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  For those who were there and are not. For those who were there and are. For him. But most, for her.


   


  There was a war. Changi and Outram jails in Singapore do – or did – exist. Obviously the rest of the story is fiction and no similarity to anyone living or dead exists or is intended.


  King Rat


  John Simpson


   


  Directly the Second World War finished, and the men and women who had taken part in it went home, the flood of books about their experiences began. Yet although these experiences had been far more varied and extraordinary than anything the First World War had produced, a much smaller proportion of the books that were written was particularly good, or could be said to have achieved the level of literature. The war in the Far East against the Japanese produced fewest good books of all. That level of brutality takes strong nerves to write about.


  King Rat is the best novel in English to have come out of the Japanese prisoner of war camps. It was written in 1962, sixteen years after the war ended, and by that time, most of the books about the war had already been published. Attitudes were beginning to change. The horrific sufferings of prisoners at the hands of the Japanese were no longer a surprise to anyone; by the early 60s it became possible to look more objectively at the whole experience.


  James Clavell wasn’t interested in writing up his time in Singapore’s notorious Changi Gaol in traditional war novel terms. He wanted to create something completely different out of it: a terrible laboratory where human nature could be tested under extreme circumstances. In King Rat the Japanese themselves rarely appear. His chief actors are the prisoners themselves, and some of them behave worse towards their own comrades than their captors do. Clavell takes the cruelty and brutality of the Japanese guards for granted; that is not what concerns him. His theme is the behaviour of men who are locked up together under conditions of terrible privation, and out of it he constructs a thriller, even at times a whodunit, fast and exciting and nerve-racking.


  There is nothing comfortable about King Rat. It is an angry, hard-hitting book, and it was written for a purpose: to show that when human beings are forced in live under conditions of such savagery, all the niceties of honour and decency and rank mean nothing. The need to survive makes rats of us all. It isn’t the appalling conditions in Changi – the brutality and disease, the beatings, the starvation – which make James Clavell angry; it is the way everybody pretends that the old, civilized values still apply when they obviously don’t. In the laboratory he constructs, the rats behave as rats do, even if they are nominally officers and gentlemen.


  James Clavell’s own background was very much that of an officer and a gentleman though there was always something slightly unconventional about him as well. His father was a member of the Royal Naval Commission which took part in the setting up of the Royal Australian Navy immediately after the First World War. Clavell was born in Sydney, and was christened on board the warship HMAS Melbourne with a rear-admiral for a godfather and Dame Nellie Melba as soloist at the reception afterwards. Nine months later, the Clavells left Australia and returned to England.


  James received a conventional public school education in Portsmouth, which was interrupted by the renewed outbreak of war in 1939. At the age of 18, setting family tradition aside, he joined the Army and was sent to the Far East. As a young captain in the Royal Artillery he was captured by the Japanese in Java and sent, eventually, to Changi Gaol, where he spent the rest of the war. His own experiences there were as bad as anything he wrote about later in King Rat, but opinions have differed about the question of the behaviour of the other prisoners there. Some former inmates of Changi were infuriated by the book when it appeared, and said it was an insult to those who had been held there, and who had behaved very well; others confirmed that there had been plenty of black-marketeering and betrayal. Under conditions like that, perhaps, such things are inevitable. There were certainly characters in Changi who suggested the American black-marketeer King, the self-righteous military policeman Grey and the rest, but King Rat was essentially a work of the imagination rather than direct reportage. Clavell endured the terrible conditions as best he could, and kept his head down. That helped him to survive.


  Like so many young men and women who had been through such experiences, Clavell found it hard to come to terms with the post-war world. He thought at first that he might become a lawyer or an engineer, but by this time he was well into his twenties and the years of study that would have been involved were a big obstacle. Then he paid a chance visit to a film studio, and realized that what he most wanted to be in life was a film director.


  The problem in the 1940s, as half a century later, was that there was no easy, standard way to start a career in films. Clavell joined the distribution side, about as far from the creative part of the industry as it was possible to be; he travelled round London, Newcastle and Liverpool selling reissues of old films. It wasn’t until the 1950s that he produced three pilots for a television show, and eventually went to New York to sell them. After working for a time in television there, Clavell made his way to Hollywood: that at last, was a natural progression.


  In later years he spoke of his love-hate relationship with the Hollywood film industry, and even when he had become one of the best-selling novelists of all time he still seems to have felt that his real profession was the writing and making of films. Again, though, he had to work his way in from an unconventional angle. ‘If you want to be a film director,’ he later put it, ‘you must become a producer first and then appoint yourself director.’ And since he had to have ‘a property’, that is to say a film-script, in order to be a producer, he had to find one for himself. He was that kind of person.


  The script Clavell found for himself was The Fly, (which he adapted from an earlier story) which was made into a garish but excellent horror film starring Vincent Price, and was much imitated over the decades to come. With that success, his strategy was starting to work: he went on to write, produce and direct Five Gates To Hell, and although it didn’t have the same success as The Fly it demonstrated to the industry that Clavell was someone to be taken seriously. He made To Sir With Love with Sidney Poitier and Last Valley with Michael Caine, Watusi, Walk Like A Dragon, and The Sweet And The Bitter, and he wrote the screen-plays for The Great Escape and 633 Squadron.


  But it was King Rat which really made him. He produced his first novel in 1962, when Hollywood screenwriters, mostly underpaid and treated with appalling carelessness by the big studios, went on strike. It was finished in twelve weeks, and occasionally it shows; but King Rat is the work of a man who has thoroughly mastered the craft of writing for film. The book is carried along by its dialogue and its action, which is fast and spare. Each character speaks clearly for himself: the words and the style of his speech belong to him, and to him alone, and the reader comes to know the characters as well as if they are appearing characters on the screen. Clavell’s style is as urgent and as stripped down as a film-script, too: there are no long, self-indulgent pauses for description. ‘The stories,’ he told an interviewer in his businesslike way, ‘are pretty tight – no purple prose. Every page and almost every sentence is an interlocking link.’ He is right. The urgency of the action and Clavell’s willingness to write about the unthinkable carry the reader along to the brilliantly observed, haunting end. By finishing on the rats which have been bred for food in Changi, Clavell’s writing reaches the level of an Orwell.


  His theme is the way the old decencies and conventions of life break down under intolerable conditions. It was the exact opposite of most books about the Second World War, in which ‘our side’ were the inevitable heroes. In Clavell’s Changi there are no heroes, merely survivors. And in order to survive, you have to become corrupted. James Clavell himself described the book in an interview nearly thirty years later:


   


  ‘It’s a study of honesty and dishonesty and how far you can go and still maintain face. What is corruption and what is not corruption? What’s a commission and what is a bribe? In Changi you had to be a liar, a thief, a murderer, a killer, do all sorts of things that nowadays are anathema. There you were supposed to disobey the law because it was Japanese law, bad law, but you had to obey camp law.’


   


  No doubt there is more than a little of Clavell in Peter Marlowe, the British flight-lieutenant in Changi camp who falls under the spell of the unscrupulous American Corporal King. Marlowe begins as a 1930s public schoolboy, turning up his nose at bargaining and trade, and ends up conniving with it. It is one of the great pleasures of the book that Clavell can be so honest about his characters. Marlowe is often weak and cowardly. King’s ferocity falters. Grey, the dreadful, unimaginative martinet who commands the camp police and enforces camp law for the Japanese, reveals the misery of his inner life at the very moment we dislike him most. Even the Japanese guards themselves are real human beings, with problems and fears of their own. It is the hypocritical senior officers, British and American, cheating their men of food and queuing up to be paid off by King. whom we end up disliking most.


  It reads well today, because its judgments and values are those of our own world. King Rat would have been unthinkable if Clavell had written it in, say, 1952: the sense of patriotism, of a war fought well, was still totally dominant then. A decade later, though, everything had changed. Suez had happened, the Empire had evaporated, the British were left on their own in the world to rethink their past and their greatly reduced future. This is the atmosphere in which King Rat was written. And Clavell also draws on the anger of the demobbed ex-serviceman, who finds that everything he has fought and suffered for has turned out to be an illusion. Back in London after his release from Changi, he was revolted by this new post-war world. ‘I found,’ he said in later years, ‘that what I thought were truths were not. I felt the country had lost its morality and sense of obligation.’


  When he came to write King Rat he poured these feelings of betrayal into his account of life in Changi. When it was published, it seemed to fit into a particular context the mood of dissatisfaction and introspection established by the Angry Young Men of the late 1950s who found the Britain of the time so self-satisfied, so ignorant of its true nature, so hateful. Clavell turned these feelings back into his account of his wartime experiences. But his hatred was purely retrospective. The cowardice, greed and betrayal in Changi was essentially a later perception, a mirror-image of the cowardice, greed and betrayal of post-Suez Britain.


  It fitted the national mood precisely, and became a best-seller. Next, King Rat was turned into an excellent film, with George Segal and James Fox playing the parts of King and Marlowe. Clavell, naturally, wrote the script himself. It was a big success both in Britain and in the United States; and earned him what he called ‘drop dead’ money: the kind of money, that is, that made it possible for him to do what he wanted and not have to rely on the whims of the big Hollywood studios. He began to leave films behind him. Writing on his own, without all the unnecessary impedimenta that the movie industry involves, suited Clavell’s solitary, self-confident character far better. And he was very good at it. By the 1970s he was one of the wealthiest writers in the world, living first in Los Angeles and Vancouver, and later in Switzerland.


