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			Author’s Note

			The site of the school in this book could be roughly identified; but Jamaicans will need no reassurance that the school itself does not exist—not at any rate in Jamaica. I have not heard of any “progressive” boarding-school on the island, nor of any attempt to start one, although there is a day-school in Kingston which is particularly notable for the advanced outlook of its headmaster—a young Jamaican-born Rhodes Scholar of great sensibility and imagination. I am happy to say that, unlike my fictitious school, it has had a splendid success.

			R.M.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			You could always count on some exciting distraction during a class in the open air, and on Monday afternoon there was the crash. Until then nothing untoward had occurred—nothing untoward for a school that called itself progressive. There had been no tropical insects causing exaggerated screams of alarm, no open rebellion from Silvia, not even a new ship sailing round the end of the reef four thousand feet below—nothing until five minutes to four when the air-liner came into sight, drifting listlessly up the valley in the fierce Jamaican sun.

			“Mr. Lockwood—look!”

			Douglas was sitting with his back against the trunk of a juniper, reading a book to them. During the last class in the afternoon it was useless trying to do anything but play games or read: half the children were asleep, the other half wondering how to spend their free time after the bell went at four. He was used to interruptions, although aircraft generally went by unnoticed. They came over a dozen times a day, British and Dutch and American, flying up from the airport on the reef and heading north across the Blue Mountains to Nassau and Miami and Camaguey in Cuba. You could set your watch by them.

			He laid the book on his knee and said:

			“Sit down, Alan. I want to finish this chapter. I’m getting quite interested, even if you aren’t.”

			“You must look at this aircraft—there’s something wrong with it.”

			He had paid no attention to the aircraft while he was reading, but now he heard the uneven note of the engines. They were spluttering and shutting off and spluttering into life again. He closed the book.

			“We’ll go on with this tomorrow.”

			All the children were standing up. There were six in the class, four girls and two boys.

			“Quick, Mr. Lockwood!”

			He rose to his feet. They were out on the grass slope just below the Great House, which stood by itself, massive and grey, on the outer ridge of the Blue Mountains. On one side of them, far below, a thin line of surf like an edging of lace divided the rocky coast from the sea. On the other side, across a deep jungle-choked valley, rose the precipitous wall of another ridge.

			“I can’t see anything,” Douglas said. 

			“Look there! You must be blind!” The boy was jumping up and down with excitement. Then he exclaimed all at once: “It’s on fire!”

			A moment later Douglas caught sight of it, lower than he had expected, drifting up the valley below them, close to the steep wall of the ridge. It was a huge machine with four engines. From the inside engine on the near wing a short flame fluttered stiffly back-wards like a flag.

			“It’s the Bahamas plane,” one of the boys said.

			“It isn’t,” a girl said. “It’s the one that takes off at a quarter to four. It goes to Cuba.”

			“It goes to the Bahamas after that.”

			“No it doesn’t; it goes to Florida.”

			Douglas said, “What a time to start quarrelling!” 

			“We’re not quarrelling. I know it’s the Bahamas plane.” This was Alan—Alan always knew everything.

			A mile beyond the Great House the ridge fell gradually to a saddle and then rose again in a broad shoulder to join the higher mountains. The air-liner was nosing round the contours of the mountainside, trying to gain height. If it passed over the saddle it could probably glide back to the airport or come down in the sea. The fire was still isolated to one engine, and it looked for a minute as if it might succeed.

			Rosemary said in a small frightened voice, “Couldn’t they jump out with parachutes, Mr. Lockwood?” She had turned white. She was a nervous child, who always went into a trance of speechless terror during thunderstorms.

			“I don’t think they carry parachutes in civil air-liners.”

			“They’d be too low to use them, anyhow.” This was Alan again. One of the girls said with intense interest, I wonder if all the people on board know they might be killed at any minute.”

			“They probably won’t be killed,” Alan said. “They’ll probably get over the saddle all right.” He was afraid he might have sounded disappointed, and added, “I hope so, at any rate.”

			A moment later the air-liner went out of sight behind the curve of the slope. The two boys bolted off at once without asking permission, but one of the girls said:

			“Is it all right to go, Mr. Lockwood?”

			“Yes, if you want.”

			“I’m not going,” Rosemary said. “I shall wait here.” She was trembling. One of the other girls, Silvia, had sat down again and opened a book, pretending to take no interest. She was sulking.

			“I’ll wave to you if it gets over safely,” Douglas told Rosemary.

			He followed the others slowly up the grass slope. He could still hear the engines of the air-liner more distant now, choking fitfully. Two months ago he had come out from England in an air-liner of the same type; and he remembered thinking, in one moment of anguished depression on the journey, that he would have welcomed the quick extinction of a crash. Now, listening to the failing engines, he knew he wouldn’t have welcomed it at all . . . 

			All at once he heard the explosion. It was a long boom that resounded in the valley like a distant bomb.

			He paused for a moment, and then hurried forward. The children were standing at the top of the slope quite motionless, looking along the ridge. As he reached them the saddle came into view, a little over a mile away. Flames were springing briskly out of the jungle just below it. The breeze blowing from the Caribbean carried the smoke over the valley and across the face of Blue Mountain Peak.

			They all stood watching in silence. Then a bell began to jangle unevenly in the Great House. It was four o’clock.

			It wasn’t until after Joe had found the tail of the air­craft that the disaster became real. At first Douglas had stood there, in the blackened circle of jungle, feeling guilty that he wasn’t more upset: that he should have found time to wonder, amongst the scattered and smouldering debris, if his own mail for England had been on board. His last letter to Caroline . . .

			It had taken him nearly an hour to reach the wreckage hacking his way through the undergrowth. He had brought along a first-aid kit and a couple of stretchers but his lingering hopes that they might be needed had vanished at once. The exploding petrol tanks had blown the machine to bits. There was nothing left to recognize except the engines. By that time the flames had died down and the smoke was rising quietly from amongst the charred and broken tree-trunks and the shrivelled leaves. He had the sense that the crash had occurred years ago: the sense of arriving at a dead city.

			Three or four Negro peasants, who had arrived before him, were poking about with sticks, walking on bare feet over the hot white ashes. They had made a pile of objects that had somehow escaped complete destruction: a small charred suitcase, a cup, a portable typewriter, the remnants of a mackintosh. They had also dragged out one body—the body of a woman. The fire had scorched off her hair and most of her clothing and blackened her skin. She looked like a Negress. Only one leg had been untouched by the flames. It was still perfectly white.

			After a time Douglas had found another body under a twisted mass of pipes and wires. There was no point in trying to drag it out. Then he saw a shrivelled, dismembered, surrealistic hand. Nothing else. He had retired from the heat again, wiping the greasy perspiration from his face with the sleeve of his shirt. Already the sense of reality had left him. The hand wasn’t real, and nor was the woman with the stark white leg. He couldn’t really grasp that two hours ago this wreckage had been an intricate assemblage of ten thousand delicately fashioned parts, an infinitely complex and beautiful monster shining silver in the sun. He was in the midst of death, and yet couldn’t feel it—couldn’t feel that around him only the ashes of thirty men and women who had climbed into the aircraft with handbags and novels and brief-cases, thirty separate minds, each with its own structure of memories and hopes. Now the ten thousand polished parts and the memories and hopes lay in this charred and smouldering confusion, and he stood there wondering about his letter to Caroline . . . If only there had been something he could have done—someone he could have saved.

			Just then he heard Joe shouting.

			“You come now, please, sir. I done find something.”

			Joe was the school handyman and chauffeur, who had accompanied Douglas to the crash. Now he was standing over on the other side of the wreckage grinning with excitement. Douglas went round to him.

			“I done find something, Mr. Lockwood, sir.”

