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I first met Jimmy Antrim at a detestable spot
called M’bagwe, half-way through Smuts’s invasion
of German East Africa. Our hands were full of
pitiful wounded after the fight at M’kalamo, and
so my ambulance had lagged behind, arriving in
the cool of the evening at a place where we had
been told that water would be found. By the time
we reached it the Division had done its worst; all
that remained of the promised river was a series of
rock-pools from which one scooped with difficulty
a creamy liquid coloured like coffee grounds; but
once it had been water, and that was enough for
us. Near it, like a jealous watch-dog, Antrim had
pitched his tent, or, rather, slung between two
acacias of a vivid and illusive greenness the piece
of rotten tarpaulin that sheltered him from the
sun.

As I rode up he rose, in defence of his coffee-grounds,
from the yellow patch of grass on which
he had been lying. He came staggering out into
the sun, a tall man in a captain’s uniform, his
pale face blotched with freckles like a leopard’s
skin, reddish hair, and eyes of deep blue, singularly
honest, that looked straight into mine from
their cavernous orbits. I told him who we were;
and as soon as he was satisfied that we needed
water and had a right to it he trotted off like a
dog to its kennel, and left us to ourselves.

Later in the evening I strolled round again to
his bivouac, partly because he was the only white
man with whom I could talk, and partly because
I felt certain that the man was ill and hoped that
I might do something for him. There he still lay
on his patch of grass, sticking to his post as if he
feared that he would be court-martialled for letting
the water evaporate. Evidently he resented my
visit. He asked me gruffly what I wanted, and
when I told him that I’d come round for a smoke
and a talk, he was silent, as if he didn’t believe me.

“At any rate,” I said, “you’d better let me
have a look at you. When a man’s as ill as you
are he shouldn’t sniff at a doctor.”

“Doctors?” he said, with a laugh. “I think I
know more about malaria than most of them.
Don’t talk to me about quinine, I’m what the
Germans call chinin-fest. I might as well eat charcoal
as quinine. You’d better take a pew.”

The pew was another tuft of grass, and I took
it. When I lit my pipe I discovered that he, poor
devil, had run out of tobacco. With difficulty I
made him accept a spare bag of Magaliesburg that
one of Brits’s troopers had given me. “That’s
better than quinine,” he said, loading his pipe
with fingers that trembled.

He lit a hurricane lamp. The air danced with
moths and mosquitoes. Once again I was struck
with the extreme pallor of his face. “A candidate
for blackwater fever,” I thought. “This fellow
ought to be sent back to the base.” I told him so.

At this he became excited. “All you medicine-wallahs
are just the same,” he said. “I know all
about myself. I know what I feel like, and I also
know that I’m perfectly fit to carry on. When I
report sick you can do what you like with me.”

“You should have reported sick long ago,” I
told him.

“But I’ve not done so,” he said, “and I’m not
going to.”

Of course, the type of man was familiar; you
get him in all ranks: the old regular soldier who
thinks that fitness is a point of honour. In German
East they died like flies for their pains. But this
man was somehow different. There was more
than fever on his mind, and what it was I couldn’t
guess until we began to talk about the country
through which we were passing. Then he soon
showed that he knew more about it than the
German maps told us.

“You know this country pretty well,” I said.

“Yes. How long have you been in East Africa?”

“Six months.”

“Up at Nairobi,” he sneered.

“For five days.”

“My name is Antrim.”

This sudden information seemed unnecessary.
I told him mine, vaguely flattering myself that
it might be familiar. But it wasn’t.

“It’s an extraordinary country,” I said, “full
of atmosphere.”

“Atmosphere? What do you mean?”

That was a question that it would take a book
to answer.

“I mean that there’s more in it than you can
see with your eyes or survey with triangles. You
never know what you’re going to find. You spoke
of Nairobi. Well, Nairobi, to my mind, has none.
This country here is full of secrets—ghosts, if you
like to put it that way.”

“Ghosts?” he echoed. “You’re right. You’re
right. Ghosts. But you’re the first man I’ve met
here that’s seen it. What did you say your name
was? I’ve a regular East African memory. You
say you never know what you’re going to find.
That’s where you differ from me. I do.” He
chuckled to himself. “That’s why I’m not reporting
sick, doctor. D’you see?”

I didn’t; but I pretended that I did. Or perhaps
I really thought I did. I thought he was
going to find an attack of blackwater and a shallow
seven-foot trench. And of course I was wrong,
as doctors usually are.

Next day we moved on and caught up with the
division. All through the day’s march my meeting
with Antrim had stuck in my mind, and in the
evening I made some inquiries about him.

“An old regular,” they told me. “Jimmy
Antrim. He’s well known in Nairobi; used to be
in the K.A.R. Bwana Chui, the natives call him.
His freckles do make him look like a leopard.
Antrim’s a curious fellow. In the old days up at
Nairobi he was a popular man, thorough good
sportsman all round. Then there was a queer
story about a hunting trip—somewhere down in
this country. He went out with a man and his
wife. There was trouble with the wife; a queer
business that was never properly explained. If
you get hold of some of the old East Africans they’ll
tell you all about it with accumulated interest.”

Of course that explained why Antrim had tested
me with his name and asked me if I’d been in
Nairobi. I didn’t ask the old East Africans. It
struck me that if there were any story I’d rather
hear it from Antrim’s side. I was prejudiced in
his favour. I liked his eyes. I could have sworn
that whatever had happened the man was a sahib.
His figure was often in my thoughts although I
never met him. I kept on thinking of the way in
which he had risen when I spoke of the atmosphere
of German East; the eagerness with which he
had jumped at the word “ghosts.” I began to
wonder if the extraordinary atmosphere which
had impressed itself on me that night had really
arisen from the country at all, whether, in fact,
Antrim himself had not been responsible for it;
for men who see ghosts have a habit of carrying
their visions along with them. I wondered if I
should ever meet him again. Probably if I did he
would have forgotten me.

Weeks went by. Twice we imagined we had
the enemy in our net, and twice they slipped us.
It seemed to us all that the campaign was getting
stale; we grew sick of the whole weary business
of bush-fighting and thirst and starvation. Our
thrust was stopping of its own inertia. We settled
down in a bush country at the edge of the Masai
steppe and watched our cattle and mules and
horses dying of fly. When they died in camp the
doctors had to see that they were buried. We
might just as well have left them to the lions.