  He continued to pursue Asian themes. He even laid the ghosts of his time in Changi to rest by spending time in Japan, studying the culture and finding it to his liking. The result was Shogun, an immense novel set in 1600 about the first Englishman to reach Japan. Again, Clavell’s timing was excellent. A resurgent Japan was beginning to enter the world’s consciousness as a major force, and Shogun was an enormous success in every major Western country. Tai-pan, about British merchant adventurers in the Hong Kong of 1841, matched it. Clavell had by now got the mixture exactly right: exotic colour, costume, violence, a dash of sex.


  Yet his characters are never merely names on a page. He knows precisely who they are – their faces, their wives, their backgrounds, their homes, and above all their voices. They have their own way of speaking, which is never the stage-Irish or misheard Cockney which you find in, say, Leon Uris. There are writers of this kind of novel – Hammond Innes used to be one of them – whose characters have so little life of their own that they keep echoing each other’s words. ‘ “Nary a one,” ’ says Smith, when Jones, a few pages earlier, has used exactly the same expression. Clavell may have his verbal oddities as a narrator (‘He stood there, slimed with fear,’) but his characters speak distinctively and convincingly.


  As a result of the success of Shogun and Tai-pan he became one of the chief producers of the kind of book you see in rows of glittering colours at every airport bookshop in the world, the size of half-bricks, promising suspense and escape, with the author’s name in huge raised letters on the cover: Archer, Crichton, Forsythe, Grisham, King. You know they will be exciting, well-researched, and will give you enough reading to last the whole holiday long. Back in the 1970s, when the thousand-page novel first became fashionable, they were known as ‘block-busters’. Leon Uris and James Michener wrote them, and made a lot of money; but James Clavell was the real master of the genre. His plots are as absorbing as any of theirs, and yet he is one of the very few whose characters are real, and not merely cardboard.


  The daunting size of his later books was something of a problem. Clavell himself saw it as a question of management rather than of substance: not a reason to write shorter books, but something for his publishers to sort out. ‘I tried to persuade them,’ he told an interviewer, to invent a new style of book whereby the book itself was a cover which you could open, and on the back was Velcro. So you could lift a section out and stick it back in two sections . . . I even thought about having paperbacks perforated. I mean, why not?’


  Some authors shrink away from publicity, and apologize for their success. James Clavell knowing how hard his had been won, never suffered from self-doubt. He would march into a bookshop and start rearranging the displays so that his books were more prominent. If the manager asked him to sign them, he would agree as long as the books were put in the middle of the window. As the years went by, he kept his rugged, outdoor good looks. He looked as much of an adventurer at seventy as he had forty years before, trim and tough. Just before he finally lost his battle against cancer on 6 September 1994 he gave instructions that there should be no wake or funeral, but that anyone who mourned him should plant a new life: ‘a tree, a shrub, a rose, whatever.’


  He was essentially a creator, all his life. His later books in what became known as ‘The Asian Saga’ – Noble House, Whirlwind (which was about the revolution in Iran in 1979), and ‘Gai-Jin’ – each maintained the essential qualities he learned as a scriptwriter: creating characters that speak for themselves, and keeping a firm control over his material. Clavell’s books may be long, but his plots are never sprawling or unfocused. He specializes in writing about things that are tightly defined: a week in the life of a great trading company, the lives of men and women during a revolution or a major national upheaval. Just as he avoided unnecessary colour, he avoided too much profusion in his story-telling.


  For that is, fundamentally, what James Clavell is: a teller of stories. They are complicated and exciting, and you are desperate to know what will happen to his characters because they are like the people you know from your own life and experience, set in strange and sometimes terrible circumstances.


  King Rat was how it all began. It helped him exhaust his own personal anger, and exorcize the pain of his wartime experiences. It is the only one of his books where he himself is engaged in the story, turning it to his own inner purposes. No doubt Ian Dunross, the Tai-Pan, contains plenty of Clavell, just as John Blackthorne does in Shogun. But Clavell isn’t in there, fighting; he stands outside the action and tells us about it. After King Rat was published, each of his novels would be bigger and would sell more copies. But he never wrote anything half so personal again.


   


  Dalkey, Co. Dublin


  Changi was set like a pearl on the eastern tip of Singapore Island, iridescent under the bowl of tropical skies. It stood on a slight rise and around it was a belt of green, and farther off the green gave way to the blue-green seas and the seas to infinity of horizon.


  Closer, Changi lost its beauty and became what it was – an obscene forbidding prison. Cellblocks surrounded by sun-baked courtyards surrounded by towering walls.


  Inside the walls, inside the cellblocks, story on story, were cells for two thousand prisoners at capacity. Now, in the cells and in the passageways and in every nook and cranny lived some eight thousand men. English and Australian mostly – a few New Zealanders and Canadians – the remnants of the armed forces of the Far East campaign.


  These men too were criminals. Their crime was vast. They had lost a war. And they had lived.


  The cell doors were open and the cellblock doors were open and the monstrous gate which slashed the walls was open and the men could move in and out – almost freely. But still there was a closeness, a claustrophobic smell.


  Outside the gate was a skirting tarmac road. A hundred yards west this road was crossed by a tangle of barbed gates, and outside these gates was a guardhouse peopled with the armed offal of the conquering hordes. Past the barrier the road ran merrily onward, and in the course of time lost itself in the sprawling city of Singapore. But for the men, the road west ended a hundred yards from the main gate.


  East, the road followed the wall, then turned south and again followed the wall. On either side of the road were banks of long ‘go-downs’ as the rough sheds were called. They were all the same – sixty paces long with walls made from plaited coconut fronds roughly nailed to posts, and thatch roofs also made from coconut fronds, layer on mildewed layer. Every year a new layer was added, or should have been added. For the sun and the rain and the insects tortured the thatch and broke it down. There were simple openings for windows and doors. The sheds had long thatch overhangs to keep out the sun and the rain, and they were set on concrete stilts to escape floods and the snakes and frogs and slugs and snails, the scorpions, centipedes, beetles, bugs – all manner of crawling thing.


  Officers lived in these sheds.


  South and east of the road were four rows of concrete bungalows, twenty to a row, back to back. Senior officers – majors, lieutenant colonels, and colonels – lived in these.


  The road turned west, again following the wall, and met another bank of atap sheds. Here was quartered the overflow from the jail.


  And in one of these, smaller than most, lived the American contingent of twenty-five enlisted men.


  Where the road turned north once more, hugging the wall, was part of the vegetable gardens. The remainder – which supplied most of the camp food – lay farther to the north, across the road, opposite the prison gate. The road continued through the lesser garden for two hundred yards and ended in front of the guardhouse.


  Surrounding the whole sweating area, perhaps half a mile by half a mile, was a barbed fence. Easy to cut. Easy to get through. Scarcely guarded. No searchlights. No machine gun posts. But once outside, what then? Home was across the seas, beyond the horizon, beyond a limitless sea or hostile jungle. Outside was disaster, for those who went and for those who remained.


  By now, 1945, the Japanese had learned to leave the control of the camp to the prisoners. The Japanese gave orders and the officers were responsible for enforcing them. If the camp gave no trouble, it got none. To ask for food was trouble. To ask for medicine was trouble. To ask for anything was trouble. That they were alive was trouble.


  For the men, Changi was more than a prison. Changi was genesis, the place of beginning again.


  Part One


  1


  ‘I’m going to get that bloody bastard if I die in the attempt.’ Lieutenant Grey was glad that at last he had spoken aloud what had so long been twisting his guts into a knot. The venom in Grey’s voice snapped Sergeant Masters out of his reverie. He had been thinking about a bottle of ice-cold Australian beer and a steak with a fried egg on top and his home in Sydney and his wife and the breasts and smell of her. He didn’t bother to follow the lieutenant’s gaze out the window. He knew who it had to be among the half-naked men walking the dirt path which skirted the barbed fence. But he was surprised at Grey’s outburst. Usually the Provost Marshal of Changi was as tight-lipped and unapproachable as any Englishman.


  ‘Save your strength, Lieutenant,’ Masters said wearily, ‘the Japs’ll fix him soon enough.’


  ‘Bugger the Japs,’ Grey said. ‘I want to catch him. I want him in this jail. And when I’ve done with him – I want him in Utram Road Jail.’


  Masters looked up aghast. ‘Utram Road?’


  ‘Certainly.’


  ‘My oath, I can understand you wanting to get him,’ Masters said, ‘but, well, I wouldn’t wish that on anyone.’


  ‘That’s where he belongs. And that’s where I’m going to put him. Because he’s a thief, a liar, a cheat and a bloodsucker. A bloody vampire who feeds on the rest of us.’


  Grey got up and went closer to the window of the sweltering MP hut. He waved at the flies which swarmed from the plank floors and squinted his eyes against the refracted glare of the high noon light beating the packed earth. ‘By God,’ he said, ‘I’ll have vengeance for all of us.’


  Good luck, mate, Masters thought. You can get the King if anyone can. You’ve got the right amount of hate in you. Masters did not like officers and did not like Military Police. He particularly despised Grey, for Grey had been promoted from the ranks and tried to hide this fact from others.


  But Grey was not alone in his hatred. The whole of Changi hated the King. They hated him for his muscular body, the clear glow in his blue eyes. In this twilight world of the half alive there were no fat or well-built or round or smooth or fair-built or thick-built men. There were only faces dominated by eyes and set on bodies that were skin over sinews over bones. No difference between them but age and face and height. And in all this world, only the King ate like a man, smoked like a man, slept like a man, dreamed like a man and looked like a man.


  ‘You,’ Grey barked. ‘Corporal! Come over here!’


  The King had been aware of Grey ever since he had turned the corner of the jail, not because he could see into the blackness of the MP hut but because he knew that Grey was a person of habit and when you have an enemy it is wise to know his ways. The King knew as much about Grey as any man could know about another.