			He led the way into the jungle. Twenty or thirty yards through the undergrowth they suddenly came upon the whole tail section of the aircraft. The tail-plane and fin were caught in the branches of a tree, and the fuselage rested vertically on the ground. The windows weren’t even cracked.

			Joe was down on his haunches by the lowest window.

			“Listen here now, please, sir.”

			Douglas went down beside him. It was too dark inside to see through the window, but when he put his ear against it he could hear someone moaning.

			Joe grinned. He was a strong, well-built Negro of twenty-five.

			“Please, him no duppy, sir.” Duppies were spirits of the dead. Most coloured people were scared of them, but not Joe.

			Douglas knocked on the glass and called out but the moaning continued in the same dull way. He told Joe to fetch the stretchers and call the peasants. Then he walked round the upturned fuselage, looking for the best place to break in. It was impossible to climb in from underneath because the broken jagged edges had crumpled against the ground. The windows were too small to climb through. The only way was to break a panel of the fuselage. He started hacking at the aluminium with Joe’s machete, close to the spot where he had heard the moaning. The aluminium was strengthened by metal ribs, and it took him ten minutes to open up a hole large enough for his head and shoulders. He looked through and saw that it was the toilet. At this angle the seat looked as if it was sticking out of one of the walls. A man was lying crumpled in the corner below, still moaning faintly. His face was badly cut and bleeding, and there was blood all over his white tropical suit.

			Douglas crawled into the compartment, straightened the man’s limbs, and began to manoeuvre him out through the hole. Joe and the others took hold of him and laid him on the ground. The door of the compartment was buckled and jammed, so Douglas climbed out of the hole again. He told Joe to make a second hole round the other side of the fuselage. Then he had a look at the man on the ground. He was about fifty. He had stopped moaning, and was now breathing rather stertorously. His pulse was thin but steady. There was one nasty gash on his cheek, but otherwise the cuts were clean and superficial. Douglas wiped them over with disinfectant from the first-aid kit and bandaged him up. By that time Joe had finished making his hole, and was already inside the fuselage. As Douglas went round to climb in, he heard his muffled voice from inside:

			“I done find somebody else, sir.”

			“Alive?”

			“I don’t know as yet, sir.” There was silence for a moment and then he said, “She got breath all right, sir.”

			Douglas crawled through the jagged hole in the aluminium. There wasn’t much light inside, and with the fuselage at this cockeyed angle it took him a moment or two to get his bearings. Then he realized that he was on his hands and knees on the partition that divided the rear and central compartments of the aircraft. The door of the partition was hanging open beneath him, with the ground a few feet below. There was a heap of stuff about the place: broken crockery, cardboard trays, thermos bottles, cutlery, packets of biscuits, sandwiches, and all the other contents of the canteen. Joe had climbed up somewhere above. Douglas followed him, finding footholds in the cupboards of the galley. Above the cupboard there was a recess, forming a broad level shelf, on which Joe was crouching. The body he had discovered had been flung into a contorted position in the corner. It was a girl of about twenty-five. He saw by her white uniform skirt and blouse that she was a stewardess. The red swallow symbol of the air-line was stitched on her shoulders. Her face was a dead white, giving her red lips the incongruous look of lips painted for a joke on a marble statue.

			Joe said, grinning, “She pretty for true, Mr. Lockwood, Sir.”

			“That won’t help her much unless we can bring her round,” Douglas said. “And, anyhow, don’t forget you’re a married man.”

			“You marry too, please, sir?”

			Douglas began to straighten out the girl’s arms, which were twisted under her body.

			“I used to be married,” he said.

			The trek back to the school just about finished him. He had sent Joe on ahead with a message to fetch the doctor up to the Great House, in case nobody had thought of doing so in anticipation. Two of the peasants were carrying the man on the stretcher, and the third was helping Douglas with the girl. The other peasant had mumbled some objection to coming along, and Douglas hadn’t stopped to argue. Probably he had his eye on the few bits of loot from the wreckage.

			After the first few hundred yards they lost the track that Douglas and Joe had made on the way down. They had to hack a new path through the undergrowth. Every time they stopped to use the machete, it was necessary to lay down the stretchers. They changed direction several times, trying to hit the path that ran somewhere near the top of the ridge. Even the peasants, the direct descendants of tough slave stock, began to weary perceptibly. Douglas’s hands were breaking out in blisters. The dull pain in his back sharpened to agony. Presently he told himself that if they didn’t hit the path in the next five minutes, he would leave the men with the stretchers and go ahead for reinforcements. When five minutes had expired, he gave himself another three. Then he added a further two to make a total of ten. He then thought he could see the line of the path through the trees, so he kept on. He was surprised to find it really was the path. As they broke through to it, Joe appeared with a party of three men who had come up from the air-port. One of them was a pilot. He said:

			“I say, by Jove, it’s honestly marvellous of you chaps to have organized all this. I hear it’s almost a complete burnout.” 

			“Except for the tail,” Douglas said. “It looked as if it had been amputated with a razor-blade.”

			“They do that. I saw one like it in the war. They’re converted bombers, you know.”

			“They’d better stop converting them if this is what happens.”

			“Too true they ought.” He was looking at the girl.

			“She’s only been with us three weeks. I forget her name. She’s a gay kid.” He suddenly gave a queer laugh. “There were two of them on board. I didn’t know which one it was when this chap told me you’d rescued a stewardess. I was engaged to the other one.”

			Douglas forgot about the pain in his back.

			“I’m awfully sorry,” he said.

			The pilot turned away. “That’s all right. I’d better get on down and have a look at it.”

			Douglas said, “I don’t think it’s worth your while. Couldn’t you leave it until tomorrow?”

			“Better not. You don’t mind your chap showing us the way, do you?”

			“Of course not.” They all went off. Douglas followed the path with the stretchers. After a while he had to call a halt for another rest. He gave the men cigarettes and lit one for himself, and sat down on the bank. Neither the man nor the girl had regained consciousness, although the girl had moved her hands and spoken a few incomprehensible words in a sleep-talking sort of way. She had received quite a nasty knock on the back of her head and was a mass of bruises, but otherwise there wasn’t much wrong with her. He wondered whether she’d retreated to the back of the aircraft out of wisdom, or whether it was one of those absurd little chances that afterwards take on such portentous significance, like the unaccustomed pause at a shop window that causes someone to miss an ill-starred train.

			He was just finishing his cigarette and thinking they’d soon have to move on again when he noticed the girl open her eyes. She looked at him in sleepy bewilderment, and then closed them again.

			“I know it sounds crazy,” she said presently in a drugged kind of voice, “but I can’t remember where I am.”

			“You’re in Jamaica,” he said. “You were in a smash. You’re all right now, though.” 

			There was no change in her expression, and he thought she must have passed out again. But after a while she said in the same slurred, drugged way:

			“It was just after we’d taken off. The engines were cutting. I thought we’d all be killed.”

			“You were lucky,” he said. “It was a miracle.”

			“My life must be charmed,” she said. “That’s the second time.”

			“Your second accident?”

			She opened her eyes and looked at him.

			“Oh no,” she said. She saw he was smoking. “Can I have a cigarette?”

			He felt for his packet. The girl smiled faintly and said, “I tried to commit suicide last time. In Mexico. I messed it up.”

			He supposed she was talking nonsense. She was still only semi-conscious. He put down his own cigarette, and took another from the packet and lit it for her. As he held it out, he saw that her eyes had shut again.

			“Do you want it?” he said.

			She didn’t answer. She was breathing heavily. She was probably dreaming that she’d hit herself on the back of the head with an axe. Joe was right, she was pretty. She also had nice legs. He put the cigarette back between his lips and trod out the old one. Then he signalled to the men. They started off on the last lap with the stretchers. He felt about to collapse at any moment with the weight. Then he pretended to himself that the stretcher was really on pneumatic wheels and he was only pushing it along. It was a silly idea, but it seemed to help quite a lot.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			“Yes, please, Mr. Lockwood.”