At that camp—it was called N’dalo—Antrim
suddenly reappeared. In the meantime they had
kept him doing odd jobs on lines of communication.
Sometimes he was political officer, sometimes
intelligence, sometimes A.P.M. In all these billets
his knowledge of native languages was useful. It
was as political officer, in white tabs, that he came
to us; but, quite apart from the change of uniform,
I wouldn’t have known him.

The man had looked awful enough by the water
at M’bagwe; now there was nothing left of him
but his eyes. His uniform bagged about him;
his hands were claws, his face a dirty yellow. There
was nothing left but those two points of burning
blue. And how they burned! It was just as if
the quivering flame of his life were concentrated
in them. Puff that out, the man would be dead,
and death a mercy. Still, he was carrying on.
His tent was full every day of natives who had
been arrested on the edge of the camp by our
patrols. He was even full of a curious, fierce
energy. “Fey” was the only word that one could
give it. I suppose that, as an Irishman, he had a
right to it.

One day, inspecting a fatigue party of Baluchis
who were burying the last of their transport animals,
I made a gruesome discovery. One of the
sepoys, who had scattered through the bush in
search of soft ground for the burial, had suddenly
thrown up his arms like a drowning man and disappeared
into the earth. The others ran up to
see what had happened, and found him, frightened,
but none the worse, at the bottom of an old game-pit
of the kind that the natives dig to catch animals.
The mouth of the pit had been quite masked by a
growth of creeping vines and thorns. They pulled
him up, laughing at the mishap, with a cable of
linked belts, and as soon as he got his breath he
began to tell the Jemadar what he had seen. When
he came to himself at the bottom of the pit he
had found himself lying between two human skeletons.
It would have been natural enough to find
the pit full of bones; but these two seemed to be
complete, just lying there together undisturbed as
the ants had left them.... “Some poor devils
of natives,” I thought, “probably driven to hide
there by our friend Zahn.” Zahn was the German
officer who had been in charge of that district in
peace-time; a hard case, and one of the blackest
in the black book with which the intelligence
supplied us.

“Will the sahib see for himself?” the Jemadar
asked me; and since the discovery would have
to be reported, I said “Yes,” watching the Baluchis
as they cleared the tangles of undergrowth from
the mouth of the pit and let in the light.

Then I climbed down. There were two complete
skeletons, as the sepoy had told us. In one
of them the right thigh-bone was completely
broken; an ugly fracture in the middle third.
The bones were those of a big man, more than
six foot, I judged him. The shape of his skull
told me that he had been a European. The other,
shorter, but massively built, had obviously been
a native. No scrap of clothing was to be found;
the ants had seen to that; but scattered over the
floor of the pit was a number of metallic objects:
a gold hunter watch, on the dial of which I was
surprised to read the name of an English maker;
a rusty hammer; a couple of corroded pans of the
kind which men use for prospecting; a clasp knife,
a pencil case of untarnished gold; and, last of all,
a gold locket which had once hung round the white
man’s neck, but now dangled within the cage of
his ribs. These things I collected and carried to
headquarters, leaving a guard of Baluchis to see
that nothing was disturbed.

Headquarters was not interested in my find.
Nobody seemed to know what I should do with my
trophies until a languid brigade-major suggested
that Antrim was my man. “Take them to Captain
Antrim, with my compliments, and ask him
to report.”

Antrim was sitting at his table, writing under
the same old tarpaulin. When he saw me coming
he cleared away the natives that were waiting to
be examined and rose with difficulty to his feet.

“So you’ve come at last,” he said bewilderingly.

“Headquarters sent me——” I began.

“Yes, yes, I know. Sit down. Let me see
what you’ve got.”

The sepoy whom I had borrowed from the Baluchis
dumped everything on the table. Antrim went
paler and paler. I thought the man was going to
faint and jumped up to catch him.

“No, I’m all right,” he said. “Leave me
alone.”

He picked up the watch and opened it. It had
stopped at ten minutes past five. He closed it
with a snap. Then his thin fingers strayed over
the other rubbish. It was just as if he were afraid
to touch them, but felt compelled to do so. Last
of all he came to the locket. He pressed the spring;
but it wouldn’t open. He forced it with a pen-knife.
A scrap of paper fluttered out on to the
ground. I picked it up and read a dozen English
words that were written on it in pencil: Dingaan
found me. Too late, though. Leg smashed. Nobody
to blame. Lacey has the figures.—J. D. R.

I handed the paper to Antrim; but he took no
notice of me. His eyes were fixed on a portrait,
a coloured miniature, that the locket contained.
I leaned over him and looked. The portrait was
that of a young girl with dark hair and a pale,
serious face at which Antrim gazed and gazed.

“English,” I said. “Look at the paper. It’s a
beautiful face.”

“Beautiful?” he echoed. “Not beautiful
enough.” He laughed nervously. “It’s my wife.”

He looked at me with his blue eyes blazing, his
lips trembling. Evidently the poor devil’s mind
had given way. That sometimes happens after
months of malaria.

“It’s my wife,” he repeated, with an awful smile.
“Don’t you believe me?”

Then he tottered, his hands dropped the locket,
I caught him and lowered him gently to the ground.
He lay there quietly, his eyes closed. I was glad
that he’d closed his eyes. They were unbearable.
But his lips still smiled. That was the funny
thing. He looked as if he had suddenly lost all
anxiety.

I sent the Baluchi running round to the ambulance
for bearers and a stretcher. Antrim was
still lying quiet when they arrived. I roused him.

“Look here, I’m going to shove you into hospital,”
I said.

He took it like a lamb.

“Right-o! You can do what you like with me
now. I’ve finished with the ghosts.”

Evidently he remembered our conversation at
M’bagwe in spite of the “East African memory.”

We hoisted him on to the stretcher and carried
him away. He lay there placidly, his eyes still
closed. I walked by his side, thinking what a
tragedy it was that he hadn’t given way before his
reason went. Suddenly I heard him whispering:
“Doctor!”

“Yes?” I bent over him and listened.

“Will you do me a favour?”

“Of course.” He sounded sane enough.

“I want you to go round to the wireless people—Harrison’s
a friend of mine—and put through a
private cable for me. Really important. Will
you take it down?”

“Very good. Fire away!”

He dictated: “Antrim, Chalke Manor, Wilts.
I don’t know if you’ll have to put England....”

“I’ll see about that.”

“Thanks. Go on: Ghost laid. Love. Jim.
Got it?”

I read it over. He was wonderfully collected.
I began to wonder if I’d made a mistake in diagnosis.

