Here, if | give you this will you go away? You can
pawn it for
thirty rupees.'

Ma H a May seened to consider, then said sulkily,
"Gve it ne.’

He threw the cigarette-case on to the grass beside
the road. She

grabbed it and i mredi ately sprang back clutching it
to her ingyi,

as though afraid that he would take it away again.
He turned and

made for the house, thanking God to be out of the
sound of her

voi ce. The cigarette-case was the sanme one that she
had stolen ten

days ago.

At the gate he | ooked back. Ma H a May was stil
standi ng at the

bottom of the hill, a greyish figurine in the
nmoonl i ght. She rnust
have watched himup the hill like a dog watching a

suspi ci ous
stranger out of sight. It was queer. The thought



crossed his mnd,

as it had a few days earlier when she sent himthe
bl ackmai | i ng

letter, that her behaviour had been curious and

unli ke herself. She

was showi ng a tenacity of which he would never have
t hought her

capabl e--al nost, indeed, as though soneone el se were
eggi ng her on.

18

After the row overnight Ellis was | ooking forward to
a week of

baiting Flory. He had nicknamed hi m Nancy--short for
ni gger's

Nancy Boy, but the wonen did not know that--and was
al r eady

inventing wild scandals about him Ellis always

i nvent ed scandal s

about anyone wi th whom he had quarrell ed--scandal s
whi ch grew, by

repeat ed enbroideries, into a species of saga.

Fl ory's incautious

remark that Dr Veraswanm was a 'dammed good fell ow
had swel | ed

before long into a whole Daily Wrker-ful of

bl asphemny and

sedition.

"On ny honour, Ms Lackersteen,' said Ellis--Ms
Lacker st een had

taken a sudden dislike to Flory after discovering the
great secret

about Verrall, and she was quite ready to listen to
Ellis's tal es--

‘on ny honour, if you'd been there last night and
heard the things

that man Flory was saying--well, it'd have made you
shiver in your



shoes!"

"Real ly! You know, | always thought he had such
CURI QUS i deas.

What has he been tal ki ng about now? Not SOCI ALI SM
| hope?

'Wrse.'

There were long recitals. However, to Elis's

di sappoi nt ment ,

Fl ory had not stayed in Kyauktada to be baited. He
had gone back

to canp the day after his dismssal by Elizabeth.

Eli zabet h heard

nost of the scandal ous tales about him She

under stood his

character perfectly now. She understood why it was
that he had so

often bored her and irritated her. He was a

hi ghbr ow - her

deadl i est word--a highbrow, to be classed with Lenin,
A. J. Cook

and the dirty little poets in the Montparnasse cafes.
She coul d

have forgiven himeven his Burnese m stress nore
easily than that.

Flory wote to her three days later; a weak, stilted
letter, which

he sent by hand--his canp was a day's march from
Kyaukt ada.

El i zabeth did not answer.

It was lucky for Flory that at present he was too
busy to have tine

to think. The whole canp was at sixes and sevens
since his |ong

absence. Nearly thirty coolies were m ssing, the
si ck el ephant was

worse than ever, and a vast pile of teak | ogs which
shoul d have

been sent off ten days earlier were still waiting
because the



engi ne would not work. Flory, a fool about

machi nery, struggl ed

with the bowels of the engine until he was black with
grease and Ko

S la told himsharply that white men ought not to do
'coolie-work'.

The engine was finally persuaded to run, or at |east
to totter.

The sick el ephant was discovered to be suffering from
t apewor ns.

As for the coolies, they had deserted because their
supply of opium

had been cut off--they would not stay in the jungle
wi t hout opi um

whi ch they took as a prophyl actic against fever. U
Po Kyi n,

willing to do Flory a bad turn, had caused the Excise
Oficers to

make a raid and seize the opium Flory wote to Dr
Ver aswami ,

asking for his help. The doctor sent back a quantity
of opi um

illegally procured, nedicine for the el ephant and a
careful letter

of instructions. A tapeworm neasuring twenty-one
feet was

extracted. Flory was busy twelve hours a day. In
the evening if

there was no nore to do he would plunge into the
jungl e and wal k

and wal k until the sweat stung his eyes and his knees
wer e bl eedi ng

fromthe briers. The nights were his bad time. The
bi tterness of

what had happened was sinking into him as it usually
does, by sl ow

degr ees.

Meanwhi | e, several days had passed and Eli zabet h had
not yet seen

Verrall at less than a hundred yards' distance. It
had been a

great di sappoi ntment when he had not appeared at the



Cub on the

evening of his arrival. M Lackersteen was really
quite angry when

he di scovered that he had been hounded into his

di nner-j acket for

not hi ng. Next norning Ms Lackersteen made her
husband send an

of ficious note to the dakbungal ow, inviting Verral
to the d ub;

there was no answer, however. Mre days passed, and
Verral |l nade

no move to join in the local society. He had even
negl ected his

official calls, not even bothering to present hinself
at M

Macgregor's office. The dakbungal ow was at the ot her
end of the

town, near the station, and he had made hinself quite
confortabl e

there. There is a rule that one nust vacate a
dakbungal ow after a

stated nunber of days, but Verrall peaceably ignored
it. The

Eur opeans only saw himat norning and eveni ng on the
mai dan. On

the second day after his arrival fifty of his nen
turned out with

sickles and cleared a |l arge patch of the maidan
after which

Verrall was to be seen galloping to and fro,
practising polo

strokes. He took not the smallest notice of any

Eur opeans who

passed down the road. Westfield and Ellis were
furious, and even

M Macgregor said that Verrall's behavi our was
‘ungraci ous'. They

woul d all have fallen at the feet of a |lieutenant the
Honour abl e if

he had shown the smallest courtesy; as it was,
everyone except the

two wonen detested himfromthe start. It is always
sowith titled



peopl e, they are either adored or hated. |If they
accept one it is

charmng sinmplicity, if they ignore one it is

| oat hsone

snobbi shness; there are no hal f-nmeasures.

Verrall was the youngest son of a peer, and not at
all rich, but by

the nethod of seldompaying a bill until a wit was
i ssued agai nst

him he managed to keep hinmself in the only things he
seriously

cared about: clothes and horses. He had come out to
India in a

British cavalry regi nent, and exchanged into the

I ndi an Arny

because it was cheaper and | eft himgreater freedom
for polo.

After two years his debts were so enornous that he
entered the

Burma Mlitary Police, in which it was notoriously
possi bl e to save

noney; however, he detested Burma--it is no country
for a horsenman- -

and he had already applied to go back to his
reginment. He was the

ki nd of soldier who can get exchanges when he wants
them Meanwhil e,

he was only to be in Kyauktada for a nonth, and he
had no intention

of mixing hinmself up with all the petty sahibl og of
the district.

He knew the society of those small Burma stations--a
nasty,

poodl e-f aki ng, horseless riffraff. He despised them

They were not the only people whom Verrall despi sed,
however. Hi s

various contenpts would take a long tine to catal ogue
in detail.

He despised the entire non-mlitary popul ati on of
India, a few

famous pol o players excepted. He despised the entire



Arny as wel |,

except the cavalry. He despised all Indian
regiments, infantry and
cavalry alike. It was true that he hinself bel onged

to a native

regi ment, but that was only for his own conveni ence.
He took no

interest in Indians, and his Urdu consisted mainly of
swear - wor ds,

with all the verbs in the third person singular. Hs

Mlitary
Pol i cenen he | ooked on as no better than coolies.
"Christ, what

Cod- f orsaken swine!' he was often heard to nutter as
he noved down

the ranks inspecting, with the ol d subahdar carrying
his sword

behind him Verrall had even been in trouble once
for his

out spoken opi nions on native troops. It was at a
review, and

Verrall was anmong the group of officers standing
behi nd the

general. An Indian infantry regi ment approached for
t he march-

past .

'"The ---- Rifles,' sonebody said.

"AND | ook at it," said Verrall in his surly boy's
Voi ce.

The white-haired colonel of the ---- Rifles was
standi ng near. He

flushed to the neck, and reported Verrall to the
general . Verral

was reprimnded, but the general, a British Arny

of fi cer himnself,

did not rub it in very hard. Sonehow, nothing very
serious ever

did happen to Verrall, however offensive he nmade
hinself. Up and

down | ndia, wherever he was stationed, he |eft behind



hima trai

of insulted people, neglected duties and unpaid
bills. Yet the

di sgraces that ought to have fallen on himnever did.
He bore a

charned life, and it was not only the handle to his
name that saved

him There was sonmething in his eye before which
duns, burra

nmensahi bs and even col onel s quai | ed.

It was a disconcerting eye, pale blue and a little
pr ot uberant, but

exceedingly clear. It |ooked you over, weighed you
in the bal ance

and found you wanting, in a single cold scrutiny of
per haps five

seconds. If you were the right kind of man--that is,
if you were a

cavalry officer and a polo player--Verrall took you
for granted and

even treated you with a surly respect; if you were
any ot her type

of man what ever, he despised you so utterly that he
coul d not have

hidden it even if he would. It did not even make any
difference

whet her you were rich or poor, for in the social
sense he was not

nmore than normally a snob. O course, like all sons
of rich

fam lies, he thought poverty disgusting and that poor
peopl e are

poor because they prefer disgusting habits. But he
despi sed soft

living. Spending, or rather ow ng, fabul ous suns on
cl ot hes, he

yet lived al nbst as ascetically as a nmonk. He
exerci sed hinself

ceasel essly and brutally, rationed his drink and his
cigarettes,

slept on a canmp bed (in silk pyjams) and bathed in
cold water in



the bitterest winter. Horsemanship and physica
fitness were the

only gods he knew. The stanp of hoofs on the maidan
t he strong,

poi sed feeling of his body, wedded centaurlike to the
saddl e, the

pol o-stick springy in his hand--these were his
religion, the breath

of his life. The Europeans in Burma--boozing,
worrani zi ng, yell ow

faced | oaf ers--nmade hi m physically sick when he

t hought of their

habits. As for social duties of all descriptions, he
call ed them

poodl e-f aki ng and ignored them Wnen he abhorred.
In his view

they were a kind of siren whose one aimwas to lure
men away from

pol o and ennesh themin tea-fights and
tennis-parties. He was not,

however, quite proof against women. He was young
and woren of

nearly all kinds threw thensel ves at his head; now
and again he

succunbed. But his | apses soon disgusted him and he
was too

cal | ous when the pinch came to have any difficulty
about escapi ng.

He had had perhaps a dozen such escapes during his
two years in

I ndi a.

A whol e week went by. Elizabeth had not even
succeeded in naki ng

Verrall's acquaintance. It was so tantalizing!
Every day, norning

and eveni ng, she and her aunt wal ked down to the C ub
and back

agai n, past the maidan; and there was Verrall
hitting the pol o-

balls the sepoys threw for him ignoring the two
worren utterly.

So near and yet so far! Wiat nmade it even worse was



that neither

worman woul d have considered it decent to speak of the
natter

directly. One evening the polo-ball, struck too
hard, came

swi shing through the grass and rolled across the road
in front of

them Elizabeth and her aunt stopped involuntarily.
But it was

only a sepoy who ran to fetch the ball. Verrall had
seen the wonen

and kept his distance.

Next morning Ms Lackersteen paused as they cane out
of the gate.

She had given up riding in her rickshaw lately. At
t he bottom of

the maidan the Mlitary Policenmen were drawn up, a
dust - col oured

rank wi th bayonets glittering. Verrall was facing
them but not in

uni form -he sel dom put on his uniformfor norning
par ade, not

thinking it necessary with mere MIlitary Policenen.
The two wonen

were | ooki ng at everything except Verrall, and at the
sane tine, in

some manner, were contriving to | ook at him

'"The wetched thing is,' said Ms Lackersteen--this
was a propos de

bottes, but the subject needed no introduction--'the
wr et ched t hi ng

is that I"mafraid your uncle sinmply MIST go back to
canp before

 ong."

"Must he really?
"I"'mafraid so. It is so HATEFUL in canp at this

time of year!
Oh, those nosquitoes!'’



'Couldn't he stay a bit longer? A week, perhaps?

"I don't see how he can. He's been nearly a nmonth in
headquarters

now. The firmwould be furious if they heard of it.
And of course

both of us will have to go with him SUCH a bore!

The nosquit oes- -

simply terrible!’

Terrible indeed! To have to go away before Elizabeth
had so nmuch

as said how do-you-do to Verrall! But they would
certainly have to

go if M Lackersteen went. It would never do to

| eave himto

hinmsel f. Satan finds sonme mischief still, even in
the jungle. A

ripple like fire ran down the |line of sepoys; they
wer e unfi xi ng

bayonets before marching away. The dusty rank turned
left,

saluted, and marched off in colums of fours. The
orderlies were

coming fromthe police lines with the ponies and

pol o-sticks. Ms

Lackersteen took a heroic decision

"l think,' she said, '"we'll take a short-cut across
t he mai dan.

It's SO nuch qui cker than going right round by the
road. '

It WAS qui cker by about fifty yards, but no one ever
went that way

on foot, because of the grass-seeds that got into
one' s stockings.

M s Lackersteen plunged boldly into the grass, and

t hen, dropping

even the pretence of naking for the Cub, took a
bee-line for

Verrall, Elizabeth follow ng. Either woman woul d
have died on the



rack rather than adnmit that she was doi ng anyt hing
but take a

short-cut. Verrall saw them com ng, swore, and
reined in his pony.

He could not very well cut them dead now that they
were com ng

openly to accost him The dammed cheek of these
wonen!  He rode

slowy towards themw th a sul ky expression on his
face, chivvying

the polo-ball with small strokes.

'Good norning, M Verrall!' Ms Lackersteen called
out in a voice
of saccharine, twenty yards away.

"Morning!' he returned surlily, having seen her face
and set her

down as one of the usual scraggy old boiling-fows of
an I ndian

station.

The next nmonent Elizabeth cane |evel with her aunt.
She had taken

of f her spectacl es and was sw nging her Terai hat on
her hand.

What did she care for sunstroke? She was perfectly
aware of the

prettiness of her cropped hair. A puff of w nd--oh
those bl essed

breaths of wi nd, coming fromnowhere in the stifling
hot - weat her

days! --had caught her cotton frock and blown it

agai nst her,

showi ng the outline of her body, slender and strong
like a tree.

Her sudden appearance beside the ol der, sun-scorched
woman was a

revelation to Verrall. He started so that the Arab
mare felt it

and woul d have reared on her hind legs, and he had to
tighten the

rein. He had not known until this noment, not having



bot hered to
inquire, that there were any YOUNG woren in Kyaukt ada.

"My niece,' Ms Lackersteen said.

He did not answer, but he had thrown away the

pol o-stick, and he

took off his topi. For a nonent he and Elizabeth
remai ned gazi ng

at one another. Their fresh faces were unmarred in
the pitiless

light. The grass-seeds were tickling Elizabeth's
shins so that it

was agony, and w t hout her spectacles she could only
see Verral

and his horse as a whitish blur. But she was happy,
happy! Her

heart bounded and the blood flowed into her face,
dyeing it like a

thin wash of aquarelle. The thought, 'A peach, by
Christ!' noved

al nost fiercely through Verrall's mnd. The sullen
I ndi ans,

hol di ng the poni es' heads, gazed curiously at the
scene, as though

t he beauty of the two young people had nmade its

i mpressi on even on

t hem

M s Lackersteen broke the silence, which had | asted
half a m nute.

"You know, M Verrall,' she said sonewhat archly, 'we
think it

RATHER unki nd of you to have negl ected us poor people
all this

tinme. When we're so PINING for a new face at the

d ub.

He was still |ooking at Elizabeth when he answered,
but the change
in his voice was remarkabl e.



"I"ve been nmeaning to cone for some days. Been so
fearfully busy--

getting my men into their quarters and all that. |'m
sorry,"' he

added--he was not in the habit of apol ogizing, but
really, he had

decided, this girl was rather an exceptional bit of
stuff--"1"m

sorry about not answering your note.'

"Ch, not at all! W QU TE understood. But we do
hope we shall see

you at the Cub this evening! Because, you know,'
she concl uded

even nmore archly, '"if you di sappoint us any | onger
we shall begin

to think you rather a NAUGHTY young man!'

"I"'msorry,' he repeated. 'I'Il be there this
eveni ng.

There was not nuch nore to be said, and the two wonen
wal ked on to

the Cub. But they stayed barely five mnutes. The
grass- seeds

were causing their shins such tornent that they were
obliged to

hurry honme and change their stockings at once.

Verrall kept his prom se and was at the C ub that
evening. He

arrived a little earlier than the others, and he had
made his

presence thoroughly felt before being in the place
five mnutes.

As Ellis entered the Aub the old butler darted out
of the card-

roomand waylaid him He was in great distress, the
tears rolling

down hi s cheeks.

"Sir! Sir!'



"What the devil's the matter now' said El|is.

"Sirl Sir! New master been beating ne, sir!’

' Vhat ?

"BEATING nme sir!" H's voice rose on the 'beating
with a long

tearful wail--'be-e-e-eating!’

'Beating you? Do you good. Who's been beating you?'
'"New master, sir. Mlitary Police sahib. Beating ne
with his

foot, sir--HERE!' He rubbed hinself behind.

"Hell!' said Ellis.

He went into the lounge. Verrall was reading the
Field, and

i nvi si ble except for Pal mBeach trouser-ends and two
| ustrous

sooty-brown shoes. He did not trouble to stir at
heari ng sonmeone

el se cone into the room Ellis halted.

'Here, you--what's your nanme--Verrall!'

' Vhat ?

' Have you been kicking our butler?

Verrall's sul ky blue eye appeared round the corner of
the Field,

like the eye of a crustacean peering round a rock
"What ?' he repeated shortly.

'l said, have you been ki cking our bloody butler?

"Yes.'

' Then what the hell do you nean by it?



' Beggar gave ne his lip. | sent himfor a whisky and
soda, and he

brought it warm | told himto put ice init, and he
woul dn' t - -

tal ked sone bl oody rot about saving the | ast pieces
of ice. So |

ki cked his bottom Serve himright.'

Ellis turned quite grey. He was furious. The butler
was a piece

of Club property and not to be kicked by strangers.
But what nost

angered Ellis was the thought that Verrall quite
possi bly suspect ed

hi m of being SORRY for the butler--in fact, of

di sapprovi ng of

ki cki ng AS SUCH

"Serve himright? | dare say it bloody well did
serve himright.

But what in hell's that got to do with it? Wo are
YOQU to cone

ki cki ng our servants?'

' Bosh, ny good chap. Needed kicking. You' ve |et
your servants get
out of hand here.’

' You dammed, insolent young tick, what's it got to do
with YQU if

he needed ki cking? You're not even a nember of this
Cub. It's

our job to kick the servants, not yours.'

Verrall lowered the Field and brought his other eye
into play. His

surly voice did not change its tone. He never |ost
his tenper with

a European; it was never necessary.

"My good chap, if anyone gives nme lip | kick his
bottom Do you



want me to kick yours?

Al the fire went out of Ellis suddenly. He was not
afraid, he had

never been afraid in his life; only, Verrall's eye
was too much for

him That eye could nake you feel as though you were
under

Ni agara! The oaths wilted on Ellis's lips; his voice
al nost

deserted him He said querul ously and even

pl ai ntively:

"But damm it, he was quite right not to give you the
[ ast bit of

ice. Do you think we only buy ice for you? W can
only get the

stuff twice a week in this place.’

'Rotten bad managenent on your part, then,' said
Verrall, and

retired behind the Field, content to let the matter
dr op.

Ellis was hel pless. The calmway in which Verral
went back to his

paper, quite genuinely forgetting Ellis's existence,
was nmaddeni ng.

Shoul d he not give the young swab a good, rousing

ki ck?

But sonehow, the kick was never given. Verrall had
earned many

kicks in his Iife, but he had never received one and
pr obably never

would. Ellis seeped hel plessly back to the
card-room to work off

his feelings on the butler, leaving Verrall in
possessi on of the
| ounge.

As M Macgregor entered the Cub gate he heard the
sound of nusic.



Yel | ow chi nks of lantern-1ight showed through the
creeper that

covered the tennis-screen. M Mcgregor was in a
happy nood this

evening. He had promi sed hinself a good, |long talk
with Mss

Lacker st een--such an exceptionally intelligent girl
that!--and he

had a nmost interesting anecdote to tell her (as a
matter of fact,

it had already seen the light in one of those little
articles of

his in Bl ackwood' s) about a dacoity that had happened
in Sagaing in

1913. She would love to hear it, he knew. He
rounded the tennis-

screen expectantly. On the court, in the mngled
[ight of the

wani ng nmoon and of |anterns slung anong the trees,
Verrall and

El i zabet h were danci ng. The chokras had brought out
chairs and a

table for the granophone, and round these the other
Eur opeans were

sitting or standing. As M Macgregor halted at the
corner of the

court, Verrall and Elizabeth circled round and glided
past him

barely a yard away. They were dancing very cl ose

t oget her, her

body bent backwards under his. Neither noticed M
Macgr egor .