  He stepped off the path and walked towards the lone hut, set like a pimple among sores of other huts.


  ‘You wanted me, sir?’ the King said, saluting. His smile was bland. His sun glasses veiled the contempt of his eyes.


  From his window, Grey stared down at the King. His taut features hid the hate that was part of him. ‘Where are you going?’


  ‘Back to my hut. Sir,’ the King said patiently, and all the time his mind was figuring angles – had there been a slip, had someone informed, what was with Grey?


  ‘Where did you get that shirt?’


  The King had bought the shirt the day before from a major who had kept it neat for two years against the day he would need to sell it for money to buy food. The King liked to be tidy and well-dressed when everyone else was not, and he was pleased that today his shirt was clean and new and his long pants were creased and his socks clean and his shoes freshly polished and his hat stainless. It amused him that Grey was naked but for pathetically patched short pants and wooden clogs, and a Tank Corps beret that was green and solid with tropic mold.


  ‘I bought it,’ the King said. ‘Long time ago. There’s no law against buying anything – here, anywheres else. Sir.’


  Grey felt the impertinence in the ‘Sir.’ ‘All right, Corporal, inside!’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘I just want a little chat,’ Grey said sarcastically.


  The King held his temper and walked up the steps and through the doorway and stood near the table. ‘Now what? Sir.’


  ‘Turn out your pockets.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘Do as you’re told. You know I’ve the right to search you at any time.’ Grey let some of his contempt show. ‘Even your commanding officer agreed.’


  ‘Only because you insisted on it.’


  ‘With good reason. Turn out your pockets!’


  Wearily the King complied. After all, he had nothing to hide. Handkerchief, comb, wallet, one pack of tailor-made cigarettes, his tobacco box full of raw Java tobacco, rice cigarette papers, matches. Grey made sure all pockets were empty, then opened the wallet. There were fifteen American dollars and nearly four hundred Japanese Singapore dollars.


  ‘Where did you get this money?’ Grey snapped, the ever-present sweat dripping from him.


  ‘Gambling. Sir.’


  Grey laughed mirthlessly. ‘You’ve a lucky streak. It’s been good for nearly three years. Hasn’t it?’


  ‘You through with me now? Sir.’


  ‘No. Let me look at your watch.’


  ‘It’s on the list—’


  ‘I said let me look at your watch!’


  Grimly the King pulled the stainless steel expanding band off his wrist and handed it to Grey.


  In spite of his hatred of the King, Grey felt a shaft of envy. The watch was waterproof, shockproof, self-winding. An Oyster Royal. The most priceless possession of Changi – other than gold. He turned the watch over and looked at the figures etched into the steel, then went over to the atap wall and took down the list of the King’s possessions and automatically wiped the ants off it, and meticulously checked the number of the watch against the number of the Oyster Royal watch on the list.


  ‘It checks,’ the King said. ‘Don’t worry. Sir.’


  ‘I’m not worried,’ Grey said. ‘It’s you who are to be worried.’ He handed the watch back, the watch that could bring nearly six months of food.


  The King put the watch back on his wrist and began to pick up his wallet and other things.


  ‘Oh yes. Your ring!’ Grey said. ‘Let’s check that.’


  But the ring checked with the list too. It was itemed as A gold ring, signet of the Clan Gordon. Alongside the description was an example of the seal.


  ‘How is it an American has a Gordon ring?’ Grey had asked the same question many times.


  ‘I won it. Poker,’ the King said.


  ‘Remarkable memory you’ve got, Corporal,’ Grey said and handed it back. He had known all along that the ring and the watch would check. He had only used the search as an excuse. He felt compelled, almost masochistically, to be near his prey for just a while. He knew, too, that the King did not scare easily. Many had tried to catch him, and failed, for he was smart and careful and very cunning.


  ‘Why is it,’ Grey asked harshly, suddenly boiling with envy of the watch and ring and cigarettes and matches and money, ‘that you have so much and the rest of us nothing?’


  ‘Don’t know. Sir. Guess I’m just lucky.’


  ‘Where did you get this money?’


  ‘Gambling. Sir.’ The King was always polite. He always said ‘Sir’ to officers and saluted officers, English and Aussie officers. But he knew they were aware of the vastness of his contempt for ‘Sir’ and saluting. It wasn’t the American way. A man’s a man, regardless of background or family or rank. If you respect him, you call him ‘Sir.’ If you don’t, you don’t, and it’s only the sons of bitches that object. To hell with them!


  The King put the ring back on his finger, buttoned down his pockets and flicked some dust off his shirt. ‘Will that be all? Sir.’ He saw the anger flash in Grey’s eyes.


  Then Grey looked across at Masters, who had been watching nervously. ‘Sergeant, would you get me some water, please?’


  Wearily Masters went over to the water bottle that hung on the wall. ‘Here you are, sir.’


  ‘That’s yesterday’s,’ Grey said, knowing it was not. ‘Fill it with clean water.’


  ‘I could’ve swore I filled it first thing,’ Masters said. Then, shaking his head, he walked out.


  Grey let the silence hang and the King stood easily, waiting. A breath of wind rustled the coconut trees that soared above the jungle just outside the fence, bringing the promise of rain. Already there were black clouds rimming the eastern sky, soon to cover the sky. Soon they would turn dust into bog and make humid air breathable.


  ‘You like a cigarette? Sir,’ the King said, offering the pack. The last time Grey had had a tailor-made cigarette was two years before, on his birthday. His twenty-second birthday. He stared at the pack and wanted one, wanted them all. ‘No,’ he said grimly. ‘I don’t want one of your cigarettes.’


  ‘You don’t mind if I smoke? Sir.’


  ‘Yes I do!’


  The King kept his eyes fixed on Grey’s and calmly slipped out a cigarette. He lit it and inhaled deeply.


  ‘Take that out of your mouth!’ Grey ordered.


  ‘Sure. Sir.’ The King took a long slow drag before obeying. Then he hardened. ‘I’m not under your orders and there’s no law that says I can’t smoke when I want to. I’m an American and I’m not subject to any goddam flag-waving Union Jack! That’s been pointed out to you too. Get off my back! Sir.’


  ‘I’m after you now, Corporal,’ Grey erupted. ‘Soon you’re going to make a slip, and when you do I’ll be waiting and then you’ll be in there.’ His finger was shaking as he pointed at the crude bamboo cage which served as a cell. ‘That’s where you belong.’


  ‘I’m breaking no laws—’


  ‘Then where do you get your money?’


  ‘Gambling.’ The King moved closer to Grey. His anger was controlled, but he was more dangerous than usual. ‘Nobody gives me nothing. What I have is mine and I made it. How I made it is my own business.’


  ‘Not while I’m Provost Marshal.’ Grey’s fists tightened. ‘Lot of drugs have been stolen over the months. Maybe you know something about them.’


  ‘Why you – Listen,’ the King said furiously, ‘I’ve never stolen a thing in my life. I’ve never sold drugs in my life and don’t you forget it! Goddammit, if you weren’t an officer I’d—’


  ‘But I am and I’d like you to try. By God I would! You think you’re so bloody tough. Well, I know you’re not.’


  ‘I’ll tell you one thing. When we get through this shit of Changi, you come looking for me and I’ll hand you your head.’


  ‘I won’t forget!’ Grey tried to slow his pumping heart. ‘But remember, until that time I’m watching and waiting. I’ve never heard of a run of luck that didn’t sometime run out. And yours will!’


  ‘Oh no it won’t! Sir.’ But the King knew that there was a great truth in that. His luck had been good. Very good. But luck is hard work and planning and a little something besides, and not gambling. At least not unless it was a calculated gamble. Like today and the diamond. Four whole carats. At last he knew how to get his hands on it. When he was ready. And if he could make this one deal, it would be the last, and there would be no more need to gamble – not here in Changi.


  ‘Your luck’ll run out,’ Grey said malevolently. ‘You know why? Because you’re like all criminals. You’re full of greed—’


  ‘I don’t have to take this crap from you,’ the King said, and his rage snapped. ‘I’m no more a criminal than—’


  ‘Oh but you are. You break the law all the time.’


  ‘The hell I do. Jap law may say—’


  ‘To hell with Jap law. I’m talking about camp law. Camp law says no trading. That’s what you do!’


  ‘Prove it!’


  ‘I will in time. You’ll make one slip. And then we’ll see how you survive along with the rest of us. In my cage. And after my cage, I’ll personally see that you’re sent to Utram Road!’


  The King felt a horror-chill rush into his heart and into his testicles. ‘Jesus,’ he said tightly. ‘You’re just the sort of bastard who’d do that!’


  ‘In your case,’ Grey said, and there was foam on his lips, ‘it’d be a pleasure. The Japs are your friends!’


  ‘Why, you son of a bitch!’ The King bunched a hamlike fist and moved towards Grey.


  ‘What’s going on here, eh?’ Colonel Brant said as he stomped up the steps and entered the hut. He was a small man, barely five feet, and his beard rolled Sikh style under his chin. He carried a swagger cane. His peaked army cap was peakless and all patched with sackcloth; in the center of it, the emblem of a regiment shone like gold, smooth with years of burnishing.


  ‘Nothing – nothing, sir.’ Grey waved at the sudden fly-swarm, trying to control his breathing. ‘I was just – searching Corporal—’


  ‘Come now, Grey,’ Colonel Brant interrupted testily. ‘I heard what you said about Utram Road and the Japs. It’s perfectly in order to search him and question him, everyone knows that, but there’s no reason to threaten or abuse him.’ He turned to the King, his forehead beaded with sweat. ‘You, Corporal. You should thank your lucky stars I don’t report you to Captain Brough for discipline. You should know better than to go around dressed like that. Enough to drive any man out of his mind. Just asking for trouble.’