“Yes, that’s right,” he said. “A thousand
thanks.”

He closed his eyes again. The stretcher passed
into the shadow of the hospital banda. A fortnight
later, when I lay convalescent beside him on the
way to the base, I heard his incredible story; and
this is what I made of it.
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Five years before the beginning of this adventure,
James Antrim had been seconded from the Indian
regiment to which he belonged for a term of service
with the King’s African Rifles at Nairobi. It
was a pleasant life that he came to, and the only
one that he understood; for in those days, before
the penetration of Jewish shopkeepers and Christian
landsharks which has given the town a flavour
of the Rand, the atmosphere of Nairobi was, as
near as may be, that of an Indian hill station.
Its social traditions were those of Indian official
life; its inhabitants, soldiers and civil servants,
members of two connected castes, speaking the
same language, accepting the same conventions of
behaviour and the same code of sport.

A good life ... Antrim—Jimmy, as everybody
called him—could not have asked for a better.
First, he was a keen soldier—heredity answered
for that—and the K.A.R. of those days was a crack
corps of magnificent physique tempered by the
fires of war that still smouldered in every border
of the colony. He was proud of his men, and,
being born to the job, he soon came to know them
and like them as well as his own Pathans. Next,
he was a born sportsman; and this was the best
country in the world for sport. One could shoot
lion within an hour’s ride of Nairobi; there was a
racecourse with two annual meetings, a pack of
hounds that hunted jackal, a polo ground. No
man of his kind could complain.

He lived comfortably in the K.A.R. Headquarters
mess on the brow of Nairobi Hill, within a
stone’s throw of his lines. If, at sunset, he passed
through the wide alley of the cantonment between
the rows of thatched bandas that his men inhabited
and saw the blue smoke curling upward while the
askaris’ women moved between the huts swathed
in their long printed cloths, he accepted the whole
exotic scene without questioning or wonder. To
him it was just part of the daily life. Even when
he passed through the length of the lines and stood
for a moment on the edge of the escarpment, seeing
beneath him the green sea of the Athi Plains, or,
perhaps, the gleaming cone of Kilima N’jaro, he
didn’t realise that he was in Africa, or think of
the desperate adventures of the men who had
pushed inward before him, through the veldt of
fever and the Taru jungle to plant this station on
the edge of the hills. Aldershot or Pindi or Nairobi:
it made no difference in this life of bugle calls and
parades. Nairobi was just a station, like any
other, in which he would serve his time and then
pass on. The green plain beneath him was just
the game-reserve, a reservoir of magnificent shooting,
made for the sport of men. Kilima N’jaro?
Kilima N’jaro was in German East, and did not
concern him. He would not wait to see its cone
loom greater, dominating all the South, for, between
six o’clock and half-past, the sun would set, and
at this hour all sensible men made tracks for the
club or for the ante-room, that they might get in
a rubber of bridge before dinner. He played bridge
well. For every game in which the muscles or
brain of one man were pitted against those of
another he had a kind of clear, instinctive aptitude.
Other men liked to play with him, for he was a
generous winner and a good loser.

This was the time of day when women emerged
with their cool dresses, fragile and seductive in
the twilight; but Antrim never bothered his head
about them. Poodle-faking was a subaltern’s
game. He had learnt all he wanted to know about
it years ago in India, at a station too hot for any
other amusement, and emerged from this tuition
with a profound distrust. Not, for one moment,
that he was insusceptible. It was a game for which
he had an aptitude as marked as for any other.
The trouble, to his mind, was that it was a game
without rules—or rather that women, in his experience,
wouldn’t stick to those that he accepted.
The theory that all was fair in love and war offended
him. It had been part of his training to absorb
the rules of the Geneva Convention in one, and he
looked for its equivalent in the other. In vain, of
course; for women, who wouldn’t sneak a point
at tennis for the world, were apt, in matters of sex,
to argue with the umpire. What was more, he had
invariably found them bad losers. With one loser,
in Mau, he had had a hell of a time; and another,
a winner, had wiped her feet on him in Poona.
It wasn’t good enough. That was why he preferred
bridge ... and male bridge at that.

For this reason he came to Nairobi with a reputation
for “difficulty” among women. Throughout
the whole of his service there he lived up to
it; and this was confusing to hostesses who were
simple enough to be led by his perfectly delightful
manners into the idea that they had made a conquest.
There wasn’t a woman in Nairobi who
could complain that Jimmy had ever been rude
to her, nor yet one who could boast that he had
been attentive; and this was not for want of
opportunities of either. A waste of the very best
material; for in many ways he was attractive to
women; in his air of perfect physical efficiency,
his reputation for good sportsmanship, his breeding,
and, above all, his voice, which was low and strong
with the inflections rather than the accents of a
brogue.

Perhaps it was a feeling of disappointment, long
suppressed, that made the outcry which raised itself
against his first adventure at N’dalo so bitter and
so prolonged. To Antrim himself it was also inexplicable,
for he had left B.E.A. after five years
of service with the battalion, to all intents a popular
figure. Certainly no man could have asked for a
better send off. He didn’t suppose that he would
ever see Nairobi again; but as he left it he felt more
kindly towards it than to any station in which he
had served.

In after years he was often to remember that
downhill journey to the coast. He had never
been fitter in his life; he was modestly conscious
of a job well done, and sure of a first-rate confidential
report on his service. In front of him lay the
prospect of six months’ leave. What he would do
with it he didn’t know. It was enough to be sure
that he would be in Ireland for the white trout
and the grouse, and six months was a deuce of a
time in any case. Three days at least he must
spend in Mombasa waiting for his boat; but that,
on the whole, would be rather fun, for he was
booked to spend it with the provincial Commissioner
Kilgour, another Irishman whose house was
the oldest quarter on the island, overlooking the
harbour in which he could swim at dusk. In the
daytime, perhaps, he would have a go at trolling
for baracuta. And sleep. After the altitude of
Nairobi it would be hard to keep awake at the
coast.

By the time that he had reached these pleasant
determinations the train was running fast through
the game reserve and his eyes became watchful.
It was good to see them, those great straggling
herds of antelope on which he would never set eyes
again, unless, indeed, he should some day take
another trip from India on long leave. It pleased
him to reflect that he could see nothing to touch
the collection of heads that he was bringing home
with his luggage. He thought lovingly of the
record Roan that he had stalked and shot at N’joro
six months before; and with this there came into
his mind the memory of many golden days on those
rolling highlands.