M Macgregor made his way round the court. A chilly,
desol at e

feeling had taken possession of his entrails.

Cood- bye, then, to

his talk with Mss Lackersteen! It was an effort to
screw his face

into its usual facetious good-hunour as he came up to
the table.

" A Terpsichorean evening!' he remarked in a voice



t hat was dol ef ul
in spite of hinself.

No one answered. They were all watching the pair on
the tennis

court. Uterly oblivious of the others, Elizabeth
and Verral

glided round and round, round and round, their shoes
sliding easily

on the slippery concrete. Verrall danced as he rode,
wth

mat chl ess grace. The granmophone was pl ayi ng ' Show Me
the Way to Go

Homre,' which was then going round the world like a
pestil ence and

had got as far as Burma:

' Show nme the way to go hone,

I"'mtired an' | wanna go to bed;

| had a little drink 'bout an hour ago,
An' it's gone right TO ny head!' etc.

The dreary, depressing trash floated out anong the
shadowy trees

and the streaning scents of flowers, over and over
again, for Ms

Lackersteen was putting the granmophone needl e back to
the start

when it neared the centre. The noon clinbed higher
very yel |l ow,

| ooki ng, as she rose fromthe nurk of dark clouds at
the hori zon,

like a sick woman creeping out of bed. Verrall and
El i zabeth

danced on and on, indefatigably, a pale vol uptuous
shape in the

gloom They noved in perfect unison |like some single
animal. M

Macgregor, Ellis, Westfield and M Lackersteen stood
wat chi ng t hem

their hands in their pockets, finding nothing to say.



The

nosqui t oes cane ni bbling at their ankles. Someone
called for

drinks, but the whisky was |ike ashes in their

nmout hs. The bowel s

of all four older nen were twisted with bitter envy.

Verrall did not ask Ms Lackersteen for a dance, nor
when he and

Eli zabeth finally sat down, did he take any notice of
t he ot her

Eur opeans. He merely nonopolized Elizabeth for half
an hour nore,

and then, with a brief good night to the Lackersteens
and not a

word to anyone el se, left the ub. The |ong dance
with Verral

had left Elizabeth in a kind of dream He had asked
her to cone

out riding with him He was going to | end her one of
hi s poni es!

She never even noticed that Ellis, angered by her
behavi our, was

doi ng his best to be openly rude. 1t was |ate when

t he Lackersteens

got home, but there was no sleep yet for Elizabeth or
her aunt.

They were feverishly at work till m dnight,
shortening a pair of Ms

Lackersteen's jodhpurs, and letting out the cal ves,
to fit

El i zabet h.

"I hope, dear, you CAN ride a horse? said Ms
Lacker st een.

"Ch, of course! |'ve ridden ever such a lot, at
hone. '
She had ridden perhaps a dozen times in all, when she

was si xteen.
No matter, she woul d manage sonehow She woul d have
ridden a



tiger, if Verrall were to accompany her

When at |ast the jodhpurs were finished and Elizabeth
had tried

them on, Ms Lackersteen sighed to see her. She

| ooked ravi shi ng

in jodhpurs, sinply ravishing! And to think that in
only a day or

two they had got to go back to canp, for weeks,
nont hs per haps,

| eavi ng Kyauktada and this nost DESI RABLE young man!
The pity of

it! As they noved to go upstairs Ms Lackersteen
paused at the

door. It had conme into her head to nmake a great and
pai nf ul

sacrifice. She took Elizabeth by the shoul ders and
ki ssed her with

a nore real affection than she had ever shown.

"My dear, it would be such a SHAME for you to go away
from
Kyaukt ada just now '

"It would, rather.'

"Then I'11 tell you what, dear. W WON T go back to
that horrid

jungle! Your uncle shall go alone. You and | shal
stay in

Kyaukt ada. '

19

The heat was growi ng worse and worse. April was
nearly over, but

there was no hope of rain for another three weeks,
five weeks it

m ght be. Even the lovely transient dawns were
spoi | ed by the



t hought of the long, blinding hours to come, when
one's head would

ache and the glare would penetrate through every
covering and gl ue

up one's eyelids with restless sleep. No one,
Oiental or

Eur opean, could keep awake in the heat of the day
without a

struggle; at night, on the other hand, with the
how i ng dogs and

t he pools of sweat that collected and tormented one's
prickly heat,

no one could sleep. The nosquitoes at the Cub were
so bad t hat

sticks of incense had to be kept burning in all the
corners, and

the wonen sat with their legs in pillowslips. Only
Verrall and

Eli zabeth were indifferent to the heat. They were
young and their

bl ood was fresh, and Verrall was too stoical and
Eli zabeth too

happy to pay any attention to the climate.

There was much bickering and scandal - nongeri ng at the
Cl ub these

days. Verrall had put everyone's nose out of joint.
He had taken

to coming to the ub for an hour or two in the

eveni ngs, but he

i gnored the other menbers, refused the drinks they
offered him and

answered attenpts at conversation with surly
nmonosyl | abl es. He

woul d sit under the punkah in the chair that had once
been sacred

to Ms Lackersteen, reading such of the papers as
interested him

until Elizabeth came, when he would dance and talk
with her for an

hour or two and then nake off wi thout so nuch as a
good- ni ght to

anybody. Meanwhile M Lackersteen was alone in his



canp, and,

according to the rumours which drifted back to
Kyaukt ada, consoling

loneliness with quite a mscellany of Burnese wonen.

El i zabeth and Verrall went out riding together al nost
every eveni ng

now. Verrall's nornings, after parade, were sacred
to polo

practice, but he had decided that it was worth while
giving up the

evenings to Elizabeth. She took naturally to riding,
just as she

had to shooting; she even had the assurance to tel
Verrall that

she had 'hunted quite a lot' at hone. He saw at a

gl ance that she

was |ying, but at |least she did not ride so badly as
to be a

nui sance to him

They used to ride up the red road into the jungle,
ford the stream

by the big pyinkado tree covered with orchids, and
then fol l ow the

narrow cart-track, where the dust was soft and the
horses coul d

gallop. It was stifling hot in the dusty jungle, and
there were

al ways nutterings of faraway, rainless thunder

Smal | martins

flitted round the horses, keeping pace with them to
hawk for the

flies their hooves turned up. Eizabeth rode the bay
pony, Verral

the white. On the way home they would walk their
sweat - dar k hor ses

abreast, so close sonetines his knee brushed agai nst
hers, and

talk. Verrall could drop his offensive manner and
tal k am cably

enough when he chose, and he did choose with

El i zabet h.



Ah, the joy of those rides together! The joy of
bei ng on horseback

and in the world of horses--the world of hunting and
racing, polo

and pigsticking! |If Elizabeth had |oved Verrall for
not hi ng el se,

she woul d have [ oved himfor bringing horses into her
life. She

tormented himto tal k about horses as once she had
tormented Flory

to talk about shooting. Verrall was no tal ker, it
was true. A few

gruff, jerky sentences about polo and pigsticking,
and a catal ogue

of Indian stations and the nanes of reginents, were
the best he

could do. And yet sonehow the little he said could
thrill

Eli zabeth as all Flory's talk had never done. The
nmere sight of

hi m on horseback was nore evocative than any words.
An aura of

hor semanshi p and sol di ering surrounded him |In his
tanned face and

his hard, straight body Elizabeth saw all the
romance, the splendid

panache of a cavalryman's life. She saw the
Nort h- West Fronti er

and the Cavalry C ub--she saw the pol o grounds and

t he parched

barrack yards, and the brown squadrons of horsenen
gal l oping with

their long |l ances poised and the trains of their
pagris stream ng

she heard the bugle-calls and the jingle of spurs,
and the

regi mental bands pl ayi ng outside the nmessroons while
the officers

sat at dinner in their stiff, gorgeous uniforns. How
splendid it

was, that equestrian world, how splendid! And it was
HER wor | d,



she belonged to it, she had been born of it. These
days, she

lived, thought, dreamed horses, alnost |ike Verral

hi msel f. The

time came when she not only TOLD her taradiddl e about
havi ng

"hunted quite a lot', she even cane near believing it.

In every possible way they got on so well together
He never bored

her and fretted her as Flory had done. (As a matter
of fact, she

had al most forgotten Flory, these days; when she

t hought of him it

was for sonme reason always his birthmark that she
remenbered.) It

was a bond between themthat Verrall detested
anyt hi ng ' hi ghbr ow

even nore than she did. He told her once that he had
not read a

book since he was eighteen, and that indeed he

'| oat hed' books;

'except, of course, Jorrocks and all that'. On the
eveni ng of

their third or fourth ride they were parting at the
Lacker st eens'

gate. Verrall had successfully resisted all Ms
Lackersteen's

invitations to nmeals; he had not yet set foot inside
t he

Lackersteens' house, and he did not intend to do so.
As the syce

was taking Elizabeth's pony, Verrall said:

"I tell you what. Next tine we conme out you shal
ri de Belinda.

["lI'l ride the chestnut. | think you' ve got on well
enough not to

go and cut Belinda's nouth up.'

Belinda was the Arab mare. Verrall had owned her two
years, and
till this nmonent he had never once all owed anyone



el se to nount

her, not even the syce. It was the greatest favour
that he could

i magine. And so perfectly did Elizabeth appreciate
Verrall's point

of view that she understood the greatness of the
favour, and was

t hankf ul

The next evening, as they rode hone side by side,
Verrall put his

armround Elizabeth's shoulder, lifted her out of the
saddl e and

pul | ed her against him He was very strong. He
dropped t he

bridle, and with his free hand, lifted her face up to
neet his;

their nouths met. For a noment he held her so, then
| owered her to

the ground and slipped fromhis horse. They stood
enbraced, their

thin, drenched shirts pressed together, the two
bridles held in the

crook of his arm

It was about the sane time that Flory, twenty miles
away, decided

to come back to Kyauktada. He was standing at the
jungl e's edge by

the bank of a dried-up stream where he had wal ked to
tire hinself,

wat chi ng sone tiny, naneless finches eating the seeds
of the tall

grasses. The cocks were chrone-yellow, the hens I|ike
hen sparrows.

Too tiny to bend the stal ks, they came whirring
towards them

seized themin mdflight and bore themto the ground
by their own

wei ght. Flory watched the birds incuriously, and

al nost hated t hem

because they could Iight no spark of interest in him
In his



i dl eness he flung his dah at them scaring them away.
If she were

here, if she were here! Everything--birds, trees,

fl owers,

everyt hi ng--was deadl y and neani ngl ess because she
was not here.

As the days passed the know edge that he had | ost her
had grown

surer and nmore actual until it poi soned every nonent.

He loitered a little way into the jungle, flicking at
creepers with

his dah. His linbs felt slack and | eaden. He
noticed a wild

vanilla plant trailing over a bush, and bent down to
sniff at its

sl ender, fragrant pods. The scent brought hima
feeling of

stal eness and deadly ennui. Alone, alone, in the sea
of life

eni sl ed! The pain was so great that he struck his
fist against a

tree, jarring his armand splitting two knuckles. He
nmust go back

to Kyauktada. It was folly, for barely a fortnight
had passed

since the scene between them and his only chance was
to give her

time to forget it. Still, he nmust go back. He could
not stay any

longer in this deadly place, alone with his thoughts
anmong t he

endl ess, mindl ess | eaves.

A happy thought occurred to him He could take

Eli zabeth the

| eopard-skin that was being cured for her in the
jail. 1t would be

a pretext for seeing her, and when one conmes bearing
gifts one is

generally listened to. This tinme he would not |et
her cut him

short without a word. He would expl ain,



ext enuat e- - make her

realize that she had been unjust to him It was not
right that she

shoul d condemm hi m because of Ma H a May, whom he had
turned out of

doors for Elizabeth's own sake. Surely she nust
forgi ve hi mwhen

she heard the truth of the story? And this time she
SHOULD hear

it; he would force her to listen to himif he had to
hol d her by

the arns while he did it.

He went back the sane evening. It was a twenty-nile
journey, by

rutted cart-tracks, but Flory decided to march by

ni ght, giving the

reason that it was cooler. The servants al nost
nutinied at the

i dea of a night-march, and at the very | ast nonent
ol d Sanmy

collapsed in a sem-genuine fit and had to be plied
with gin before

he could start. It was a noonless night. They nade
their way by

the Iight of lanterns, in which Flo's eyes gl eaned
l'i ke eneral ds

and the bull ocks' eyes |ike noonstones. Wen the sun
was up the

servants halted to gather sticks and cook breakfast,
but Flory was

in a fever to be at Kyauktada, and he hurried ahead.
He had no

feeling of tiredness. The thought of the

| eopard-skin had filled

himw th extravagant hopes. He crossed the
glittering river by

sanmpan and went straight to Dr Veraswanm 's bungal ow,
getting there

about ten.

The doctor invited himto breakfast, and--having
shooed the wonen



into sonme suitable hiding-place--took himinto his
own bat h-room so

that he could wash and shave. At breakfast the
doctor was very

excited and full of denunciations of 'the crocodile';
for it

appeared that the pseudo-rebellion was now on the
poi nt of breaking

out. It was not till after breakfast that Flory had
an opportunity

to mention the | eopard-skin.

'Ch, by the way, doctor. \What about that skin | sent
to the jail
to be cured? Is it done yet?

"Ah--' said the doctor in a slightly disconcerted
manner, rubbing

his nose. He went inside the house--they were

br eakfasting on the

veranda, for the doctor's w fe had protested

vi ol ently agai nst

Fl ory bei ng brought indoors--and came back in a
noment with the

skin rolled up in a bundle.

'"Ass a matter of fact--' he began, unrolling it.

'Ch, doctor!'

The skin had been utterly ruined. It was as stiff as
car dboar d,

with the | eather cracked and the fur discol oured and
even rubbed

off in patches. It also stank abom nably. |nstead
of being cured,

it had been converted into a piece of rubbish

'Ch, doctor! What a ness they've made of it! How
the devil did it
happen?

"I amso sorry, ny friend! | wass about to



apol ogi ze. It wass the

best we could do. There iss no one at the jail who
knows how to

cure skins now.'

"But, damm it, that convict used to cure them so
beautiful | y!'

"Ah, yes. But he iss gone fromus these three weeks,
al as."'

'Gone? | thought he was doi ng seven years?

"What? D d you not hear, ny friend? | thought you
knew who it
wass that used to cure the skins. It was Nga Shwe O

'Nga Shwe O
' The dacoit who escaped with U Po Kyin's assistance.'
"Ch, hell!'

The mi shap had daunted hi mdreadfully. Neverthel ess,
in the

aft ernoon, havi ng bathed and put on a clean suit, he
went up to the

Lackersteens' house, at about four. It was very
early to call, but

he wanted to nake sure of catching Elizabeth before
she went down

to the Cub. Ms Lackersteen, who had been asl eep
and was not

prepared for visitors, received himwith an il

grace, not even

asking himto sit down.

"I"'mafraid Elizabeth isn't down yet. She's dressing
to go out
riding. Wuldn't it be better if you left a nmessage?'

'"I"d like to see her, if you don't mnd. 1've
brought her the skin



of that | eopard we shot together.'

Ms Lackersteen left himstanding up in the
draw ng-room feeling

| unpi sh and abnormally | arge as one does at such
tines. However,

she fetched Elizabeth, taking the opportunity of
whi spering to her

outside the door: 'Get rid of that dreadful man as
soon as you
can, dear. | can't bear him about the house at this

time of day.'

As Elizabeth entered the roomFlory's heart pounded
so violently

that a reddi sh nmi st passed behind his eyes. She was
wearing a silk

shirt and jodhpurs, and she was a little sunburned.
Even in his

menory she had never been so beautiful. He quail ed;
on the instant

he was | ost--every scrap of his screwed-up courage
had fl ed.

Instead of stepping forward to neet her he actually
backed away.

There was a fearful crash behind him he had upset an
occasi ona

table and sent a bow of zinnias hurtling across the
floor.

"I"'mso sorry!' he exclainmed in horror
"Ch, not at ALL! PLEASE don't worry about it!’

She hel ped himto pick up the table, chattering al
the while as

gaily and easily as though nothi ng had happened:

' You HAVE been

away a long time, M Flory! You' re quite a STRANGER
V' ve SO

m ssed you at the Club!' etc., etc. She was
italicizing every

other word, with that deadly, glittering brightness



that a wonman

puts on when she is dodging a noral obligation. He
was terrified

of her. He could not even |look her in the face. She
took up a box

of cigarettes and offered himone, but he refused it.
H s hand was

shaking too nmuch to take it.

"I"ve brought you that skin,' he said flatly.

He unrolled it on the table they had just picked up
It | ooked so

shabby and mi serabl e that he wi shed he had never
brought it. She

cane close to himto exanmine the skin, so close that
her fl ower -

i ke cheek was not a foot fromhis own, and he could
feel the

warnth of her body. So great was his fear of her

t hat he stepped

hurriedly away. And in the sane nonent she too

st epped back with a

wi nce of disgust, having caught the foul odour of the
skin., It

shamed himterribly. It was alnost as though it had
been hi nsel f

and not the skin that stank

' Thank you EVER so much, M Flory!' She had put

anot her yard

bet ween hersel f and the skin. 'Such a LOVELY big
skin, isn't it?

"It was, but they've spoiled it, I'mafraid.'

"Ch no! | shall love having it!--Are you back in
Kyaukt ada for

l ong? How dreadfully hot it rmust have been in canp!'

'Yes, it's been very hot.'

For three minutes they actually tal ked of the



weat her. He was
hel pl ess. All that he had prom sed hinself to say,
all his

argunents and pl eadi ngs, had withered in his throat.

' You fool,

you fool," he thought, 'what are you doing? D d you
come twenty

mles for this? Go on, say what you came to say!
Seize her in

your arns; nake her listen, kick her, beat

her - - anyt hi ng sooner

than |l et her choke you with this drivel!' But it was
hopel ess,

hopel ess. Not a word could his tongue utter except
futile

trivialities. How could he plead or argue, when that
bri ght easy

air of hers, that dragged every word to the | evel of
Cl ub-chatter

sil enced himbefore he spoke? Were do they learn
it, that

dreadful tee-heeing brightness? 1In these brisk
nodern girls'

schools, no doubt. The piece of carrion on the table
made hi m nore

ashaned every nmonent. He stood there al nost

voi cel ess, |unpishly

ugly with his face yellow and creased after the

sl eepl ess ni ght,

and his birthmark like a snmear of dirt.

She got rid of himafter a very few mnutes. 'And
now, M Flory,
if you DONT mnd, | ought really--'

He nmunbl ed rather than said, 'Wn't you cone out with
nme agai n some
time? Wal king, shooting--sonething?'

"I have so LITTLE time nowadays! ALL ny evenings
seemto be full.

This evening |'mgoing out riding. Wth M Verrall,'
she added.



It was possible that she added that in order to wound
him This

was the first that he had heard of her friendship
with Verrall. He

could not keep the dread, flat tone of envy out of
his voice as he

sai d:

'"Do you go out riding much with Verrall?

" Al nost every evening. He's such a wonderfu
horseman!  And he has
absol ute STRINGS of pol o ponies!’

"Ah. And of course | have no pol o ponies.'

It was the first thing he had said that even

appr oached seriousness,

and it did no nore than offend her. However, she
answered himwth

the sane gay easy air as before, and then showed him
out. Ms

Lackersteen cane back to the draw ng-room sniffed
the air, and

i medi ately ordered the servants to take the reeking
| eopar d-skin

outside and burn it.

Flory lounged at his garden gate, pretending to feed
t he pi geons.

He could not deny hinself the pain of seeing

El i zabeth and Verrall

start on their ride. How vulgarly, how cruelly she
had behaved to

him It is dreadful when people will not even have
t he decency to
quarrel. Presently Verrall rode up to the

Lacker st eens' house on

the white pony, with a syce riding the chestnut, then
there was a

pause, then they enmerged together, Verrall on the
chest nut pony,



El i zabeth on the white, and trotted quickly up the
hill. They were

chattering and | aughi ng, her silk-shirted shoul der
very close to

his. Neither |ooked towards Flory.

When they had di sappeared into the jungle, Flory
still loafed in

the garden. The glare was waning to yellow The
mali was at work

grubbi ng up the English flowers, nost of which had
di ed, slain by

too much sunshine, and planting bal sans, cocksconbs,
and nore

zinnias. An hour passed, and a nel anchol vy,

eart h-col oured I ndi an

loitered up the drive, dressed in a loin-cloth and a
sal mon- pi nk

pagri on which a washi ng- basket was bal anced. He

| aid down his

basket and sal aamed to Flory.