			He opened his eyes and saw Ivy’s chubby black knees beneath the hem of her apron. She was giggling. She always giggled when she spoke, and the giggles suited her fat, comfortable little face.

			“Yes, please, Mr. Lockwood.” She went on repeating this until she was sure he was awake. She was holding a cup of tea.

			He told her to put the cup down on the bedside table.

			“And leave the door open as you go out,” he said. It was necessary to give these precise instructions daily.

			She went off, quivering with merriment. He pulled his hands from under the bedclothes. The blisters were not so bad as he’d expected, and he could even close his fingers over his palms without much pain. He hoisted himself on to his elbow. Ivy had knocked over the elephant with the cup of tea. He stood it up again with the trunk pointing towards the window, and then began to sip his tea, gazing through the door at the view.

			The door opened directly on to the verandah. Without moving from his bed he could see practically the whole of Kingston and the harbour four thousand feet below. At this time of the morning there were usually shreds of mist still hanging over the town, although they were rapidly disappearing in the heat of the sun. Every day at twenty past seven an aircraft from Curaçao came into sight, crawling across the sky like a tiny silver insect. He used to watch it lose height and come in to land on the Palisadoes. The air-port was at the elbow of the reef, which stretched a seven-mile arm across the harbour. He would make himself get out of bed the moment the aircraft came to a standstill in front of a hangar. This morning it was on time. It was evidently no more upset by last night’s crash than a fly by the death of another fly on an adjacent window-pane.

			Before it touched down the view was obscured by John, who came running up the verandah steps. John was nine and the darkest pupil in the school. He looked completely negroid, although he was of mixed blood. He flung himself on to the bed and started pounding Douglas, shouting with laughter “Why aren’t you up, Mr. Lockwood?”

			Douglas said, “Go away, you little brute!”

			“Why?”

			“I’m not in a condition for that sort of thing this morning.” John went on pounding, so he said, “How long can you keep that up without getting tired?”

			“For ever if I want, but I don’t want.” He stopped and sat on the side of the bed. “Mrs. Morgan won’t let us go in and see the two people you rescued—but they’re still all right. I wish I’d gone with you to the smash. How many people were killed?” He was excited, but he evidently didn’t think of the deaths as a tragedy.

			“I don’t know,” Douglas said.

			“Were the bodies all messed up?”

			“They weren’t very pleasant. Now go away, because I’ve got to get up.”

			“What were they like?”

			“It doesn’t matter now, does it?” Douglas said. 

			“Did you see the pilot’s body?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Robin says he wouldn’t be a pilot, now he’s seen a crash. I wouldn’t mind, though. I wouldn’t mind getting killed like that. It’d be much better than drowning. I’d hate to drown.”

			“Run away before I drown you in my bath.” 

			“I bet you wouldn’t do that, even if I stayed” 

			“I’d do something just as horrid.”

			“What?”

			Douglas pushed him off the bed with his knees. “Go on, run off,” he said.

			“All right. I’ve got time to go down to my tree-house before breakfast. Do you know what Mr. Morgan’s given me?”

			“No.”

			“A rope.” His brown eyes shone. He had forgotten the crash. He had been craving for a rope as later he might crave for a white skin or a woman. “I’m going to hang it from the trap-door, so that I can pull it up when I’m inside, and only let it down for people I want to come up. I shan’t let it down for Silvia.”

			“Why not?”

			John grinned. “Because she’s a bitch.” 

			“What sort of language is that?”

			“I thought we could use any sort of language we liked here.”

			“I wouldn’t let Silvia hear you, or you’ll get a black eye. Now you’d better hurry if you’re going to your tree-house. And don’t gorge too many mangoes in your solitude up there.”

			“They don’t do me any harm, anyhow.”

			He bolted off, and Douglas got up. After he had shaved and dressed he walked up towards the Great House. His bungalow had once been some sort of servant’s cottage and was surrounded by undergrowth, but just above it he came out on the grass slope dotted with junipers. The junipers were festooned with Old Man’s  Beard, a fungus which was supposed to be slowly destroying them, but which gave them the enchanting appearance of tinselled Christmas trees. The Great House stood at the top of the slope. It was a massive grey building, only saved from being hideous by its magnificence and maturity, and by the flowering creepers that broke the starkness of its stones. The stones still carried memories of the perspiring Negro slaves who had lifted them into position. Douglas went through the long panelled hall into the dining-room: most of the twenty-five children were still at breakfast, sitting at small tables in groups of four or five. It was the custom for the staff to sit with them at lunch but to take breakfast at a table of their own. The staff table was now empty except for Duffield.

			Duffield wished Douglas quite a cheerful good morning.

			“Must have been a sweat, carrying those stretchers yesterday,” he said. He spoke with a Lancashire accent. He was a small man of about forty. His face gave the impression of hardness because of his rather starved-looking cheeks and the tightness of the skin over his cheek-bones. His sandy hair was closely cropped. If any duty caused him to miss the barber’s weekly visit, he became touchy and disagreeable for the next seven days.

			“I’d have come along to give you a hand,” he said. “Only I didn’t think there was a blighted chance of any survivors”.

			“It was a chance in a million,” Douglas said. “What’s going to happen to that pair upstairs?”

			“They’ll probably go down to the hospital when they’re fit enough for the journey.”

			“I hope that’s soon,” Duffield said. “It’ll upset the children having them here. They’re still excited about the crash. Ruddy noise they’ve been making this morning. We’re going to have a job getting any work out of them today.”

			“Isn’t it your day off?”

			Duffield shook his head. “Nothing I want to go down to Kingston for. I don’t know what you see in the place. It’s a sweat getting down, and there’s ruddy-all to do when you’re there.”

			“Except sit in the Carib Cinema and keep cool.”

			“If you’re interested in pictures, that is.”

			Duffield hadn’t been down to Kingston once in the six weeks that Duffield had been at the school. Occasionally he admitted that the place held no attraction for him, but more often he would imply that he was only prevented from going down because his presence at the school was indispensable. This was nonsense, but he had come to believe it himself, and never made use of his days off.

			They ate in silence for a bit, and then Duffield said:

			“I hear the latest idea’s to send up ice-cream every day for the children who’ve misbehaved—and twice on Sundays.”

			Douglas recognized this as a joke, not a statement of fact. When Duffield was in a good humour he always made jokes commencing with “I hear that . . .” followed by some improbable fact. They usually reflected his views on Pawley’s so-called progressive education.

			“I wouldn’t mind them having it sent up for us,” Douglas said lightly. He had learnt to avoid being drawn into an argument with Duffield.

			“Catch them doing that” 

			At this point Mr. and Mrs. Morgan came into the dining-room. Duffield pretended not to notice them. There had been a feud going on between himself and the Morgans for over a month. It had been started by a remark of Duffield’s, in which he was alleged to have spoken of Morgan as a nigger in front of the children. Duffield now liked the Morgans to think that he simply ignored them, and that their presence made no other difference to his movements or behaviour. He had been ready to leave the table, but he now remained in his seat in case the Morgans should think he was leaving because of their arrival.

			The Morgans came across the room as if they hadn’t noticed. Duffield, said good morning to Douglas and sat down side by side. Morgan was about Duffield’s height, but swarthier and looking better fed. His African blood might have passed unnoticed, at any rate outside Jamaica, except for his tiny black curls which resembled a rather moth-­eaten wig of astrakhan. He taught geography and physical training, but his chief function was running the school farm. The farm covered a few acres on the side of the hill. Practically every crop known to the Jamaican cultivator was grown there, including pineapples, grapefruit, oranges (sweet and sour), limes, papaya, coffee, and about fifty different sorts of vegetables. The only important absentees were sugar and coconuts—there was not enough water for sugar, and coconut-palms wouldn’t yield at a altitude of more than five hundred feet. The farm was the school’s favourite show-piece but one of its least popular pursuits. As farm-work was voluntary Morgan had only managed to persuade two boys and one girl to help him. His energetic propaganda for more recruits was counteracted by Duffield, who assiduously discouraged any inclination towards farming that came to his notice.

