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THE WRONG PEOPLE

Robin Maugham, who succeeded his father as Viscount Maugham, is a nephew of the late W. Somerset
Maugham. He was educated at Eton and Cambridge. During the war he fought in tanks in the Western
Desert, was wounded and mentioned in dispatches. In 1945 he was called to the bar and published his
first book. Since then he has travelled widely in Arab countries, Africa and the Far Fast. Several of his
books have been made into films, including the highly successful film of The Servant (1964). His other
books include Somerset and All the Maughams (1966), The Green Shade, The Second Widow, The Link,
and his latest, which is his autobiography and entitled Escape from the Shadows.
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PREFACE

When Robin Maugham showed the first rough draft of this novel to his uncle, Somerset Maugham made
two comments: that it was the first novel for years that he had been obliged to read straight through at one
sitting and that the writer must never publish it under his own name. “They’ll murder you.” I assumed that
the “they” were the critics and that Maugham, so careful himself, felt the time was not yet ripe for an
erotic homosexual thriller like The Wrong People to be openly avowed by its distinguished author. But
now I’m not so sure. I think Maugham meant by “they” the irate homosexuals themselves. The reader must
be his own judge. Times have changed so much since Maugham’s death that the subject matter of The
Wrong People seems tame indeed; these guilt-ridden Anglo-Saxons have been bypassed by the
confessions of Californian male prostitutes or queens of drag from Brooklyn or even by those more truly
Tangier writers, William Burroughs and Paul Bowles. Why then does it appeal to us? Robin Maugham is
not an imaginative artist but, like his uncle, a story-teller. His novel is very well constructed; as a thriller
it holds remarkably well together. Every incident, every piece of dialogue has its place in the story as it
builds up from the first page. “Each sentence even—all had been carefully planned.” And it is particularly
revealing about homosexuals in the ways in which they differ from the norm; despite the new
permissiveness of the age of the consenting adult these repressed puritanical types of English and Eastern
American expatriates do still form impressive minorities, gathered together in enclaves in the warmer
corners of the world since the Wildean exodus. Maugham understands the temperament and the particular
predicament of the rich homosexual who uses his money to corrupt and suborn yet longs for a genuine
relationship with a young man whom he can educate to share higher pleasures and who will love him for
himself. Such relationships (“Tim” is typical) are doomed to either infidelity or boredom. Diaghilev can
never hold Nijinsky.

Ewing Baird, the Anglo-American expatriate, is typical of the breed, deeply resentful at being
excluded from the normal careers of the Establishment yet too proud to show it and somehow taking it out
on the society to which he is relegated. There only remains the polished hedonism popularized by Keith in
South Wind; but, unlike Capri, Tangier has no culture. It is a place where few questions are asked.

Arnold Turner, the young schoolmaster taking his Christmas holiday who falls into Baird’s web, is a
much more ordinary type whom we meet in early works of Auden and Isherwood, or Worsley’s
Flannelled Fool. But here again is something out of the ordinary. He teaches at an approved school and
from a hint the author drops it looks as if conditions at some of these places are as bad as at State mental
homes and other institutions where wages are inadequate and the public turns a blind eye. Repressed,
priggish, willing to shed his public school morality in the Mediterranean sunshine, Turner is at the last
moment brought up by his schoolmaster four-wheel brakes with disastrous consequences all round. But it
had to be or he would never have become a schoolmaster. Baird’s ingenious plan to provide himself with
permanent sentimental gratification depended on too many imponderables, on the shifting sands of boys’
characters, whether Arab or English, on the hypnotic obsessional power of his own will backed up by his
wealth—the one constant factor which saves him from all retribution except boredom and the law of
diminishing returns.

I have two other reasons for liking The Wrong People; it reminds me of my own Rock Pool—of that
situation when the English puritan encounters injurious beauty and is laid low by his own inherent



weakness, a theme that always gives me pleasure, and it reminds me of Tangier where I have spent so
many happy (and innocent) moments.

To have known Tangier under the Condominium with its French and Spanish sectors, its British post
office, its Moroccan souks and brothels and Berber vegetable markets, its atmosphere of fiscal, sexual
and political freedom, its easy society and douceur de vivre—based on excellent servants—was one of
the charms of the old Europe. The Arab medina was one of the loveliest of medieval towns, to which the
confluence of Atlantic and Mediterranean climate lent a permanent seduction. Months of Mediterranean
summer gave way to autumn mists, Atlantic gales, even fog. In spring the breeze sang in the palm trees of
the Villa de France, the rain dripped in the eucalyptus woods by the Glaoui’s palace, clouds formed over
the Rif or sun sparkled on the great yellow dune by the Punta de Tarifa; flowers covered the green downs
by the airport or the road to Tetuan, Atlantic breakers shimmered along the Larache beaches. In the town
were French restaurants like the Pavillon and pdtisseries, English groceries, cafés with Arab music,
American bars with good sandwiches and rye, cocktail parties in converted native houses, night-clubs
with equivocal floor-shows, all-night bars like the desultory Mar Chico, ultimate station of the lost, with
its atmosphere of the Spanish Foreign Legion. And the British stronghold—Dean’s bar. “Dean” was a
dark-coloured Egyptian said to be the offspring of an English lady and her dragoman. He had beautiful
manners and an Oxford accent of the old school with a Firbankian vein of humour. More impressive than
“Wayne”, he had worked for our Intelligence throughout the war. How pleasant it was to sit in his bar of a
morning and read the papers or one’s mail, fresh from the British Post Office across the way, while some
of the older residents dropped in, sent out their invitations or discussed the previous evening. Ewing
Baird may well have been there plotting his human chess-game; I remember only Dean’s delicate Negroid
face, sun and sea-breeze outside, his barman within, polishing glasses, pleasure and expectancy.