"Who are you?'
' Book-wal | ah, sahib."

The book-wal l ah was an itinerant peddl er of books who
wandered from

station to station throughout Upper Burma. His
system of exchange

was that for any book in his bundl e you gave hi mfour
annas, and

any ot her book. Not quite ANY book, however, for the
book-wal | ah,

t hough anal phabetic, had | earned to recogni ze and
refuse a Bible.

'"No, sahib,' he would say plaintively, 'no. This
book (he woul d

turn it over disapprovingly in his flat brown hands)
this book with

a black cover and gold letters--this one | cannot
take. | know not



how it is, but all sahibs are offering nme this book
and none are

taking it. What can it be that is in this black
book? Sone evil

undoubt edl y."'

"Turn out your trash,' Flory said.

He hunted anobng themfor a good thrill er--Edgar
Wl | ace or Agat ha

Christie or something; anything to still the deadly
restl essness

that was at his heart. As he bent over the books he
saw t hat both

I ndi ans were excl aimng and pointing towards the edge
of the

jungl e.

' Dekko!' said the mali in his plumin-the-nouth voice.

The two ponies were enmerging fromthe jungle. But

t hey were

riderless. They cane trotting down the hill with the
silly guilty

air of a horse that has escaped fromits master, wth
the stirrups

swi ngi ng and cl ashi ng under their bellies.

Fl ory remai ned unconsci ously cl aspi ng one of the
books agai nst his

chest. Verrall and Elizabeth had disnounted. It was
not an

accident; by no effort of the mnd could one inagine
Verral

falling off his horse. They had di smounted, and the
poni es had

escaped.

They had di snounted--for what? Ah, but he knew for
what! It was

not a question of suspecting; he KNEW He could see
t he whol e

t hi ng happening, in one of those hallucinations that



are so perfect

in detail, so vilely obscene, that they are past
bearing. He threw

t he book violently down and made for the house,

| eavi ng t he book-

wal | ah di sappoi nted. The servants heard hi m nmovi ng
about indoors,

and presently he called for a bottle of whisky. He
had a drink and

it did himno good. Then he filled a tunbler
two-thirds full,

added enough water to make it drinkable, and

swal lowed it. The

filthy, nauseous dose was no sooner down his throat
than he

repeated it. He had done the sane thing in canp
once, years ago,

when he was tortured by toothache and three hundred
mles froma

dentist. At seven Ko S'la cane in as usual to say
that the bath-

water was hot. Flory was lying in one of the |ong
chairs, with his

coat off and his shirt torn open at the throat.

"Your bath, thakin,' said Ko S| a.

Flory did not answer, and Ko S'la touched his arm

t hi nki ng hi m

asleep. Flory was much too drunk to nove. The enpty
bottl e had

rolled across the floor, leaving a trail of

whi sky-drops behind it.

Ko S'la called for Ba Pe and picked up the bottle,
clicking his

t ongue.

"Just look at this! He has drunk nore than
three-quarters of a
bottl e!"

"\What, again? | thought he had given up drinking?



"It is that accursed woman, | suppose. Now we mnust
carry him

carefully. You take his heels, I'll take his head.
That's right.

Hoi st hi m up!"'

They carried Flory into the other roomand laid him
gently on the
bed.

'"Is he really going to marry this "lIngal ei kma"?' said
Ba Pe

' Heaven knows. She is the mistress of the young
police officer at

present, so | was told. Their ways are not our ways.
| think I

know what he will be wanting tonight,' he added as he
undid Flory's

braces--for Ko S'la had the art, so necessary in a
bachel or's

servant, of undressing his master w thout waking him

The servants were rather nore pleased than not to see
this return

to bachel or habits. Flory woke about mi dnight, naked
in a pool of

sweat. Hi s head felt as though sone | arge,

shar p-cornered neta

obj ect were bunping about inside it. The nosquito
net was up, and

a young wonan was sitting beside the bed fanning him
with a w cker

fan. She had an agreeabl e negroid face, bronze-gold
in the

candl el i ght. She expl ained that she was a
prostitute, and that Ko

S' la had engaged her on his own responsibility for a
fee of ten

r upees.

Flory's head was splitting. 'For God s sake get ne
something to



drink,' he said feebly to the wonan. She brought him
sone soda-

wat er which Ko S la had cooled in readi ness and
soaked a towel and

put a wet conpress round his forehead. She was a
fat, good-

tenmpered creature. She told himthat her name was Ma
Sein Gl ay,

and that besides plying her other trade she sold
paddy baskets in

t he bazaar near Li Yeik's shop. Flory's head felt
better

presently, and he asked for a cigarette; whereupon Ma
Sein Gal ay,

havi ng fetched the cigarette, said naively, 'Shall

t ake ny

cl othes off now, thakin?

Way not? he thought dimy. He nade roomfor her in
the bed. But

when he snelled the fam liar scent of garlic and
coco-nut oil

somet hi ng pai nful happened within him and with his
head pill owed

on Ma Sein Galay's fat shoul der he actually wept, a
t hi ng he had

not done since he was fifteen years old.

20

Next morning there was great excitenment in Kyauktada,
for the | ong-

runoured rebellion had at |ast broken out. Flory
heard only a

vague report of it at the tinme. He had gone back to
canp as soon

as he felt fit to march after the drunken night, and
it was not

until several days later that he | earned the true

hi story of the



rebellion, in a long, indignhant letter from Dr
Ver aswarmi .

The doctor's epistolary style was queer. Hi s syntax
was shaky and

he was as free with capital letters as a
sevent eent h-century

divine, while in the use of italics he rivalled Queen
Victori a.

There were eight pages of his snmall but spraw ing
handwr i ti ng.

MY DEAR FRIEND [the letter ran],--You will rmnuch
regret to hear that

the WLES OF THE CROCCODI LE have matured. The
rebellion--the SO

CALLED rebellion--is all over and finished. And it
has been, al as!

a nore Bloody affair than I had hoped shoul d have
been t he case.

Al has fallen out as | have prophesied to you it
woul d be. On the

day when you cane back to Kyauktada U Po Kyin's SPI ES
have i nf orned

hi mthat the poor unfortunate nen whom he have

Del uded are

assenbling in the jungle near Thongwa. The sane

ni ght he sets out

secretly with U Lugale, the Police Inspector, who is
as great a

Rogue as he, if that could be, and twel ve constabl es.
They nake a

swift raid upon Thongwa and surprise the rebels, of
whom t hey are

only Seven!! in a ruined field hut in the jungle.

Al so M Maxwel |,

who have heard runours of the rebellion, cane across
fromhis canp

bringing his Rifle and was in time to join U Po Kyin
and the police

in their attack on the hut. The next norning the



clerk Ba Sein,

who is U Po Kyin's JACKALL and DI RTY WORKER, have
orders to raise

the cry of rebellion as Sensationally as possible,
whi ch was done

and M Macgregor, M Westfield and Lieutenant Verral
all rush out

to Thongwa carrying fifty sepoys arnmed with rifles
besi des Civil

Police. But they arrive to find it is all over and U
Po Kyi n was

sitting under a big teak tree in the niddle of the
vill age and

PUTTING ON AIRS and lecturing the villages, whereat
they are al

bowi ng very frightened and touching the ground wth
their foreheads

and swearing they will be forever loyal to the
Governnment, and the

rebellion is already at an end. The SO CALLED

wei ksa, who is no

other than a circus conjurer and the M N ON of U Po
Kyi n, have

vani shed for parts unknown, but six rebels have been
Caught. So

there is an end.

Also | should informyou that there was nost
regrettably a Death.

M Maxwel | was | think TOO ANXIOUS to use his Rifle
and when one of

the rebels try to run away he fired and shoot himin
t he abdonen,

at which he died. | think the villagers have sone
BAD FEELI NG

towards M Maxwel | because of it. But fromthe point
of view | ega

all is well for M Maxwel |, because the nmen were
undoubt edl y

conspi ring agai nst the CGovernnent.

Ah, but, ny Friend, | trust that you understand how
di sastrous nay



all this be for ne!l You will realise, | think, what
is its bearing

upon the Contest between U Po Kyin and mysel f, and

t he suprenme LEG

UP it must give to him It is the TRIUMWH OF THE
CROCODI LE. U Po

Kyin is nowthe Hero of the district. He is the PET
of the

Europeans. | amtold that even M Ellis has praised
hi s conduct.

If you could witness the aboni nabl e Conceitedness and
the LIES he

is nowtelling as to how there were not seven rebels
but Two

Hundred!! and how he crushed upon themrevol ver in
hand- - he who

only directing operations froma SAFE DI STANCE whil e
t he police and

M Maxwel | creep up upon the hut--you would find is
veritably

Nauseous | assure you. He has had the effrontery to
send in an

official report of the matter which started, 'By ny
| oya

promptitude and reckl ess daring', and | hear that
positively he had

had this Conglonmeration of lies witten out in

readi ness days

BEFORE THE OCCURRENCE. It is Disgusting. And to
think that now

when he is at the Height of his triunph he will again
begin to

calumiate me with all the venom at his disposal etc.
etc.

The rebels' entire stock of weapons had been
captured. The arnoury

wi th which, when their followers were assenbl ed, they
had proposed

to march upon Kyauktada, consisted of the foll ow ng:

Item one shotgun with a damaged | eft barrel, stolen



froma Forest
Oficer three years earlier.

Item six home-made guns with barrels of zinc piping
stolen from

the railway. These could be fired, after a fashion,
by thrusting a

nail through the touch-hole and striking it with a
st one.

Item thirty-nine twelve-bore cartridges.
Item eleven dummy guns carved out of teakwood.

Item sone | arge Chinese crackers which were to have
been fired in
terrorem

Later, two of the rebels were sentenced to fifteen
years'

transportation, three to three years' inprisonnment
and twenty-five

| ashes, and one to two years' inprisonnment.

The whol e mi serable rebellion was so obviously at an
end that the

Eur opeans were not considered to be in any danger,
and Maxwel | had

gone back to his camp unguarded. Flory intended to
stay in canp

until the rains broke, or at least until the general
neeting at the

Club. He had promised to be in for that, to propose
the doctor's

el ection; though now, with his own trouble to think
of, the whol e

busi ness of the intrigue between U Po Kyin and the
doct or sickened

hi m

More weeks crawl ed by. The heat was dreadful now
The overdue
rain seened to have bred a fever in the air. Flory



was out of

heal th, and worked incessantly, worrying over petty
j obs that

shoul d have been left to the overseer, and making the
cool i es and

even the servants hate him He drank gin at al
hours, but not

even drinking could distract himnow The vision of
Eli zabeth in

Verrall's arns haunted himlike a neuralgia or an
earache. At any

monent it would come upon him vivid and di sgusting,
scattering his

t houghts, wrenching himback fromthe brink of sleep
turning his

food to dust in his nmouth. At times he flewinto
savage rages, and

once even struck Ko S'la. Wat was worse than al
was the DETAIL--

the always filthy detail--in which the inmagi ned scene
appear ed.

The very perfection of the detail seened to prove
that it was true.

Is there anything in the world nore gracel ess, nore
di shonouri ng,

than to desire a woman whom you will never have?

Thr oughout al |

these weeks Flory's mnd held hardly a thought which
was not

mur derous or obscene. It is the common effect of

j eal ousy. Once

he had | oved Elizabeth spiritually, sentinentally

i ndeed, desiring

her sympathy nore than her caresses; now, when he had
| ost her, he

was tornmented by the basest physical longing. He did
not even

i deal i ze her any longer. He saw her now al nost as
she was--silly,

snobbi sh, heartless--and it nmade no difference to his
| ongi ng for

her. Does it ever nmake any difference? At nights



when he | ay

awake, his bed dragged outside the tent for cool ness,
| ooki ng at

the vel vet dark from which the barking of a gyi
soneti mes sounded,

he hated hinself for the imges that inhabited his
mnd. It was so

base, this envying of the better nan who had beaten
him For it

was only envy--even jeal ousy was too good a nane for
it. What

right had he to be jealous? He had offered hinself
to a girl who

was too young and pretty for him and she had turned
hi m down- -

rightly. He had got the snub he deserved. Nor was
t here any

appeal fromthat decision; nothing would ever nake
hi m young agai n,

or take away his birthmark and his decade of |onely
debaucheri es.

He could only stand and | ook on while the better nman
t ook her, and

envy him like--but the simle was not even
mentionable. Envy is a
horrible thing. It is unlike all other kinds of

suffering in that

there is no disguising it, no elevating it into
tragedy. It is

nore than nmerely painful, it is disgusting.

But meanwhile, was it true, what he suspected? Had
Verrall really

becorme Elizabeth's lover? There is no know ng, but
on the whol e

t he chances were against it, for, had it been so,

t here woul d have

been no concealing it in such a place as Kyaukt ada.
M s Lackersteen

woul d probably have guessed it, even if the others
had not. One

thing was certain, however, and that was that Verral
had as yet



made no proposal of marriage. A week went by, two
weeks, three

weeks; three weeks is a very long tine in a small

I ndi an stati on.

Verrall and Elizabeth rode together every evening,
danced toget her

every night; yet Verrall had never so nuch as entered
t he

Lackersteens' house. There was endl ess scandal about
Eli zabet h, of

course. Al the Oientals of the town had taken it
for granted that

she was Verrall's mstress. U Po Kyin's version (he
had a way of

bei ng essentially right even when he was wong in
detail) was that

El i zabet h had been Flory's concubi ne and had deserted
hi mfor

Verrall because Verrall paid her nore. Ellis, too,
was i nventing

tal es about Elizabeth that made M Macgregor squirm
Ms

Lackersteen, as a relative, did not hear these
scandal s, but she was

growi ng nervous. Every evening when Elizabeth cane
home from her

ride she would meet her hopefully, expecting the 'On,
aunt! What DO

you think!'--and then the glorious news. But the
news never cane,

and however carefully she studied Elizabeth's face,
she coul d divine

not hi ng.

When t hree weeks had passed Ms Lackersteen becane
fretful and

finally half angry. The thought of her husband,

al one--or rather,

not alone--in his canp, was troubling her. After
all, she had sent

hi m back to canmp in order to give Elizabeth her
chance with Verral

(not that Ms Lackersteen would have put it so



vul garly as that).

One eveni ng she began | ecturing and threatening

Eli zabeth in her

oblique way. The conversation consisted of a sighing
nonol ogue

with very |long pauses--for Elizabeth made no answer
what ever.

M s Lackersteen began with some general renmarks,
apropos of a

phot ograph in the Tatler, about these fast MODERN
girls who went

about in beach pyjamas and all that and nade

t hensel ves so

dreadfully CHEAP with men. A girl, Ms Lackersteen
said, should

NEVER nmake herself too cheap with a man; she should
make hersel f--

but the opposite of 'cheap' seemed to be 'expensive'
and that did

not sound at all right, so Ms Lackersteen changed
her tack. She

went on to tell Elizabeth about a letter she had had
fromhone with

further news of that poor, POOR dear girl who was out
in Burma for

a while and had so foolishly neglected to get
married. Her

sufferings had been quite heartrending, and it just
showed how gl ad

a girl ought to be to marry anyone, literally ANYONE
It appeared

that the poor, poor dear girl had lost her job and
been practically

STARVING for a long time, and now she had actually
had to take a

job as a common kitchen maid under a horrid, vulgar
cook who

bul l'i ed her nost shockingly. And it seemed that the
bl ack beetl es

in the kitchen were sinply beyond belief! Didn't

Eli zabet h t hi nk

it too absolutely dreadful? BLACK BEETLES!



Ms Lackersteen remai ned silent for sone tine, to
al | ow t he bl ack
beetles to sink in, before adding:

"SUCH a pity that M Verrall will be |eaving us when
the rains
break. Kyauktada will seem quite EMPTY without him'

"When do the rains break, usually? said Elizabeth as
indifferently
as she coul d manage.

' About the beginning of June, up here. Only a week
or two now. .

My dear, it seems absurd to nention it again, but
cannot get out

of nmy head the thought of that poor, poor dear girl
in the kitchen

anong t he BLACK BEETLES!'

Bl ack beetles recurred nore than once in Ms
Lackersteen's

conversation during the rest of the evening. It was
not until the

foll ow ng day that she remarked in the tone of
someone droppi ng an

uni nportant pi ece of gossip:

"By the way, | believe Flory is comng back to

Kyaukt ada at the

begi nning of June. He said he was going to be in for
t he genera

nmeeting at the Cub. Perhaps we night invite himto
di nner sone

tine.'

It was the first time that either of them had

menti oned Fl ory since

t he day when he had brought Elizabeth the

| eopard-skin. After

being virtually forgotten for several weeks, he had
returned to



each woman's mind, a depressing pis aller

Three days later Ms Lackersteen sent word to her
husband to cone

back to Kyauktada. He had been in canp | ong enough
to earn a short

spell in headquarters. He came back, nore florid
than ever--

sunburn, he expl ai ned--and having acquired such a
trenmbling of the

hands that he could barely light a cigarette.
Nevert hel ess, that

eveni ng he celebrated his return by manoeuvring Ms
Lacker st een out

of the house, comng into Elizabeth's bedroom and
making a spirited

attenpt to rape her.

During all this time, unknown to anyone of

i mportance, further

sedition was afoot. The 'weiksa' (now far away,
peddl i ng the

phi |l osopher's stone to i nnocent villagers in

Mart aban) had per haps

done his job a little better than he intended. At
any rate, there

was a possibility of fresh trouble--sonme isol ated,
futile outrage,

probably. Even U Po Kyin knew not hing of this yet.
But as usual

the gods were fighting on his side, for any further
rebel I'i on woul d

make the first seemnore serious than it had been
and so add to

his glory.
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O western wind, when wilt thou blow, that the small
rain down can



rain? It was the first of June, the day of the
general neeting,

and there had not been a drop of rain yet. As Flory
cane up the

Club path the sun of afternoon, slanting beneath his
hat-brim was

still savage enough to scorch his neck unconfortably.
The mali

staggered along the path, his breast-nuscles slippery
with sweat,

carrying two kerosene-tins of water on a yoke. He
dunped them

down, slopping a little water over his |ank brown
feet, and

sal aamed to Flory.

"Wll, mali, is the rain com ng?

The man gestured vaguely towards the west. 'The
hills have
captured it, sahib.’

Kyaukt ada was ringed al nost round by hills, and these
caught the

earlier showers, so that sonetinmes no rain fell till
al nrost the end

of June. The earth of the flower-beds, hoed into

| arge untidy

| unps, | ooked grey and hard as concrete. Flory went
into the

| ounge and found Westfield | oafing by the veranda,

| ooki ng out over

the river, for the chicks had been rolled up. At the
foot of the

veranda a chokra lay on his back in the sun, pulling
t he punkah

rope with his heel and shading his face with a broad
strip of

banana | eaf.

"Hullo, Flory! You've got thin as a rake.'

' So' ve you.'



"Hm yes. Bloody weather. No appetite except for
booze. Chri st,

won't | be glad when | hear the frogs start croaking.
Let's have a

spot before the others conme. Butler!'

'Do you know who's coning to the neeting? Flory
sai d, when the
butl er had brought whi sky and tepid soda.

"Whol e crowd, | believe. Lackersteen got back from
canp three days

ago. By God, that man's been having the tinme of his
life away from

his mssus! M inspector was telling ne about the
goi ngs-on at his

canp. Tarts by the score. Mist have inported
specially from

Kyauktada. He'll catch it all right when the old
woman sees his

em

Club bill. Eleven bottles of whisky sent out to his
canp in a
fortnight.'

"I's young Verrall com ng?

'"No, he's only a tenmporary nmenber. Not that he'd
trouble to cone

anyway, young tick. Maxwell won't be here either
Can't |eave

canp just yet, he says. He sent word Ellis was to
speak for himif

there's any voting to be done. Don't suppose
there'll be anything

to vote about, though eh?' he added, |ooking at Flory
obl i quel y,

for both of themrenmenbered their previous quarrel on
thi s subject.

"I suppose it lies with Mcgregor.'

"What | mean is, Macgregor'll have dropped that



bl oody rot about

el ecting a native nenber, eh? Not the moment for it
j ust now.

After the rebellion and all that.'

'\What about the rebellion, by the way?' said Flory.
He di d not

want to start wrangling about the doctor's election
yet. There was

going to be trouble and to spare in a few mnutes.
"Any nore news--

are they going to have another try, do you think?

"No. Al over, I'mafraid. They caved in like the
funks they are.

The whole district's as quiet as a bloody girls'
school . Most

di sappoi nting."'