When they ran into Kiu in the early evening and
were turned out at the Dak Bungalow for tea, he
realised that he was saying good-bye to these happy
hunting grounds; for at this point the climate of
the highlands ends and the line begins its long
descent to the sea. It wasn’t like Antrim to be
sentimental, and yet, when he had bolted his boiled
eggs, he stood on the platform looking backward
over the rising plateau, so vast, so piercingly green
after the greater rains; and in that moment Africa,
that old enchantress, sealed her claim on him.
He didn’t know it. He just hung on to the platform
as long as he dared while the pump of the
engine wheezed like a winded roarer; and, when
the train started, he watched in a dream the
wide park-steppe unfolding its slow panorama—flat-topped
acacias, of the kind that giraffes love,
and stony shallow dongas whose bush might shelter
a lion—watched it eagerly, jealously, till night
swooped down like a bird of prey, a pitch-black
night, in which he could only smell, seeing nothing
but the engine’s flying sparks, hearing nothing
but the rumble of the coaches.

And he thought: Well, this is good-bye. This
is the end of Africa for me. I’m still in it, but every
moment I’m moving away from it. Funny how a
damned shenzi country like this gets hold of one!
There’s nothing much to it that one can see except
the game. But there it is! That’s the way of life.
You live in a place for four years, just rub along
and put up with it, and when you move on to
another you could kick yourself for not having made
the most of it. All through that evening he was
thinking more of Africa than of Connemara.

In the middle of the night (as it seemed) they
pulled up at Tsavo. A railway babu in a frockcoat
and turban strutted up and down the platform
swinging a hurricane lamp, as though he owned
the place. “Fancies himself a hell of a bahadur,”
Antrim thought. “This country’s no place for
Indians. You can see why the Africans hate ’em!”
He thought lovingly of his own askaris, and while
he gazed out into the dark that possessed the
wilderness on every side, he heard the shrilling of
frogs and smelt the aroma of the dry bush blowing
in at his window. “Lions,” he thought. This
was the place where one of the railway-wallahs
shot some man-eaters. It was all very well to
shoot lions; but no one had any business to make
a song about it. He yawned. He remembered
passing through the same station on his way up-country.
If it had been light he could have caught
a last glimpse of Kilima N’jaro. Now he would never
see the Mountain of the Spirit again. A pity....

Why it was a pity he couldn’t for the life of
him say. Twelve hours before, such an idea
wouldn’t have entered his head. He cursed the
voice of the officious babu who had wakened him.
When the train moved on he couldn’t get to sleep.
He wasn’t at all sure that this railway coach,
seconded, like himself, from India, wasn’t infested
with bugs. At least the railway people might
give one a decent light.

Lying there awake and, as it seemed, less and
less likely to sleep, his thoughts became possessed
by the fantastic idea of cancelling the passage he
had taken, throwing up the idea of Europe, and
spending his six months’ leave in Africa. It might
be his last opportunity, and, in any case, he could
never again do it so cheaply. He calculated the
saving of fares, the money that he was bound to
blue in London, and set it off against his balance
at Grindlay’s. Supposing he fitted up a small
safari in Mombasa and started down South, over
the German border into new country.... The
idea was ridiculous, but he couldn’t banish it
from his mind; and at last surrendered to working
out its details. It passed the wakeful time as
well as watching sheep go through a gate; but
when once he had admitted the project to his
thoughts, his brain began to work so clearly and
with such enthusiasm that he was astonished. It
was as if the plans had lain hidden, ready-made,
in some dark region of his consciousness, and this
impressed him with the suspicion that there might
be something in it.

In matters of this kind he was a little superstitious.
He believed in the rightness of instinct,
and felt that if he neglected the impulses that it
prompted he might live to regret it. And, indeed,
when he came to think of this change of plans
as possible and not as a fantastic speculation, it
had its points. The aspect of it which appealed
to him most was not so much that it implied the
recovery of lost opportunity (though this, no
doubt, was its origin and its excuse), as the fact
that all spheres of adventure in this small world
were contracting day by day. Twenty years ago
the whole of the country through which the train
ran clanking in the night had been unexplored.
Now its transit was as unadventurous as a run
from Paddington to Plymouth. Further south the
Germans were already building two railways. In
ten years’ time there wouldn’t be a spot uncharted
on the map of Africa. Supposing that he stuck to
his original plan and made another visit on long
leave from India? The odds were that by that
time all accessible country would have lost its
virginity and, therefore, be useless to his fastidious
taste. “If I don’t go now,” he told himself, “I
might just as well not go at all. Damn it, why
shouldn’t I go now?”

His sister Honoria, down near Athenry, would
be disappointed not to see him. Honoria was
married and had two children. She was said to
be happy, and told him so herself. So she should
be, for she’d got what she wanted. He didn’t
know Honoria’s husband; but he had heard hints
that he was a Nationalist, and if once he started
talking politics there’d be the devil to pay. That
three months’ visit to Athenry was a risky business,
though Honoria, poor old thing, didn’t guess
it. And if he were not going to stay for three
months with Honoria, why, in heaven’s name,
was he going home?

He began to reckon the pleasures on which he
had counted, trivial, ridiculous things: the
prospect of a hair-cut at Guy’s under the skilled
hands of the old fellow with the mutton-chop
whiskers who always remembered him.

“Pleased to see you, Captain! (He always called
him Captain.) Back from India, as usual?”

And himself: “No, Africa this time—East
Africa.”

“Ah, yes, the Gold Coast. Isn’t that what they
call the White Man’s Grave? Though, I must
say, sir, you don’t show it. You’ll find London
greatly changed. We don’t change much here.”
A chuckle. “Friction, of course, sir?”

A visit to his tailor’s. The vanity of stepping
out into Piccadilly in well-cut mufti, just as if
he’d never left it. The trees of the park in the
pale green of spring. The smell of a May shower
on London dust. A dinner at the Rag with his
cousin Harry Persse. Good things all of them—yet
only good by contrast. He and his friends
would talk together of old times, old names, old
faces; but, if he were to tell himself the truth, he
knew that Persse didn’t care a button for him.
Harry’s life was not his. He didn’t know Harry;
that was the truth of the matter. And he didn’t
know Honoria either—much less her husband.

It wouldn’t be a bad idea, he decided, to send
her his heads in place of himself. No doubt they
would look topping in the hall; and, as a matter
of fact, he had nowhere else to store them. He
didn’t suppose she really wanted him, and, if she
did, she could console herself with the colobus
monkey skins, black and white, that he had shot
up Kijabe mountain. Make a muff of them; or
tippets for the kids—if modern kids wore tippets.
Poor old Honoria! It was all very well to think
about her; but the pleasure and the pity that he
got out of it were equally sentimental. Really,
they were strangers.