			Morgan knew a great deal about agricultural science, and could talk about it inexhaustibly. He had told Douglas the story of Panama Disease at least three times, giving detailed statistics of its devastations to the banana industry. He could also talk inexhaustibly about matters with which he was less well acquainted. If other listeners wearied and disappeared he was happy to carry on talking to his wife. Mrs. Morgan also had a dash of African blood. She was said to be thirty-two, but she looked about forty-five, with a red pock-marked face and an amiable soul hidden in rolls of fat. She thought her husband was a brilliant man who ought to be in politics, and was an excellent wife to him, although her fondness for rum bothered and often humiliated him. He had instituted some system of rationing, but her appearance sometimes gave grounds for suspicion that she had found an even more efficient system for circumventing it. Morgan himself was strictly and evangelically teetotal.

			“As I was saying,” Duffield said across the table to Douglas, “I can’t afford to take my day off today. Too much to do. If you ask me, it’s about time Pawley got some more staff. We’re carrying too much weight on our shoulders.” The “we” gratuitously included Douglas but not the Morgans, who were presumably part of the weight. He wiped his mouth on his napkin a second time, and said, “Well, I reckon I’ll be getting along. I’ve a special maths class first thing.” He left the table and went out.

			Douglas asked Mrs. Morgan about the two survivors of the crash.

			“It’s a real wonder,” Mrs. Morgan said in her Jamaican-­Welsh accent. “It really is. You’d never know what they’ve been through. It’s all I can do to keep the girl in bed. I’ll be glad when the doctor comes up again this morning and talks some sense into her.”

			“The human body’s an amazing thing,” Morgan said didactically. “I’m sorry I wasn’t with you yesterday, Lockwood. I’d have liked to study the effects of the crash, and write up a few notes for the Gleaner. But I didn’t know anything about it—I must have been in one of the farm sheds at the time.”

			“There weren’t many effects left to study,” Douglas said. 

			“I wish I’d been there, all the same. I’d go over and see it this morning, but the Gleaner will probably be sending up its own reporters.”

			“I’m sure they’d be glad of anything you sent them, too,” Mrs. Morgan said. “You know how highly the editor thinks of you. He told me it was a pity you weren’t a journalist yourself.”

			“I might send them a letter,” Morgan said. “I shan’t write an article, though. I don’t want to profit out of a tragic event like that.”

			“After all, it wasn’t your fault.”

			“That isn’t the point,” Morgan said impatiently. “You understand what I mean, don’t you, Lockwood? I’m only interested in making an analysis of what happened. There may be some important conclusions to be drawn. I don’t now whether it’s struck you, but all the previous crashes in Jamaica have occurred within a few minutes of take-off . . .” He went on to list all the other crashes in Jamaica since the first airfield had been built in nineteen something or other. Douglas couldn’t be bothered to point out that in view of Jamaica’s inconsiderable size, an aircraft that didn’t crash in the first few minutes wouldn’t crash on the island at all. Morgan’s ponderous analyses drove him to exasperated boredom. Shortly he rose from his chair. Morgan went on talking to him, so that out of politeness he had to stand listening for another minute. Then he made his escape, leaving Mrs. Morgan to be enlightened alone by her husband’s catalogue of all possible disasters by which an aircraft might be overtaken in flight.

			The Great House had only been a school for two years. It had been built at the end of the eighteenth century, and according to tradition, which there was no reason to doubt, Nelson himself had often sat in the garden, as a guest of the house, enjoying an aerial view of his fleet in the harbour and receiving signals, with the help of a powerful telescope, from the commanders of his vessels. At that time the building had been the Great House of a wealthy coffee estate, the home of slave-owning Englishmen. The property had prospered for more than another century, until after the First World War. Then the business had fallen into a decline, the factory had been given up, and the English family had departed. The building had later been run as a guest-house, but no roads came within two or three miles and it had been necessary for the guests to ride up on horses and mules. By that time most people who could afford holidays preferred to stay at places where they could run their motor-can right up to the front door. After a few years the guest-house had been abandoned and throughout the Second World War the house had stood except for an old Negro caretaker who had lived in the kitchen. Then Pawley and his wife had taken it for their school. They had bought it for a song, but it had cost them a great deal of money to extend the road. The money had been inherited from Mrs. Pawley’s father, who had made it in sugar, and didn’t seem to matter too them very much except where salaries were concerned, and they were still running the school at a loss. Sometimes Douglas felt that if they were to run it at a profit, Pawley would lose a great deal of satisfaction. There would no longer be the same tangible proof of his selfless love of children.

			Pawley called the school progressive, but the progressiveness had only been dispensed in a timid half-measure. As a teacher, you never quite knew where you stood—at what point your gentle guiding hand should become the stern iron hand of authority. Probably Pawley didn’t know either—but to do him justice he hadn’t much chance of running anything really progressive with the sort of teachers he had to make do with. He had engaged Douglas, and evidently been glad to do so, not only without a personal interview, but knowing that he had never tried to teach a child in his life. The only other applicant for the position, according to the scholastic agency in London, had been a neat little man with a carnation in his buttonhole whose last employer, the headmaster of a boys’ preparatory school, had refused to furnish a reference. Duffield and the Morgans were the survivors of half a dozen teachers who had come and gone during the two years since the school was founded. The shortage of good teachers in Jamaica, as well as Pawley’s nominal salaries, made replacements difficult to find. The shortage of good teachers couldn’t be helped. The salaries might easily have been increased—if not from profits, then from Mrs. Pawley’s ample inheritance. But Pawley justified the present low scale on the grounds that its acceptance was proof of idealism.

			The subjects that Douglas taught were English and French, and he was also in charge of the library. The library was the best room in the Great House. The walls were lined with mahogany shelves, and at one end there was a huge fireplace, built nostalgically in the English country-house style by the first English coffee planter. At the opposite end Douglas had his desk. He sat there when he wasn’t taking a class, available to any of the children who wanted to discuss their work. The children themselves had only two or three classes a day. The rest of the time they spent working by themselves on the assignments which were given them weekly in each subject.

			There was a pile of assignments in Douglas’s tray when he sat down this morning—French exercises and English essays. He enjoyed the essays and hated the exercises, and, judging by the results, the children felt the same. He started on the exercises first.

			Soon after nine there was a knock on the door. He guessed it was Rosemary. Rosemary was the only girl who bothered to knock before coming into the library. She was an English girl of eleven.

			“Can you help me, please, Mr. Lockwood?” She sat down by his desk.

			“What’s the difficulty?”

			“I can’t do this.” She opened an exercise-book and slid it in front of him a bit diffidently. He at once saw the reason for the diffidence. The page was covered with mathematical workings.

			“Aren’t you doing this for Mr. Duffield?” he said.

			“Yes.”

			“Then you’ll have to take it to him.”

			She was silent for a moment. Then she said: “You’re my tutor, though.”

			“That’s for looking after you generally. I can’t help you with work you’re doing for another master.

			“But Mr. Duffield’s taking a class this period.” 

			“You could see him after break.”

			“I want to get my maths assignment finished.” She paused, and then said nervously, “I’ve asked Mr. Duffield, how to do this once already. I’ve forgotten what he said. He’d be furious if I asked him again.”