  ‘Yes, sir,’ the King said, outwardly calm but cursing himself inside for losing his temper – just what Grey was trying to make him do.


  ‘Look at my clothes,’ Colonel Brant was saying. ‘How the hell do you think I feel?’


  The King made no reply. He thought, That’s your problem, Mac – you look after you, I’m looking after me. The colonel wore only a loincloth, made from half a sarong, knotted around his waist – kiltlike – and under the kilt there was nothing. The King was the only man in Changi who wore underpants. He had six pairs.


  ‘You think I don’t envy you your shoes?’ Colonel Brant asked irritably. ‘When all I’ve got to wear are these confounded things?’ He was wearing regulation slippers – a piece of wood and a canvas band for the instep.


  ‘I don’t know, sir,’ said the King, with veiled humility, so dear to officer-ear.


  ‘Quite right. Quite right.’ Colonel Brant turned to Grey. ‘I think you owe him an apology. It’s quite wrong to threaten him. We must be fair, eh, Grey?’ He wiped more sweat from his face.


  It took Grey an enormous effort to stop the curse that quivered his lips. ‘I apologize.’ The words were low and edged and the King was hard put to keep the smile from his face.


  ‘Very good.’ Colonel Brant nodded, then looked at the King. ‘All right,’ he said, ‘you can go. But dressed like that you’re asking for trouble! You’ve only yourself to blame!’


  The King saluted smartly. ‘Thank you, sir.’ He walked out, and once more in the sunshine he breathed easily, and cursed himself again. Jesus, that’d been close. He had nearly hit Grey and that would have been the act of a maniac. To gather himself, he stopped beside the path and lit another cigarette and the many men who passed by saw the cigarette and smelled the aroma.


  ‘Blasted chap,’ the colonel said at length, still looking after him and wiping his forehead. Then he turned back to Grey. ‘Really, Grey, you just must be out of your mind to provoke him like that.’


  ‘I’m sorry. I – I suppose he—’


  ‘Whatever he is, it certainly isn’t like an officer and a gentleman to lose your temper. Bad, very bad, don’t you think, eh?’


  ‘Yes, sir.’ There was nothing more for Grey to say.


  Colonel Brant grunted, then pursed his lips. ‘Quite right. Lucky I was passing. Can’t have an officer brawling with a common soldier.’ He glanced out of the door again, hating the King, wanting his cigarette. ‘Blasted man,’ he said without looking back at Grey, ‘undisciplined. Like the rest of the Americans. Bad lot. Why, they call their officers by their first names!’ His eyebrows soared. ‘And the officers play cards with the men! Bless my soul! Worse than the Australians – and they’re a shower if there ever was one. Miserable! Not like the Indian Army, what?’


  ‘No. Sir,’ Grey said thinly.


  Colonel Brant turned quickly. ‘I didn’t mean – well, Grey, just because—’ He stopped and suddenly his eyes were filled with tears. ‘Why, why would they do that?’ he said brokenly. ‘Why, Grey? I – we all loved them.’


  Grey shrugged. But for the apology he would have been compassionate.


  The colonel hesitated, then turned and walked out of the hut. His head was bent and silent tears streamed down his cheeks.


  When Singapore fell in ’42, his Sikh soldiers had gone over to the enemy, the Japanese, almost to a man, and they had turned on their English officers. The Sikhs were among the first prison guards over the prisoners of war and some of them were savage. The officers of the Sikhs knew no peace. For it was only the Sikhs en masse, and a few from other Indian regiments. The Gurkhas were loyal to a man, under torture and indignity. So Colonel Brant wept for his men, the men he would have died for, the men he still died for.


  Grey watched him go, then saw the King smoking by the path. ‘I’m glad I said that now it’s you or me,’ he whispered to himself.


  He sat back on the bench as a shaft of pain swept through his bowels, reminding him that dysentery had not passed him by this week. ‘To hell with it,’ he said weakly, cursing Colonel Brant and the apology.


  Masters came back with the full water bottle and gave it to him. He took a sip and thanked him and then began to plan how he would get the King. But the hunger for lunch was on him and he let his mind drift.


  A faint moan cut the air. Grey glanced abruptly at Masters, who sat unconscious that he had made a sound, watching the constant movement of the house lizards in the rafters as they darted after insects or fornicated.


  ‘You have dysentery, Masters?’


  Masters bleakly waved away the flies that mosaiced his face. ‘No sir. At least I haven’t for nearly five weeks.’


  ‘Enteric?’


  ‘No, thank God. My bloody word. Just amebic. An’ I haven’t had malaria for near three months. I’m very lucky, an’ very fit, considering.’


  ‘Yes,’ Grey said. Then as an afterthought, ‘You look fit.’ But he knew he would have to get a replacement soon. He looked back at the King, watching him smoke, nauseated with cigarette hunger.


  Masters moaned again.


  ‘What the hell’s the matter with you?’ Grey said irately.


  ‘Nothing, sir. Nothing. I must have . . .’


  But the effort to speak was too much and Masters let his words slip off and blend with the drone of flies. Flies dominated the day, mosquitoes the night. No silence. Ever. What is it like to live without flies and mosquitoes and people? Masters tried to remember, but the effort was too great. So he just sat still, quiet, hardly breathing, a shell of a man. And his soul twisted uneasily.


  ‘All right, Masters, you can go now,’ Grey said. ‘I’ll wait for your relief. Who is he?’


  Masters forced his brain to work and after a moment said, ‘Bluey – Bluey White.’


  ‘For God’s sake, get hold of yourself,’ Grey snapped. ‘Corporal White died three weeks ago.’


  ‘Oh, sorry, sir,’ Masters said weakly. ‘Sorry, I must have . . . It’s . . . er, I think it’s Peterson. The Pommy, I mean, Englishman. Infantryman, I think.’


  ‘All right. You can go and get your dinner now. But don’t dawdle coming back.’


  ‘Yes, sir.’


  Masters put on his rattan coolie hat and saluted and shambled out of the doorless doorway, hitching the rags of his pants around his hips. God, Grey thought, you can smell him from fifty paces. They’ve just got to issue more soap.


  But he knew that it wasn’t just Masters. It was all of them. If you didn’t bathe six times a day, the sweat hung like a shroud about you. And thinking of shrouds, he thought again about Masters – and the mark that he had on him. Perhaps Masters knew it too, so what was the point of washing?


  Grey had seen many men die. The bitterness began to well as he thought about the regiment and the war. Damn your eyes, he almost shouted, twenty-four and still a lieutenant! And the war going on all around – all over the world. Promotions every day of the year. Opportunities. And here I am in this stinking POW camp and still a lieutenant. Oh Christ! If only we hadn’t been transshipped to Singapore in ’42. If only we’d gone where we were supposed to go – to the Caucasus. If only  . . .


  ‘Stop it,’ he said aloud. ‘You’re as bad as Masters, you bloody fool!’


  It was normal in the camp to talk aloud to yourself sometimes. Better to speak out, the doctors had always said, than to keep it all choked inside – that way led to insanity. Most days were not so bad. You could stop thinking about your other life, about the guts of it – food, women, home, food, food, women, food. But the nights were the danger time. At night you dreamed. Dreamed about food and women. Your woman. And soon you would enjoy the dreaming more than the waking, and if you were careless you would dream while awake, and the days would run into nights and the night into day. Then there was only death. Smooth. Gentle. It was easy to die. Agony to live. Except for the King. He had no agony.


  Grey was still watching him, trying to hear what he was saying to the man beside him, but he was too far away. Grey tried to place the other man but he could not. He could see from the man’s armband that he was a major. By Japanese order all officers had to wear armbands with rank insignia on their left arms. At all times. Even naked.


  The black rain clouds were building fast now. Sheet lightning flecked the east, but still the sun thrust down. A fetid breeze broomed the dust momentarily, then let it settle.


  Automatically Grey used the bamboo fly-swat. A deft, half unconscious twist of the wrist and another fly fell to the ground, maimed. To kill a fly was careless. Cripple it, then the bastard would suffer and repay in tiny measure your own suffering. Cripple it and it would soundlessly scream until ants and other flies came to fight over its living flesh.


  But Grey did not take the usual pleasure in watching the torment of the tormentor. He was too intent on the King.


  2


  ‘By George,’ the major was saying to the King with forced joviality, ‘and then there was the time I was in New York. In ’33. Marvelous time. Such a wonderful country, the States. Did I ever tell you about the trip I made to Albany? I was a subaltern at the time . . .’


  ‘Yes, sir,’ the King said tiredly. ‘You’ve told me.’ He felt he had been polite long enough and he could still feel Grey’s eyes on him. Though he was quite safe and not afraid, he wanted to get out of the sun and out of the range of the eyes. He had a lot to do. And if the major wouldn’t come to the point, what the hell! ‘Well, if you’ll excuse me, sir. It was nice to talk to you.’


  ‘Oh, just a minute,’ Major Barry said quickly and looked around nervously, conscious of the curious eyes of the men that passed, conscious of their unspoken question – What’s he talking to the King for? ‘I – er, could I see you privately?’


  The King gauged him thoughtfully. ‘We’re private here. If you keep your voice down.’


  Major Barry was wet with embarrassment. But he had been trying to bump into the King for days now. And it was too good an opportunity to miss. ‘But the Provost Marshal’s hut is—’


  ‘What have the cops to do with talking privately? I don’t understand, sir.’ The King was bland.