Flory's heart m ssed a beat. He had heard

El i zabeth's voice in the

next room M Macgregor cane in at this nonent,
Ellis and M

Lackersteen following. This nmade up the full quota,
for the wonen

menbers of the Club had no votes. M Macgregor was
al ready dressed

inasilk suit, and was carrying the O ub account
books under his

arm He managed to bring a sub-official air even
into such petty

busi ness as a C ub neeting.

"As we seemto be all here,' he said after the usua
greetings,
"shal | we--ah--proceed with our |abours?

'Lead on, Macduff,' said Westfield, sitting down.
"Call the butler, soneone, for Christ's sake,' said

M Lackersteen
"I daren't let ny mssus hear nme calling him'



'Before we apply ourselves to the agenda,' said M
Macgr egor when

he had refused a drink and the others had taken one,
"l expect you

will want nme to run through the accounts for the

hal f - year ?'

They did not want it particularly, but M Macgregor
who enj oyed

this kind of thing, ran through the accounts wth
great thoroughness.

Fl ory's thoughts were wandering. There was going to
be such a row

in a noment--oh, such a devil of a rowm They would
be furious when

they found that he was proposing the doctor after
all. And

El i zabeth was in the next room God send she didn't
hear the noise

of the row when it cane. It would nake her despise
himall the nore

to see the others baiting him Wuld he see her this
eveni ng?

Wul d she speak to hin? He gazed across the
gquarter-mle of

gleam ng river. By the far bank a knot of nen, one
of them wearing

a green gaungbaung, were waiting beside a sampan. In
t he channel

by the nearer bank, a huge, clunsy Indian barge
struggled with

desperate sl owness against the racing current. At
each stroke the

ten rowers, Dravidian starvelings, ran forward and
pl unged their

long prinitive oars, with heart-shaped bl ades, into
the water. They

braced their neagre bodies, then tugged, withed,
strai ned backwards

i ke agoni zed creatures of black rubber, and the
ponder ous hul

crept onwards a yard or two. Then the rowers sprang
f orwar d,



panting, to plunge their oars again before the
current shoul d check
her .

"And now,' said M Macgregor nore gravely, 'we cone
to the nmain

poi nt of the agenda. That, of course, is

thi s--ah--distastefu

guestion, which I am afraid nust be faced, of

el ecting a native

menber to this Cub. Wen we discussed the matter
before--'

"What the hel !

It was Ellis who had interrupted. He was so excited
that he had
sprung to his feet.

"What the hell! Surely we aren't starting THAT over
agai n? Tal k

about el ecting a dammed ni gger so this Cub, after
everyt hi ng

that's happened! Good God, | thought even Flory had
dropped it by

this tinme!'

"Qur friend Ellis appears surprised. The matter has
been di scussed
before, | believe.'

'l should think it dammed wel|l was di scussed bef ore!
And we all
sai d what we thought of it. By God--'

"If our friend Ellis will sit down for a few
nmonents--' said M
Macgregor tolerantly.

Ellis threw hinself into his chair again, exclainmnng
' Bl oody

rubbi sh!* Beyond the river Flory could see the group
of Bur mans



enbarking. They were lifting a | ong, awkward-shaped
bundl e into

t he sanpan. M Macregor had produced a letter from
his file of

papers.

"Perhaps | had better explain how this question arose
in the first

pl ace. The Comm ssioner tells me that a circul ar has
been sent

round by the Governnent, suggesting that in those
Cl ubs where there

are no native nenbers, one at |east shall be
co-opted; that is,

admtted automatically. The circular says--ah yes!
here it is:

"It is mstaken policy to offer social affronts to
native officials

of high standing." | may say that | disagree nost
enphatically.

No doubt we all do. W who have to do the actua
wor k of

government see things very differently from

t hese- - ah- - Paget M P.s

who interfere with us fromabove. The Conmi ssioner
quite agrees

with ne. However--'

"But it's all bloody rot!' broke in Ellis. 'Wat's
it got to do

wi th the Conmi ssioner or anyone el se? Surely we can
do as we like

in our own bl oody Cub? They' ve no right to dictate
to us when

we're off duty.'’

"Quite,' said Westfield.

"You anticipate me. | told the Comni ssioner that |
shoul d have to

put the matter before the other nmenbers. And the
course he

suggests is this. |If the idea finds any support in



the Cub, he

thinks it would be better if we co-opted our native
menber. On the

other hand, if the entire Cub is against it, it can
be dropped.

That is, if opinion is quite unaninous.'

"Wll, it dammed well is unaninous,' said Ellis.

"D you nean,' said Westfield, '"that it depends on
our sel ves whet her
we have 'emin here or no?'

"I fancy we can take it as neaning that.'
"Wll, then, let's say we're against it to a man.'

"And say it bloody firmy, by God. W want to put
our foot down on
this idea once and for all.'

'Hear, hear!' said M Lackersteen gruffly. 'Keep the
bl ack swabs
out of it. Esprit de corps and all that.'

M Lackersteen could al ways be relied upon for sound
sentinments in

a case like this. In his heart he did not care and
never had cared

a damm for the British Raj, and he was as happy
drinking with an

Oiental as with a white man; but he was al ways ready
with a | oud

'Hear, hear!' when anyone suggested the banmboo for

di srespect ful

servants or boiling oil for Nationalists. He prided
hi msel f t hat

t hough he m ght booze a bit and all that, dammit, he
WAS | oyal . It

was his formof respectability. M Macgregor was
secretly rather

relieved by the general agreenment. |If any Orienta
nmenber were co-



opted, that nenber would have to be Dr Veraswani, and
he had had

t he deepest distrust of the doctor ever since Nga
Shwe O s

suspi ci ous escape fromthe jail

"Then | take it that you are all agreed?" he said.
"If so, | wll

i nformthe Conm ssioner. QOherw se, we nmust begin
di scussing the

candi date for election.'

Flory stood up. He had got to say his say. His
heart seened to

have risen into his throat and to be choking him
From what M

Macgregor had said, it was clear that it was in his
power to secure

the doctor's el ection by speaking the word. But oh
what a bore,

what a nuisance it was! \Wat an infernal uproar

t here woul d be!

How he w shed he had never given the doctor that
prom se! No

matter, he had given it, and he could not break it.
So short a

time ago he woul d have broken it, en bon pukka sahi b,
how easi | y!

But not now He had got to see this thing through.
He turned

hi nsel f sidelong so that his birthmark was away from
the ot hers.

Al ready he could feel his voice going flat and guilty.

"Qur friend Flory has sonething to suggest?

"Yes. | propose Dr Veraswani as a nenber of this
d ub.

There was such a yell of dismay fromthree of the
others that M

Macgregor had to rap sharply on the table and reni nd
themthat the



| adies were in the next room Ellis took not the
smal | est noti ce.

He had sprung to his feet again, and the skin round
hi s nose had

gone quite grey. He and Flory remained facing one
anot her, as

t hough on the point of blows.

"Now, you damed swab, will you take that back?
"No, | will not.'

"You oily swine! You nigger's Nancy Boy! You
craw i ng, sneaking, --
bl oody bastard!’

"Order!' exclaimed M Macgregor

"But look at him look at him' cried Ellis al nost
tearful ly.

"Letting us all down for the sake of a pot-bellied
ni gger! After

all we've said to him Wen we've only got to hang
t oget her and we

can keep the stink of garlic out of this Club for
ever. M Cod,

wouldn't it make you spew your guts up to see anyone
behavi ng |ike

such a--?

' Take it back, Flory, old man!' said Westfield.
"Don't be a bl oody
fool !I'

' Downri ght Bol shevism dammit!' said M Lackersteen

"Do you think | care what you say? What business is
it of yours?
It's for Macgregor to decide.'

' Then do you--ah--adhere to your decision? said M
Macgr egor
gl oom |y



"Yes.'

M Macgregor sighed. 'Apity! Wll, in that case
suppose | have
no choice--'

"No, no, no!' cried Ellis, dancing about in his rage.
"Don't give

into him Put it to the vote. And if that son of a
bitch doesn't

put in a black ball like the rest of us, we'll first
turf himout
of the Cub hinmself, and then--well! Butler!'

' Sahi b!' said the butler, appearing.

"Bring the ballot box and the balls. Now clear out!’
he added
roughly when the butler had obeyed.

The air had gone very stagnant; for some reason the
punkah had

st opped working. M Macgregor stood up with a

di sapprovi ng but

judicial men, taking the two drawers of black and
white balls out

of the ball ot box.

"W nust proceed in order. M Flory proposes Dr
Ver aswani, the

G vil Surgeon, as a nmenber of this Club. M staken
i n ny opinion,

greatly m staken; however--! Before putting the
matter to the
vot e--'

' Ch, why make a song and dance about it?' said Ellis.
"Here's ny

contribution! And another for Maxwell.' He pl unped
two bl ack

balls into the box. Then one of his sudden spasnms of
rage seized



him and he took the drawer of white balls and
pi tched them across

the floor. They went flying in all directions.
" There! Now pick

one up if you want to use it!’'

'You dammed fool! Wat good do you think that does?
' Sahi b!"

They all started and | ooked round. The chokra was
goggl ing at them

over the veranda rail, having clinbed up from bel ow.
Wth one

skinny armhe clung to the rail and with the other
gesti cul at ed

towards the river.

' Sahi b! Sahib!"
"What's up?' said Westfield.

They all noved for the wi ndow. The sanpan that Flory
had seen

across the river was lying under the bank at the foot
of the | awn,

one of the men clinging to a bush to steady it. The

Burman in the

green gaungbaung was clinbing out.

'"That's one of Maxwell's Forest Rangers!' said Ellis
inquite a
di fferent voice. 'By God! sonething s happened!’

The Forest Ranger saw M Macgregor, shikoed in a
hurri ed,

preoccupi ed way and turned back to the sanpan. Four
ot her nen,

peasants, clinbed out after him and with difficulty
lifted ashore

the strange bundle that Flory had seen in the

di stance. It was siXx

feet long, swathed in cloths, like a numy.



Sonet hi ng happened in

everybody's entrails. The Forest Ranger glanced at
t he veranda,

saw that there was no way up, and | ed the peasants
round the path

to the front of the dub. They had hoisted the
bundle on to their

shoul ders as funeral bearers hoist a coffin. The
butler had

flitted into the | ounge again, and even his face was
pale after its

fashion--that is, grey.

"Butler!' said M Mcgregor sharply.
"Sir!

'Go quickly and shut the door of the card-room Keep
it shut.
Don't let the nenmsahi bs see.'

"Yes, sir!'

The Burmans, with their burden, cane heavily down the
passage. As

they entered the | eading man staggered and al npst
fell; he had

trodden on one of the white balls that were scattered
about the

floor. The Burmans knelt down, |owered their burden
to the floor

and stood over it with a strange reverent air,
slightly bow ng,

their hands together in a shiko. Wstfield had
fallen on his

knees, and he pulled back the cloth.

"Christ! Just look at him' he said, but wthout
much surpri se.
"Just |l ook at the poor little b--1"'

M Lackersteen had retreated to the other end of the
room with a



bl eating noise. Fromthe nmoment when the bundl e was
lifted ashore

they had all known what it contained. It was the
body of Maxwell,

cut alnost to pieces with dahs by two rel atives of

t he man whom he

had shot .

22

Maxwel | 's death had caused a profound shock in
Kyauktada. It would

cause a shock throughout the whole of Burma, and the
case--'the

Kyaukt ada case, do you renenber? --would still be

tal ked of years

after the wetched youth's nane was forgotten. But
in a purely

personal way no one was nuch distressed. Maxwell had
been al nost a

nonentity--just a 'good fellow |ike any other of the
ten thousand

ex colore good fellows of Burma--and with no cl ose
friends. No one

anong the Europeans genuinely mourned for him But
that is not to

say that they were not angry. On the contrary, for

t he nonent they

were alnost mad with rage. For the unforgivable had
happened- - A

VWH TE MAN had been killed. When that happens, a sort
of shudder

runs through the English of the East. Eight hundred
peopl e,

possi bly, are murdered every year in Burma; they

matt er not hi ng;

but the nurder of A WHITE MAN is a nonstrosity, a
sacril ege. Poor

Maxwel I woul d be avenged, that was certain. But only
a servant or



two, and the Forest Ranger who had brought in his
body and who had
been fond of him shed any tears for his death.

On the other hand, no one was actually pl eased,
except U Po Kyin.

"This is a positive gift fromheaven!' he told M
Kin. 'l could

not have arranged it better myself. The one thing
needed to nake

themtake my rebellion seriously was a little

bl oodshed. And here

it is! 1 tell you, Ma Kin, every day | grow nore
certain that some

hi gher power is working on ny behal f.'

"Ko Po Kyin, truly you are without shane! | do not
know how you

dare to say such things. Do you not shudder to have
nmur der upon

your soul ?'

"What! |? Murder upon ny soul? Wsat are you tal king
about? |
have never killed so nuch as a chicken in ny life.'

"But you are profiting by this poor boy's death.'’

"Profiting by it! O course | amprofiting by it!
And why not,

i ndeed? Am| to blame if somebody el se choose to
commi t rnurder?

The fisherman catches fish, and he is dammed for it.
But are we

dammed for eating the fish? Certainly not. Wy NOT
eat the fish,

once it is dead? You should study the Scriptures
nore carefully,

nmy dear Kin Kin.'

The funeral took place next norning, before
breakfast. Al the



Eur opeans were present, except Verrall, who was
careering about the

mai dan quite as usual, al nbst opposite the cenetery.
M  Macgr egor

read the burial service. The little group of
Engl i shnen st ood

round the grave, their topis in their hands, sweating
into the dark

suits that they had dug out fromthe bottom of their
boxes. The

harsh morning |ight beat w thout nmercy upon their
faces, yell ower

t han ever against the ugly, shabby clothes. Every
face except

El i zabeth's | ooked Iined and old. Dr Veraswani and
hal f a dozen

other Orientals were present, but they kept

t hensel ves decently in

t he background. There were sixteen gravestones in
the little

cenetery; assistants of tinber firns, officials,
soldiers killed in

forgotten skirm shes.

'Sacred to the nenory of John Henry Spagnall, |ate of
the Indian

I mperial Police, who was cut down by cholera while in
the unremitting

exercise of' etc., etc., etc.

Fl ory renenbered Spagnall dimy. He had died very
suddenly in canp

after his second go of deliriumtrenens. |In a corner
there were

some graves of Eurasians, w th wooden crosses. The
creepi ng

jasmine, with tiny orange-hearted flowers, had
over gr own

everything. Anong the jasmne, large rat-holes |ed
down into the

graves.

M Macgregor concluded the burial service in a ripe,



reverent

voi ce, and led the way out of the cenetery, holding
his grey topi--

the Eastern equivalent of a top hat--against his
stomach. Flory

lingered by the gate, hoping that Elizabeth would
speak to him but

she passed himw thout a glance. Everyone had
shunned himthis

nmorning. He was in disgrace; the nmurder had nmade his
di sl oyalty of

| ast ni ght seem sonehow horrible. Ellis had caught
Westfield by

the arm and they halted at the grave-side, taking
out their

cigarette-cases. Flory could hear their slangy

voi ces com ng

across the open grave.

"My God, Westfield, my God, when | think of that poor
little b--

| ying down there--oh, ny God, how ny bl ood does boil!
| couldn't

sleep all night, | was so furious.'

"Pretty bloody, | grant. Never nind, prom se you a
coupl e of chaps

shall swing for it. Two corpses against their
one--best we can

do.'

"Two! It ought to be fifty! W' ve got to raise
heaven and hell to

get these fell ows hanged. Have you got their nanes
yet?'

"Yes, rather!! \Wole bloomng district knows who did
it. W

al ways do know who's done it in these cases. Getting
t he bl oody

villagers to talk--that's the only trouble.’

"Well, for God' s sake get themto talk this tine.



Never mind the

bl oody law. Whack it out of them Torture

them -anything. |If you

want to bribe any w tnesses, |'mgood for a couple of
hundr ed

chips.'

Westfield sighed. 'Can't do that sort of thing, I'm
afraid. Wsh

we could. M chaps'd know how to put the screw on a
witness if you

gave '"emthe word. Tie 'emdown on an ant-hill. Red
peppers. But

that won't do nowadays. Got to keep our own bl oody
silly | aws.

But never mind, those fellows'll swing all right.

W' ve got all

the evidence we want.'

' Good! And when you've arrested them if you aren't
sure of

getting a conviction, shoot them jolly well shoot
them  Fake up

an escape or sonething. Anything sooner than | et
t hose b--s go

free.'

"They won't go free, don't you fear. We'll get
Get SOVEBCDY

anyhow. Mich better hang wong fellow than no
fellow ' he added,

unconsci ousl y quoti ng.

em

"That's the stuff! 1'll never sleep easy again til
' ve seen them
swinging,' said Ellis as they noved away fromthe

grave. 'Christ!
Let's get out of this sun! |'m about perishing with
thirst.'

Everyone was perishing, nmore or less, but it seened
hardly decent
to go down to the Cub for drinks imediately after



the funeral.

The Europeans scattered for their houses, while four
sweepers wth

manooties flung the grey, cement-like earth back into
t he grave,

and shaped it into a rough nound.

After breakfast, Ellis was wal king down to his
office, cane in

hand. It was blinding hot. Ellis had bathed and
changed back into

shirt and shorts, but wearing a thick suit even for
an hour had

brought on his prickly heat abom nably. Westfield
had gone out

already, in his motor launch, with an inspector and
hal f a dozen

men, to arrest the nurderers. He had ordered Verral
t o acconpany

him-not that Verrall was needed, but, as Westfield
said, it would

do the young swab good to have a spot of work.

Ellis wiggled his shoulders--his prickly heat was
al nost beyond

bearing. The rage was stewing in his body like a
bitter juice. He

had brooded all night over what had happened. They
had killed a

white man, killed A WH TE MAN, the bl oody sods, the
sneaki ng,

cowardly hounds! Ch, the swine, the swine, how they
ought to be

made to suffer for it! Wy did we nmake these cursed
ki d-gl ove | aws?

Why did we take everything |lying dowmn? Just suppose
this had

happened in a German col ony, before the War! The
good ol d Ger mans!

They knew how to treat the niggers. Reprisals!

Rhi nocer os hi de

whi ps! Raid their villages, kill their cattle, burn
their crops,



decimate them blow them fromthe guns.

Ellis gazed into the horrible cascades of |ight that
pour ed through

the gaps in the trees. H s greenish eyes were |arge
and nour nful .

A mld, mddle-aged Burman cane by, bal ancing a huge
banboo, which

he shifted fromone shoulder to the other with a
grunt as he passed

Ellis. HIlis's grip tightened on his stick. [If that
SWi ne, now,

woul d only attack you! O even insult you--anything,
so that you

had the right to smash him If only these gutless
curs woul d ever

show fight in any conceivable way! Instead of just
sneaki ng past

you, keeping within the law so that you never had a
chance to get

back at them Ah, for a real rebellion--martial |aw
procl ai med and

no quarter given! Lovely, sanguinary images noved

t hr ough hi s

m nd. Shrieking mounds of natives, soldiers

sl aughtering them

Shoot them ride them down, horses' hooves tranple
their guts out,

whi ps cut their faces in slices!

Fi ve Hi gh School boys cane down the road abreast.
Ellis saw t hem

com ng, a row of yellow, nmalicious faces--epicene
faces, horribly

snoot h and young, grinning at himw th deliberate
i nsol ence. It

was in their minds to bait him as a white nan.
Probably they had

heard of the nurder, and--being Nationalists, |ike
al | school boys- -
regarded it as a victory. They grinned full in

Ellis's face as
they passed him They were trying openly to provoke



him and they

knew that the |aw was on their side. Ellis felt his
breast swell.

The [ ook of their faces, jeering at himlike a row of
yel | ow

i mges, was maddeni ng. He stopped short.

"Here! Wat are you laughing at, you young ticks?
The boys turned.
'l said what the bloody hell are you | aughing at?

One of the boys answered, insolently--but perhaps his
bad English
made hi m seem nore insol ent than he intended.

' Not your business.'

There was about a second during which Ellis did not
know what he

was doing. In that second he had hit out with al
his strength,

and the cane | anded, crack! right across the boy's
eyes. The boy

recoiled with a shriek, and in the sanme instant the
ot her four had

t hrown t henmsel ves upon Ellis. But he was too strong
for them He

flung them asi de and sprang back, lashing out with
his stick so

furiously that none of them dared cone near

' Keep your distance, you --s! Keep off, or by God
['I'l smash

anot her of you!' Though they were four to one he was
so form dabl e

that they surged back in fright. The boy who was
hurt had fallen

on his knees with his arns across his face, and was
screamng 'l am

blinded! | amblinded!" Suddenly the other four
turned and darted



for a pile of laterite, used for road-nmendi ng, which
was twenty

yards away. One of Ellis's clerks had appeared on
the veranda of

the office and was | eaping up and down in agitation

'Come up, sir come up at once. They will murder you!'