When he came to think of it there was nobody
in his life at present who wasn’t a stranger. It
had been his rule to cultivate the pleasant superficial
relationships that were necessary to his army
career, and to leave it at that. Much better all
round. You expected less of people and weren’t
open to disappointment, and the men at headquarters
decided you were a sound fellow. What
was more, it allowed you to lead your own life.
If there was any point in living one’s own life ...
three-score years and ten. “Too deep, my friend!
Ask me another,” he thought.

It was a bad thing, he told himself, just as
Honoria would have told him, to cut oneself off from
the graces of life. It was necessary, so to speak,
to be inoculated with the germs of civilisation
once in every so many years. Otherwise one felt
a barbarian and found oneself speaking a different
language from one’s peers. His mind rebelled
against this suggestion. “The truth of the matter
is,” he told himself, “we do all these things for
women. Fashions in manners; fashions in words.
It’s a kind of sexual tyranny! And since there’s
no woman in the world that I particularly want
to please—— Besides, if ever I want to marry,
the woman will be above such trifles, and I’ve
yet to meet her.”

He saw, rather grimly and quite unjustly, the
pale women of India: a flight of white moths
fluttering out in a warm dusk. His resentment
rose against them “Dictating the whole behaviour
of the Indian Empire! Coming out at night like
a lot of cocottes!”

In this state of mind he couldn’t even make
allowances for climatic conditions; he couldn’t
see that the delight of his mind in these
savage generalisations was a token of weakness
rather than of strength; but in that moment he
had remembered the woman at Poona, and thought
no more of Africa. The train had reached the
thorn desert of Taru before he fell asleep.
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On the platform at Mombasa next morning two
of Kilgour’s boys in uniform were waiting for him.
Outside the station he mounted Kilgour’s private
trolley, and was propelled through the long avenues
of flamboyant and false almond like a Buddha
carried in procession. On the way to Kilgour’s
quarters he caught, between two baobabs, one
glimpse of the long arm of Kilindini Harbour.
There, in mid-stream swung the Vandal, the ship
on which his passage was booked, lazily loading a
cargo of hides from up-country. Antrim eyed her
carelessly. She looked a solid, comfortable
packet. In three days’ time he would probably
be better acquainted; for the wild schemes that
had kept his brain buzzing through the night had
been jolted into it by the Uganda Railway, and
were not to be taken seriously. He could imagine
how Kilgour, just back from Europe and not
overpleased with himself, would laugh at them.
And Kilgour would be right.

So he passed on. It was good to smell Mombasa
again, to see the great rounded clumps of its
mangoes, to breathe the moist sea air. He was
content to do this while the trolley-boys sweated
behind. It was useless trying to think about
anything until he had bathed and scrubbed his
body and washed the red dust of the train out of
his eyes. He didn’t suppose he’d see old Kilgour
before tiffin—no doubt he’d be saving his face at
the office; but Kilgour’s memsahib, one of the
best sportswomen in the colony, would make him
comfortable.

The trolley swung round a corner, and there she
was, in pyjamas, mosquito-boots, and a topee,
talking fluent Swahili to a couple of gardeners.

“Jambo, Bwana!” she called, waving a sun-shade,
the handle of which was made from the
horn of a gazelle and looked more like a weapon
than the implement of a refined civilisation. “How
are you?” she asked, looking him up and down
with her keen, candid eyes. “Pat’s down at his
office doing a job of work. You look like a Red
Indian. Better make a start with a bath. Sorry
I’m too busy with these shenzis to show you in;
but you can find your way.”

He thanked her, and she called after him:

“Lunch at one, Jimmy. Better make yourself
pretty. There’s a lady coming: just arrived on
your boat. If you don’t feel at home it’ll be your
own fault.”

He did feel at home. He liked Mrs. Kilgour:
her downrightness, her pluck, the hospitality that
had turned their house into a hostel and run away
with every penny of their income. He liked to
hear her capping Kilgour’s inimitable lies, the
mixture of tolerance and prejudice with which
she astonished official womenkind. Admirable
creature! He wondered how on earth old Kilgour
had married her, unless it were that her stories
were taller than his. “The most accomplished
exaggerator I ever met,” said Kilgour. Meanwhile,
having scrubbed himself he lay luxuriously
in a bath of cool water until the gun warned him
that he must dress.

When he descended he found them waiting in
the cool-flagged drawing-room: Pat Kilgour, a
little thinner than usual, with a twinkle in his
eye that meant stories: Mrs. Kilgour, clothed
almost elegantly in white, and the two strangers
to whom she introduced him with a rush: “Mrs.
Rawley—Mr. Rawley. Captain Antrim is going
home on your boat. You’ll be able to tell him all
about it.” The man bowed: the woman held out
her hand; the introduction was swept aside by the
Provincial Commissioner’s story. “‘Lions?’ I’ve
told her times without number that I draw the
line at her shooting them with a twelve-bore shot
gun. When we were up at Fort Hall—I made the
place by the way—she used to go out shooting
them before breakfast.”

“But weren’t you proud of her?” Mrs. Rawley
asked, with a look of admiration toward Mrs.
Kilgour.

“Proud? My dear lady, it nearly lost me my
job. In my official capacity it wouldn’t do. The
natives complained to the game warden that
there wasn’t a lion left for miles.”

“They used to take my chickens, you know,”
said Mrs. Kilgour confidentially.

“Perhaps Mrs. Kilgour is pulling your leg,”
said Rawley heavily, pinching his wife’s shoulder.
Antrim thought she winced.

“But it’s perfectly true,” Kilgour protested.

“The chickens?” Mrs. Rawley’s tone was a
little reproachful.

“Not at all. Don’t you believe a thing she
tells you. But every word I’ve said about the
lions. It’s her one weakness. Twice at least I
could have let her be killed if I hadn’t fired over
her shoulder. Think of the temptation. No one
the wiser, and myself a free man! Mr. Rawley,
this is the easiest country in the world to get rid
of a wife in. That’s why we’re suspicious of every
married couple that comes here. It’s far cheaper
than divorce, and there’s no publicity.”

“Yes, I could tell you some stories,” said Mrs.
Kilgour dreamily.

“Though nobody that knows her would believe
them,” gibed her husband.