			Most of the children were pretty afraid of Duffield, and Rosemary was a particularly nervous child. She owed that to her dear devoted parents. She had been tutored by them until the previous year, when she had come to the Great House. They had tried to make up for lack of school discipline by an iron regime at home, never relaxed for a minute. Her father had come up to visit her one week-end and given Douglas a sample of what the child must have been through. He wanted to show how attentive he was to his daughter’s good breeding, and Douglas counted twelve “dont’s” in a little less than five minutes. “Rosemary, don’t walk in front of Mr. Lockwood like that. Square your shoulders and don’t slouch, Rosemary. Rosemary dear stop fidgeting.” He doted on Rosemary. He told Douglas that his child came first in his life, and his wife second. That was lucky for his wife but unlucky for Rosemary

			“What are you stuck over, anyhow?”

			“Long division of pounds, shillings and pence by pounds, shillings and pence.”

			He had to rack his brains before he could remember how to do it properly. He showed her, and then said:

			“You better not tell Mr. Duffield you asked me or we’ll both be in trouble.”

			“I won’t . . .” She looked at the pile of assignments on his desk. “Have you read my essay yet, Mr. Lockwood?”

			“Yes.” It was one she had done last week.

			“Was it any good?”

			“It wasn’t bad.” He fished it out. It was an essay on Christmas. He handed it to her and said, “Read me the first few sentences.”

			She began to read: “On Christmas Eve Ann walked over to her friend Joan’s house to deliver a present. The snow lay on the ground like a white blanket and the pond was a mirror of ice. Ann—”

			“Stop,” Douglas said. “You haven’t been out of Jamaica yet, have you, Rosemary?”

			“Daddy once took me to the Cayman Islands.”

			“I don’t suppose there’s any snow or ice there either. You’ve never seen any?” It was curious that at least half the children who’d written about Christmas had pictured a white one with all the Christmas symbols of a northern clime.

			“I’ve seen ice in the refrigerator.”

			“Could you use it as a mirror to do your hair?”

			She thought for a moment. “No, I couldn’t.”

			“I’ve never seen my reflection in the ice of a pond, either,” Douglas said. “In fact, if the ground was covered with snow, the ice would probably be covered too. It sounds as if ‘a mirror of ice’ is a phrase you’ve picked up somewhere and used without thinking. I don’t like your description of the snow, for the same reason. It ‘lay on the ground like a white blanket.’ That’s somebody else’s phrase. Now read this paragraph down here.”

			“As Ann entered Joan’s bedroom, Joan dropped her mending with a guilty look. She did not want Ann to know she was so poor that she had to spend Christmas Eve mending her clothes.”

			“Now that’s a different kettle of fish,” Douglas said. “It reads a though you’d really thought about what you were writing down. It shows that you really understand how poor people sometimes feel. Now go through the rest of the story yourself and underline all the phrases like ‘a mirror of ice’ which you didn’t invent yourself. Then try and replace them with something original.” 

			“Thank you, Mr. Lockwood.” She slipped the essay into her file. Then she said, “Mr. Lockwood—” She blushed and faltered.

			“Well?”

			“I—I wondered if I could move into another dormitory.”

			“Oh dear. Why do you want to do that?” She hesitated, so he went on, “Can I have one guess? You don’t get on with Silvia.”

			She nodded. “I can’t stand her.” 

			“She hasn’t been bullying you?”

			“She hasn’t hit me or anything like that. But she’s always being nasty and bossing everybody about. I don’t see that she’s got any right to. She’s only twelve.” 

			“Don’t the others object to being bossed about?”

			“Yes, but there’s nothing they can do.” She paused. “Nobody likes her, but some people say they do because they’re afraid of her. She once told everyone who liked her to put up their hands. We all did except one.” 

			“What did she do about that?”

			“She told the girl who didn’t that she’d give her three sweets if she’d put up her hand, and the girl did.”

			“It’s a pity any of you put up your hands.”

			“None of us can ever talk if she wants to. She’s always boasting. I don’t believe half what she says. She says she doesn’t mind if she’s expelled from this school, like she was from her last.”

			“She won’t want to be expelled if we can make her happy here,” Douglas said.

			Rosemary looked doubtful.

			“I don’t see what use it is, if she makes everyone else unhappy.”

			“She wouldn’t make other people unhappy if she was happy herself.”

			“I don’t think she’s the sort of person who’ll ever be really happy,” Rosemary said. “Anyhow, I’d much rather be in a dormitory full of people I like.”

			Douglas said, “It would be nice if we could all live in a world full of people we like. Unfortunately we’re always knocking up against people we don’t like. If we’re going to have any peace of mind we must try and tolerate them. They’ve probably got some good points somewhere if we’re patient enough to look for them. I wish you’d stick it out a bit longer in Silvia’s dormitory. After all, somebody’s got to. We can’t keep her shut up in a room by herself all the time.”

			He hated having to sermonize like that—he knew what he’d feel like if he had to live in a dormitory with Duffield and Morgan—but there wasn’t much else he could do. Rosemary just looked miserable, and said:

			“All right, Mr. Lockwood. I’ll try and get to like her if I can.”

			After Rosemary had gone he started worrying about what he was going to do with Silvia, and he was still sitting there worrying when Mrs. Pawley came into the library.

			“Oh, hullo, Douglas,” she said. “My husband wants you to go down and have a word with him.”

			Mrs. Pawley’s dogs had rushed past her into the room. They were two large, irresponsible Dalmatians. They followed her, or at least pranced about in her vicinity, wherever she went in the school grounds. Douglas hated their invasion of the library, because they were capable of overturning chairs, nosing trays off his desk, and even dragging books from the shelves in their friendly, tail­ wagging fashion. Dogs were supposed to grow like their owners, or vice versa, but Mrs. Pawley had nothing in common with her black-spotted Dalmatians—certainly not the black spots. Although she was Jamaican, in the sense that she was born in Jamaica, she was thoroughly English—sometimes rather too thoroughly, Douglas thought.

			She was thirty-five. She paid only fitful attention to her appearance, and the dull yellow of her hair was faintly suspicious. She gave the impression of being a discontented woman. Like so many women in the colonies, she yearned for England, and although she paid lip-service to her husband’s shaky convictions on the equal rights of Negroes, she secretly despised everything colonial. She had always made herself agreeable to Douglas, presumably because he was English and spoke without a marked provincial accent. She usually called him by his Christian name, a favouritism spared to Duffield.

			“I’ve no idea what it’s about,” she said. Her manner was rather offhanded in a neurotic way.

			“I’ll go down now.”

			The dogs were scampering about the library, full of infinite jest. Mrs. Pawley called to them harshly. “Come here, Rex! Here, Queenie!” They bounced out of the room with uncustomary obedience.

			Mrs. Pawley accompanied Douglas out to the garden. She was wearing her navy-blue slacks. She was not very tall, and she walked with a kind of impatient swagger.

			“I’m sorry you had such an appalling time yesterday, Douglas.” Her voice was also impatient, as if she had no interest in what she was talking about. “I don’t know why that thing had to crash near us. My husband’s always writing to ask them not to fly over the school. If they’d taken any notice there probably wouldn’t have been an accident at all.”

			“Perhaps not.” Her arguments were never very logical, but it wasn’t worth-while contradicting her.

			They strolled through the garden, amongst the sprawling bushes of Japanese Hat and white, red, and purple bougainvillea. The small orange flowers of the Japanese Hat attracted humming-birds, and two or three were hovering there now, their wings almost invisible with the speed of their vibration, but the feathers on their bodies a radiant, liquid green in the sun.

			Mrs. Pawley picked impatiently at a red bougainvillea as they passed.

			“By the way,” she said, “did you find some flowers in your room the other afternoon?”

			“After I’d been down in Kingston? Yes, I didn’t know who’d put them there.”