CYRIL CONNOLLY



ANTONIO:
I am a tainted wether of the flock,
Meetest for death: the weakest kind of fruit
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me:
You cannot better be employed, Bassanio,

Than to live still, and write mine epitaph.
The Merchant of Venice, Act IV, Scene 1

... To where the Atlantic waves
Outside the Western Straits, and unbent sails
There, where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets of foam,
Shy traffickers, the dark Iberians come;
And on the beach undid his corded bales.
The Scholar-Gipsy
by Matthew Arnold



All the characters in this novel are imaginary, and imaginary names have been invented to suit them. If by
any chance the author has used the name of a living person he apologizes.

Melton Hall approved school is also imaginary; unfortunately the incidents described there are not.



PART ONE

As he sat alone at his corner table drinking a gin and Dubonnet, Ewing watched the stranger sitting on the
bar-stool and examined his appearance for a while because there was no one else interesting or attractive
to watch in Wayne’s bar that evening,

The stranger was a slender man of about thirty-five with a pink face and silky fair hair receding from
his smooth forehead. His eyes were pale blue and slightly protuberant. With his uptilted nose and delicate
skin he must have been quite attractive when he was a boy, Ewing decided. His tight-fitting tweed jacket
and worn grey-flannel trousers were obviously ready-made, and so were his polished brown shoes. His
eyes were peering surreptitiously round the room while he sipped a glass of beer. The man was certainly
English, and probably a bank clerk, and perhaps a bore.

At that moment the stranger glanced up at the looking-glass behind the bar. He saw Ewing staring at
him and blushed violently. Wave after wave of crimson rushed over the delicate pink of his face and neck.
And a flicker of interest stirred Ewing, for he believed that blushing implied guilt.

Ewing beckoned to the tall emaciated American behind the bar.

“Wayne,” he called out, “do you see any reason why I shouldn’t have another drink?”

“No reason. No reason at all,” Wayne replied in an exaggerated Southern accent. “It would be a
pleasure to get you one, Master Ewing.”

Wayne swayed quickly across the room and picked up Ewing’s glass.

“You’re not very full tonight,” Ewing said.

Wayne bent his head and blinked his eyelids apologetically as if he had been accused of an
unpleasant offence.

“It’s always quiet in Tangier just after Christmas. You know that, Ewing.”

Wayne’s manner was friendly but deferential. Ewing looked away from the bar and lowered his voice
so that the stranger could not hear what he said.

“Who’s the new customer?” he asked.

“That one drinking beer with a face like an ageing chorister?”

“That’s him. Who is he?”

“The usual Christmas-holiday tourist who’s saved up his pennies to visit this wicked city of vice.”

“He looks rather sad,” Ewing said.

“Perhaps our dear Tangier isn’t living up to her reputation. Perhaps he can’t find any vice. You’re not
interested in him, are you?”

“Good heavens, no! He must be at least thirty-five. Look at that receding hair.”

“Don’t go too much by his hair,” Wayne said. “Those slender blond types lose their hair quite young.
They age terribly quickly, poor things. I know them by heart. Milk-and-roses complexion, pale-blue eyes,
snub nose, delicate features, a blush like a school-girl, wonderfully soft and silky fair locks—my dear,
they’re all as bald as coots by the time they’re forty.”

“What does this one do?”

“He works as a schoolmaster near London, the poor dear.”

Ewing took a cigarette out of his gold case. Wayne obediently produced a lighter and flicked it into
flame.

“One can just see him trying to look stem as he lectures the head prefect,” Ewing said.



Wayne giggled. “He’s not out of that kind of drawer at all,” he whispered. “In fact he’s a master in an
approved school. You know—the Government schools in England where they send naughty boys to be
trained into respectable citizens like you and me.”

Ewing spread out his hands on the table and gazed at them in silence. Then he raised his eyes towards
Wayne. “Ask him over to my table for a drink,” he said.

“Now why should approved schools interest you?” Wayne asked, smiling coyly. “Going in for
chickens at your age? Naughty, naughty!”

Ewing laughed. “Will you never believe in altruism?” he asked.

“Not in Tangier, I won’t,” Wayne giggled.