  ‘There’s no need – er – well, Colonel Sellars said that you might be able to help me.’ Major Barry had only the stump of a right arm and he kept scratching the stump, touching it, molding it. ‘Would you – handle something for us, I mean me.’ He waited until there was no one within hearing distance. ‘It’s a lighter,’ he whispered. ‘A Ronson lighter. Perfect condition.’ Now that he had come to the point, the major felt a little easier. But at the same time he felt naked, saying these words to the American, out in the sun, on the public path.


  The King thought a moment. ‘Who’s the owner?’


  ‘I am.’ The major looked up, startled. ‘My God, you don’t think I stole it, do you? Good Lord, I’d never do that. I’ve kept it safe all this time, but now, well, now we’ve got to sell it. The unit’s all agreed.’ He licked his dry lips and fondled the stump. ‘Please. Would you? You can get the best price.’


  ‘Trading’s against the law.’


  ‘Yes, but please, you – would you please? You can trust me.’


  The King turned so that his back was towards Grey and his face towards the fence – just in case Grey could lip read. ‘I’ll send someone after chow,’ he said quietly. ‘Password is “Lieutenant Albany said for me to see you.” Got it?’


  ‘Yes.’ Major Barry hesitated, his heart pumping. ‘When did you say?’


  ‘After chow. Lunch!’


  ‘Oh, all right.’


  ‘Just give it to him. And when I’ve looked it over, I’ll get in touch with you. Same password.’ The King flipped the burning top off his cigarette and dropped the butt onto the ground. He was just about to step on it when he saw the major’s face. ‘Oh! You want the butt?’


  Major Barry bent down happily and picked it up. ‘Thanks. Thanks very much.’ He opened his little tobacco tin and carefully tore the paper off the butt and put the half inch of tobacco into the dried tea leaves and mixed them together. ‘Nothing like a little sweetening,’ he said, smiling. ‘Thank you very much. It’ll make at least three good cigarettes.’


  ‘I’ll see you, sir,’ said the King, saluting.


  ‘Oh, um, well—’ Major Barry did not know quite how to put it. ‘Don’t you think,’ he said nervously, keeping his voice low, ‘that, well – to give it to a stranger, just like that, how do I know that – well, everything will be all right?’


  The King said coldly, ‘The password for one thing. Another thing, I’ve got a reputation. Another thing, I’m trusting you that it’s not stolen. Maybe we’d better forget it.’


  ‘Oh no, please don’t misunderstand me,’ the major said quickly, ‘I was just asking. It’s, well, it’s all I have left.’ He tried to smile. ‘Thanks. After lunch. Oh, how long do you think it’ll take to, er, to dispose of it?’


  ‘Soon as I can. Usual terms. I get ten percent of the sale price,’ the King said crisply.


  ‘Of course. Thank you, and thanks again for the tobacco.’ Now that everything had been said, Major Barry felt an enormous weight off his mind. With luck, he thought as he hurried down the hill, we will get six or seven hundred dollars. Enough to buy food for months, with care. He did not think once of the man who had owned the lighter, who had given it into his keeping when the man had gone to the hospital, months ago, never to return. That was in the past. Today he owned the lighter. It was his. His to sell.


  The King knew that Grey had been watching him all the time. The excitement of making a deal in front of the MP hut added to his well-being. Pleased with himself, he walked up the slight rise, responding automatically to the greetings of the men – officers and enlisted men, English and Australian – that he knew. The important ones got special treatment, the others a friendly nod. The King was conscious of their malevolent envy and it bothered him not at all. He was used to it; it amused him and added to his stature. And he was pleased that the men called him the King. He was proud of what he had done as a man – as an American. Through cunning he had created a world. He surveyed his world now and was well satisfied.


  He stopped outside Hut Twenty-four, one of the Australian huts, and poked his head through a window.


  ‘Hey, Tinker,’ he called out. ‘I want me a shave and a manicure.’


  Tinker Bell was small and wiry. His skin was pigment-brown and his eyes were small and very brown and his nose was peeling. He was a sheep shearer by trade but he was the best barber in Changi.


  ‘Wot’s this, your ruddy birthday? I gave you a manicure the day before yesterday.’


  ‘So I get another today.’


  Tinker shrugged and jumped out the window. The King sat back in the chair under the lee of the hut’s overhang, relaxing contentedly as Tinker put the sheet around his neck and settled him just right. ‘Look at this, mate,’ he said, and held a little cake of soap under the King’s nose. ‘Smell it.’


  ‘Hey,’ said the King, grinning. ‘That’s the real McCoy.’


  ‘Don’t know about that, mate! But it’s Yardley’s ruddy violets. A cobber o’ mine swiped it on a work party. Right from under the nose of a bloody Nip. Cost me thirty dollars,’ he said with a wink, doubling the price. ‘I’ll keep it just for you, special, if you likes.’


  ‘Tell you what. I’ll make it five bucks a time, instead of three, as long as it lasts,’ the King said.


  Tinker calculated quickly. The cake of soap would last perhaps eight shaves, maybe ten. ‘Strike a light, mate. I ’ardly makes me money back.’


  The King grunted. ‘You got taken, Tink. I can buy that by the pound for fifteen a cake.’


  ‘My bloody oath,’ Tinker burst out, feigning anger. ‘A cobber taking me for a sucker! Now that ain’t right!’ Furiously he mixed hot water and the sweet-smelling soap into a lather. Then he laughed. ‘You’re the King all right, mate.’


  ‘Yeah,’ the King said contentedly. He and Tinker were old friends.


  ‘Ready, mate?’ Tinker asked as he held up the lathered brush.


  ‘Sure.’ Then the King saw Tex walking down the path. ‘Wait a minute. Hey, Tex!’ he called out.


  Tex looked across at the hut and saw the King and ambled over to him. ‘Yeah?’ He was a gangling youth with big ears and a bent nose and contented eyes, and he was tall, very tall.


  Without being asked, Tinker moved out of earshot as the King beckoned Tex closer. ‘Do something for me?’ he asked quietly.


  ‘Sure.’


  The King took out his wallet and peeled off a ten-dollar note. ‘Go find Colonel Brant. The little guy with the beard rolled under his chin. Give him this.’


  ‘You know where he’d be?’


  ‘Down by the corner of the jail. It’s his day for keeping an eye on Grey.’


  Tex grinned. ‘Hear you had a set-to.’


  ‘The son of a bitch searched me again.’


  ‘Tough,’ said Tex dryly, scratching his blond crewcut.


  ‘Yes.’ The King laughed. ‘And tell Brant not to be so goddam late next time. But you should have been there, Tex. Man, that Brant’s a great actor. He even made Grey apologize.’ He grinned, then added another five. ‘Tell him this is for the apology.’


  ‘Okay. That all?’


  ‘No.’ He gave him the password and told him where to find Major Barry, then Tex went his way and the King settled back. Altogether, today had been very profitable.


  Grey hurried across the dirt path and up the steps to Hut Sixteen. It was almost lunchtime and he was painfully hungry.


  Men were already forming an impatient line for food. Quickly Grey went to his bed and got his two mess cans and mug and spoon and fork and joined the line.


  ‘Why isn’t it here already?’ he wearily asked the man ahead of him.


  ‘How the hell do I know?’ Dave Daven said curtly. His accent was public school – Eton, Harrow or Charterhouse – and he was tall like bamboo.


  ‘I was just asking,’ Grey said irritably, despising Daven for his accent and his birthright.


  After they had waited an hour, the food arrived. A man carried two containers to the head of the line and set them down. The containers had formerly held five gallons of high-octane gasoline. Now one was half full of rice – dry, pellucid. The other was full of soup.


  Today it was shark soup – at least, one shark had been divided ounce by ounce into soup for ten thousand men. It was warm and tasted slightly of the fish, and in it there were pieces of eggplant and cabbage, a hundred pounds for ten thousand. The bulk of the soup was made from leaves, red and green, bitter and yet nutritious, grown with so much care in the gardens of the camp. Salt and curry powder and chili pepper spiced it.


  Silently each man moved forward in turn, watching the serving of the man in front and the man behind, measuring their portions against the one he was given. But now, after three years, the measures were all the same.


  A cup per man of soup.


  The rice was steaming as it was served. Today it was Java rice, each grain separate, the best in the world. A cupful per man.


  A mug of tea.


  Each man took his food away and ate silently, quickly, with exquisite agony. The weevils in the rice were added nourishment, and the worm or insect in the soup was removed without anger if it was seen. But most men did not look at the soup after the first quick glance to find out if there was a piece of fish in it.


  Today there was a little left over from the servings and the list was checked and the three men who headed it got the extra and thanked today. Then the food was gone and lunch was over and dinner was at sundown.


  But though there was only soup and rice, here and there throughout the camp a man might have a piece of coconut or half a banana or piece of sardine or thread of bully or even an egg to mix with his rice. One whole egg was rare. Once a week, if the camp hens laid according to plan, an egg was given to each man. That was a great day. A few men were given one egg every day, but no man wanted to be one of the special few.


  ‘Hey listen, you chaps!’ Captain Spence stood in the center of the hut, but his voice could be heard outside. He was officer of the week, the hut adjutant, a small dark man with twisted features. He waited till they had all moved inside. ‘We’ve got to supply ten more bods for the wood detail tomorrow.’ He checked his list and called out the names, and then looked up. ‘Marlowe?’ There was no reply. ‘Anyone know where Marlowe is?’


  ‘I think he’s down with his unit,’ Ewart called out.


  ‘Tell him he’s on the airfield work party tomorrow, will you?’


  ‘All right.’