			“I told my servant to cut you some from the garden. I thought you might like to have them. It’s rather dreary coming back to that bungalow after a day in town.”

			“I’m always delighted to get back,” he said. “It’s far too hot in Kingston now.”

			She picked at the bark of a tree with her nails.

			“I expect you’re beginning to make friends in Kingston, aren’t you?”

			“I don’t know anyone there,” he said.

			“Really? How extraordinary.” She gave a short laugh. “I’d imagined you had an awfully gay time. You must find us so appallingly dull up here after living in London.”

			“Not in the least.”

			“Of course you must. There’s no need to be polite. You must find us hopelessly unsophisticated.” He protested again, and she said, “We are, I’m afraid. My husband at any rate. Of course when I met him I’d been living in London for years. I only lived in Jamaica until I was five, you know.”

			“I know.” She had made a point of telling him two or three times before.

			“I should never have believed that I’d come back here one day as a schoolmistress.”

			“Hardly a schoolmistress,” he said. She was supposed to be in charge of the girls and do the catering with Mrs. Morgan, but she took no classes.

			“Isn’t that how you think of me?” She looked at him quickly, and then as if to show that she didn’t care about the answer, she turned and called abruptly to the dogs, “Rex! Queenie! Come here!” She turned back to him and said quite snappily, “I expect my husband will be waiting for you. Don’t let me keep you.”

			He left her and went on down the slope towards Pawley’s bungalow, which was two or three hundred yards below the Great House. He was a little apprehensive about the purpose of this summons. Two or three days ago, on his day off in Kingston, he had entered into conversation in the bar of the Myrtle Bank with a man who owned fifteen thousand acres of sugar, bananas, and coconuts in St. Thomas. He was rather a loud-mouthed, back-slapping sort who over-compensated for his few drops of Negro blood by talking about “we white fellows” and boasting of his wealth, but Douglas had found him quite interesting. He joined the man for dinner, and then let himself be talked into going on to a night-club. The night-club was called The Glass Bucket. The man knew plenty of girls there, and they danced until eleven. Then Douglas said he had to go. He was driving the station-wagon from the school, and he told the man that he would drop him anywhere he liked. As they started off, the chap said:

			“You’re not stuck up, are you, man? I mean, you like to see a bit of life?” He talked with the Jamaican accent that sounded like Welsh.

			Douglas laughed. “Lord, yes. I’ve got to get back now, though.”

			“Why not come along for half an hour? I know plenty of places.”

			“I ought to have been back hours ago,” Douglas said. “But I’ll put you down where you like.”

			“Then take the next turning to the right, man.”

			They turned into a road of small bungalows with little front gardens, like a poorer suburb of an English seaside resort. Two half-caste girls in cotton dresses were hanging over one of the gates. They stood up expectantly as the station-wagon stopped. The chap got out, and said good night and went to the gate, where they awaited him with frozen grins.

			It struck Douglas afterwards that he’d been a fool to run the man right up to the brothel in the school car; and for that matter dancing at the night-club wasn’t the sort of pursuit that a schoolmaster in Jamaica was expected to follow. Some of the girls the chap had dug up were not exactly from the tennis-playing top set. Probably someone had seen him or heard that he was there, and had written to Pawley threatening to remove their child unless the master who went the rounds of night-clubs and brothels wasn’t promptly dismissed. Scandal travelled fast in Jamaica. Anyhow, it wasn’t as though teaching was his career, or as though he had to depend on this job for a living. He could afford to knock around for a year or two before he settled down to serious work again.

			As he went up the steps of the verandah he saw that the french windows of Pawley’s study were open. He knocked on the glass and went in. Pawley was sitting at his desk. He went on writing for a moment, and then looked up as if he had only just noticed Douglas.

			“Ah, Lockwood! You got my message?” He beamed and goggled through his horn-rimmed spectacles, and waved Douglas to a chair. “I’m afraid you’ll find that one a bit rickety, but I don’t think there’s any real fear that it’s going to collapse. If you’ve any doubts about it, though, I should draw up the one from over there.”

			Pawley always opened an interview with a few chatty remarks—he’d probably read somewhere about how to put people at their ease. The chattiness was no indication that he wasn’t going to talk about the brothel, but as it turned out he wasn’t—he was going to talk about Silvia.

			You couldn’t help feeling about Pawley that there was something missing—something like gin from a cocktail or seasoning from the soup. Probably Pawley felt it too, and that was why he wore a beard. He must have hoped the beard would make up for what wasn’t there.

			He was a lank and tallish man, dressed in a badly fitting tropical suit. The beard was certainly the most impressive thing about him, but even so it failed to give him a positive and commanding presence. It somehow didn’t match his features; and until you had spotted the incongruity and imagined him clean-shaven, you had an uncomfortable feeling about him as you might about some woman wearing an unsuitable wig. Even then you went on feeling a bit uneasy. There was something fish-like about the way his eyes goggled from behind the horn-rimmed spectacles. 

			“You’re prepared to risk it, then?” He was still talking about the chair.

			“This’ll be all right,” Douglas said. He sat down. There was nothing wrong with the chair at all.

			“It’s on your own head, then,” Pawley beamed. “I only like to warn you, so that if the worst should happen you can’t hold me responsible.” He leant back and put the tips of his bony fingers together. His eyes looked shapeless and indistinct behind the lenses. “I suppose you’ve never forgiven me, have you?”

			“What for?” Douglas asked. Pawley always liked to introduce his subject cryptically.

			“For picking on you to bear our heaviest cross. I’m sure you know what I mean now.” He beamed. “I thought it was time we had a little chat about the lady—I haven’t had much chance to watch what was going on lately. All this administration, you know . . .” He indicated the papers on his desk with a martyred smile. “I expect you picture me sitting here twiddling my thumbs, don’t you? I only wish I could give you some idea of what a vast amount of paper work is necessary to keep this place running.”

			“I’d handle half of it in exchange for Silvia,” Douglas said.

			“That sounds ominous,” Pawley said. “I hope you haven’t decided we were unwise to take her on?”

			“I haven’t decided that yet.” Silvia had only been at the Blue Mountain School for a fortnight. She had come in the middle of term, after being expelled from her last school for incorrigibly bad behaviour. Pawley had accepted her in the hope of improving her and demonstrating the superiority of his progressive system.

			“Rather a puzzling incident occurred yesterday afternoon,” Pawley said. “It was while you were at the crash.” He put on a smile that looked suspiciously reproachful. “As a matter of fact, I looked for you at the time. I didn’t know where you were.” 

			“I’m sorry,” Douglas said. “There wasn’t time to let you know. I thought I’d better get to the aircraft as quickly as possible.”

			“Very right of you,” Pawley said. “I’m not finding fault with you, of course.” He still managed to sound a bit pained about it, all the same. He was good at that sort of thing. “And I hear you were able to make yourself useful.”

			“Joe was the hero,” Douglas said. “He discovered the survivors first.”

			“Good—I’m delighted to hear it,” Pawley said vaguely, obviously not interested in the crash. He returned to the puzzling incident. “Anyhow, I don’t think your absence was the cause of Silvia’s behaviour.”

			“She’s usually on her best behaviour when I’m away,” Douglas said. “So far most of her misdeeds have been to demonstrate her contempt for my authority as her tutor.”

			“She was apparently making use of Joe’s absence,” Pawley said. “After he’d gone off with you, there was nobody to keep an eye on the lighting plant. Silvia took the opportunity of nipping down there.” 

			“To smash it up?”

			“Fortunately she stopped short of that,” Pawley said. “She seemed satisfied with putting water into the petrol in the spare cans.”

			Douglas laughed. “I’m glad you caught her before we had to spend a night in the dark.”