“Chakula tayari,” said a tall white figure at the
door, and they passed in to lunch, Kilgour following,
with a friendly grip on Antrim’s arm.

At lunch, if he had wished it, Antrim had plenty
of opportunity to examine the other guests, for
Kilgour and his wife, treating him as a familiar of
the house who could look after himself, spent
most of their cares on them; Kilgour speaking in
a low voice to Mrs. Rawley, who sat on Antrim’s
left, and was only perceptible to him through the
medium of a faint and unobtrusive perfume, while
Mrs. Kilgour tried to keep things moving with
Rawley—partly no doubt from sheer politeness,
and partly to give her husband a chance with a
pretty woman. Perhaps, also, she felt a little sorry
for Rawley—though this seemed a waste of charity,
since Rawley was not sorry for himself.

A curious pair. At the first glance Antrim had
not found either prepossessing. Physically Rawley
was a man, standing at least six feet in height;
but his figure was ill-balanced, its lines tapering
downward from shoulders that were massive,
over too-slender hips, to feet of a ridiculous
smallness; and this gave him the silhouette
of a tall peg-top. His arms were too long; his
hands huge, clumsy, slow-moving; his head set
low on his shoulders; his eyes habitually lowered
in a way that seemed shy rather than furtive. He
spoke little, rising, with the sluggishness of an
overfed trout, to the quick casts Mrs. Kilgour made
in his direction; and when he did speak it was
only to confirm a point that he had grasped five
seconds too late with a hurried “Yes, yes. Quite
so,” that led nowhere.

Once, at the end of a conversational blind-alley,
Mrs. Kilgour’s eyes met Antrim’s in an appeal
for help; but he only smiled to himself. It amused
him to see her carrying on; for he had just realised
why Rawley didn’t or wouldn’t listen. The man
was looking at his wife, straining his ears to catch
the least word that she spoke to Kilgour at the
other end of the table. “Poor beggar, he’s jealous,”
Antrim thought. And then Rawley, in a paroxysm
of awkwardness, upset the salt.

“Throw it over your shoulder quickly!” Mrs.
Kilgour commanded.

Rawley took her seriously. “You’ve no idea
how I detest superstitions,” he said.

“Well, your blood’s on your own head. Don’t
blame me if you come to grief.”

“Yes, yes; quite so,” said Rawley, flushed, and
a little late. “That sort of thing is a weakness
of my wife’s, I don’t encourage it. She’s what
the spiritualist humbugs call a sensitive. I’m
quite of a different make. I’m sceptical and
scientific.”

“Scientific!” Mrs. Kilgour jumped at the word.
She was going to get something out of the man at
last. “Do tell me!”

“I’ve played with chemistry; and I’m very
keen on geology.”

Geology! Antrim found himself suppressing a
smile. Rawley wasn’t his idea of a scientist.

“How interesting!” said Mrs. Kilgour encouragingly.
But she played into Rawley’s hands.
“Yes, yes. Quite so,” he said. She looked from
him to Jimmy Antrim in despair, and the sight of
Jimmy seemed to reassure her, for in no person
better than in him could she have found a contrast
to Rawley’s lumbering heaviness. He realised the
unspoken compliment, and this set him finding
excuses for Rawley. A clumsy overgrown schoolboy,
he told himself, and probably quite a decent
sort. Women, even exceptional women like Mrs.
Kilgour, would always judge by appearances and
in a hurry. If the fellow had been in the army
and learned to carry himself better, he’d be all
right. And then, suddenly, he realised that Rawley
was wearing an Eton tie. “Bought it by mistake,”
he thought, “because he liked the colours.
Probably knows no better. But his wife might
have told him all the same. And yet there must
be something in him somewhere. Otherwise she
wouldn’t have married him.”

For, even though Kilgour had not yet given him
the opportunity of speaking ten words to her,
Antrim was already attracted by his neighbour on
the left. So, obviously, was Kilgour; but Antrim
did not in the least grudge him his attentions.
It amused him to catch the charming superficialities
with which the old dog entertained her, and,
what was more, gave him a chance of examining
her at leisure. He felt like being amused; the
soft coastal air was in his head; he was too
sleepy to talk, but wakeful enough to listen.
At the same time, he found her something of a
puzzle.

If there was one thing in the world that he disliked
it was the scent with which women were
pleased to drench themselves. Whatever its refinements
might be he smelt in it the musk of the harem.
But the faint perfume which had stood to him for
this woman’s presence had not annoyed him: it
seemed as natural and particular to her as the
scent of a flower. Now he began to examine her
more closely. She was tall for a woman, slim and
dark. Of her head he could see little, for a white
topee shadowed it. Certainly, in profile, she was
not typical of the refined stock from which, presumably,
she had sprung; her nose, though finely
modelled, was too small; her chin short, determined;
her cheek-bones too high for beauty. But
when she smiled, with a quick sensitiveness to
Kilgour’s humour, he saw that she had beautiful
teeth and that her lips returned to a line of firm
seriousness. A good mouth, he decided, a plucky
mouth. Even in a young girl you could judge a
good deal by that.

Her eyes he could not see; but he liked her
voice, for it was low, with a certain reedy
quality. He found himself listening for it. As
a rule he hated the high-pitched voices of
women. This was the voice of a boy, speaking
English that was delicate and clear-cut. When
he came to think of it, her voice was like the rest
of her; it had given him the clue to her quality.
She was all like a boy, straight, flexible, narrow in
the hips, without a hint of looseness in her firm
figure, without a hint of restraint. And that no
doubt was why he had liked her: there was nothing
consciously feminine about her, nothing that
insisted on her sex—not even, strangely enough,
her perfume. She wore no jewellery but a necklace
of small, well-matched pearls, luminous on
the pallor of her skin. Pallor he must call it, and
yet she was not pale. Her cheeks showed no flush
of colour, and yet her skin was alive; ivory, and
yet warmer than ivory; the colour of an egg,
faintly brown. And nothing could have been
more alive than her hands, tanned with sea-air,
and delicately formed. On the left she wore a
small signet and a wedding ring that seemed unduly
massive. “Newly married,” Antrim told himself.
The weight of that gold circlet symbolised the
heaviness and the jealousy of Rawley. He, no
doubt, had chosen it, determined that there should
be no mistake. “Perhaps she’s proud of it,” he
thought; “they usually are, to begin with.” Was
she proud of it? Who the devil was she, and why
had she married Rawley?