  Spence started coughing. His asthma was bad today, and when the spasm had passed he continued: ‘The Camp Commandant had another interview with the Jap General this morning. He asked for increased rations and medical supplies.’ He cleared his throat in the momentary hush. Then he went on and his voice was flat. ‘He got the usual turn-down. The rice ration stays at four ounces of grain per man per day.’ Spence looked out of the doors and checked that both lookouts were in position. Then he dropped his voice and all the men listened expectantly.


  ‘The Allies are about sixty miles from Mandalay, still going strong. They’ve got the Japs on the run. The Allies are still going in Belgium but the weather’s very bad. Snowstorms. On the Eastern front, the same thing, but the Russians are going like bats out of hell and expect to take Krakov in the next few days. The Yanks are going well in Manila. They’re near’ – he hesitated, trying to remember the name – ‘I think it’s the Agno River, in Luzon. That’s all. But it’s good.’


  Spence was glad that this part was over. He learned the news by heart daily at the hut adjutants’ meeting, and every time he stood up to repeat it publicly, his sweat chilled and his stomach felt empty. One day an informer might point a finger at him and tell the enemy that he was one of the men who delivered the news, and Spence knew that he was not strong enough to stay silent. Or one day a Japanese might hear him tell the others, and then, then  . . .


  ‘That’s all, chaps.’ Spence went over to his bunk, filled with nausea. He took off his pants and walked out of the hut with a towel over his arm.


  The sun beat down. Two hours yet until the rain. Spence crossed the asphalt street and stood in line for a shower. He always had to have a shower after he gave the news, for the sweat-stench was acrid on him.


   


  ‘All right, mate?’ Tinker asked.


  The King looked at his nails. They were well manicured. His face felt tight from the hot and cold towels, and tangy with the lotion. ‘Great,’ he said as he paid him. ‘Thanks, Tink.’ He moved out of the chair, put on his hat and nodded to Tinker and to the colonel who had been waiting patiently for a haircut.


  Both men stared after him.


  The King walked briskly up the path once more, past clustering huts, heading for home. He was pleasantly hungry.


  The American hut was set apart from the others, near enough to the walls to share the afternoon shade, and near enough to the encircling path which was the life stream of the camp and near enough to the fence. It was just right. Captain Brough, USAF, the senior American officer, had insisted that the American enlisted men have their own hut. Most of the American officers would have preferred to move in too – it was difficult for them to live among foreigners – but this was not allowed, for the Japanese had ordered that officers be separated from enlisted men. The other nationalities found this hard to stomach, the Australians less so than the English.


  The King was thinking about the diamond. It would not be easy to swing this deal, and this deal he had to swing. Suddenly as he approached the hut, he noticed beside the path a young man sitting on his haunches, talking rapidly in Malay to a native. The man’s skin was heavily pigmented and beneath the skin the muscles showed. Wide shoulders. Slim hips. The man wore only a sarong, and the way he wore it, it seemed to belong. His face was craggy, and though he was Changi-thin, there was a grace to his movements and a sparkle about him.


  The Malay – black-brown, tiny – was listening intently to the man’s lilting speech; then he laughed and showed teeth abused by betel nut, and replied, accenting the melodious language with a wave of his hand. The man joined his laugh and interrupted with a flood of words, oblivious of the King’s intent stare.


  The King could catch only a word here and a word there, for his Malay was bad and he had to get by with a mixture of Malay and Japanese and pidgin English. He listened to the rich laugh and knew it was a rare thing. When this man was laughing, you could see that the laugh came from inside. This was very rare. Priceless.


  Thoughtfully the King entered the hut. The other men looked up briefly and greeted him amiably. He returned their greetings without favor. But he knew and they knew.


  Dino was lying on his bunk half asleep. He was a neat little man with dark skin and dark hair, prematurely flecked with gray, and veiled liquid eyes. The King felt the eyes and nodded and saw Dino’s smile. But the eyes were not smiling.


  In the far corner of the hut Kurt looked up from the pants he was trying to patch up and spat on the floor. He was a stunted, evil-looking man with yellow-brown teeth, ratlike, and he always spat on the floor and not one of them liked him, for he would never bathe. Near the center of the hut Byron Jones III and Miller were playing their interminable chess. Both were naked. When Miller’s merchant ship was torpedoed two years before, he had weighed two hundred and eighty-eight pounds. He was six feet, seven inches. Now he turned the scale at a hundred and thirty-three, and the folds of belly skin hung like a pelt over his sex. His blue eyes lit up as he reached over and took a knight. Byron Jones III quickly removed the knight, and now Miller saw that his castle was threatened.


  ‘You’ve had it, Miller,’ Jones said, scratching the jungle sores on his legs.


  ‘Go to hell!’


  Jones laughed. ‘The Navy could always take the Merchant Marine at anything.’


  ‘You bastards still got yourselves sunk. A battleship yet!’


  ‘Yeah,’ Jones said thoughtfully, toying with his eye patch, remembering the death of his ship, the Houston, and the deaths of his buddies and the loss of his eye.


  The King walked the length of the hut. Max was still sitting beside his bed and the big black box that was chained to it.


  ‘Okay, Max,’ the King said. ‘Thanks. You can quit now.’


  ‘Sure.’ Max had a well-used face. He came from West Side New York and he had learned the lessons of life from those streets at an early age. His eyes were brown and restless.


  Automatically the King took out his tobacco box and gave Max a little of the raw tobacco.


  ‘Gee, thanks,’ Max said. ‘Oh yeah, Lee told me to tell you he’s done your laundry. He’s getting chow today – we’re on the second shift – but he told me to tell you.’


  ‘Thanks.’ The King took out his pack of Kooas and a momentary hush fell upon the hut. Before the King could get his matches out, Max was striking his native flint lighter.


  ‘Thanks, Max.’ The King inhaled deeply. Then, after a pause, he said, ‘You like a Kooa?’


  ‘Jesus, thanks,’ Max said, careless of the irony in the King’s voice. ‘Anything else you want?’


  ‘I’ll call you if I need you.’


  Max walked down the hut to sit on his string bed beside the door. Eyes saw the cigarette but mouths said nothing. It was Max’s. Max had earned it. When it was their day to guard the King’s possessions, well, maybe they’d get one too.


  Dino smiled at Max, who winked back. They would share the cigarette after chow. They always shared what they could find or steal or make. Max and Dino were a unit.


  And it was the same throughout the world of Changi. Men ate and trusted in units. Twos, threes, rarely fours. One man could never cover enough ground, or find something edible and build a fire and cook it and eat it – not by himself. Three was the perfect unit. One to forage, one to guard what had been foraged and one spare. When the spare wasn’t sick, he too foraged or guarded. Everything was split three ways: if you got an egg or stole a coconut or found a banana on a work party – or made a touch somewhere, it went to the unit. The law, like all natural law, was simple. Only by mutual effort did you survive. To withhold from the unit was fatal, for if you were expelled from a unit, the word got around. And it was impossible to survive alone.


  But the King didn’t have a unit. He was sufficient unto himself.


  His bed was in the favored corner of the hut, under a window, set just right to catch the slightest breeze. The nearest bed was eight feet away. The King’s bed was a good one. Steel. The springs were tight and the mattress filled with kapok. The bed was covered with two blankets, and the purity of sheets peeped from the top blanket near the sun-bleached pillow. Above the bed, stretched tight on posts, was a mosquito net. It was blemishless.


  The King also had a table and two easy chairs, and a carpet on either side of the bed. On a shelf, behind the bed, was his shaving equipment – razor, brush, soap, blades – and beside them, his plates and cups and homemade electric stove and cooking and eating implements. On the corner wall hung his clothes, four shirts and four long pants and four short pants. Six pairs of socks and underpants were on a shelf. Under the bed were two pairs of shoes, bathing slippers, and a shining pair of Indian chappals.


  The King sat on one of the chairs and made sure that everything was still in place. He noticed that the hair he had placed so delicately on his razor was no longer there. Crummy bastards, he thought, why the hell should I risk catching their crud. But he said nothing, just made a mental note to lock it up in future.


  ‘Hi,’ said Tex. ‘You busy?’


  ‘Busy’ was another password. It meant ‘Are you ready to take delivery?’


  The King smiled and nodded and Tex carefully passed over the Ronson lighter. ‘Thanks,’ the King said. ‘You like my soup today?’


  ‘You bet,’ Tex said and walked away.


  Leisurely the King examined the lighter. As the major had said, it was almost new. Unscratched. It worked every time. And very clean. He unscrewed the flint screw and examined the flint. It was a cheap native flint and almost finished, so he opened the cigar box on the shelf and found the Ronson flint container and put in a new one. He pressed the lever and it worked. A careful adjustment of the wick and he was satisfied. The lighter was not a counterfeit and would surely bring eight hundred, nine hundred dollars.


  From where he was sitting he could see the young man and the Malay. They were still hard at it, yaketty, yaketty.


  ‘Max,’ he called out quietly.


  Max hurried up the length of the hut. ‘Yeah?’


  ‘See that guy,’ the King said, nodding out the window.


  ‘Which one? The Wog?’


  ‘No. The other one. Get him for me, will you?’


  Max slipped out of the window and crossed the path. ‘Hey, Mac,’ he said abruptly to the young man. ‘The King wants to see you,’ and he jerked a thumb towards the hut. ‘On the double.’


  The man gaped at Max, then followed the line of the thumb to the American hut. ‘Me?’ he asked incredulously, looking back at Max.


  ‘Yeah, you,’ Max said impatiently.


  ‘What for?’


  ‘How the hell do I know?’


  The man frowned at Max, hardening. He thought a moment, then turned to Suliman, the Malay. ‘Nanti-lah,’ he said.


  ‘Bik, tuan,’ said Suliman, preparing to wait. Then he added in Malay, ‘Watch thyself, tuan. And go with God.’