Ewing looked up at Wayne’s raddled face.

“You go and fetch me that schoolmaster,” Ewing said impatiently.



PART TWO

Arnold was alarmed when he saw the tall barman sidling towards him, for he knew that the squat man in
the corner had been talking about him, and he now regretted his abrupt decision to enter Wayne’s
notorious bar.

The place was far more expensive and far less exciting than he had expected. A bottle of beer cost
the equivalent of seven shillings, and there was not one single young person to be seen—nor one single
Moroccan, apart from the cloak-attendant with a hare-lip and restless eyes. Then Arnold had glanced up
at the expanse of looking-glass between two rows of bottles behind the bar and had seen the squat man
staring at him intently.

The man was dressed in a grey cashmere jacket with dark flannel trousers. He wore a white silk shirt
and a blue silk tie. He was perhaps fifty, and his rather coarse black hair was streaked with grey. His
heavy build and thick shoulders gave an impression of solidity, yet his hands were small and plump, and
his fleshy square-shaped face looked almost delicate. Deep lines ran from his wide nostrils to the corner
of his narrow mouth. His cheeks and broad jowls looked as if they had been freshly shaved and
powdered. His bleached face and muscular neck reminded Arnold of some marble bust of a Roman
Emperor. The man looked firm yet dissolute, powerful yet effeminate. And when he called out to Wayne,
the barman, his voice was loaded with authority yet curiously soft.

And now Wayne was mincing towards Arnold and fluttering his eyelashes at him. Arnold blushed and
took a sip of beer.

“Do tell me your name,” Wayne said to him. “You did tell me ten minutes ago. But like the silly old
number I am I forget. What is it now?”

“Arnold Turner.”

“Of course it is. What a dope I am. Please excuse me. Now I want to introduce you to a friend of
mine who wants to meet you. Finish your beer, and I'll take you right over to him.”

Arnold gulped down his beer nervously. He suspected a dangerous plot. But Wayne seemed a
harmless pansy, and the other man was expensively dressed. Perhaps . . .

“Come along now,” Wayne said. “Don’t dawdle. We haven’t got all night. At least I don’t think so.”

Wayne took Arnold’s arm and led him across to Ewing’s table.

“Ewing, this is Arnold Turner,” he announced. “Arnold, this is my very old friend, Ewing Baird.”

“Not all that old,” Ewing said as they shook hands. “What will you drink?”

“Beer, please.”

“Oh, you must have something more exciting than beer,” Wayne exclaimed. “Dear Ewing’s stinking
rich, so he can afford it. Have a champagne cocktail.”

“Perhaps he doesn’t want a champagne cocktail,” Ewing said. “Don’t be such a bully, Wayne. Let
him choose for himself.”

Arnold decided that there was nothing unpleasant about Ewing’s voice. It was quiet but resonant,
with a faint accent that might have been Canadian.

“I’d like a Scotch,” Arnold said.

“Hell! I could have charged him twice as much for a champagne cocktail,” Wayne said as he swung
away to the bar.

Ewing shrugged his shoulders. Then he looked at Arnold and smiled as if they were both conspirators



in their attitude towards Wayne. He took out his gold case and slid it across the table.

“Smoke?”

“No, thanks. I gave it up last year.”

“How long have you been in Tangier?”

“Three days.”

“How did you spend Christmas?”

Arnold blushed. “Alone,” he answered.

“Do you mean you were in Tangier all day and never met anyone?”

“Yes.”

“But you must have picked up someone during the course of the day—some beautiful girl—or some
boy.”

Ewing was watching him carefully.
“No,” Arnold said, trying to control his blushing. “Everywhere I went people seemed to be all set in
their own groups. And I didn’t like to butt in.”

“You can’t have gone to the right places. I could have taken you to bars where you wouldn’t have
been left alone for an instant. How much longer are you staying here?”

“Five more days.”

“Where are you dining tonight?”

The question was put so quickly that Arnold was confused.

“I haven’t decided yet,” he muttered.

“Then I’d be delighted if you’d dine with me. I know a place with a view over the harbour, where the
food’s quite excellent.”

“Thanks.”

“You two are getting on fine,” Wayne tittered as he handed Arnold his whisky. “I reckoned you’d hit
it off together.”

“Push off,” Ewing said.

Wayne blinked at the ceiling.

“What language!” he said. “Who would have thought he’d been educated at Oxford!”

Ewing winked at Arnold. “Shall we sink down our drinks and go?” he asked. “The car’s outside.”
While he listened to Ewing’s calm and precise voice and drank his champagne rosé, Arnold gazed through
the window at the lights on the ships in the harbour below. He was happy, and he was beginning to get
drunk.

When they had sat down in the French restaurant, which was on the top floor of a large block of flats
in the Rue Rembrandt, Arnold had been afraid that Ewing would embarrass him with awkward questions.
But since they had left Wayne’s bar, Ewing had made casual though expert conversation about cooking.
After their meal had been ordered—and this had taken some time, for his host evidently took great care
over his food and drink—Ewing had begun to talk about England and his life there as a child.