Ellis disdained to run, but he noved for the veranda
steps. A lunp

of laterite came sailing through the air and
shattered itself

against a pillar, whereat the clerk scooted indoors.
But Ellis

turned on the veranda to face the boys, who were

bel ow, each

carrying an arnful of laterite. He was cackling with
del i ght.

'You dammed, dirty little niggers!' he shouted down
at them ' You

got a surprise that time, didn't you? Come up on
this veranda and

fight nme, all four of you! You daren't. Four to one
and you

daren't face nel Do you call yourselves nmen? You
sneaki ng, mangy

little rats!’

He broke into Burnese, calling themthe incestuous
children of

pigs. Al the while they were pelting himwi th | unps
of laterite,

but their arms were feeble and they threw ineptly.
He dodged the

stones, and as each one m ssed himhe cackled in
triunmph.

Presently there was a sound of shouts up the road,
for the noise

had been heard at the police station, and sone
const abl es were

energing to see what was the matter. The boys took
fright and



bolted, leaving Ellis a conplete victor

Ellis had heartily enjoyed the affray, but he was
furiously angry

as soon as it was over. He wote a violent note to
M  Macgr egor,

telling himthat he had been wantonly assaulted and
denmandi ng

vengeance. Two clerks who had w tnessed the scene,
and a chaprassi,

were sent along to M Macgregor's office to
corroborate the story.

They lied in perfect unison. 'The boys had attacked
M Ellis

wi t hout any provocation whatever, he had defended

hi nsel f,' etc.

etc. Elis, to do himjustice, probably believed
this to be a

truthful version of the story. M Macgregor was
sonewhat di sturbed,

and ordered the police to find the four school boys
and interrogate

them The boys, however, had been expecting
somet hi ng of the kind,

and were lying very low, the police searched the
bazaar all day

wi thout finding them 1In the evening the wounded boy
was taken to

a Burnmese doctor, who, by applying sonme poi sonous
concoction of

crushed leaves to his left eye, succeeded in blinding
hi m

The Europeans net at the Cub as usual that evening,
except for

Westfield and Verrall, who had not yet returned.
Everyone was in a

bad mood. Coming on top of the murder, the
unprovoked attack on

Ellis (for that was the accepted description of it)
had scared them

as well as angered them Ms Lackersteen was
twittering to the



tune of 'We shall all be nmurdered in our beds'. M
Macgregor, to

reassure her, told her in cases of riot the European
| adi es were

al ways | ocked inside the jail until everything was
over; but she

did not seem much conforted. Ellis was offensive to
Flory, and

El i zabeth cut him al nost dead. He had come down to
the Club in the

i nsane hope of making up their quarrel, and her
denmeanour made him

so mserable that for the greater part of the evening
he skul ked in

the library. It was not till eight o' clock when
everyone had

swal | owed a nunber of drinks, that the atnosphere
grew a little

nore friendly, and Ellis said:

'What about sending a couple of chokras up to our
houses and

getting our dinners sent down here? W night as well
have a few

rubbers of bridge. Better than nmooning about at
home. '

M s Lackersteen, who was in dread of going hone,
junped at the

suggestion. The Europeans occasionally dined at the
G ub when they

wanted to stay late. Two of the chokras were sent
for, and on

being told what was wanted of them i mediately burst
into tears.

It appeared that if they went up the hill they were
certain of

encountering Maxwell's ghost. The mali was sent
instead. As the

man set out Flory noticed that it was again the night
of the ful

nmoon- - f our weeks to a day since that evening, now
unutterably



renpte, when he had ki ssed Elizabeth under the
frangi pani tree

They had just sat down at the bridge table, and Ms
Lacker st een had

just revoked out of pure nervousness, when there was
a heavy thunp

on the roof. Everyone started and | ook up

"A coco-nut falling!' said M Macgregor
'There aren't any coco-nut trees here,' said Ellis.

The next noment a nunber of things happened al
together. There

was anot her and much | ouder bang, one of the petro
| anps br oke

fromits hook and crashed to the ground, narrowy
m ssing M

Lackersteen, who junped aside with a yelp, Ms
Lacker st een began

screamng, and the butler rushed into the room
bar eheaded, his

face the col our of bad coffee

"Sir, sir! Bad nmen conme! Going to rmurder us all,
sirl'

"What? Bad nmen? What do you nean?

"Sir, all the villagers are outside! Big stick and
dah in their
hands, and all dancing about! Going to cut master's
throat, sir!’

Ms Lackersteen threw herself backwards in her chair.
She was

setting up such a din of screans as to drown the
butler's voice.

'"Ch, be quiet!' said Ellis sharply, turning on her
'Listen, al
of you! Listen to that!'’



There was a deep, mnurmurous, dangerous sound outside,
i ke the

hunm ng of an angry giant. M Macgregor, who had

st ood up,

stiffened as he heard it, and settled his spectacles
pugnaci ousl y

on his nose.

"This is some kind of disturbance! Butler, pick that
[ amp up.

M ss Lackersteen, |look to your aunt. See if she is
hurt. The rest

of you come with ne!'

They all nade for the front door, which soneone,
presumably the

butler, had closed. A fusillade of small pebbl es was
rattling

against it like hail. M Lackersteen wavered at the
sound and

retreated behind the others.

'l say, danmit, bolt that bl oody door, someone!' he
sai d.

"No, no!' said M Macgregor. 'W nust go outside.
It's fatal not
to face them"

He opened the door and presented hinmsel f boldly at
the top of the

steps. There were about twenty Burmans on the path,
with dahs or

sticks in their hands. Qutside the fence, stretching
up the road

in either direction and far out on to the nai dan, was
an enor nous

cromd of people. It was like a sea of people, two

t housand at the

| east, black and white in the nobon, with here and
there a curved

dah glittering. Elis had coolly placed hinself



besi de M

Macgregor, with his hands in his pockets. M
Lacker st een had

di sappear ed.

M Macgregor raised his hand for silence. 'Wat is
t he neani ng of
this?' he shouted sternly.

There were yells, and some lunps of laterite the size
of cricket

balls cane sailing fromthe road, but fortunately hit
no one. One

of the nen on the path turned and waved his arns to
the ot hers,

shouting that they were not to begin throw ng yet.
Then he st epped

forward to address the Europeans. He was a strong
debonair fell ow

of about thirty, w th down-curving noustaches,
wearing a singlet,

with his longyi kilted to the knee.

"What is the neaning of this? M Macgregor repeated.

The man spoke up with a cheerful grin, and not very
i nsol ently.

"W have no quarrel with you, mn gyi. W have cone
for the tinber

merchant, Ellis.' (He pronounced it Ellit.) 'The
boy whom he

struck this norning has gone blind. You rust send
Ellit out to us

here, so that we can punish him The rest of you
will not be

hurt.'

"Just renenber that fellow s face,' said Ellis over
his shoul der to

Flory. 'We'Ill get himseven years for this
afterwards.'



M Macgregor had turned tenmporarily quite purple.

H s rage was so

great that it almpst choked him For several nonents
he coul d not

speak, and when he did so it was in English

"Whom do you think you are speaking to? In twenty
years | have

never heard such insolence! Go away this instant, or
| shall call

out the Mlitary Police!’

"You'd better be quick, nmin gyi. W know that there
is no justice

for us in your courts, so we nust punish Ellit
ourselves. Send him

out to us here. Oherwise, all of you will weep for
it.'

M Macgregor made a furious notion with his fist, as
t hough

hamrering in a nail, 'Go away, son of a dog!' he
cried, using his

first oath in many years.

There was a thunderous roar fromthe road, and such a
shower of

stones, that everyone was hit, including the Burnans
on the path.

One stone took M Macgregor full in the face, al nopst
knocki ng hi m

down. The Europeans bolted hastily inside and barred
the door. M

Macgregor's spectacl es were smashed and hi s nose
stream ng bl ood.

They got back to the I ounge to find Ms Lackersteen

| oopi ng about

in one of the long chairs like a hysterical snake, M
Lacker st een

standing irresolutely in the niddle of the room
hol di ng an enpty

bottle, the butler on his knees in the corner
crossing hinself (he



was a Roman Catholic), the chokras crying, and only
Eli zabeth cal m
t hough she was very pale.

"What ' s happened?' she excl ai ned.

"W're in the soup, that's what's happened!' said
Ellis angrily,

feeling at the back of his neck where a stone had hit
him ' The

Burmans are all round, shying rocks. But keep calm
They haven't

the guts to break the doors in.'

"Call out the police at once!' said M Macgregor
i ndistinctly, for
he was stanching his nose with his handkerchi ef.

"Can't!' said Ellis. 'l was |ooking round while you
were tal king

to them They've cut us off, rot their damed soul s!
No one coul d

possibly get to the police lines. Veraswam's
conpound is full of

men. '

'Then we must wait. W can trust themto turn out of
their own

accord. Calmyourself, ny dear Ms Lackersteen
PLEASE cal m

yoursel f! The danger is very small.’

It did not sound small. There were no gaps in the
noi se now, and

t he Burmans seened to be pouring into the conmpounds
by hundr eds.

The din swelled suddenly to such a volune that no one
coul d make

hi nsel f heard except by shouting. Al the windows in
t he | ounge

had been shut, and sonme perforated zinc shutters
within, which were

someti nmes used for keeping out insects, pulled to and



bol t ed.

There was a series of crashes as the wi ndows were

br oken, and then

a ceasel ess thudding of stones fromall sides, that
shook the thin

wooden wal l's and seened likely to split them Ellis
opened a

shutter and flung a bottle viciously anong the crowd,
but a dozen

stones cane hurtling in and he had to cl ose the
shutter hurriedly.

The Burmans seened to have no plan beyond flinging
stones, yelling

and hamering at the walls, but the nmere vol une of
noi se was

unnerving. The Europeans were half dazed by it at
first. None of

them t hought to blame Ellis, the sole cause of this
affair; their

conmon peril seened, indeed, to draw them cl oser
toget her for the

while. M Mcgregor, half-blind without his
spect acl es, stood

distractedly in the mddle of the room yielding his
right hand to

M s Lackersteen, who was caressing it, while a
weepi ng chokra cl ung

to his left leg. M Lackersteen had vani shed agai n.
Ellis was

stanping furiously up and down, shaking his fist in
the direction

of the police lines.

"\Were are the police, the f-- cowardly sods?' he
yel | ed, heedl ess

of the wonmen. 'Why don't they turn out? M God, we
won't get

anot her chance like this in a hundred years! If we'd
only ten

rifles here, how we could slosh these b--s!'

"They'll be here presently!' M Macgregor shouted
back. "It wll



take them sone nminutes to penetrate that crowd.'’

"But why don't they use their rifles, the mserable
sons of

bi tches? They could slaughter themin bl oody heaps
if they'd only

open fire. ©Ch, God, to think of m ssing a chance
i ke this!'

A lump of rock burst one of the zinc shutters.

Anot her fol | owed

through the hole it had nmade, stove in a 'Bonzo

pi cture, bounced

of f, cut Elizabeth's elbow, and finally |anded on the
table. There

was a roar of triunmph fromoutside, and then a
successi on of

tremendous thunps on the roof. Sone children had
clinbed into the

trees and were having the tine of their lives sliding
down t he roof

on their bottoms. Ms Lackersteen outdid al

previous efforts with

a shriek that rose easily above the din outside.

' Choke that bl oody hag, sonebody!' cried Ellis.

" Anyone' d think a

pig was being killed. W've got to do sonething.

Fl ory, Macgregor,

cone here! Think of a way out of this mess, soneone!’

El i zabeth had suddenly | ost her nerve and begun
crying. The bl ow

fromthe stone had hurt her. To Flory's

astoni shnent, he found her

clinging tightly to his arm Even in that nonent it
made his heart

turn over. He had been watching the scene al npst
with detachnent--

dazed by the noi se, indeed, but not mnuch frightened.
He al ways

found it difficult to believe Oientals could be
real |y dangerous.



Only when he felt Elizabeth's hand on his armdid he
grasp the
seriousness of the situation

"Ch, M Flory, please, please think of something

You can, you

can! Anything sooner than |l et those dreadful men get
in herel!'

"If only one of us could get to the police lines!'
groaned M

Macgregor. '"A British officer to lead them At the
worst | rmnust

try and go mnysel f.'

‘"Don't be a fool! Only get your throat cut!' yelled
Ellis. "_1I_"l

go if they really look like breaking in. But, oh, to
be killed by

swine like that! How furious it'd make ne! And to
think we could

nmur der the whol e bloody crowd if only we coul d get
the police

here!"’

' Coul dn't soneone get along the river bank?" Flory
shout ed
despairingly.

' Hopel ess! Hundreds of them prowing up and down.
We're cut off--
Bur mans on three sides and the river on the other!"’

"The river!'

One of those startling ideas that are overl ooked
simply because
they are so obvious had sprung into Flory's m nd.

"The river! O course! W can get to the police
lines as easy as
wi nking. Don't you see?



" How?'
"Way, down the river--in the water! Swim'

'Ch, good man!' cried Ellis, and smacked Flory on the
shoul der.

El i zabet h squeezed his arm and actual ly danced a step
or two in

glee. '1'll go if you like!" Ellis shouted, but

Fl ory shook his

head. He had al ready begun slipping his shoes off.
There was

obviously no tine to be lost. The Burnans had
behaved |i ke fools

hitherto, but there was no saying what m ght happen
if they

succeeded in breaking in. The butler, who had got
over his first

fright, prepared to open the w ndow that gave on the
| awn, and

gl anced obliquely out. There were barely a score of
Bur mans on the

lawn. They had | eft the back of the O ub unguarded,
supposi ng t hat

the river cut off retreat.

"Rush down the lawn like hell!" Ellis shouted in
Flory's ear.
"They' ||l scatter all right when they see you.'

"Order the police to open fire at once!' shouted M
Macgr egor from
the other side. 'You have nmy authority.'

"And tell themto aimlow No firing over their
heads. Shoot to
kill. In the guts for choice!’

Flory | eapt down fromthe veranda, hurting his feet
on the hard

earth, and was at the river bank in six paces. As
Ellis had said,

the Burmans recoiled for a nmonment when they saw him



| eapi ng down.

A few stones followed him but no one pursued--they
t hought, no

doubt, that he was only attenpting to escape, and in
the cl ear

nmoonl i ght they could see that it was not Ellis. In
anot her nonent

he had pushed his way through the bushes and was in
the water.

He sank deep down, and the horrible river ooze

recei ved him

sucki ng him knee-deep so that it was several seconds
before he

could free hinmself. Wen he cane to the surface a
tepid froth,

like the froth on stout, was |apping round his I|ips,
and sone

spongy thing had floated into his throat and was
choking him It

was a sprig of water hyacinth. He managed to spit it
out, and

found that the swift current had floated himtwenty
yards al r eady.

Bur mans were rushing rather aimessly up and down the
bank,

yelling. Wth his eye at the level of the water,

Fl ory could not

see the crowd besieging the d ub; but he could hear
their deep,

devilish roaring, which sounded even | ouder than it
had sounded on

shore. By the tine he was opposite the Mlitary
Police lines the

bank seened al nbst bare of nen. He nanaged to
struggl e out of the

current and flounder through the nmud, which sucked
off his left

sock. Alittle way down the bank two old nen were
sitting beside a

fence, sharpening fence-posts, as though there had
not been a riot

within a hundred niles of them Flory craw ed



ashore, clanbered
over the fence and ran heavily across the nmoonwhite
par ade- gr ound,

his wet trousers sagging. As far as he could tell in
the noi se,

the lines were quite enpty. 1In sone stalls over to
the right

Verrall's horses were plungi ng about in a panic.
Flory ran out on
to the road, and saw what had happened.

The whol e body of policenmen, mlitary and civil

about a hundred

and fifty nmen in all, had attacked the crowmd fromthe
rear, armed

only with sticks. They had been utterly engul f ed.
The crowd was

so dense that it was |ike an enornous swarm of bees
seet hi ng and

rotating. Everywhere one could see policemen wedged
hel pl essly

anong the hordes of Burmans, struggling furiously but
usel essl Yy,

and too cranped even to use their sticks. Wole
knots of men were

tangl ed Laocoon-like in the folds of unrolled pagris.
There was a

terrific bellowing of oaths in three or four

| anguages, cl ouds of

dust, and a suffocating stench of sweat and

mar i gol ds--but no one

seened to have been seriously hurt. Probably the

Bur mans had not

used their daks for fear of provoking rifle-fire.

Fl ory pushed his

way into the crowd and was i nmedi ately swal | oned up
i ke the

others. A sea of bodies closed in upon himand flung
hi m from si de

to side, bumping his ribs and choking himw th their
ani mal heat.

He struggled onwards with an al nost dreamlike
feeling, so absurd



and unreal was the situation. The whole riot had
been [ udi crous

fromthe start, and what was nost |udicrous of al
was that the

Bur mans, who might have killed him did not know what
to do with

hi m now he was anong them Sone yelled insults in
his face, some

jostled himand stanped on his feet, some even tried
to make way

for him as a white man. He was not certain whether
he was

fighting for his life, or nerely pushing his way

t hrough the crowd.

For quite a long tine he was jamred, helpless, with
hi s arns pi nned

agai nst his sides, then he found hinself westling
with a stunpy

Bur man nmuch stronger than hinself, then a dozen nen
rol I ed agai nst

himlike a wave and drove hi m deeper into the heart
of the crowd.

Suddenly he felt an agonizing pain in his right big
t oe--soneone in

boots had trodden on it. It was the MIlitary Police
subahdar, a

Raj put, very fat, noustachioed, with his pagri gone.
He was

grasping a Burman by the throat and trying to hamer
his face,

while the sweat rolled off his bare, bald crown.
Flory threw his

armround the subahdar's neck and managed to tear him
away from his

adversary and shout in his ear. H's Udu deserted
him and he

bel | owed i n Burnese:

"Why did you not open fire?
For a long time he could not hear the man's answer.

Then he caught
it:



' Hukm ne aya'--'l have had no order!"’
"ldiot!"

At this nonment another bunch of nen drove agai nst
them and for a

mnute or two they were pinned and quite unable to
nove. Flory

realized that the subabdar had a whistle in his
pocket and was

trying to get at it. Finally he got it |oose and
bl ew pi erci ng

bl asts, but there was no hope of rallying any nen
until they could

get into a clear space. It was a fearful |abour to
struggl e our of

the crowd--it was |ike wadi ng neck-deep through a
Vi scous sea. At

ti mes the exhaustion of Flory's |inbs was so conplete
that he stood

passive, letting the crowd hold himand even drive
hi m backwar ds.

At last, nmore fromthe natural eddying of the crowd
than by his own

effort, he found hinmself flung out into the open
The subahdar had

al so enmerged, ten or fifteen sepoys, and a Burnese
| nspect or of

Police. Most of the sepoys collapsed on their
haunches al nost

falling with fatigue, and linping, their feet having
been tranpl ed

on.

'Come on, get up! Run like hell for the lines! Get
sone rifles
and a clip of amunition each."'

He was too overcone even to speak in Burmese, but the
nmen under st ood

hi m and | opped heavily towards the police lines.

Fl ory foll owed



them to get away fromthe crowd before they turned
on hi m agai n.

When he reached the gate the sepoys were returning
with their rifles

and already preparing to fire.

'The sahib will give the order!' the subahdar panted.
"Here you!' cried Flory to the Inspector. 'Can you
speak

H ndust ani ?"

"Yes, sir.

"Then tell themto fire high, right over the people's
heads. And

above all, to fire all together. Make them
understand that."'

The fat |nspector, whose Hi ndustani was even worse
than Flory's,

expl ai ned what was wanted, chiefly by | eaping up and
down and

gesticul ating. The sepoys raised their rifles, there
was a roar,

and a rolling echo fromthe hillside. For a noment
Fl ory thought

that his order had been di sregarded, for al nmobst the
entire section

of the crowmd nearest themhad fallen |like a swath of
hay. However,

they had only flung thenselves down in panic. The
sepoys fired a

second volley, but it was not needed. The crowd had
i medi atel y

begun to surge outwards fromthe Club like a river
changing its

course. They came pouring down the road, saw the
armed men barring

their way, and tried to recoil, whereupon there was a
fresh battle

between those in front and those behind; finally the
whol e crowd



bul ged outwards and began to roll slowy up the

mai dan. Flory and

t he sepoys nmoved slowly towards the Cdub on the heels
of the

retreating crowd. The policenmen who had been

engul fed were

straggling back by ones and twos. Their pagris were
gone and their

puttees trailing yards behind them but they had no
danage worse

than bruises. The Cvil Policenen were dragging a
very few

pri soners anong them \Wen they reached the d ub
conpound t he

Burmans were still pouring out, an endless |line of
young men

| eapi ng gracefully through a gap in the hedge like a
processi on of

gazelles. It seermed to Flory that it was getting
very dark. A

small white-clad figure extricated itself fromthe

[ ast of the

cromd and tunbled linply into Flory's arns. It was
Dr Veraswani,

with his tie torn off but his spectacles mracul ously
unbr oken.