  ‘Fear not, my friend – but I thank thee for thy thought,’ the man said, smiling. He got up and followed Max into the hut.


  ‘You wanted me?’ he asked, walking up to the King.


  ‘Hi,’ the King said, smiling. He saw that the man’s eyes were guarded. That pleased him, for guarded eyes were rare. ‘Take a seat.’ He nodded at Max, who left. Without being asked, the other men who were near moved out of earshot so the King could talk in private.


  ‘Go on, take a seat,’ the King said genially.


  ‘Thanks.’


  ‘Like a cigarette?’


  The man’s eyes widened as he saw the Kooa offered to him. He hesitated, then took it. His astonishment grew as the King snapped the Ronson, but he tried to hide it and drew deeply on the cigarette. ‘That’s good. Very good,’ he said luxuriously. ‘Thanks.’


  ‘What’s your name?’


  ‘Marlowe. Peter Marlowe.’ Then he added ironically, ‘And yours?’


  The King laughed. Good, he thought, the guy’s got a sense of humor, and he’s no ass kisser. He docketed the information, then said, ‘You’re English?’


  ‘Yes.’


  The King had never noticed Peter Marlowe before, but that was not unusual when ten thousand faces looked so much alike. He studied Peter Marlowe silently and the cool blue eyes studied him back.


  ‘Kooas are about the best cigarette around,’ the King said at last. ‘ ’Course they don’t compare with Camels. American cigarette. Best in the world. You ever had them?’


  ‘Yes,’ Peter Marlowe said, ‘but actually, they tasted a little dry to me. My brand’s Gold Flake.’ Then he added politely, ‘It’s a matter of taste, I suppose.’ Again a silence fell and he waited for the King to come to the point. As he waited, he thought that he liked the King, in spite of his reputation, and he liked him for the humor that glinted behind his eyes.


  ‘You speak Malay very well,’ the King said, nodding at the Malay, who waited patiently.


  ‘Oh, not too badly, I suppose.’


  The King stifled a curse at the inevitable English underplay. ‘You learn it here?’ he asked patiently.


  ‘No. In Java.’ Peter Marlowe hesitated and looked around. ‘You’ve quite a place here.’


  ‘Like to be comfortable. How’s that chair feel?’


  ‘Fine.’ A flicker of surprise showed.


  ‘Cost me eighty bucks,’ the King said proudly. ‘Year ago.’


  Peter Marlowe glanced at the King sharply to see if it was meant as a joke, to tell him the price, just like that, but he saw only happiness and evident pride. Extraordinary, he thought, to say such a thing to a stranger. ‘It’s very comfortable,’ he said, covering his embarrassment.


  ‘I’m going to fix chow. You like to join me?’


  ‘I’ve just had – lunch,’ Peter Marlowe said carefully.


  ‘You could probably use some more. Like an egg?’


  Now Peter Marlowe could no longer conceal his amazement, and his eyes widened. The King smiled and felt that it had been worthwhile to invite him to eat to get a reaction like that. He knelt down beside his black box and carefully unlocked it.


  Peter Marlowe stared down at the contents, stunned. Half a dozen eggs, sacks of coffee beans. Glass jars of gula malacca, the delicious toffee-sugar of the Orient. Bananas. At least a pound of Java tobacco. Ten or eleven packs of Kooas. A glass jar full of rice. Another with katchang idju beans. Oil. Many delicacies in banana leaves. He had not seen treasure in such quantity for years.


  The King took out the oil and two eggs and relocked the box. When he glanced back at Peter Marlowe, he saw that the eyes were once more guarded, the face composed.


  ‘How you like your egg? Fried?’


  ‘Well, it seems a little unfair to accept.’ It was difficult for Peter Marlowe to speak. ‘I mean, you don’t go offering eggs, just like that.’


  The King smiled. It was a good smile and warmed Peter Marlowe. ‘Think nothing of it. Put it down to “hands across the sea” – lend-lease.’


  A flicker of annoyance crossed the Englishman’s face and his jaw muscles hardened.


  ‘What’s the matter?’ the King asked abruptly.


  After a pause Peter Marlowe said, ‘Nothing.’ He looked at the egg. He wasn’t due an egg for six days. ‘If you’re sure I won’t be putting you out, I’d like it fried.’


  ‘Coming up,’ the King said. He knew he had made a mistake somewhere, for the annoyance was real. Foreigners are weird, he thought. Never can tell how they’re going to react. He lifted his electric stove onto the table and plugged it into the electric socket. ‘Neat, huh?’ he said pleasantly.


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘Max wired it for me,’ he said, nodding down the hut.


  Peter Marlowe followed his glance.


  Max looked up, feeling eyes on him. ‘You want something?’


  ‘No,’ the King said. ‘Just telling him how you wired the hot plate.’


  ‘Oh! It working all right?’


  ‘Sure.’


  Peter Marlowe got up and leaned out of the window, calling out in Malay. ‘I beg thee do not wait. I will see thee again tomorrow, Suliman.’


  ‘Very well, tuan, peace be upon thee.’


  ‘And upon thee.’ Peter Marlowe smiled and sat down once more and Suliman walked away.


  The King broke the eggs neatly and dropped them into the heated oil. The yolk was rich-gold and its circling jelly sputtered and hissed against the heat and began to set, and all at once the sizzle filled the hut. It filled the minds and filled the hearts and made the juices flow. But no one said anything or did anything. Except Tex. He forced himself up and walked out of the hut.


  Many men who walked the path smelled the fragrance and hated the King anew. The smell swept down the slope and into the MP hut. Grey knew and Masters knew at once where it came from.


  Grey got up, nauseated, and went to the doorway. He was going to walk around the camp to escape the aroma. Then he changed his mind and turned back.


  ‘Come on, Sergeant,’ he said. ‘We’ll pay a call on the American hut. Now’d be a good time to check on Sellars’ story!’


  ‘All right,’ Masters said, almost ruptured by the smell. ‘The bloody bastard could at least cook before lunch – not just after – not when supper’s five hours away.’


  ‘The Americans are the second shift today. They haven’t eaten yet.’


  Within the American hut, the men picked up the strings of time. Dino tried to go back to sleep and Kurt continued sewing and the poker game resumed and Miller and Byron Jones III resumed their interminable chess. But the sizzle destroyed the drama of an inside straight and Kurt stuck the needle in his finger and swore obscenely, and Dino’s sleep-urge left him and Byron Jones III watched appalled as Miller took his queen with a lousy stinking pawn.


  ‘Jesus H. Christ,’ Byron Jones III said to no one, choked. ‘I wish it would rain.’


  No one answered. For no one heard anything except the crackle and the hiss.


  The King too was concentrating. Over the frypan. He prided himself that no one could cook an egg better than he. To him a fried egg had to be cooked with an artist’s eye, and quickly – yet not too fast.


  The King glanced up and smiled at Peter Marlowe, but Marlowe’s eyes were on the eggs.


  ‘Christ,’ he said softly, and it was a benediction, not a curse. ‘That smells so good.’


  The King was pleased. ‘You wait till I’ve finished. Then you’ll see the goddamnedest egg you’ve ever seen.’ He powdered the eggs delicately with pepper, then added the salt. ‘You like cooking?’ he asked.


  ‘Yes,’ said Peter Marlowe. His voice sounded unlike his real voice to him. ‘I do most of the cooking for my unit.’


  ‘What do you like to be called? Pete? Peter?’


  Peter Marlowe covered his surprise. Only tried and trusted friends called you by your Christian name – how else can you tell friends from acquaintances? He glanced at the King and saw only friendliness, so, in spite of himself, he said, ‘Peter.’


  ‘Where do you come from? Where’s your home?’


  Questions, questions, thought Peter Marlowe. Next he’ll want to know if I’m married or how much I have in the bank. His curiosity had prompted him to accept the King’s summons, and he almost cursed himself for being so curious. But he was pacified by the glory of the sizzling eggs.


  ‘Portchester,’ he answered. ‘That’s a little hamlet on the south coast. In Hampshire.’


  ‘You married, Peter?’


  ‘Are you?’


  ‘No.’ The King would have continued but the eggs were done. He slipped the frypan off the stove and nodded to Peter Marlowe. ‘Plates’re in back of you,’ he said. Then he added not a little proudly, ‘Lookee here!’


  They were the best fried eggs Peter Marlowe had ever seen, so he paid the King the greatest compliment in the English world. ‘Not bad,’ he said flatly. ‘Not too bad, I suppose,’ and he looked up at the King and kept his face as impassive as his voice and thereby added to the compliment.


  ‘What the hell are you talking about, you son of a bitch?’ the King said furiously. ‘They’re the best goddam eggs you’ve seen in your life!’


  Peter Marlowe was shocked, and there was a death-silence in the hut. Then a sudden whistle broke the spell. Instantly Dino and Miller were on their feet and rushing towards the King, and Max was guarding the doorway. Miller and Dino shoved the King’s bed into the corner and took up the carpets and stuffed them under the mattress. Then they took other beds and shoved them close to the King so that now, like everyone else in Changi, the King had only four feet of space by six feet of space. Lieutenant Grey stood in the doorway. Behind him a nervous pace was Sergeant Masters.


  The Americans stared at Grey, and after just enough of a pause to make their point they all got up. After an equally insulting pause Grey saluted briefly and said, ‘Stand easy.’ Peter Marlowe alone had not moved and still sat in his chair.


  ‘Get up,’ hissed the King, ‘he’ll throw the book at you. Get up!’ He knew from long experience that Grey was hopped up now. For once Grey’s eyes were not probing him, they were just fixed on Peter Marlowe, and even the King winced.