Ewing’s father, Arnold learned, had been a rich young American industrialist from Chicago who had
visited London in 1910 and fallen in love with a girl he met at a dance in Belgrave Square and had
married her a year later. Ewing was the only child of the marriage.

“My mother only visited the States once,” Ewing said. “That was the year after I was born. I can
remember asking her shortly before she died why she’d so firmly refused ever to go there again. ‘Father
always said you’d enjoyed your visit,” I told her. ‘I did enjoy parts of it,” my mother answered. ‘It was
like a constant party in the servants’ hall. But servants’ halls do get awfully boring after a fortnight.” And
that was it. One visit was enough. My mother refused to let me be educated in America. I could spend my
holidays there, she said, but I must be taught how to think and how to behave in England. My father argued



in vain. My mother got her own way as usual. And I stopped going over for my holidays when I was
sixteen, because my mother divorced him.”

Ewing paused to watch the waiter preparing the crépes suzette, then he turned back to Arnold.

“I presume you’re not married,” Ewing said.

Arnold looked up at him, startled. “No,” he replied, after a pause.

Ewing laughed.

“You don't seem very sure.”

As Ewing spoke, a sallow pianist, followed by a thin woman in a plain black dress, got on to the
platform.

“Who is she?” Arnold asked to conceal his confusion.

“Francoise Roussin. She sings old French folk tunes. She’s rather good. Why should you blush when I
said I presumed you weren’t married?”

Arnold glared down at the tablecloth in vexation. The pianist played a few introductory bars.

“Why?” Ewing insisted softly.

“Because I was married,” Arnold said angrily.

“Your wife died?”

“No. We got divorced.”

“How wise of you,” Ewing murmured.

Arnold was saved from having to make any response to Ewing’s deliberately ambiguous comment
because at that moment the woman began to sing, and Ewing leaned back comfortably in his chair to listen
to her. The woman sang in a small quiet voice as if she were singing to herself. The little songs of
shepherd girls floated across the restaurant as if they had been wafted across hillocks and warm shadowy
fields.

Arnold listened intently and tried not to think of his marriage. But while he gazed along the rows of
small tables with their crimson-shaded lamps, and while the sad tunes lilted in his ears, he could not help
seeing his wife’s face swollen with rage; he could not shut out the screech of her voice. “You should
never have married,” she had screamed at him. “And you know why. You know why.”

And he had known, by then, only too well. Lying beside Susan through the long nights of two years he
had worked out the answer. He knew it by heart. He should not have married because of mere
resemblance. Susan had the same oval-shaped head as her brother. She had the same grey eyes and short
nose and wide mouth, the same freckles on her forehead as Jack had, even the same little cleft in her chin
and the same smile. She was as slender as Jack and as full of life. And he had thought . . . no, he had
persuaded himself into believing that it was Susan he was in love with—because he wanted so
desperately to fall in love with a girl, because he wanted to be the same as other men at the club, because
his mother prayed every night that he would get married before she died, because he despised queers,
because he wanted children, because—the last reason was the most painful—because he was a coward
who was dishonest with himself. But he had tried to make the marriage a success. God, if there were a
God, knew that he had tried. But his prayers had not been answered. He had been unable to turn away
from his inclinations. He had been a failure.

“You know why,” the high-pitched, almost unrecognizable voice went on screaming in his mind. “You
know why. If you don’t, then ask Jack. That day when you stripped off by the pond in Copley’s Wood and
went bathing together naked, Jack says you just couldn’t keep your eyes off him. When you started larking
about afterwards and wrestling he was dead certain of it. But he didn’t tell me until last night because he
thought it better I shouldn’t know. But it doesn’t matter now because I’m leaving you. I've found someone
who can really love me and appreciate me. And do you know why he can give me proper affection?
Because he’s normal. Because he’s a man, a real man.”

So Jack had guessed, and Jack had been disgusted, Jack with his freckled face and slippery, white



body. That was why Jack had seemed to avoid him ever since and had made excuses when Arnold had
invited him to go for a walk or come to the local cinema. Jack had never gone out alone with him since
that day in Copley’s Wood when the air had been so close that it seemed to press down on them, fastening
their drenched shirts to their skin. They had found the pond surrounded by thick undergrowth. Jack had
grinned at him, and without a word they had peeled off their clothes and dived in. Later, as he lay drying
on the bank, Jack had crept up behind him and cut at him with a switch of fern, and he had chased Jack and
caught him. Then, for one instant, while they were wrestling—for one instant he had held Jack clasped
firmly in his arms. And at that moment all his self-deceit had been burnt away in a searing agony of
passion. Then, while he was still panting in bewildered fear and pain, he had felt Jack’s body yield in his
grasp, and for perhaps two or three seconds he had reached an ecstasy close to oblivion, believing that at
last he had found the person who could make him whole.

But suddenly Jack had laughed and broken away from him and dived quickly into the pool . . .