"Doctor!'’
"Ach, ny friend! Ach, how | am exhausted!'’

"\What are you doing here? Wre you right in the
m ddl e of that
crowd?'

"I was trying to restrain them ny friend. It was
hopel ess unti |

you cane. But there is at |east one man who bears
the mark of

this, | think!'

He held out a small fist for Flory to see the damaged
knuckl es.



But it was certainly quite dark now. At the sane
nmoment Fl ory
heard a nasal voice behind him

"Wll, M Flory, soit's all over already! A nere
flash in the pan

as usual. You and | together were a little too nuch
for them-

ha, ha!'

It was U Po Kyin. He canme towards themwth a
martial air,

carrying a huge stick, and with a revol ver thrust
into his belt.

H s dress was a studi ous negligee--singlet and Shan
trousers--to

give the inpression that he had rushed out of his
house post - haste.

He had been lying low until the danger should be
over, and was now

hurrying forth to grab a share of any credit that
m ght be goi ng.

"A smart piece of work, sir!' he said

ent husi astically. 'Look how

they are flying up the hillside!l W have routed them
nost

satisfactory.'

"WE!'" panted the doctor indignantly.

" Ah, ny dear doctor! | did not perceive that you
were there. It

is possible that YOU al so have been in the fighting?
YOU - ri ski ng

your nost valuable life! Wo would have believed
such a thing?

"You' ve taken your tine getting here yourself!' said
Flory angrily.

"Well, well sir, it is enough that we have di spersed
t hem



Al t hough,' he added with a touch of satisfaction, for
he had

noticed Flory's tone, 'they are going in the
direction of the

Eur opean houses, you will observe. | fancy that it
will occur to

themto do a little plundering on their way.'

One had to adnire the man's inpudence. He tucked his
great stick

under his armand strolled beside Flory in an al nost
pat roni zi ng

manner, while the doctor dropped behind, abashed in
spite of

hinself. At the Club gate all three men halted. It
was now

extraordinarily dark, and the moon had vani shed. Low
over head,

just visible, black clouds were streamnm ng eastward

i ke a pack of

hounds. A wind, alnost cold, blew down the hillside
and swept a

cl oud of dust and fine water-vapour before it. There
was a sudden

intensely rich scent of danp. The wi nd qui ckened,
the trees

rustled, then began beating thensel ves furiously
together, the big

frangi pani tree by the tennis court flinging out a
nebul a of dimy

seen blossom Al three nmen turned and hurried for
shelter, the

Oientals to their houses, Flory to the Cub. It had
begun

rai ni ng.

23

Next day the town was quieter than a cathedral city
on Monday



morning. It is usually the case after a riot.
Except for the

handf ul of prisoners, everyone who coul d possibly
have been

concerned in the attack on the Cub had a watertight
alibi. The

Cl ub garden | ooked as though a herd of bison had

st anpeded acr oss

it, but the houses had not been plundered, and there
were no new

casual ti es anong the Europeans, except that after
everyt hi ng was

over M Lackersteen had been found very drunk under
the billiard-

table, where he had retired with a bottle of whisky.
Westfield and

Verrall came back early in the norning, bringing
Maxwel | ''s

murderers under arrest; or at any rate, bringing two
peopl e who

woul d presently be hanged for Maxwel|'s rmurder
Westfield, when he

heard the news of the riot, was gloony but resigned.
AGAIN it

happened--a veritable riot, and he not there to quel
it! It

seemed fated that he should never kill a nan.

Depr essi ng,

depressing. Verrall's only comrent was that it had
been ' damed

l[ip'" on the part of Flory (a civilian) to give orders
to the

Mlitary Police.

Meanwhile, it was raining al nbst wi thout cease. As
soon as he woke

up and heard the rain hamering on the roof Flory
dressed and

hurried out, Flo following. Qut of sight of the
houses he took off

his clothes and let the rain sluice down on his bare
body. To his

surprise, he found that he was covered with bruises



froml ast

ni ght; but the rain had washed away every trace of
his prickly heat

within three mnutes. It is wonderful, the healing
power of

rainwater. Flory wal ked down to Dr Veraswam's
house, with his

shoes squel ching and periodical jets of water flow ng
down hi s neck

fromthe brimof his Terai hat. The sky was | eaden
and

i nnurrer abl e whirling storms chased one anot her across
t he mai dan

i ke squadrons of cavalry. Burmans passed, under
vast wooden hats

in spite of which their bodies streaned water |ike

t he bronze gods

in the fountains. A network of rivulets was already
washi ng the

stones of the road bare. The doctor had just got
honme when Flory

arrived, and was shaking a wet unbrella over the
veranda rail. He

hailed Flory excitedly.

'Come up, M Flory, come up at once! You are just
apropos. | was

on the point of opening a bottle of Ad Tormy G n.
Cone up and | et

me drink to your health, ass the saviour of

Kyaukt ada!’

They had a long talk together. The doctor was in a
tri unphant

mood. It appeared that what had happened | ast night
had ri ght ed

his troubles alnmost miraculously. U Po Kyin's
schenmes were undone.

The doctor was no longer at his mercy--in fact, it
was the other

way about. The doctor explained to Flory:

"You see, ny friend, this riot--or rather, your nost



nobl e

behaviour in it--wass quite outside U Po Kyin's
progranme. He had

started the SO CALLED rebellion and had the glory of
crushing it,

and he cal cul ated that any further outbreak woul d
sinmply nean nore

glory still. |1 amtold that when he heard of M
Maxwel | ' s deat h,

hiss joy was positively'--the doctor nipped his thunb
and forefinger

toget her--"what iss the word I want?

' Cbscene?

"Ah yes. (Obscene. It iss said that actually he
attenpted to

dance--can you i magi ne such a disgusting
spect acl e?--and excl ai ned,

"Now at | east they will take ny rebellion seriously!"
Such iss his

regard for human life. But now hiss triunph iss at
an end. The

riot hass tripped up in md-career.’

' Because, do you not see, the honours of the riot are
not hiss, but

yours! And I am known to be your friend. | stand,
so to speak, in

the reflection of your glory. Are you not the hero
of the hour?

D d not your European friends receive you with open
arns when you

returned to the Club last night?

"They did, | nust admit. It was quite a new
experience for ne.

Ms Lackersteen was all over nme. "DEAR M Flory", she
calls me now.

And she's got her knife properly in Ellis. She
hasn't forgotten



that he called her a bloody hag and told her to stop
squeal ing like
a pig.'

"Ah, M Ellis iss sonmetines over-enphatic in hiss
expressions. |
have noticed it.'

"The only fly in the ointment is that | told the
police to fire

over the crowd's heads instead of straight at them

It seens

that's against all the Government regulations. Ellis
was a little

vexed about it. "Wy didn't you plug some of the
b--s when you had
t he chance?" he said. | pointed out that it would

have neant

hitting the police who were in the mddle of the
crowd; but as he

said, they were only niggers anyway. However, all ny
sins are

forgiven ne. And Macgregor quoted sonething in

Lati n--Horace, |

bel i eve.'

It was half an hour | ater when Flory wal ked along to
the Cub. He

had promi sed to see M Macgregor and settle the

busi ness of the

doctor's election. But there would be no difficulty
about it now.

The others woul d eat out of his hand until the absurd
riot was

forgotten; he could have gone into the O ub and nade
a speech in

favour of Lenin, and they would have put up with it.

The | ovel y
rain streanmed down, drenching himfromhead to foot,
and filling

his nostrils with the scent of earth, forgotten
during the bitter
nmont hs of drought. He wal ked up the wecked garden



where the

mal i, bending down with the rain splashing on his
bare back, was

trowelling holes for zinnias. Nearly all the flowers
had been

tranpl ed out of existence. Elizabeth was there, on
the side

veranda, al nost as though she were waiting for him
He took off

his hat, spilling a pool of water fromthe brim and
went round to

join her.

' Good norning!' he said, raising his voice because of
the rain that
beat noisily on the | ow roof.

'"Good norning! ISNT it conming down? Sinply
PELTI NG '

"Ch, this isn't real rain. You wait till July. The
whol e Bay of
Bengal is going to pour itself on us, by instalnents.'

It seened that they must never neet wi thout talking
of the weat her.

Nevert hel ess, her face said sonething very different
fromthe bana

words. Her deneanour had changed utterly since |ast
night. He

t ook courage.

"How i s the place where that stone hit you?

She held her armout to himand let himtake it. Her
air was

gentle, even submissive. He realized that his

expl oit of |ast

ni ght had made him al nost a hero in her eyes. She
coul d not know

how smal | the danger had really been, and she forgave
hi m

everything, even Ma H a May, because he had shown



courage at the

right monent. It was the buffalo and the | eopard
over again. His

heart thunped in his breast. He slipped his hand
down her arm and

cl asped her fingers in his own.

"Elizabet h--'

"Soneone will see us!' she said, and she w t hdrew her
hand, but not

angrily.

"Elizabeth, I've something | want to say to you. Do

you renenber a
letter | wote you fromthe jungle, after our--sone
weeks ago?'

" Yes.'
"You renenber what | said in it?
"Yes. I'msorry | didn't answer it. Only--'

"I couldn't expect you to answer it, then. But I
just wanted to
rem nd you of what | said.'

In the letter, of course, he had only said, and
feebly enough, that

he | oved her--woul d al ways | ove her, no matter what
happened. They

were standing face to face, very close together. n
an i mpul se- -

and it was so swiftly done that afterwards he had
difficulty in

believing that it had ever happened--he took her in
his arns and

drew her towards him For a nonment she yiel ded and
let himlift up

her face and kiss her; then suddenly she recoil ed and
shook her

head. Perhaps she was frightened that soneone woul d



see them

perhaps it was only because his noustache was so wet
fromthe rain.

Wt hout saying anything nore she broke from hi mand
hurri ed away

into the Club. There was a | ook of distress or
conpunction in her

face; but she did not seem angry.

He foll owed her nmore slowy into the Cub, and ran
into M

Macgregor, who was in a very good hunour. As soon as
he saw Fl ory

he boomed genially, 'Aha! The conquering hero
cones!' and then, in

a nore serious vein, offered himfresh

congratul ations. Flory

i nproved the occasion by saying a few words on behal f
of the

doctor. He painted quite a lively picture of the
doctor's heroi sm

inthe riot. 'He was right in the mddle of the
crowd, fighting
like a tiger,' etc., etc. It was not too nuch

exagger ated--for the

doctor had certainly risked his life. M Macgregor
was i npressed,

and so were the others when they heard of it. At al
tines the

testinony of one European can do an Oriental nore
good than that of

a thousand of his fellow countrynen; and at this
monent Flory's

opi nion carried weight. Practically, the doctor's
good name was

restored. His election to the Club could be taken as
assured.

However, it was not finally agreed upon yet, because
Fl ory was

returning to canp. He set out the same evening,

mar chi ng by ni ght,

and he did not see Elizabeth again before |eaving.



It was quite

safe to travel in the jungle now, for the futile
rebel l'i on was

obviously finished. There is seldomany talk of
rebellion after

the rains have started--the Burmans are too busy

pl oughing, and in

any case the waterlogged fields are inpassable for
| arge bodi es of

men. Flory was to return to Kyauktada in ten days,
when the

padre's six-weekly visit fell due. The truth was
that he did not

care to be in Kyauktada while both Elizabeth and
Verrall were

there. And yet, it was strange, but all the
bitterness--all the

obscene, crawling envy that had tornented him

bef or e- -was gone now

that he knew she had forgiven him It was only
Verrall who stood

bet ween t hem now. And even the thought of her in
Verrall's arms

could hardly nove him because he knew that at the
worst the affair

must have an end. Verrall, it was quite certain,
woul d never narry

El i zabet h; young nen of Verrall's stanp do not nmarry
penni | ess

girls met casually at obscure Indian stations. He
was only anusing

hinself with Elizabeth. Presently he woul d desert
her, and she

would return to him-to Flory. It was enough--it was
far better

than he had hoped. There is a humility about genuine
love that is

rather horrible in some ways.

U Po Kyin was furiously angry. The niserable riot
had taken him

unawares, so far as anything ever took hi munawares,
and it was



like a handful of grit thrown into the machi nery of
his plans. The

busi ness of disgracing the doctor had got to be begun
all over

again. Begun it was, sure enough, with such a spate
of anonynous

letters that Ha Pe had to absent hinself fromoffice
for two whol e

days--it was bronchitis this time--to get them
witten. The doctor

was accused of every crime from pederasty to stealing
Gover nnment

postage stanps. The prison warder who had | et Nga
Shwe O escape

had now cone up for trial. He was triunmphantly
acquitted, U Po

Kyi n havi ng spent as nmuch as two hundred rupees in
bri bi ng the

Wi tnesses. More letters showered up on M Macgregor,
proving in

detail that Dr Veraswanm, the real author of the
escape, had tried

to shift the blame on to a hel pl ess subordi nate.
Nevert hel ess, the

results were disappointing. The confidential letter
whi ch M

Macgregor wote to the Conm ssioner, reporting on the
riot, was

steaned open, and its tone was so al arm ng--M

Macgr egor had spoken

of the doctor as 'behaving npst creditably' on the

ni ght of the

riot--that U Po Kyin called a council of war.

'"The tine has conme for a vigorous nove,' he said to
the ot hers--

they were in conclave on the front veranda, before
breakfast. M

Kin was there, and Ba Sein and Ha Pe--the latter a
bri ght -faced,

prom si ng boy of eighteen, with the manner of one who
will

certainly succeed in life.



"W are hanmering against a brick wall,' U Po Kyin
continued; 'and

that wall is Flory. Wo could have foreseen that
that miserable

coward woul d stand by his friend? However, there it
is. So long

as Veraswani has his backing, we are hel pless.'

"I have been talking to the Club butler, sir,' said
Ba Sein. 'He

tells ne that M Ellis and M Westfield still do not
want the

doctor to be elected to the Club. Do you not think
they will

quarrel with Flory again as soon as this business of
the riot is
forgotten?

"OfF course they will quarrel, they always quarrel
But in the

nmeantime the harmis done. Just suppose that nman
WERE el ected! |

believe | should die of rage if it happened. No,
there is only one

nmove left. W nust strike at Flory hinsel f!'

"At Flory, sir! But he is a white nan!'

"What do | care? | have ruined white nen before now.
Once | et

Fl ory be disgraced, and there is an end of the
doctor. And he

shal |l be disgraced! | will shane himso that he wll
never dare

show his face in that O ub again!'’

"But, sir! A white man! What are we to accuse him
of ?  Who woul d
bel i eve anyt hi ng agai nst a white nan?'

'You have no strategy, Ko Ba Sein. One does not
ACCUSE a white



man; one has got to catch himin the act. Public

di sgrace, in

flagrante delicto. | shall know how to set about it.
Now be

silent while I think.'

There was a pause. U Po Kyin stood gazing out into
the rain with

his small hands cl asped behind himand resting on the
nat ur a

pl ateau of his posterior. The other three watched
himfrom the end

of the veranda, alnost frightened by this talk of
attacking a white

man, and waiting for sonme masterstroke to cope with a
situation

that was beyond them It was alittle like the
famliar picture

(is it Meissonier's?) of Napoleon at Mdscow, poring
over his maps

while his marshals wait in silence, with their cocked
hats in their

hands. But of course U Po Kyin was nore equal to the
situation

than Napol eon. His plan was ready within two

m nutes. \When he

turned round his vast face was suffused with
excessive joy. The

doct or had been mi staken when he described U Po Kyin
as attenpting

to dance; U Po Kyin's figure was not designed for
danci ng; but, had

it been so designed, he would have danced at this
monent. He

beckoned to Ba Sein and whispered in his ear for a

f ew seconds.

"That is the correct nove, | think? he concluded.
A broad, unwilling, incredulous grin stole slowy

across Ba Sein's
f ace.



"Fifty rupees ought to cover all the expenses,' added
U Po Kyi n,
beam ng.

The plan was unfolded in detail. And when the others
had taken it

in, all of them even Ba Sein, who sel dom | aughed,
even Ma Kin, who

di sapproved fromthe bottom of her soul, burst into
irrepressible

peal s of laughter. The plan was really too good to
be resisted.

It was geni us.

Al the while it was raining, raining. The day after
Fl ory went

back to canp it rained for thirty-eight hours at a
stretch,

sometines slowing to the pace of English rain,

someti mes pouring

down in such cataracts that one thought the whole
ocean must by now

have been sucked up into the clouds. The rattling on
t he roof

became maddening after a few hours. |In the intervals
bet ween t he

rain the sun glared as fiercely as ever, the nud
began to crack and

steam and patches of prickly heat sprang out al

over one's body.

Hordes of flying beetles had energed fromtheir
cocoons as soon as

the rain started; there was a plague of loathly
creatures known as

st i nk-bugs, which invaded the houses in incredible
nunbers,

littered thensel ves over the dining-table and nade
one's food

uneatable. Verrall and Elizabeth still went out
riding in the

eveni ngs, when the rain was not too fierce. To
Verrall, all

climates were alike, but he did not like to see his



poni es

plastered with mud. Nearly a week went by. Nothing
was changed

bet ween them -they were neither |ess nor nore
intimate than they

had been before. The proposal of marriage, stil
confidently

expected, was still unuttered. Then an al armni ng

t hi ng happened.

The news filtered to the dub, through M Macgregor
that Verral

was | eavi ng Kyauktada; the Mlitary Police were to be
kept at

Kyaukt ada, but another officer was comng in
Verrall's place, no

one was certain when. Elizabeth was in horrible
suspense. Surely,

if he was goi ng away, he nust say sonething definite
soon? She

could not question him-dared not even ask him

whet her he was

really going; she could only wait for himto speak
He said

not hi ng. Then one evening, w thout warning, he
failed to turn up

at the dub. And two whol e days passed during which
Eli zabeth did

not see himat all.

It was dreadful, but there was nothing that could be
done. Verral

and Elizabeth had been inseparable for weeks, and yet
in a way they

were al nost strangers. He had kept hinself so al oof
fromthemall --

had never even seen the inside of the Lackersteens
house. They

did not know himwell enough to seek himout at the
dakbungal ow, or

wite to him nor did he reappear at norning parade
on the maidan

There was nothing to do except wait until he chose to
pr esent



hi nsel f again. And when he did, would he ask her to
marry hinf?

Surely, surely he nust! Both Elizabeth and her aunt
(but neither

of them had even spoken of it openly) held it as an
article of

faith that he nust ask her. Elizabeth | ooked forward
to their next

nmeeting with a hope that was al nost painful. Please
God it would
be a week at |east before he went! |f she rode with

hi mfour tinmes
nmore, or three times--even if it were only tw ce, al

m ght yet be
well. Please God he would cone back to her soon! It
was

unt hi nkabl e that when he cane, it would only be to
say good- bye!

The two wormen went down to the O ub each evening and
sat there

until quite late, listening for Verrall's footsteps
out si de while

seem ng not to listen; but he never appeared. EIis,
who

understood the situation perfectly, watched Elizabeth
with spiteful

anmusenment. \What made it worst of all was that M
Lacker st een was

now pestering Elizabeth unceasingly. He had becone
quite reckl ess.

Al most under the eyes of the servants he woul d wayl ay
her, catch

hol d of her and begin pinching and fondling her in

t he nost

revolting way. Her sole defence was to threaten that
she woul d

tell her aunt; happily he was too stupid to realize
that she woul d

never dare do it

On the third norning Elizabeth and her aunt arrived
at the dub
just in tine to escape a violent stormof rain. They



had been

sitting in the lounge for a few m nutes when they
heard t he sound

of someone stanping the water off his shoes in the
passage. Each

worman' s heart stirred, for this mght be Verrall
Then a young nan

entered the | ounge, unbuttoning a long raincoat as he
cane. He was

a stout, rollicking, chuckle-headed youth of about
twenty-five,

with fat fresh cheeks, butter-coloured hair, no
forehead, and, as

it turned out afterwards, a deafening |augh

M s Lackersteen nmade sone inarticul ate sound--it was
j erked out of

her by her disappointnent. The youth, however,
hailed themw th

i medi at e bonhom e, being one of those who are on
terms of slangy

intimacy with everyone fromthe nonment of meeting

t hem

"Hullo, hullo!" he said 'Enter the fairy prince
Hope | don't sort

of intrude and all that? Not shoving in on any
fam |y gatherings

or anyt hi ng?

"Not at all!' said Ms Lackersteen in surprise.