  Grey walked the length of the hut, taking his time, until he stood over Peter Marlowe. He took his eyes off Peter Marlowe and stared at the eggs for a long moment. Then he glanced at the King and back to Peter Marlowe.


  ‘You’re a long way from home, aren’t you, Marlowe?’


  Peter Marlowe’s fingers took out his cigarette box and put a little tobacco in a slip of rattan grass. He rolled a funnel-cigarette and carried it to his lips. The length of his pause was a slap in Grey’s face. ‘Oh, I don’t know, old boy,’ he said softly. ‘An Englishman’s at home wherever he is, don’t you think?’


  ‘Where’s your armband?’


  ‘In my belt.’


  ‘It’s supposed to be on your arm. Those are orders.’


  ‘They’re Jap orders. I don’t like Jap orders,’ said Peter Marlowe.


  ‘They are also camp orders,’ Grey said.


  Their voices were quite calm and only a trifle irritated to American ears, but Grey knew and Peter Marlowe knew. And there was a sudden declaration of war between them. Peter Marlowe hated the Japanese and Grey represented the Japanese to him, for Grey enforced camp orders which were also Japanese orders. Relentlessly. Between them there was the deeper hate, the inbred hate of class. Peter Marlowe knew that Grey despised him for his birth and his accent, what Grey wanted beyond all things and could never have.


  ‘Put it on!’ Grey was within his right to order it.


  Peter Marlowe shrugged and pulled out the band and slipped it about his left elbow. On the band was his rank. Flight Lieutenant, RAF.


  The King’s eyes widened. Jesus, an officer, he thought, and I was going to ask him to—


  ‘So sorry to interrupt your lunch,’ Grey was saying. ‘But it seems that someone has lost something.’


  ‘Lost something?’ Jesus Christ, the King almost shouted. The Ronson! Oh my God, his fear screamed. Get rid of the goddam lighter!


  ‘What’s the matter, Corporal,’ Grey said narrowly, noticing the sweat which pearled the King’s face.


  ‘It’s hot, isn’t it?’ the King said limply. He could feel his starched shirt wilting from the sweat. He knew he had been framed. And he knew that Grey was playing with him. He wondered quickly if he dared to make a run for it, but Peter Marlowe was between him and the window and Grey could easily catch him. And to run would be to admit guilt.


  He saw Grey say something and he was poised between life and death. ‘What did you say, sir?’ and the ‘sir’ was not an insult, for the King was staring at Grey incredulously.


  ‘I said that Colonel Sellars has reported the theft of a gold ring!’ Grey repeated balefully.


  For a moment the King felt lightheaded. Not the Ronson at all! Panic for nothing! Just Sellars’ goddam ring. He had sold it three weeks ago for Sellars – at a tidy profit. So Sellars has just reported a theft, has he? Lying son of a bitch. ‘Gee,’ he said, a thread of laughter in his voice, ‘gee, that’s tough. Stolen. Can you imagine that!’


  ‘Yes I can,’ said Grey harshly. ‘Can you?’


  The King did not answer. But he wanted to smile. Not the lighter! Safe!


  ‘Do you know Colonel Sellars?’ Grey was asking.


  ‘Slightly, sir. I’ve played bridge with him, once or twice.’ The King was quite calm now.


  ‘Did he ever show the ring to you?’ Grey said relentlessly.


  The King double-checked his memory. Colonel Sellars had shown him the ring twice. Once when he had asked the King to sell it for him, and the second time when he had gone to weigh the ring. ‘Oh no, sir,’ he said innocently. The King knew he was safe. There were no witnesses.


  ‘You’re sure you never saw it?’ Grey said.


  ‘Oh no, sir.’


  Grey was suddenly sick of the cat-and-mouse game and he was nauseated with hunger for the eggs. He would have done anything, anything for one of them.


  ‘Have you got a light, Grey, old boy?’ Peter Marlowe said. He had not brought his native lighter with him. And he needed a smoke. Badly. His dislike of Grey had dried his lips.


  ‘No.’ Get your own light, Grey thought angrily, turning to go. Then he heard Peter Marlowe say to the King, ‘Could I borrow your Ronson please?’ And slowly he turned back. Peter Marlowe was smiling up at the King.


  The words seemed etched upon the air. Then they sped into all corners of the hut.


  Appalled, groping for time, the King started to find some matches.


  ‘It’s in your left pocket,’ Peter Marlowe said.


  And in that moment the King lived and died and was born again. The men in the hut did not breathe. For they were to see the King chopped. They were to see the King caught and taken and put away, a thing which beyond all things was an impossibility. Yet here was Grey and here was the King and here was the man who had fingered the King – and laid him like a lamb on Grey’s altar. Some of the men were horrified and some were gloating and some were sorry and Dino thought angrily, Jesus, and it was my day to guard the box tomorrow!


  ‘Why don’t you light it for him?’ Grey said. The hunger had left him and in its place was only warmth. Grey knew that there was no Ronson lighter on the list.


  The King took out the lighter and snapped it for Peter Marlowe. The flame that was to burn him was straight and clean.


  ‘Thanks.’ Peter Marlowe smiled, and only then did he realize the enormity of his deed.


  ‘So,’ said Grey as he took the lighter. The word sounded majestic and final and violent.


  The King did not answer, for there was no answer. He merely waited, and now that he was committed, he felt no fear, he only cursed his own stupidity. A man who fails through his own stupidity has no right to be called a man. And no right to be the King, for the strongest is always the King, not by strength alone, but King by cunning and strength and luck together.


  ‘Where did this come from, Corporal?’ Grey’s question was a caress.


  Peter Marlowe’s stomach turned over and his mind worked frantically and then he said, ‘It’s mine.’ He knew that it sounded like the lie it was, so he added quickly, ‘We were playing poker. I lost it. Just before lunch.’


  Grey and the King and all the men stared at him stunned.


  ‘You what?’ said Grey.


  ‘Lost it,’ repeated Peter Marlowe. ‘We were playing poker. I had a straight. You tell him,’ he added abruptly to the King, tossing the ball to him to test him.


  The King’s mind was still in shock but his reflexes were good. His mouth opened and he said, ‘We were playing stud. I had a full, and . . .’


  ‘What were the cards?’


  ‘Aces on twos.’ Peter Marlowe interrupted without hesitation. What the hell is stud? he asked himself.


  The King winced. In spite of magnificent control. He had been about to say kings on queens, and he knew that Grey had seen the shudder.


  ‘You’re lying, Marlowe!’


  ‘Why, Grey, old chap, what a thing to say!’ Peter Marlowe was playing for time. What the bloody hell is stud? ‘It was pathetic,’ he said, feeling the horror-pleasure of great danger. ‘I thought I had him. I had a straight. That’s why I bet my lighter. You tell him,’ he said abruptly to the King.


  ‘How do you play stud, Marlowe?’


  Thunder broke the silence, grumbling on the horizon, and the King opened his mouth but Grey stopped him.


  ‘I asked Marlowe,’ he said threateningly.


  Peter Marlowe was helpless. He looked at the King and though his eyes said nothing, the King knew. ‘Come on,’ Peter Marlowe said quickly, ‘let’s show him.’


  The King immediately turned for the cards and said without hesitation, ‘It was my hole card—’


  Grey whirled furiously. ‘I said I wanted Marlowe to tell me. One more word out of you and I’ll put you under arrest for interfering with justice.’


  The King said nothing. He only prayed that the clue had been sufficient.


  ‘Hole card’ registered in the distance of Peter Marlowe’s memory. and he remembered. And now that he knew the game, he began to play with Grey. ‘Well,’ he said worriedly, ‘it’s like any other poker game, Grey.’


  ‘Just explain how you play the game!’ Grey thought that he had them in the lie.


  Peter Marlowe looked at him, his eyes flinty. The eggs were getting cold. ‘What are you trying to prove, Grey? Any fool knows that it’s four cards face up and one down – one in the hole.’


  A sigh fled through the room. Grey knew there was nothing he could do now. It would be his word against Marlowe’s, and he knew that even here in Changi he would have to do better than that. ‘That’s right,’ he said grimly, looking from the King to Peter Marlowe. ‘Any fool knows that.’ He handed the lighter back to the King. ‘See it’s put on the list.’


  ‘Yes, sir.’ Now that it was over, the King allowed some of his relief to show.


  Grey looked at Peter Marlowe a last time, and the look was both a promise and a threat. ‘The old school tie would be very proud of you today,’ he said with contempt, and he started out of the hut, Masters shuffling after him.


  Peter Marlowe stared after Grey, and when Grey had reached the door, he said just a little louder than was necessary to the King, still watching Grey, ‘Can I use your lighter – my fag’s out.’ But Grey’s stride did not falter, nor did he look back. Good man, thought Peter Marlowe grimly, good nerves – good man to have on your side in a death battle. And an enemy to cherish.


  The King sat weakly in the electric silence and Peter Marlowe took the lighter from his slack hand and lit his cigarette. The King automatically found his packet of Kooas and stuck one in his lips and held it there, not feeling it. Peter Marlowe leaned across and snapped the lighter for the King. The King took a long time to focus on the flame and then he saw that Peter Marlowe’s hand was as unsteady as his own. He looked down the length of the hut where the men were like statues, staring back at him. He could feel the sweat-chill on his shoulders and the wetness of his shirt.


  There was a clattering of cans outside. Dino got up and looked out expectantly.


  ‘Chow,’ he called out happily. The spell shattered and the men left the hut with their eating utensils. And Peter Marlowe and the King were quite alone.


  3


  The two men sat for a moment, gathering themselves. Then Peter Marlowe said shakily, ‘God, that was close!’
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