Yet for those two or three seconds . . .

“You’ve gone very far away.” Ewing’s voice ripped like a knife across the surface of his reflections.
Arnold looked up with a start. The woman had stopped singing. Ewing was smiling across the table at
him. There was now a small glass of brandy beside his glass of champagne.

“You were saying that you’d been married but had got divorced,” Ewing prompted.

“Yes. It just didn’t work out.”

“I’ve made many mistakes in my life,” Ewing said. “But not that one. Finish your champagne and try
the brandy. It’s old and quite gentle. I think you’ll like it.”

“Thanks.”

Ewing spread out his plump, hairy hands above the table, then looked at them and folded them
hurriedly across his stomach, as if he were ashamed of the movement they had made.

“After the failure of your marriage,” Ewing said in his calm, even voice, “I suppose you began to
branch out in other directions?”

“If you mean what I think you mean, the answer is ‘no’.” Ewing stared at him without blinking. “How
old are you?” His voice sounded dispassionate, almost bored.

“Thirty-five.”

Suddenly with a shudder of disgust Arnold wondered if the champagne and the brandy had been
produced in order to seduce him.

Ewing leaned forward as if he had read his thoughts. “Fifteen years ago you must have been quite a
dish,” he said. “What a pity I didn’t meet you then.” He smiled. “But from what you’ve just said, perhaps
it’s just as well,” he added.

Arnold was impressed by this candour. He felt that some reply was expected of him.

“So far as I’m concerned,” Arnold said, “I don’t mind which way people are or what they do—so
long as they keep it to themselves.”

Ewing snapped his fingers to attract the attention of the waiter and called for the bill.

“I agree with you,” Ewing said. “I hate people who scream their sins from the housetops. There’s a
passage in The Scarlet Letter which sums it all up. ‘Show freely to the world, if not your worst’—says
Hawthorne—‘yet some trait whereby the worst may be inferred!” ”

Ewing’s small round eyes were fixed on Arnold so steadily as he spoke that Arnold was afraid that
he had guessed his secret. But he was pleasantly mellow with drink, and he no longer cared.

“Now where would you like to go?” Ewing asked.

“You know the town. You decide.”

“Then I’'ll take you to Conchita’s place. It’s not exactly cheerful. But you’ll get a good whiff of the
real Tangier atmosphere there. It’s so thick at that joint you can almost feel it.”



Ewing waved his small plump hand towards the window.

“You see, Tangier isn’t just a harbour with boats in it,” he explained. “It’s not the collection of bars
and apartment houses and villas you see straggling up the hillside. Tangier is an atmosphere. The
externals change. The atmosphere doesn’t. When I first came here a dozen years ago, for instance, the
town was far cruder and tougher than it is today. I’ve seen an American gangster draw a gun on a
smuggler in Wayne’s bar. You saw what Wayne’s bar was like tonight—a few old queens and smart
women just waiting to get back to their tatting and their gossip. Down in that harbour we’re looking at
there used to be twenty smuggling boats. Now, we can only see the lights of two or three, and they’re
pretty decayed. Ground was increasing in value week by week. Blocks of flats sprang up around the town
like mushrooms. But as soon as the international status of the town was abolished, fewer people wanted
to live here. Businesses went broke all over the place. Tradesmen moved elsewhere. Tourists got
nervous. There was a general move to clean up Tangier. Down by the Zocco Chico, there used to be a
hundred open brothels. They’ve all been closed by the new Moroccan Government. Brothels are now
illegal. But gradually it’s all drifting back to the same old scene.”

Ewing took out some Moroccan dirham notes from his gold-edged wallet. He placed them tenderly
on top of the bill and folded it over them. Then he raised his head.

“The externals change,” he said, swirling the brandy round in his glass. “But the atmosphere remains
unaltered. It’s a strange atmosphere, hard to define. And it pervades everything. It drifts everywhere.
There’s even a faint tang of it in this restaurant—which as you can see is completely European. The
atmosphere’s not just cooped up in the white walls of the Kasbah or confined to the tortuous narrow
streets that run down to the waterfront. It invades not only the markets and the mosques. You find traces of
it in every shop and bank, in every flat and bar, in every cinema and villa.”

Ewing seemed no longer conscious of Arnold’s presence; he had withdrawn into his thoughts.

“Sometimes I believe I can smell it,” he said. “I’ve even tried to analyse the smell. Burning charcoal
and dung—I’m sure they’re mixed in it. Then perhaps there’s incense, and I know there’s sweat. And
there’s the pungent sweet smell of kif—which I suppose you’d call ‘pot’. But there’s something more
beside—TI’ll find out one day. And this atmosphere drifts into everything. It pervades all the Moors, of
course. It even seeps into Europeans if they live out here long enough. That’s why, however much we may
loathe the place, however glad we may be to get away, we always come back in the end. The
atmosphere’s got inside our very bones, and we can’t do without it in the air we breathe. Europe and
America stifle us. We feel suffocated. So we grind our teeth and take the next plane back to our old
Tangier. Knowing the unpleasant pangs and gnawing boredom that await us, knowing that we shall yearn
for the friends and music and theatres we’ve left behind the instant we begin to tread these well-worn,
blatant streets once again, knowing the remorse we shall suffer almost incessantly. But our plane lands.
We take a taxi into town. And long before we’ve reached Wayne’s bar, the atmosphere’s swept over us
once again. Our hearts beat firmer and quicker. Our heads feel lighter. We blink at the sunshine as if we’d
come out of prison. We can breathe and live again.”