"What | mean to say--thought I'd just pop in at the
C ub and have

a glance round, don't you know. Just to get
acclimatized to the

| ocal brand of whisky. | only got here last night.'

"Are you STATIONED here?' said Ms Lackersteen
nmystified--for they
had not been expecting any newcomers.

"Yes, rather. Pleasure's mine, entirely."'



"But we hadn't heard. . . . Ch, of course! |
suppose you're from
the Forest Departnent? |In place of poor M Maxwel | ?

"What ? Forest Departnent? No fear! |'mthe new
Mlitary Police
bl oke, you know.'

' The- - what ?'

"New M litary Police bloke. Taking over from dear
ole Verrall.

The dear ol e chap got orders to go back to his
regiment. Going off

in a fearful hurry. And a nice nmess he's left
everything in for

yours truly, too.'

The Mlitary Policeman was a crass youth, but even he
noti ced that

El i zabeth's face turned suddenly sickly. She found
hersel f quite

unable to speak. It was several seconds before Ms
Lacker st een

managed to exclaim

"M Verrall--going? Surely he isn't going away YET?'

' Going? He's gone!’

' GONE?

"Well, what | nmean to say--train's due to start in
about half an

hour. He'll be along at the station now. | sent a

fatigue party
to look after him Got to get his ponies aboard and
all that.'

There were probably further explanations, but neither
Eli zabet h nor
her aunt heard a word of them |In any case, w thout



even a good-

bye to the Mlitary Policeman, they were out on the
front steps

within fifteen seconds. Ms Lackersteen called
sharply for the

butl er.

"Butler! Send ny rickshaw round to the front at
once! To the

station, jaldi!' she added as the rickshaw man
appear ed, and,

havi ng settled herself in the rickshaw, poked himin
the back with

the ferrule of her unbrella to start him

El i zabet h had put on her raincoat and Ms Lackersteen
was cowering

in the rickshaw behind her unbrella, but neither was
nmuch use

against the rain. It canme driving towards themin
such sheets that

El i zabeth's frock was soaked before they had reached
the gate, and

the rickshaw al nost overturned in the wind. The

ri ckshaw wal | ah

put his head down and struggled into it, groaning.
Eli zabet h was

in agony. It was a mistake, SURELY it was a m stake.
He had

witten to her and the letter had gone astray. That
was it, that

MJUST be it! It could not be that he had nmeant to

| eave her without

even sayi ng good-bye! And if it were so--no, not
even then woul d

she give up hope! Wien he saw her on the platform
for the [|ast

tinme, he could not be so brutal as to forsake her

As they neared

the station she fell behind the rickshaw and pi nched
her cheeks to

bring the blood into them A squad of Mlitary
Pol i ce sepoys



shuffled hurriedly by, their thin unifornms sodden
into rags,

pushi ng a handcart anong them Those woul d be
Verrall's fatigue

party. Thank God, there was a quarter of an hour
yet. The train

was not due to | eave for another quarter of an hour
Thank Cod, at

| east, for this |last chance of seeing him

They arrived on the platformjust intine to see the
train draw out

of the station and gather speed with a series of
deaf eni ng snorts.

The stationmaster, a little round, black man, was
standi ng on the

line | ooking ruefully after the train, and hol ding
hi s wat er pr oof -

covered topi on to his head with one hand, while with
the other he

fended of f two clanorous | ndi ans who were bobbi ng at
hi mand trying

to thrust sonething upon his attention. Ms
Lackersteen | eaned out

of the rickshaw and called agitatedly through the
rain.

"Stationmaster!’
' Madan '
"What train is that?

"That is the Mandal ay train, madam

' The Mandal ay train! 1t can't be!’

"But | assure you, madam It is precisely the
Mandal ay train.' He

cane towards them renoving his topi

"But M Verrall--the Police officer? Surely he's not



onit?

'Yes, madam he have departed.' He waved his hand
towards the

train, now receding rapidly in a cloud of rain and
st eam

"But the train wasn't due to start yet!'

'"No, madam Not due to start for another ten
m nut es.'

' Then why has it gone?

The stationmaster waved his topi apologetically from
side to side.
H s dark, squabby face | ooked quite distressed.

"I know, madam | know! MOST unprecedented! But the
young Mlitary

Police officer have positively COWANDED ne to start
the train! He

declare that all is ready and he do not wi sh to be
kept waiting.

| point out the irregularity. He say he do not care
about

irregularity. | expostulate. He insist. And in
short--'
He nade another gesture. It meant that Verrall was

the kind of nman

who woul d have his way, even when it cane to starting
atrain ten

m nutes early. There was a pause. The two Indians,

i magi ni ng that

they saw their chance, suddenly rushed forward,
wai | i ng, and

of fered sone grubby notebooks for Ms Lackersteen's

i nspecti on.

"What DO these men want?' cried Ms Lackersteen
di stractedly.



'They are grass-wall ahs, madam They say t hat

Li eut enant Verral

have departed owi ng them |l arge suns of nmoney. One
for hay, the

other for corn. O nmine it is no affair.’

There was a hoot fromthe distant train. It rolled
round the bend,

i ke a bl ack-behinded caterpillar that |ooks over its
shoul der as

it goes, and vanished. The stationnaster's wet white
trousers

flapped forlornly about his legs. Wether Verral

had started the

train early to escape Elizabeth, or to escape the
grass-wal | ahs,

was an interesting question that was never cleared up

They made their way back along the road, and then
struggl ed up the

hill in such a wind that sonetinmes they were driven
several paces

backwards. Wen they gai ned the veranda they were
quite out of

breath. The servants took their streaning raincoats,
and Elizabeth

shook some of the water fromher hair. Ms
Lacker st een broke her

silence for the first time since they had left the
station:

"VWELL! O all the unmannerly--of the sinply
ABOM NABLE. . . !

El i zabeth | ooked pale and sickly, in spite of the
rain and w nd

that had beaten into her face. But she woul d betray
not hi ng.

"I think he m ght have waited to say good-bye to us,’
she said
col dly.



' Take nmy word for it, dear, you are thoroughly well
rid of him .
As | said fromthe start, a npst ODI QUS young man!'

Sone tine later, when they were sitting down to

br eakfast, having

bat hed and got into dry clothes, and feeling better,
she renarked:

'Let me see, what day is this?
' Sat urday, Aunt.'’

" Ah, Saturday. Then the dear padre will be arriving
thi s eveni ng.

How many shall we be for the service tonorrow? Wy,
I think we

shal |l ALL be here! How very nice! M Flory will be
here too. |

t hi nk he said he was com ng back fromthe jungle
tonorrow.' She

added al nost lovingly, 'DEAR M Flory!'

24

It was nearly six o'clock in the evening, and the
absurd bell in

the six-foot tin steeple of the church went

cl ank-cl ank, cl ank-

clank! as old Mattu pulled the rope within. The rays
of the

setting sun, refracted by distant rainstorns, flooded
t he mai dan

with a beautiful, lurid light. It had been raining
earlier in the

day, and would rain again. The Christian community
of Kyaukt ada,

fifteen in nunber, were gathering at the church door
for the

eveni ng service



Flory was already there, and M Macgregor, grey top
and all, and

M Francis and M Samuel, frisking about in freshly
| aundered drill

suits--for the six-weekly church service was the
great social event

of their lives. The padre, a tall man with grey hair
and a

refined, discoloured face, wearing pince-nez, was
standi ng on the

church steps in his cassock and surplice, which he
had put on in M

Macgregor's house. He was snmiling in an ani abl e but
rat her

hel pl ess way at four pink-cheeked Karen Christians
who had cone to

make their bows to him for he did not speak a word
of their

| anguage nor they of his. There was one ot her
Oiental Christian,

a mournful, dark Indian of uncertain race, who stood
hunbly in the

background. He was al ways present at the church
servi ces, but no

one knew who he was or why he was a Christian
Doubt | ess he had

been captured and baptized in infancy by the

m ssi onaries, for

I ndi ans who are converted when adul ts al nost

i nvari ably | apse.

Fl ory could see Elizabeth com ng down the hill
dressed in lilac-

colour, with her aunt and uncle. He had seen her
that morning at

the C ub--they had had just a mnute al one together
before the

others came in. He had only asked her one question

'Has Verrall gone--for good?

"Yes.'



There had been no need to say any nore. He had
simply taken her by

the arns and drawn her towards him She cane
willingly, even

gladly--there in the clear daylight, nerciless to his
di sfigured

face. For a nmonent she had clung to himal nmost |ike
achild. It

was a though he had saved her or protected her from
something. He

rai sed her face to kiss her, and found with surprise
that she was

crying. There had been no tine to talk then, not
even to say,

"WIl you marry me?' No matter, after the service
there woul d be

ti me enough. Perhaps at his next visit, only six
weeks hence, the

padre would marry them

Ellis and Westfield and the new MIlitary Policenman
wer e appr oachi ng

fromthe d ub, where they had been having a coupl e of
qui ck ones to

| ast them through the service. The Forest Oficer
who had been

sent to take Maxwell's place, a sallow, tall nan,
conpletely bald

except for two whisker-like tufts in front of his
ears, was

followng them Flory had not time to say nmore than
' Good eveni ng

to Elizabeth when she arrived. Mattu, seeing that
everyone was

present, stopped ringing the bell, and the cl ergynman
| ed the way

i nside, followed by M Macgregor, with his topi

agai nst his

stomach, and the Lackersteens and the native
Christians. Ellis

pi nched Flory's el bow and whi spered boozily in his
ear:



"Come on, line up. Tinme for the snivel -parade.
Qui ck march!’

He and the Mlitary Policeman went in behind the
others, armin-

arm wth a dancing step--the policeman, till they
got inside,

waggi ng his fat behind in imtation of a pwe-dancer.
Fl ory sat

down in the same pew as these two, opposite

El i zabet h, on her

right. 1t was the first tine that he had ever risked
sitting with
his birthmark towards her. 'Shut your eyes and count

twenty-five',

whi spered Ellis as they sat down, drawi ng a snigger
fromthe

policeman. Ms Lackersteen had al ready taken her

pl ace at the

har moni um whi ch was no bigger than a witing-desk
Mat t u

stationed hinself by the door and began to pull the
punkah--it was

so arranged that it only flapped over the front pews,
where the

Eur opeans sat. Flo cane nosing up the aisle, found
Flory's pew and

settled down underneath it. The service began

Flory was only attending intermttently. He was
dimMy aware of

standi ng and kneeling and nuttering 'Amen' to

i nterm nabl e prayers,

and of Ellis nudging himand whi spering bl asphemni es
behi nd his hymn

book. But he was too happy to collect his thoughts.
Hel | was

yi el ding up Eurydice. The yellow light flooded in
t hr ough t he open

door, gilding the broad back of M Macgregor's silk
coat like

cloth-of -gold. Elizabeth, across the narrow ai sl e,



was so close to

Flory that he could hear every rustle of her dress
and feel, as it

seened to him the warmh of her body; yet he would
not | ook at her

even once, lest the others should notice it. The
har moni um

gquavered bronchitically as Ms Lackersteen struggl ed
to punp

sufficient air intoit with the sole pedal that

wor ked. The

si ngi ng was a queer, ragged noi se--an earnest boon ng
fromM

Macgregor, a kind of shanmefaced muttering fromthe
ot her Europeans,

and fromthe back a loud, wordless Iowi ng, for the
Karen Christians

knew t he tunes of the hyms but not the words.

They were kneeling down again. 'NMNore bl oody
knee-drill," Ellis

whi spered. The air darkened, and there was a |ight
patter of rain

on the roof; the trees outside rustled, and a cl oud
of yell ow

| eaves whirled past the window Flory watched them

t hr ough the

chinks of his fingers. Twenty years ago, on wi nter
Sundays in his

pew i n the parish church at hone, he used to watch
the yel | ow

| eaves, as at this nonment, drifting and fluttering
agai nst | eaden

skies. Was it not possible, now, to begin over again
as though

those griny years had never touched hin? Through his
fingers he

gl anced sidel ong at Elizabeth, kneeling with her head
bent and her

face hidden in her youthful, mottled hands. When

t hey were

married, when they were narried! Wat fun they would
have t oget her



inthis alien yet kindly and! He saw Elizabeth in
hi s canp,

greeting himas he cane hone tired fromwrk and Ko
Sla hurried

fromthe tent with a bottle of beer; he saw her

wal king in the

forest with him watching the hornbills in the peepu
trees and

pi cki ng nanel ess flowers, and in the marshy
grazi ng- gr ounds,

tranpi ng through the col d-weather nist after snipe
and teal. He

saw his hone as she would renake it. He saw his

dr awi ng- r oom

sluttish and bachelor-1like no longer, with new
furniture from

Rangoon, and a bowl of pink bal sans |ike rosebuds on
the table, and

books and water-col ours and a bl ack piano. Above al
t he pi ano!

H's mind |ingered upon the piano--synbol, perhaps
because he was

unnusi cal, of civilized and settled life. He was
del i vered for

ever fromthe sub-life of the past decade--the
debaucheries, the

lies, the pain of exile and solitude, the dealings
with whores and

noneyl enders and pukka sabhi bs.

The cl ergyman stepped to the small wooden | ectern
that al so served

as a pulpit, slipped the band froma roll of sernon
paper, coughed,

and announced a text. 'In the nane of the Father
the Son and the

Holy CGhost. Amen.'

"Cut it short, for Christ's sake,' nurnmured ElIlis.
Flory did not notice how nmany m nutes passed. The

words of the
sernmon flowed peacefully through his head, an



i ndi stinct burbling

sound, al nbst unheard. Wen they were narried, he
was still

t hi nki ng, when they were marri ed- -

Hul | o! What was happeni ng?

The cl ergyman had stopped short in the mddle of a
word. He had

taken off his pince-nez and was shaking themw th a
distressed air

at someone in the doorway. There was a fearful
raucous scream

' Pi ke-san pay-1like! Pike-san pay-like!"’

Everyone junped in their seats and turned round. It
was Ma Ha

May. As they turned she stepped inside the church
and shoved ol d

Mattu violently aside. She shook her fist at Flory.

' Pi ke-san pay-like! Pike-san pay-like! Yes, THAT' S
the one |

mean--Fl ory, Flory! (She pronounced it Porley.)

That one sitting

in front there, with the black hair! Turn round and
face nme, you

coward! \Where is the noney you proni sed nme?

She was shrieking |ike a maniac. The peopl e gaped at
her, too

astounded to nove or speak. Her face was grey with
powder, her

greasy hair was tunbling down, her |ongyi was ragged
at the bottom

She | ooked |ike a scream ng hag of the bazaar
Flory's bowel s

seemed to have turned to ice. Ch God, Cod! Muist

t hey know - nmust

El i zabeth know -that THAT was the woman who had been
his mstress?

But there was not a hope, not the vestige of a hope,



of any

m stake. She had screaned his nane over and over
again. Flo,

hearing the famliar voice, wiggled fromunder the
pew, wal ked

down the aisle and wagged her tail at Ma H a Muy.
The wret ched

worman was yelling out a detail ed account of what

Fl ory had done to

her .

'Look at me, you white nmen, and you wonen, too, | ook
at ne! Look

how he has ruined me! Look at these rags | am
wearing! And he is

sitting there, the liar, the coward, pretending not
to see ne! He

would et me starve at his gate like a pariah dog
Ah, but | wll

shame you! Turn round and | ook at nme! Look at this
body that you

have ki ssed a thousand tines--Iook--1ook--'

She began actually to tear her clothes open--the | ast
insult of a

base- born Burnese woman. The har noni um squeaked as
M s Lackersteen

made a convul sive novenent. People had at |ast found
their wits

and began to stir. The clergyman, who had been

bl eati ng

i neffectually, recovered his voice, 'Take that wonan
outsi de!' he

sai d sharply.

Flory's face was ghastly. After the first noment he
had turned his

head away fromthe door and set his teeth in a
desperate effort to

| ook unconcerned. But it was usel ess, quite usel ess.
Hi s face was

as yellow as bone, and the sweat glistened on his

f or ehead.



Franci s and Sanuel, doing perhaps the first useful
deed of their

lives, suddenly sprang fromtheir pew, grabbed Ma H a
May by the

arnms and haul ed her outside, still scream ng

It seened very silent in the church when they had
finally dragged

her out of hearing. The scene had been so violent,
so squalid,

t hat everyone was upset by it. Even Ellis |ooked
di sgusted. Flory

could neither speak nor stir. He sat staring fixedly
at the altar,

his face rigid and so bl oodl ess that the birth-mark
seened to gl ow

upon it like a streak of blue paint. Elizabeth

gl anced across the

aisle at him and her revul sion nmade her al nost
physi cal ly sick.

She had not understood a word of what Ma H a May was
sayi ng, but

t he neani ng of the scene was perfectly clear. The
t hought that he

had been the | over of that grey-faced, mani aca
creature nade her

shudder in her bones. But worse than that, worse

t han anyt hi ng,

was his ugliness at this nonent. H's face appalled
her, it was so

ghastly, rigid and old. It was like a skull. Only
the birthmark

seemed alive init. She hated himnow for his

bi rt hmark. She had

never known till this nmonent how di shonouring, how
unf orgi vabl e a

thing it was.

Li ke the crocodile, U Po Kyin had struck at the
weakest spot. For,

needl ess to say, this scene was U Po Kyin's doing.

He had seen his

chance, as usual, and tutored Ma Ha My for her part



wth

consi derable care. The clergyman brought his sernon
to an end

al nost at once. As soon as it was over Flory hurried
out si de, not

| ooking at any of the others. It was getting dark,
thank CGod. At

fifty yards fromthe church he halted, and watched
the others

maki ng in couples for the Club. It seened to him
that they were

hurrying. Ah, they would, of course! There would be
something to

tal k about at the Club tonight! Flo rolled

bel I y- upwar ds agai nst

his ankl es, asking for a gane. 'Get out, you bl oody
brutel' he

sai d, and kicked her. Elizabeth had stopped at the
church door.

M Macgregor, happy chance, seenmed to be introducing
her to the

clergyman. In a noment the two nen went on in the
direction of M

Macgregor's house, where the clergyman was to stay
for the night,

and Elizabeth followed the others, thirty yards
behind them Flory

ran after her and caught up with her alnpbst at the
Cl ub gate.

"Eli zabet h!'

She | ooked round, saw him turned white, and woul d
have hurried on

wi thout a word. But his anxiety was too great, and
he caught her

by the wist.

"Elizabeth! | nust--1've got to speak to you!'

‘"Let ne go, will you!'

They began to struggle, and then stopped abruptly.



Two of the

Karens who had cone out of the church were standing
fifty yards

away, gazing at themthrough the hal f-darkness with
deep interest.

Fl ory began again in a | ower tone:

"Elizabeth, |I know I've no right to stop you like
this. But | nust
speak to you, | rnust! Please hear what |'ve got to

say. Please
don't run away from me!'’

'What are you doing? Wy are you holding on to ny
arnf? Let nme go
this instant!’

"Il let you go--there, look! But do listen to ne,
pl ease!

Answer me this one thing. After what's happened, can
you ever

forgive me?

' Forgi ve you? What do you nean, FORG VE you?'

"I know I'mdisgraced. It was the vilest thing to
happen! Only,
in a sense it wasn't ny fault. You'll see that when

you' re cal ner.

Do you think--not now, it was too bad, but later--do
you think you

can forget it?

"I really don't know what you're tal king about.
Forget it? \What

has it got to do with M? | thought it was very
di sgusting, but

it's not MY business. | can't think why you're
guestioning me |ike

this at all.’

He al nost despaired at that. Her tone and even her
words were the



very ones she had used in that earlier quarrel of
theirs. It was

t he sane nove over again. |Instead of hearing himout
she was goi ng

to evade himand put himoff--snub himby pretending
that he had no

cl ai mupon her.

"Elizabeth! Please answer ne. Please be fair to ne!
It's serious

this time. | don't expect you to take me back all at
once. You

couldn't, when I'mpublicly disgraced |like this.

But, after all,

you virtually promsed to marry me--'

"What! Promised to marry you? WHEN did | pronmise to
marry you?'

"Not in words, | know. But it was understood between
us.'

" Not hi ng of the kind was understood between us!
think you are

behaving in the nost horrible way. |'m going al ong
to the Cub at

once. (Good evening!'

"Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Listen. It's not fair to
condemm e

unheard. You knew before what |1'd done, and you knew
that 1'd

lived a different life since | met you. \Wat
happened t his evening

was only an accident. That wetched wonan, who, |
admit, was once

ny--well--"

"I won't listen, I won't listen to such things! 1'm
goi ng!"’

He caught her by the wists again, and this time held
her. The



Karens had di sappeared, fortunately.

'No, no, you shall hear nel |'d rather offend you to
the heart
than have this uncertainty. 1It's gone on week after

week, nonth

after nmonth, and |'ve never once been able to speak
straight out to

you. You don't seemto know or care how nuch you
make ne suffer.