Towards the end of the meal, for the first time,
he spoke to her. Rawley glanced quickly in his
direction, but she had not heard. Evidently, up
to this point, she hadn’t realised his existence;
and this, on the whole, pleased him. Most women
were acutely conscious of the men on either side
of them. Perhaps she hadn’t taken to him. Well,
there was no wonder in that, seeing that she had
taken to Rawley. And in any case it didn’t matter.
Probably he would never see her again.

But when they rose from the table and he pulled
back her chair she turned to him, and for part of
a second their eyes met. Hers were golden-brown,
and very frank. In that glance she seemed to be
summing him up, deciding exactly what manner
of man he was. After that the wonder that she
should have married Rawley increased. But
though she looked at him she didn’t speak. She
didn’t even say thank you. And he was filled
not with annoyance but with compassion. “Poor
kid!” he thought.

Kilgour was showing Rawley his collection of
heads, Mrs. Kilgour was capping her husband’s
stories of their achievement, and once more they
found themselves together and alone. The resources
of Antrim’s politeness forsook him; he had nothing
to say. They stood in silence, facing each other,
in the middle of the room. He couldn’t think
what had happened to him that he should be
tongue-tied like this; the excuse of sleepiness no
longer held, for he was wide awake. And yet he
was not ashamed or troubled by it. He did not
feel that in this case small-talk was demanded.
It would make no difference to her: she would
understand. The experience was new to him.
And then, suddenly, she raised her eyes to him,
and faintly smiled, just as though she had read
his thoughts and recognised the amazement with
which he perceived them. She spoke:

“Mrs. Kilgour told me that you were returning
to England on our boat. I am sorry I didn’t catch
your name.”

“My name is Antrim.”

“You’re Irish, like the Kilgours?”

“I am.”

“When are you sailing?”

He hesitated. Not because he didn’t know the
date, but because he habitually spoke the truth.
Then he answered, as it seemed, in spite of himself:
“I don’t know.”

“I suppose it depends on the cargo?”

“The boat sails on Thursday.”

“I thought your passage was booked?”

“So it is. I booked it a month ago.”

“And you’ve changed your mind?”

It was as though her questions were forcing
him into a decision that his mind had not cared to
face. It was certainly an easy way of arriving at
conclusions. He smiled at himself as he answered
her.

“Yes, I’ve changed my mind.”

And she smiled back at him, curious, incredulous:

“What an extraordinary thing! I like people
to do things like that. I wish you’d tell me why
... if it isn’t a secret.”

He did not answer her. In any case he couldn’t
have done so, but the arrival of Rawley and the
Kilgours saved him from the difficulty. Rawley
made straight for his wife.

“Are you ready?” he said.

“Yes,” she replied.

“But you are not going yet?” Mrs. Kilgour
protested.

“Sorry, I’m afraid we must. I hope we shall
see you again.”

“Of course,” said Kilgour warmly, “of course.”

They made their farewells. This time Rawley
shook hands with Antrim: it was a good firm
hand-grip. His wife only bowed. Kilgour showed
them to the verandah steps. He, at least, found
conversation with Mrs. Rawley easy. Antrim and
Mrs. Kilgour stood looking at each other in amazement
as the voices of the others died away.

“Who are they?” he asked at last.

“Rawley’s Chemical Dip. Didn’t you know?
I thought I told you.”

“No. That accounts for the science ... and
the rest of him. But who was she?”

“She’s an ‘honourable.’ Her name was Carlyon.
A Cornish family. She’s a daughter of Lord St.
Pinnock, if that leaves you any the wiser. I’d
never heard of him.”

“No. It’s strange what a number of obscure
peerages there are knocking about. But I think
I must have met one of her brothers in Simla.
Nothing to boast of, by the way, and a good bit
older than this girl.”

“Yes; she’s the youngest. I dare say they’re
a big family. Living down in Cornwall, poor
creatures, I suppose they’ve nothing else to do.
Rawley must be a millionaire, to judge by the
advertisements.”

“I wish she’d tell him not to wear that Eton
tie.”

“He can’t help it, Jimmy. That’s the funny
part of it. He’s an Etonian. He ‘let it slip,’ as
they say.”

“Good Lord! You don’t say so?”

“In these days, Jimmy, you never know.”

Kilgour reappeared, flushed, and evidently a
little flattered. “Charming woman!” he said.

“If you hadn’t overdone it, my boy,” his wife
informed him, “she’d be here still. The poor man
took fright.”

“But what are they doing in Africa at all?”
Antrim asked.

“Going on a safari up country,” Kilgour replied.
“It’s getting fashionable, worse luck!
He’s been asking my advice about porters and
equipment. If I don’t look after him he’ll get done
brown. Those stiffs of yours up in Nairobi can
scent a millionaire down at the coast. Once get
him into the Norfolk and he’ll be landed with a
farm that some one wants to get rid of within a
week. But when you get him to talk, let me tell
you, Rawley isn’t a fool by any means. He’s a
clumsy fellow and all that, and he hasn’t a lot of
conversation, but he seems to know what he wants.
And he’s very fond of his wife. I don’t blame him.
Charming woman, as I said before.”

“What did you make of her, Jimmy?” Mrs.
Kilgour asked suddenly.

“I? Nothing at all,” Antrim replied.
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In the cool of the evening—or, rather, in that
pleasant, tepid air that envelops the island when
the shadows of the baobabs lengthen seaward and
the breeze begins to fall—Antrim saw them again.
By this time he had shaken off the lethargy of
the morning in a long sleep, he had bathed luxuriously,
and was walking in from the Bluff to shake
up his liver and look for old acquaintances in the
Mombasa Club, an airy hospitable building that
stands under the shadow of the whitewashed fort
of Jesus and the red flag of Zanzibar. Reaching
the corner of the wide avenue of flamboyants
where the road from Kilindini dips downward to
the fort, he became aware of a crowd collecting in
the middle of the street. For Mombasa this was
an unusual occurrence; for the police are an efficient
corps that will stand no nonsense, and the
inhabitants, who are fonder of litigation than of
violence, know better than to settle their differences
in the neighbourhood of the barracks.

Evidently the affair was exciting, for everybody
in the street had immediately forsaken his business
and run towards the scene of the disturbance:
ricksha boys, trailing their vehicles behind them;
raw natives with burdens of fruit from Mazeras;
sober Goanese shop-keepers; Indians in long
frockcoats—even the labourers from the foundations
of new store, and women from the round
huts of the native location over the way, all
were running as hard as they could pelt and
clustering in one black mass like bees about a
queen. Antrim hated nothing in the world more
than a row; but this seemed serious, and he could
not pass it by. If there were trouble it was his
business to be there; so he, too, hurried to the
spot.