Ewing finished his brandy and pushed back his chair. “I’m getting tipsy,” he said. “Let’s go and see
Conchita.”

When they walked out into the Rue Rembrandt they found Ewing’s Moroccan chauffeur polishing the
bonnet of the large convertible.

“Whatever time of day or night I appear, Mustapha’s always rubbing away at that car,” Ewing
remarked. “I believe it gives him some kind of sexual thrill.”

As they drove along the Boulevard Pasteur, flanked by banks and stores, Arnold wondered why
Ewing had chosen Mustapha as his chauffeur, for the man was past middle age with a gaunt, pock-marked
face.



“He’s quite hideous, isn’t he?” Ewing said, following the direction of Arnold’s glance. Then, seeing
Arnold’s embarrassment, he added, “Don’t worry. The man can’t speak a word of English—which is just
as well since there’s no partition. I chose him because he’s a good driver and his wife is a wonderful
cook. And they know I pay them more than twice as much as they’d get elsewhere, so they behave
themselves. He won’t gossip about our visiting Conchita, for instance.”

The car had turned down a side-street beyond the cafés around the Place de France and was passing
one of the many half-built blocks of flats. In the faint light of the crescent moon the abandoned site looked
as if it had been bombed.

“Conchita used to have a bar close to the Zocco Grande,” Ewing explained. “But too many people
could see her clients. This place is far more satisfactory.”

The car was now bumping along an unfinished road. At the end of it was a two-storeyed house.

“Here we are. I hope you won’t be shocked,” Ewing said as they got out.

Arnold mumbled some reply. During the last three hours his whole world seemed to have changed.
Mountains had sunk down into hummocks, craggy peaks had softened into easy slopes. In his fantasy, the
heavy grey clouds on the horizon had drifted away, the sun was now blazing down from an azure sky, an
endless plain glistened for miles around him, and birds sang in the crisp air. Arnold was drunk.

Ewing walked along a narrow path and rang the bell on the right of the front door. Immediately a
panel opened and a face peered out.

“Msalkhair,” Ewing said. “Good evening.”

The door was opened by a stoutly built Moroccan with a scarred face and the bulge of some
deformity on his back.

“Msalkhair. Welcome, Sefior Ewing,” he said. “Please to come in.”

As they walked through a garishly tiled hall, Arnold could hear the jukebox playing. The Moroccan
opened a door in the passage beyond and they walked into a smoke-filled bar. Arnold was immediately
and almost unbearably disappointed. Thick clouds swept across the sun of his landscape.

The bar was almost empty. Half a dozen Europeans and three middle-aged Moroccans in tattered
djellabas sat at little green tables at the far end of the room. A young man was sitting at the bar with his
head in his hands. A couple were dancing. The room was drab and rather dirty. The walls were lined with
dusty sticks of bamboo, wired roughly together. The bar itself was tiled like a lavatory. An attempt had
been made to enliven the place for Christmas by fastening branches of fir trees to the ceiling and looping
tinselled streamers over them. The photograph of the King which hung over the jukebox had been draped
with paper flowers; the spotted looking-glass had been festooned with tiny Moroccan flags. But Arnold’s
impression was of gloom and decay, which was certainly matched by the appearance of the old woman
behind the bar. She was dressed in a greasy black dress. A large nose sprouted from her raddled face like
a turnip in a ploughed field. She gazed round the room with suspicion and distaste through red-rimmed,
watery eyes.

“Who’s the old hag?” Arnold whispered.

“That’s Conchita,” Ewing said. “What will you drink? I advise you to stick to beer. It’s safer in this
place.”

Ewing moved away quickly and walked behind the bar to greet Conchita. Her sour expression never
changed when he took her hand, but Arnold noticed that she seemed to have a great deal to say to Ewing.

Arnold sat down at one of the green tables with tubular legs and looked around once again. As he
watched the couple dancing, he noticed with a twinge of excitement that both of them were male. They
were two Moroccan boys, chinless and effeminate, but at least they were young and obviously enjoying
themselves. At that moment the other Moroccan boy sitting at the bar lifted his head from his hands and
turned towards Arnold questioningly. Immediately the sun arose once again over Arnold’s horizon.

The boy was about sixteen, with a slim oval face, a straight nose and large dark eyes, heavily fringed



with lashes—Ilike reeds around a pool, Arnold thought in his dazed happiness. The boy wore black jeans
and a frayed white silk shirt which was open to the navel so that it displayed a large V-shaped expanse of
light-brown skin.