But this tine you' ve got to answer ne.'

She struggled in his grip, and she was surprisingly
strong. Her

face was nore bitterly angry than he had ever seen or
i magined it.

She hated himso that she would have struck himif
her hands were

free.

'Let me go! OCh, you beast, you beast, let ne go!'

'MWy God, ny God, that we should fight Iike this! But
what el se can

| do? | can't let you go w thout even hearing ne.

El i zabet h, you

MJST listen to ne!’

"I will not! | will not discuss it! Wat right have
you to
guestion nme? Let me go!'

'Forgive me, forgive ne! This one question. WII
you- - not now,

but later, when this vile business is forgotten--will
you marry

me?'

'No, never, never!'
"Don't say it like that! Don't nake it final. Say

no for the
present if you like--but in a nonth, a year, five



years--'
"Haven't | said no? Wy nust you keep on and on?

"Elizabeth, listen to me. 1've tried again and again
to tell you

what you nean to ne--oh, it's so usel ess talking
about it! But do

try and understand. Haven't | told you sonething of
the life we

live here? The sort of horrible death-in-lifel The
decay, the

| oneliness, the self-pity? Try and realize what it
nmeans, and that

you're the sole person on earth who could save ne
fromit.'

"WIl you let me go? Wy do you have to make this
dr eadf ul scene?

'"Does it mean nothing to you when | say that | |ove
you? | don't

bel i eve you've ever realized what it is that | want

fromyou. |If

you like, I'd marry you and promni se never even touch
you wWith ny

finger. | wouldn't mnd even that, so |long as you

were with ne.

But | can't go on with nmy |life alone, always al one.
Can't you

bring yourself ever to forgive nme?

"Never, never! | wouldn't marry you if you were the
[ ast man on
earth. 1'd as soon marry the--the sweeper!"’

She had begun crying now. He saw that she neant what
she sai d.
The tears cane into his own eyes. He said again:

"For the last tinme. Renmenber that it's something to
have one
person in the world who | oves you. Renenber that



t hough you' |

find men who are richer, and younger, and better in
every way than

I, you'll never find one who cares for you so nuch.

And though |I'm

not rich, at least | could nake you a home. There's
a way of

living--civilized, decent--'

'Haven't we said enough?' she said nore calnly.
"WIl you let ne
go before sonebody comes?

He rel axed his grip on her wists. He had |ost her
that was

certain. Like a hallucination, painfully clear, he
saw again their

hone as he had inmagined it; he saw their garden, and
Eli zabeth

feeding Nero and the pigeons on the drive by the

sul phur -yel | ow

phl oxes that grew as high as her shoul der; and the
dr awi ng- r oom

with the water-colours on the walls, and the bal sans
in the china

bowl mrrored by the table, and the book-shel ves, and
the bl ack

pi ano. The inpossible, nythical piano--synbol of
everyt hi ng that

that futile accident had w ecked!

" You shoul d have a piano,' he said despairingly.
"I don't play the piano.'

He et her go. It was no use continuing. She was no
sooner free

of himthan she took to her heels and actually ran
into the Aub

garden, so hateful was his presence to her. Anobng
the trees she

stopped to take off her spectacles and renove the
signs of tears



fromher face. Oh, the beast, the beast! He had
hurt her wists

abom nably. ©h, what an unspeakabl e beast he was!
Wien she

t hought of his face as it had | ooked in church
yel | ow and

glistening with the hideous birthmark upon it, she
coul d have

wi shed himdead. It was not what he had done that
horrified her.

He m ght have committed a thousand abom nations and
she coul d have

forgiven him But not after that shanmeful, squalid
scene, and the

devilish ugliness of his disfigured face in that
monent. It was,

finally, the birthmark that had dammed hi m

Her aunt would be furious when she heard that she had
refused

Flory. And there was her uncle and his

| eg- pi nchi ng- - bet ween t he

two of them I|ife here would becone inpossible.

Per haps she woul d

have to go Hone unmarried after all. Black beetles!
No matter.

Anyt hi ng- - spi nst er hood, drudgery, anything--sooner
than the

alternative. Never, never, would she yield to a nman
who had been

so disgraced! Death sooner, far sooner. |If there
had been

nmercenary thoughts in her mnd an hour ago, she had
forgotten them

She did not even remenber that Verrall had jilted her
and that to

have married Flory would have saved her face. She
knew only that

he was di shonoured and | ess than a man, and that she
hat ed hi m as

she woul d have hated a |l eper or a lunatic. The

i nstinct was deeper

than reason or even self-interest, and she could no



nore have
di sobeyed it than she could have stopped breat hing.

Flory, as he turned up the hill, did not run, but he
wal ked as fast

as he could. Wat he had to do nust be done quickly.
It was

getting very dark. The wetched Fl o, who even now
had not grasped

that anything serious was the matter, trotted cl ose
to his heels,

whi npering in a self-pitying manner to reproach him
for the kick he

had given her. As he cane up the path a wind bl ew
t hr ough the

plaintain trees, rattling the tattered | eaves and
bringi ng a scent

of danmp. It was going to rain again. Ko S la had
laid the dinner-

tabl e and was renoving sone flying beetles that had
conmitted

sui ci de agai nst the petrol-lanmp. Evidently he had
not heard about

the scene in church yet.

'"The holy one's dinner is ready. WIIl the holy one
di ne now?'

'"No, not yet. Gve me that |anp.

He took the lanp, went into the bedroom and shut the
door, The

stal e scent of dust and cigarette-snoke net him and
in the white,

unsteady glare of the lanp he could see the m | dewed
books and the

lizards on the wall. So he was back again to
this--to the ol d,

secret life--after everything, back where he had been
bef ore.

WAs it not possible to endure it! He had endured it
before. There



were palliatives--books, his garden, drink, work,
whori ng, shooti ng,
conversations with the doctor

No, it was not endurable any |onger. Since

El i zabeth's coming the

power to suffer and above all to hope, which he had
t hought dead in

him had sprung to new life. The half-confortable
lethargy in

whi ch he had |ived was broken. And if he suffered
now, there was

far worse to cone. In alittle while soneone el se
woul d marry her.

How he could picture it--the nonment when he heard the
news!--'Did

you hear the Lackersteen kid's got off at last? Poor
ol d So-and-

so- - booked for the altar, God help him' etc., etc.
And the casua

gquestion--'Onh, really? Wenis it to

be?' --stiffening one's face,

pretending to be uninterested. And then her weddi ng
day appr oachi ng,

her bridal night--ah, not that! Obscene, obscene.
Keep your eyes

fixed on that. Gbscene. He dragged his tin

uni for m case from under

the bed, took out his automatic pistol, slid a clip
of cartridges

into the nmagazine, and pulled one into the breech

Ko S'la was renenbered in his will. There remained
Flo. He laid

his pistol on the table and went outside. Flo was
playing with Ba

Shin, Ko S'la's youngest son, under the |lee of the
cookhouse, where

the servants had left the remains of a woodfire. She
was danci ng

round himwith her small teeth bared, pretending to
bite him while

the tiny boy, his belly red in the gl ow of the



enbers, snacked
weakly at her, |aughing, and yet half frightened.

"Fl o! Cone here, Flo!'

She heard hi mand came obediently, and then stopped
short at the

bedroom door. She seened to have grasped now t hat
there was

somet hi ng wong. She backed a little and stood

| ooki ng timorously

up at him unwilling to enter the bedroom

"Cone in here!'
She wagged her tail, but did not nove.
"Cone on, Flo! Good old Flo! Cone on!'

Fl o was suddenly stricken with terror. She whined,
her tail went

down, and she shrank back. 'Cone here, blast you!'
he cried, and

he took her by the collar and flung her into the
room shutting the

door behind her. He went to the table for the pistol

"No come here! Do as you're told!'

She crouched down and whined for forgiveness. It
hurt himto hear

it. 'Cone on, old girl! Dear old Flo! Master
woul dn't hurt you.

Cone here!' She crawl ed very slowy towards his
feet, flat on her

bel 'y, whining, her head down as though afraid to

[ ook at him

When she was a yard away he fired, blow ng her skul
to fragnments.

Her shattered brain | ooked |ike red velvet. Ws that
what he woul d
|l ook |i ke? The heart, then, not the head. He could



hear the

servants running out of their quarters and

shouti ng--they nust have

heard the sound of the shot. He hurriedly tore open
hi s coat and

pressed the rmuzzl e of the pistol against his shirt.
Atiny lizard,

translucent |ike a creature of gelatine, was stalking
a white noth

al ong the edge of the table. Flory pulled the
trigger with his

t hunb.

As Ko S la burst into the room for a nonent he saw
not hi ng but the

dead body of the dog. Then he saw his master's feet,
heel s

upwards, projecting frombeyond the bed. He yelled
to the others

to keep the children out of the room and all of them
surged back

fromthe doorway with screanms. Ko S'la fell on his
knees behi nd

Flory's body, at the same nmonent as Ba Pe cane
runni ng through the

ver anda.

'Has he shot hinsel f?

"l think so. Turn himover on his back. Ah, |ook at
that! Run
for the Indian doctor! Run for your life!’

There was a neat hole, no bigger than that made by a
penci| passing

t hrough a sheet of blotting-paper, in Flory's shirt.
He was

obviously quite dead. Wth great difficulty Ko S'la
managed to

drag himon to the bed, for the other servants
refused to touch the

body. It was only twenty mnutes before the doctor
arrived. He



had heard only a vague report that Flory was hurt,
and had bicycl ed

up the hill at top speed through a stormof rain. He
threw his

bi cycle down in the flower-bed and hurried in through
t he veranda.

He was out of breath, and could not see through his
spectacles. He

took them of f, peering nyopically at the bed. 'What
issit, my

friend?' he said anxiously. 'Were are you hurt?
Then, com ng

cl oser, he saw what was on the bed, and uttered a
harsh sound.

"Ach, what is this? What has happened to hin®

The doctor fell on his knees, tore Flory's shirt open
and put his

ear to his chest. An expression of agony came into
his face, and

he seized the dead man by the shoul ders and shook him
as though

nmere violence could bring himto life. One armfel
[inply over

the edge of the bed. The doctor lifted it back
agai n, and then,

wi th the dead hand between his own, suddenly burst
into tears. Ko

S la was standing at the foot of the bed, his brown
face full of

lines. The doctor stood up, and then |osing contro
of himself for

a nonent, |eaned agai nst the bedpost and wept noisily
and

grotesquely his back turned on Ko S'la. His fat

shoul ders were

quivering. Presently he recovered hinself and turned
round agai n.

'How di d this happen?

"W heard two shots. He did it hinself, that is



certain. | do not
know why.'

"How did you know that he did it on purpose? How do
you know t hat
it was not an accident?

For answer, Ko S'la pointed silently to Flo's corpse.
The doct or

t hought for a moment, and then, with gentle,

practi sed hands,

swat hed the dead man in the sheet and knotted it at
foot and head.

Wth death, the birthmark had faded i nmedi ately, so
that it was no

nore than a faint grey stain.

"Bury the dog at once. | will tell M Macgregor that
t hi s happened

accidentally while he was cleaning his revolver. Be
sure that you

bury the dog. Your master was my friend. It shal
not be witten

on his tonbstone that he conmmitted suicide.’

25

It was lucky that the padre should have been at
Kyaukt ada, for he

was abl e, before catching the train on the foll ow ng
evening, to

read the burial service in due formand even to
deliver a short

address on the virtues of the dead man. All
Engl i shnen are

virtuous when they are dead. 'Accidental death' was
the officia

verdict (Dr Veraswam had proved with all his
medi co- | egal skil

that the circunmstances pointed to accident) and it



was duly

i nscri bed upon the tonbstone. Not that anyone
believed it, of

course. Flory's real epitaph was the remark, very
occasional ly

uttered--for an Englishman who dies in Burma is so
soon forgotten--

"Flory? Oh yes, he was a dark chap, with a

bi rthmark. He shot

hi nsel f in Kyauktada in 1926. Over a girl, people
sai d. Bl oody

fool." Probably no one, except Elizabeth, was nuch
surprised at

what had happened. There is a rather |arge nunmber of
sui ci des

anong the Europeans in Burma, and they occasion very
little

surpri se.

Flory's death had several results. The first and
nost inportant of

themwas that Dr Veraswanmi was ruined, even as he had
f or eseen.

The glory of being a white man's friend--the one

t hi ng that had

saved hi m before--had vani shed. Flory's standing
with the other

Eur opeans had never been good, it is true; but he was
after all a

white man, and his friendship conferred a certain
prestige. Once

he was dead, the doctor's ruin was assured. U Po
Kyin waited the

necessary time, and then struck again, harder than
ever. |t was

barely three nonths before he had fixed it in the
head of every

Eur opean in Kyauktada that the doctor was an
unm ti gated scoundr el

No public accusation was ever nmade agai nst him-U Po
Kyi n was nost

careful of that. Even Ellis would have been puzzl ed
to say just



what scoundrelismthe doctor had been guilty of; but
still, it was

agreed that he was a scoundrel. By degrees, the
general suspi cion

of himcrystallized in a single Burnese phrase--'shok
de'.

Veraswam , it was said, was quite a clever little
chap in his way--

quite a good doctor for a native--but he was
THOROQUGHLY shok de.

Shok de means, approxi mately, untrustworthy, and when
a 'native

official cones to be known as shok de, there is an
end of him

The dreaded nod and wi nk passed sonewhere in high

pl aces, and

the doctor was reverted to the rank of Assistant

Sur geon and

transferred to Mandal ay General Hospital. He is
still there, and

islikely to remain. Mandalay is rather a

di sagreeable town--it

is dusty and intolerably hot, and it is said to have
five main

products all beginning with P, nanely, pagodas,

pari ahs, pigs,

priests and prostitutes--and the routine-work of the
hospital is a

dreary business. The doctor lives just outside the
hospi t al

grounds in a little bake-house of a bungalow with a
corrugated iron

fence round its tiny conpound, and in the evenings he
runs a

private clinic to supplenent his reduced pay. He has
joined a

second-rate club frequented by Indian pleaders. |Its
chief glory is

a single European nenber--a G asgow el ectrician naned
Macdougal |,

sacked fromthe Irrawaddy Flotilla Conpany for
drunkenness, and now



maki ng a precarious living out of a garage.
Macdougal | is a dul

lout, only interested in whisky and nmagnetos. The
doctor, who wll

never believe that a white man can be a fool, tries
al nost every

night to engage himin what he still calls 'cultured
conversation';

but the results are very unsati sfying.

Ko S'la inherited four hundred rupees under Flory's
will, and with

his famly he set up a tea-shop in the bazaar. But
t he shop

failed, as it was bound to do with the two wonen
fighting in it at

all hours, and Ko S'la and Ba Pe were obliged to go
back to

service. Ko S la was an acconplished servant.

Besi des the useful

arts of pinping, dealing with nmoney-lenders, carrying
master to bed

when drunk and meki ng pi ck-me-ups known as prairie
oysters on the

foll ow ng nmorning, he could sew, darn, refil
cartridges, attend to

a horse, press a suit, and decorate a dinner-table
wi t h wonder f ul

intricate patterns of chopped | eaves and dyed
rice-grains. He was

worth fifty rupees a nonth. But he and Ba Pe had
fallen into | azy

ways in Flory's service, and, they were sacked from
one job after

another. They had a bad year of poverty, and little
Ba Shin

devel oped a cough, and finally coughed hinmself to
death one

stifling hot-weather night. Ko S la is nowa second
boy to a

Rangoon rice-broker with a neurotic wi fe who makes
unendi ng Kkit-

kit, and Ba Pe is pani-wallah in the sane house at



si xteen rupees a

month. Ma Ha May is in a brothel in Mandal ay. Her
good | ooks are

all but gone, and her clients pay her only four annas
and sonetinmes

ki ck her and beat her. Perhaps nore bitterly than
any of the

others, she regrets the good tinme when Flory was
alive, and when

she had not the wi sdomto put aside any of the noney
she extracted

fromhim

U Po Kyin realized all his dreams except one. After
the doctor's

di sgrace, it was inevitable that U Po Kyin should be
elected to the

Club, and elected he was, in spite of bitter protests
fromEllis.

In the end the other Europeans cane to be rather glad
that they had

elected him for he was a bearable addition to the
Cub. He did

not come too often, was ingratiating in his manner
stood drinks

freely, and devel oped al nost at once into a brilliant
bri dge-

player. A few nonths later he was transferred from
Kyaukt ada and

promoted. For a whole year, before his retirenent,
he officiated

as Deputy Commi ssioner, and during that year al one he
made twenty

t housand rupees in bribes. A nonth after his
retirement he was

summoned to a durbar in Rangoon, to receive the
decoration that had

been awarded to himby the Indian Government.

It was an inpressive scene, that durbar. On the
pl atform hung

with flags and flowers, sat the CGovernor
frock-coated, upon a



species of throne, with a bevy of aides-de-canp and
secretaries

behind him Al round the hall, like glittering
waxwor ks, stood
the tall, bearded sowars of the Governor's bodyguard,

wi th pennoned

| ances in their hands. Qutside, a band was blaring
at intervals.

The gallery was gay with the white ingyis and pink
scarves of

Burnese | adies, and in the body of the hall a hundred
nmen or nore

were waiting to receive their decorations. There
wer e Burnese

officials in blazing Mandal ay pasos, and Indians in
cl ot h-of -gol d

pagris, and British officers in full-dress uniform
wi th cl anki ng

swor d- scabbards, and old thugyis with their grey hair
knot t ed

behi nd their heads and silver-hilted dahs slung from
their

shoul ders. In a high, clear voice a secretary was
readi ng out the

list of awards, which varied fromthe C.1.E to
certificates of

honour in enbossed silver cases. Presently U Po
Kyin's turn came

and the secretary read fromhis scroll:

"To U Po Kyin, Deputy Assistant Comm ssioner,

retired, for |long and

| oyal service and especially for his timely aid in
crushing a nost

dangerous rebellion in Kyauktada district'--and so on
and so on.

Then two henchren, placed there for the purpose

hoi sted U Po Kyin

upright, and he waddled to the platform bowed as | ow
as his belly

woul d permit, and was duly decorated and felicitated,
while Ma Kin



and ot her supporters clapped wildly and fluttered
their scarves
fromthe gallery.

U Po Kyin had done all that nmortal nan could do. It
was tine now

to be making ready for the next world--in short, to
begi n buil di ng

pagodas. But unfortunately, this was the very point
at which his

pl ans went wong. Only three days after the
Governor's durbar,

before so nuch as a brick of those atoning pagodas
had been laid, U

Po Kyin was stricken with apopl exy and di ed wi t hout
speaki ng agai n.

There is no armour against fate. M Kin was
hear t br oken at the

di saster. Even if she had built the pagodas herself,
it would have

avail ed U Po Kyin nothing; no merit can be acquired
save by one's

own act. She suffers greatly to think of U Po Kyin
where he nust

be now -wandering in God knows what dreadfu

subt erranean hel | of

fire, and darkness, and serpents, and genii. O even
if he has

escaped the worst, his other fear has been realized,
and he has

returned to the earth in the shape of a rat or a
frog. Perhaps at

this very nmonent a snake is devouring him

As to Elizabeth, things fell out better than she had
expect ed.

After Flory's death Ms Lackersteen, dropping al
pretences for

once, said openly that there were no nmen in this
dreadful place and

the only hope was to go and stay several nonths in
Rangoon or

Maynyo. But she could not very well send Elizabeth



to Rangoon or

Maynyo al one, and to go with her practically neant
condemi ng M

Lackersteen to death fromdeliriumtrenens. Months
passed, and the

rains reached their climx, and Elizabeth had just
made up her m nd

that she nust go hone after all, penniless and
unmarried, when--M

Macgregor proposed to her. He had had it in his mnd
for a long

time; indeed, he had only been waiting for a decent
interval to

el apse after Flory's death.

El i zabeth accepted himgladly. He was rather old,
per haps, but a

Deputy Conmi ssioner is not to be despised--certainly
he was a far

better match than Flory. They are very happy. M
Macgr egor was

al ways a good-hearted man, but he has grown nore
human and i keabl e

since his marriage. H's voice boons | ess, and he has
given up his

nor ni ng exercises. Elizabeth has grown mature
surprisingly

qui ckly, and a certain hardness of manner that al ways
bel onged to

her has becone accentuated. Her servants live in
terror of her,

t hough she speaks no Burmese. She has an exhaustive
know edge of

the Civil List, gives charnming little dinner-parties
and knows how

to put the wives of subordinate officials in their

pl aces--in

short, she fills with conplete success the position
for which

Nat ure had designed her fromthe first, that of a
burra nensahi b.



THE END