There, in the middle of the murmuring crowd,
stood a ricksha with lowered shafts, and in it,
erect, fragile and very pale, sat the white figure of
Mrs. Rawley. Antrim pushed his way through
the crowd that smelt of black flesh and spices and
the sickly oil with which the natives smear themselves.
In front of the ricksha, crumpled up in the
dust, lay its owner; and above him, flushed and
dishevelled, stood Rawley, snorting like an
angry bull. In one clenched hand he held a
green-backed Swahili vocabulary, in the other the
splintered shaft of a walking-stick that he had
broken over the fellow’s back. He was cursing in
English at the hostile crowd.

Antrim walked straight up to him and took him
by the arm, but he seemed too consumed with
anger to notice him or realise what he said.

“What’s the matter?” Antrim asked. He
shook Rawley’s arm as if to wake him. “What’s
the matter? Tell me quickly!”

“Matter? I told the brute to go slowly. He
wouldn’t stop.”

“Are you sure he understood you?”

“Of course he understood me. It was just
damned obstinacy. Then——” Rawley began
to splutter. “Then he had the impudence to
stand up to me.”

The figure in the dust gave a groan that was
echoed by the sympathetic crowd. Rawley took
out a white silk handkerchief. “I’ve broken my
knuckles on the beggar’s head,” he said.

Antrim gave the ricksha boy a poke with his
foot. “Get up!” he said in Swahili. “What’s
the matter?”

The native began to whine. “The bwana told
me to go fast. I went fast. How could I go faster
with such a weight behind? Then he stood up
and beat me like an ox with his stick. What could
I do? And then he jumped from the ricksha and
knocked me down with his fist. Now I wait for
the police.”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” said Antrim.
“Get up. Let me see what’s the matter with
you.”

The ricksha boy rose to his feet. Apart from
the dust, which was his natural portion in life,
there wasn’t much amiss with him. It would have
taken more than Rawley’s fist to damage an
African skull.

“You see, he’s all right,” Rawley grumbled.

“How much does the bwana owe you?” Antrim
asked.

“Two rupees.”

“Here are four. If I give you four you’ll be
satisfied. You’ll say no more about it. Otherwise
you’ll get nothing. The bwana says you attacked
him, and the memsahib will say the same.”

The man rubbed his eyes with his hands. Then
he pointed to his back on which the lines cut by
Rawley’s stick already stood out in weals. “Four
rupees?” he cried. “Look ... see for yourself!”

The labourers from the cathedral laughed.
Nothing appeals to an African sense of humour
more than the sight of a painful thing. The whole
crowd began laughing and talking at once.

“I’ll make it five,” said Antrim. “Will that
do? Answer quickly, or you’ll get nothing.”

“N’dio Bwana,” said the man, with a feeble
grin. He held out his hand. Antrim gave him
five rupees.

“Come along,” he said, “we’d better get out of
this. Will you come and have tea with me at the
club?”

He offered his hand to Mrs. Rawley, who descended
from her ricksha, and made a way for her
through the laughter of the disintegrating crowd.
Antrim and she walked together, Rawley sullenly
followed, still carrying in his hands the Swahili
vocabulary and the butt of his splintered walking-stick.
A ridiculous proceeding, Antrim thought,
why didn’t the fellow throw it away? The whole
business had been unpleasant; just the sort of
thing that oughtn’t to happen in a British possession,
the very last affair that he would have
chosen to be mixed up with. If Rawley had been
alone, he would have left him to stew in his own
juice, by gad, he would! Nothing but the presence
of his wife, her fineness, her fragility and her
pathetic silence, could have persuaded him to
butt in. He would have a straight talk with Rawley
when the woman was out of the way and tell him a
thing or two for the good of his soul. So far the
fellow hadn’t even had the decency to apologise
for landing a luncheon acquaintance in a street
row. All the way to the club, indeed, nobody
spoke. It was a difficult situation. It needed
every ounce of Antrim’s social tact to carry it
off.

He called for tea on the club balcony, a peaceful
and civilised place commanding the ancient harbour
and the water-gate of the fort. Rawley sank
down in the most comfortable chair and mopped
his forehead. Rotten condition, Antrim thought;
his wife’s as cool as can be. But it was emotion
rather than walking that made Rawley sweat,
and with the perspiration came out the apology
for which Antrim had been waiting.

He didn’t do it gracefully—it was inconceivable
that Rawley should have done anything with
grace—but he evidently meant what he said, and
this, together with his size and his humility, made
him rather pathetic, so much so that Antrim felt
that some word of extenuation from himself was
demanded. But he couldn’t say it: that was the
funny thing. He just sat awkwardly silent, listening
to a piece of self-abasement as thorough as
anything he’d ever heard, watching the two big
tears that formed in Rawley’s eyes and the
ridiculous movements that he made with his
broken stick. It wasn’t decent. And then, to add
to the fantastic situation, he heard in his left
ear the clear unemotional tones of Mrs. Rawley’s
voice:

“Captain Antrim, may I give you milk and
sugar?”

Cool, had he said? The woman was as cold as
ice! What he really wanted was whisky, but he
said “Yes.” He simply had to come to Rawley’s
rescue: “Yes, I quite understand,” he said.
“You’re new to Africa. But I assure you that in
this country that sort of thing isn’t done. You
don’t handle a man unless he’s done something
pretty serious. For instance, if he’d insulted
your wife.”

Rawley flared up. “By God,” he said, “if he’d
done that I should have killed him!” And he
really looked as if he would.

“Would you mind passing my husband’s tea?”
said Mrs. Rawley.

“Thank you, but what I want to explain to you
is this,” Rawley went on. “I’m cursed with the
most unfortunate temper. It’s the one thing
that’s been in my way all through life. If once I
let go, I’m done for. My wife will bear me out.”

He looked at her appealingly; but she didn’t.
She didn’t move an eyelid.

“It doesn’t happen often; but when it does, it
invariably lands me. When I was with the regiment ...”

Antrim felt uneasy: some unpleasant story was
obviously coming. Luckily it didn’t come.

“No, I won’t talk about that,” Rawley said.
“It’s very wrong of me to bore you with these
personal things. The point is that I must have
got mixed up with my Swahili. I’m new to the
language. Probably the fellow misunderstood me.”

“He thought you wanted him to go faster,”
Antrim said.
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