And as Arnold gazed shyly at the smooth skin stretched tight over the pectoral muscles, he was filled with
the same mixture of pain and delight he had known when he had seen Jack beside the pond, the same
restless yearning he had felt ever since when he looked at young boys. And while his eyes were fixed on
the rippling tawny skin, his mind swung back with a drunken lurch to the approved school he had left for
his ten days’ holiday. He was enclosed again by the red-brick walls of Melton Hall. He could smell the
damp heat of the washrooms and the damp clothes from the playground. He saw the water pouring over
the gleaming white tiles; he saw the line of naked boys waiting their turn under the showers; he saw them
twist and wriggle under the spray; he heard the voice of Joe Stobart, the housemaster, shouting, “Next
three.” He watched three boys dive for their towels and dry themselves vigorously. He saw them line up
and move towards Stobart who sat in a large wooden chair with a ruler in his hand.

“When I’m on holiday, you’ll have to take over showers,” Stobart had said the first time Arnold
witnessed the ritual. “So you’d better see how it’s done.”

Each boy came up to Stobart with his towel in his hand.

“You have to make sure the little devils have dried themselves properly,” Stobart explained
cheerfully.

As the boy approached him, Stobart would shout out, “Hup,’
above his head.

“Turn,” Stobart ordered, and the boy would turn round with his arms still raised so that Stobart could
examine his back.

“Next.” The boy would make a smart left-turn, and as he moved away Stobart would flick him
playfully with his ruler.

“Jolly Joe”, the staff called Stobart, because of his raucous laugh and his spate of dirty stories—
mostly about the girls he had seduced. “Captain Stobart”, the boys called him respectfully, because he
insisted on “being given his proper wartime rank”, as he put it. In fact, he had been a lieutenant in the
Catering Corps. Stobart was the most popular master in the school. And Arnold envied and loathed him.
He envied him for his easy familiarity with the boys combined with strict discipline; he loathed him
because Stobart was a bully. If a boy annoyed Stobart he would ridicule him in front of the rest of his
house until the boy’s self-control was broken and his humiliation complete.

But Stobart’s bullying was usually done vicariously. Once, when a boy had run away from Melton
Hall (“absconded” was the term used) and had been picked up by the police in his home town, Stobart
had stopped weekend passes for all the boys in his house as a collective punishment. On Saturday
afternoon he sent the boys to the gymnasium. Ten minutes later Stobart arrived, followed by the boy who
had run away. While the boy stood in silence beside him, Stobart reminded his sullen, restive audience of
the reason for which they had been confined to the school grounds for the weekend. He told them that he
left the punishment of the “absconder” in their hands. He then walked out of the room. When Arnold heard
shrieks he ran across to the building. Then he saw Jack Stobart peering through a window by the door.

“Leave them to it,” Stobart said. “Let them have their fun.”

Arnold would never forget the look on Stobart’s face.

The boy was in the sick-bay for a fortnight afterwards. Arnold went to see Blair, the headmaster. But,
as he had feared, his protests were politely dismissed.

“Joe Stobart’s the best housemaster we’ve ever had at Melton Hall,” Blair had said, smiling at him
apologetically. “And you know how difficult it is to find good men to be housemasters with the wretched
pay they get.”
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“But the boy might have been maimed for life.”

Blair scratched the side of his head absent-mindedly with a pencil. His face was almost as grey as
his hair.

“I’ve done my best under the circumstances,” Blair said wearily. “I’ve suggested to Joe that he deals
with any absconder differently next time. I can do no more. As you know, a housemaster bears a heavy
responsibility. You teachers have an easy time of it in comparison. A housemaster must be allowed to use
his own judgement or the whole system breaks down.”

The idiocy of it was, Arnold thought, that though he had little influence in the school, he was paid
almost twice as much as Stobart. A teacher at an approved school needed proper qualifications and was
paid a graduated salary with various “increments”. A housemaster needed no educational qualifications
whatsoever.

“There is only one qualification a housemaster has to have,” Blair had once admitted sadly. “And
that’s vaccination—in case of an epidemic.”

Blair was weak and getting old for the job. He would retire in a year’s time. Perhaps his successor
would keep Stobart under control. In the meantime Arnold went to visit the victim in the sick-bay.

The boy’s name was Dan Gedge, and he was thirteen years old. Arnold felt no constraint in talking to
him, for the boy, with his thin, delicate face and pale, flat hair, did not attract him. If a boy appealed to
him—a young, tough little thug like Charlie Mason, for instance—Arnold was so afraid his emotion
would be noticed that he found it difficult to make conversation. But Dan Gedge was too small and too
pale to be attractive. Even though Arnold felt no embarrassment with him, conversation was not easy. The
boy was very nervous. In moments of tension he had a slight twitch at the right corner of his mouth, which
repelled Arnold and made him feel sick for some reason. And what was there to talk about? The school?
The boy hated it so much that he had run away. His home? Dan’s father was dead. His mother was a drunk
who had married for the second time a man far younger than herself. Dan’s stepfather resented his
presence in the house. Both of them were glad when he was committed to an approved school. The only
person Dan loved in the world was his aunt who was dying of leukemia. It was to visit her in hospital
that Dan had run away to Guildford.