			“We didn’t catch her—that’s the extraordinary thing.” He paused, stroking his beard. He always left significant pauses when he was talking. He found them rather effective, and was too busy appreciating them to notice that other people found them irritating. His eyes goggled at you in what was meant to be a tantalizing way. Presently he went on, “Alice came down to tell me about it.” He paused again. “I suppose you find that rather extraordinary, too?”

			“Most extraordinary,” Douglas said. “I thought Alice was much too timid to tell tales about anybody. Least of all about Silvia.”

			“Exactly. That was what I thought. I naturally asked her why she was doing it. She was in a highly nervous state, and I had some difficulty in making her talk.” His eyes tantalized again. “Then she explained that Silvia herself had told her what she’d been up to—and forced her to come down and report it.”

			“I suppose Silvia had told her to pretend she was reporting it off her own bat?”

			“Yes, she had,” Pawley said. “And not only that. After I’d seen Silvia about it, she accused Alice in front of the other children of sneaking to the headmaster about her practical joke. She started hitting Alice. There was quite a scrap. Fortunately the other children stood up for Alice. I heard about it later.” He spread out his hands and beamed. “Well, Lockwood, she’s your pupil. What do you make of it?”

			“I find it all rather typical,” Douglas said. “She’s spent a fortnight trying to get me to punish her, and hasn’t succeeded. Now I suppose she’s hoping for better luck with you. I take it you didn’t punish her?”

			“My dear chap . . . !” He looked rather hurt. Then he decided to make a joke of it, and grinned. “Naturally I gave her a thousand lines to do before supper.” In case Douglas had taken this seriously, he added, “No, Lockwood, I only told her I’d speak to you about it. I didn’t make this an occasion to break our record.” The record, of course, was that nobody had been punished in the two years of the school’s existence.

			“A thousand lines would have delighted her,” Douglas said.

			“I should have hardly said that . . .”

			“I think it would. She’s dying to be punished.”

			“In that case she must have been extraordinarily happy at her last school,” Pawley grinned. “I understand they expelled her because they couldn’t devise any more punishments to give her.” He always liked joking about the barbarism of other schools.

			“I’ve no doubt she derived a great deal of satisfaction from it,” Douglas said. “It gave her the nice cosy feeling of being a martyr.” Pawley ought to have known all about that nice cosy feeling, if only he’d been able to recognize it.

			“She’s not going to feel like that here,” Pawley said. “She’s bound to get a much more healthy outlook.”

			“I can’t see her being done out of her martyrdom without a fight,” Douglas said. “Ever since she’s been here she’s been working overtime to make it perfectly clear that she’s a rebel. She can’t make out why we’re not exchanging hostilities. She’d regard it as a terrific triumph if she could make us lose our tempers and punish her. It would do her pride no end of good. Personally I think that before she gets the healthy outlook, she’ll redouble her efforts at rebellion and try to make things jolly uncomfortable for us!” 

			Pawley looked thoughtful for a minute. He removed his glasses and started to polish them with his handkerchief. His eyes were even queerer when they were deprived of the lenses. They looked out of their element, like fishes on a slab. Presently he said:

			“Look here, Lockwood, I want your honest opinion. Do you think we’d be unwise to keep Silvia at the school? It wouldn’t be too difficult at this early stage to say we can’t handle her. We could point out that we ought to have started with her when she was younger.”

			“Why shouldn’t we keep her?” Douglas said. He hadn’t been expecting this.

			Pawley replaced the spectacles slowly.

			“We must think of our reputation,” he said. “An incident like yesterday’s doesn’t seem awfully important to us, but the parents may feel differently about it. We don’t censor the children’s letters—as you know, that sort of thing runs entirely against the grain with me—and Alice is certainly going to write home and say what Silvia did to her. It’ll be talked about widely. We don’t want to give the impression that we’re prepared to tolerate behaviour of that sort.”

			Douglas said, “Presumably if we accept a girl who’s been expelled from another school, we must be prepared to tolerate a good deal more than that. In any case, I thought that toleration was part of the system.”

			Pawley goggled patiently.

			“I don’t think you’ve quite got my point,” he said. “I only want to make sure that our system isn’t jeopardized by Silvia. Our position’s very delicate, you know.”

			“In what way?”

			He toyed with a pencil, smiling vaguely as if Douglas ought to have known that the position was too delicate to explain. Then he said, “We must still look upon our system as experimental out here. We can’t afford any failures. We literally can’t afford them, Lockwood. I believe you know we’re still losing money on the school?” He looked at Douglas to make sure that he did know.

			“Yes, I do.”

			“Not that we aren’t glad to do it,” he smiled quickly. “Both my wife and I feel that we oughtn’t to bother how much we’re out of pocket—not while there’s a single child in Jamaica that we can help.”

			“I should have thought Silvia was the one child we could help,” Douglas said.

			Pawley looked as though he was going to be frank, and said, “Frankly—I’m disappointed she isn’t making better progress.”

			“I don’t see how we can expect to see any progress in a fortnight,” Douglas said.

			“You mustn’t think I’m making any criticism of the way you’re handling her.” He beamed. “Veiled or otherwise.”

			“I know,” Douglas said. “But I still think we’ll be lucky if we see any signs of improvement this term at all.” 

			“You do feel that?” Pawley said.

			“Yes, I do. You don’t tame an animal overnight. You’ve got to go on holding the sugar out and getting your hand bitten off for weeks before it really believes that you haven’t got a whip hidden behind your back. But I’m sure we can do something with Silvia eventually.”

			Pawley looked as though he was allowing himself to be humoured. He spread out his hands.

			“Very well, if you feel you have the patience . . .”

			“It’s not only a question of my patience,” Douglas said. “I can manage that. I don’t mind watching her chop up school desks all day, if that’s how she feels like expressing herself. I don’t have to pay for the desks. But it’s no use if you’re worrying what the parents are thinking.”

			“You’re rather inclined to exaggerate everything, Lockwood,” Pawley said good-naturedly. “I’m not worrying­ but it’s just as well to bear these things in mind.”

			“All the same, if you think it’s too much of a responsibility to keep Silvia on . . .”

			“I didn’t say that,” Pawley said. He smiled disarmingly. “I only raised it as a point of discussion. I’m delighted to hear that you feel we can help Silvia. Well, let’s both do our best, shall we?”

			It was always like that. Pawley put up an objection and you knocked it down, and then he behaved as though he’d never made it. The trouble was that he left you feeling that so far as he was concerned you hadn’t knocked it down at all, you were merely being allowed to have your own way.

			Douglas rose. As he did so, Pawley felt in his pocket and pulled out his pipe and tobacco pouch.

			“By the way, Lockwood—” He leant his elbows on the desk and started filling the pipe, goggling rather awkwardly. Then he looked up and said chattily, “Sit down a minute, won’t you?”

			Douglas sat down. Perhaps there’d been a letter about the brothel after all.

			Pawley took about a minute to stuff the tobacco into his pipe. The pipe had an S-shaped stem. Probably he felt this gave him character, like the beard. He started lighting it, looking at Douglas over the match flame. Then he puffed out a lot of smoke, and blew out the match and said cheerfully:

			“Don’t look so gloomy, old chap. It’s nothing serious. I only wanted to tell you that I think you’re doing a very fine job of work here.”

			He was rotten at this sort of thing. The cheeriness always sounded so put-on.

			“Thank you,” Douglas said.

			Pawley made a movement of settling himself comfortably.

			“I sometimes feel, after our little discussions, that you think I’m pulling you to bits. I’m not, you know. I start you arguing on purpose.” He beamed complicitly. He was the conjurer letting the audience into the secret of his tricks. “I find it’s the best way of getting you to express your opinions.”

			“I’m afraid I’m inclined to do that a bit dogmatically,” Douglas said.

			“I like people to hold strong opinions.” He was like that himself. “I don’t think you’ve any need to worry that you’re not going to make a good teacher. I’ve been most impressed by the quality of your work.”

			Douglas fidgeted a bit. Pawley sucked contemplatively at his pipe, and then went on:

			“I don’t mind telling you that when I first considered your application for the vacancy, I was in two minds about accepting it. There were two things against you—your lack of experience and your divorce.” He took the pipe out of his mouth and looked questioningly at Douglas. “You don’t mind my speaking frankly, do you?”

			“Of course not.”

			“I thought you wouldn’t.” He put the pipe back. “Whatever our own opinions, we must realize that there’s a marked prejudice against a divorced man in the scholastic profession. I need hardly mention that my own views are broader than the average” —he smiled modestly at the euphemism—“but of course I had to take that into consideration. After all, you can’t run a school without pupils. And you can’t get pupils unless you inspire parents with sufficient confidence to entrust you with their children.”

			“Naturally not.”

			“Anyhow, I talked it over with my wife, and decided to take the risk.” He paused, while you appreciated what a great risk it was. Then he enlightened Douglas about the outcome. “I’ve not had any cause to regret it. On the contrary.” 

			“I’m very glad,” Douglas said fatuously.	

			“I just thought I’d let you know. I like to give credit where it’s due.” He leant forward and began to straighten the papers on his desk. “Well, that’s all, thanks, Lockwood. The chair seems to have stood up to your weight all right, doesn’t it?” He goggled playfully. “I thought it probably would, you know.”

			There was ten minutes before his French class, so he went upstairs to the surgery. Mrs. Morgan was pottering about in her matron’s uniform. Her sleeves were rolled up and her arms looked like sausage balloons. He asked her if he could see the patients.

			“You’d better not, Mr. Lockwood. The doctor only left them a quarter of an hour ago. He said they’d both got to rest.”

			“But they’re all right?”

			“Oh yes, it’s a wonder. I’m awfully sorry about Mr. Taylor, though. That’s the name of the gentleman. His wife and daughter were with him on the aeroplane.” Her pock-marked face sagged with distress. “They were on their way back to England after a holiday. The daughter was only seven.”

			“How damn wicked,” Douglas said.

			“There isn’t any justice in it, is there? It makes you wonder what it’s all about. It really does.”

			“And the girl?”

			Mrs. Morgan looked non-committal.

			“She doesn’t seem a bit worried or upset,” she said. “She behaves as if she thought the crash was something funny. It’s queer, isn’t it? You’d think she’d feel it badly, seeing that the friend who worked with her was killed. I can’t make her out.” She thought for a minute, and then said more charitably, “Still, you never can tell with people, can you, Mr. Lockwood? You can’t judge by appearances. It’s often the laughing ones who are suffering the most.”

			He put off seeing Silvia until the afternoon. Throughout his class she had sat in silence, adopting the contemptuous manner that was designed to suggest the lesson was beneath her. When the bell rang at four o’clock, he called her over. He asked her to come down to his bungalow for a chat.

			“I don’t mind,” she said condescendingly. “I want to put my books away first, though.”

			“Don’t be too long if you want any tea,” he said.

			“I don’t care about tea.”

			She went off with a studied effort to appear unhurried. Douglas walked down to his bungalow and sat on the verandah. Presently Ivy came with the tray, and placed it on the table beside him. He waited five or ten minutes and then poured out a cup. Silvia’s delay was typical. It was a point of pride to show her independence—a routine gesture of rebelry. But he was confident she would turn up sooner or later, if only out of curiosity. It was no fun being a rebel unless you knew what people thought of your rebellion.

			He was not looking forward to the interview—he still hadn’t made up his mind what he was going to say to her—and while he was waiting he suddenly started wishing that all he had to do was to lecture her and administer a punishment selected from a catalogue. He remembered the catalogue of punishments at a school he had been to in England. The punishments were graded according to severity. The mildest was four runs round the cricket field before breakfast; the most severe was a beating from the house­ master. The runs scored one point against you and the beatings ten. If you attained an aggregate of thirty points in a term, the headmaster called you up for a soul-shaking jaw; or if the jaw didn’t seem to shake your soul, a briefer and sharper pronouncement on your unprotected behind. Life for the masters must have been free from worry, once they had digested the principles of crime assessment. They must have enjoyed themselves—unless, of course, it had upset them to think they might just as well have been policemen or sergeant-majors.

			Twenty minutes later Silvia came. She stood at the bottom of the verandah steps.

			“Do you want me?” she said. It was as if she couldn’t quite remember whether he’d asked her down or not.

			“Yes,” he said. “If you want some tea, there’s a cup on the table inside.”

			“I don’t want any tea.”

			“Then come and sit down.”

			She came up the steps, trying to look perfectly at ease. She was only twelve, but she looked much older than most girls of that age in England. She was a white Jamaican. She had dark, bobbed hair, and a pale little face that happiness might have made pretty. But her expression was always strained and unnatural. She liked to give the impression, with her superior airs, that she was already a woman.

			She sat down, crossing her arms with careless resignation, inviting Douglas to say his piece and have done with it.

			He said, “I’m always hearing from other people how you’re getting along, but you never come and tell me yourself. I’d much rather hear from you.”

			“I suppose Mr. Pawley told you about the petrol,” she said, with a thin, supercilious smile. “I don’t care—he can believe Alice if he wants.” She stared at him flatly, as if she was not looking at him at all, but only presenting the surface of her eyes to him to make what she said more convincing. “It doesn’t interest me in the least. The other girls can do what they like. I don’t care about any of them.”

			“You can’t have much fun here if you feel like that,” he said.

			She shrugged. “They’re all jealous of me, like they were at my last school.”	

			“Were you happy at your last school?”

			“I hate school,” she said.

			“So do heaps of people. I did myself. At least, I hated my first school, and then I went to one that I liked.” 

			“I hate all schools,” she said airily.

			“What do you like, then? Being at home?” 

			“Sometimes.”

			“What do you like most of all?” 

			“Doing what I want.”

			“What’s that?”

			She gave another shrug. “Oh . . . going to the cinema. Going out. I hate Jamaica, though. I want to live in America.”

			“Have you ever been to America?”

			She turned the flat stare on him. 

			“Of course I have.” 

			“Where did you go?”

			“All over the place,” she said vaguely. “I’ve been to Washington and New York.”

			“New York’s a fine city, isn’t it?” he said. “Where did you stay?”

			She shifted her arms uncomfortably. “Oh, I’ve masses of friends there. I can’t remember all the places I’ve stayed at.” She had moved her eyes away, but she turned them back towards him again and said, “I’ve stayed in people’s apartments.” She must have been told that you couldn’t look someone straight in the face if you were lying, and had trained herself to do it. He didn’t want her to know that he thought she was lying, it would give her another reason for hostility, so he turned away casually and said:

			“Well, you’re one up on me there. I’ve always wanted to visit the States. I haven’t got round to it yet.”

			“It’s glorious,” she said more easily. “That’s one of the reasons why they couldn’t stand me at my last school. I knew much more than all the others did.”

			“What were the other reasons?”

			“I used to do things that nobody else dared.” 

			“What sort of things?”

			She put on the supercilious smile to show she wasn’t afraid of telling him.

			“I used to write letters to men, for one thing,” she said. “We weren’t allowed to, but I didn’t care.”

			“And what happened when you did what you weren’t allowed to?”

			“They punished me,” she said. “They used to shut me up in my room. It just made me laugh. I got out of the window if I felt like it. I sat in the bushes and smoked.” She evidently thought the boasting impressed him, and she went on, “I’ve brought some cigarettes here, if you want to know.”

			“You needn’t have bothered,” he said. “I’ve any amount.” He pushed a packet across the table. “Help yourself.”
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