Arnold had found it hard to make Dan forget his worries—even for a few minutes. But he visited him
when he could spare the time, and after the boy got well and rejoined the herd he still tried to encourage
him whenever he had the chance.

Arnold shook himself violently, as if the memories of Melton Hall could be shaken off like drops of
water. His eyes remained fixed on the handsome young Moroccan boy at the bar who was now smiling at
him and making blatant gestures of invitation. Arnold wished he could control the fierce beats of his heart.
He was finding it difficult to breathe.

“Moroccan chickens are wonderfully attractive, aren’t they?”

Arnold’s nerves jerked in alarm, as if he had been caught in a crime. He looked up. Ewing was
standing beside him with two glasses of beer in his hand.

“That one’s called Said,” Ewing said. “He’s one of the most hard-working little tarts in town. Said
will go to bed with you for ten dirhams—which is less than a pound.”

The taut string of Arnold’s desire slackened.

“Now what’s worrying you?” Ewing asked.

“Even if [ were a fat old man with warts, would he still go to bed with me?” Arnold asked.

“He’d be still keener then.”

“Why?”

“Because you’d probably expect less and give more.”

“Doesn’t it shock you to think that he’s ready to give his body to anyone who’ll pay a quid for it?”



“Doesn’t it shock you to think that over ten thousand children in England are flogged savagely or
beaten about till their screams for mercy can’t be ignored any longer by the neighbours—ten thousand
children in English homes every year? Doesn’t it shock you to think of the millions of refugees all over the
world? Doesn’t it shock you to think that America and Russia have got thousands of hydrogen bombs,
each capable of destroying a whole city? The entire world may be destroyed at any moment in a nuclear
war. Doesn’t that shock you?”

Ewing’s eyes were glittering with passion. “Can’t you see that there’s no point in being shocked—it’s
just a selfish emotion like any other—unless you’re prepared to do something effective to stop it? And so
far as Said is concerned I may tell you that if he didn’t make his money out of us Europeans he’d go with
the Moors, who’d be far rougher and give him far less.”

“What’s to stop him getting an ordinary, decent job of work?”

“I can see you don’t know Said,” Ewing said with a laugh. “Drink up your beer and let’s go up to my
villa for a nightcap. Or would you rather stay with Said? Conchita’s got a room upstairs if you don’t want
to take him back to your hotel.”

Suddenly through his haze of excitement, at the mention of the word “hotel”, Arnold saw the end of
the evening looming darkly ahead like rusty buffers at the end of a shining railway line. When the evening
came to a stop, he would get out on to a cold empty platform and walk alone through the station, his
footsteps echoing beneath the grimy vaults. Later, after some more drinks with Ewing, the prospect of the
evening finishing would need to be contemplated. For the time being it was easier to move on to the
branch line Ewing offered.

“Let’s go back to your villa for a nightcap,” Arnold said.

As he moved his tall glass, the cubes of ice in his drink made a pleasant sound—Ilike cow-bells, Arnold
thought, leaning back drowsily against a mound of silk cushions and gazing round the ornate room with its
tiled walls and mosaic floor and fretted pillars. He wondered vaguely why Ewing had not chosen to stay
in the light-grey drawing-room with the gilt French furniture. It was a cheerful room with comfortable
sofas, whereas the low divan which ran along one end of this Moorish room was hard and uncomfortable
because the cushions kept slipping out of place, and the décor was rather oppressive. However, the
evening was running smoothly once again; and the rails shone brightly for miles ahead; and while Ewing
talked to him about the villa, Arnold allowed his mind to ramble over the confusing impression of the last
half-hour.

On the outskirts of town the road had plunged abruptly down a steep hill flanked with small houses.
Ahead he could see a field of white sticks gleaming in the moonlight. This, Ewing told him, as the car
swung left, was the Moslem cemetery. The road now began to climb and curl up the hillside, past narrow
lanes with signposts pointing to darkened villas, past the long white facade of the governor’s palace, until
suddenly the car reached the eucalyptus forest, and the headlights shone on dappled trunks of trees with
pointed leaves, and swept across broken hoardings that advertised building lots and lit up a sign-post
leading to Cape Spartel. Then the headlights had picked out a long grey wall about ten feet high with
smooth sides and a jagged top.

“Here we are,” Ewing said.

The car stopped outside a heavy wrought-iron gate. Mustapha sounded the horn. Three large mongrel
dogs rushed up to the grille and began barking fiercely. A light went on in a window of the lodge. A few
seconds later a bearded gate-keeper muffled up in an old army greatcoat shuffled out of the porch and
unlocked the gate, blinking in the glare of the headlights. Slowly the old man pulled aside the two massive
sections of wrought iron. The car drove up a rutted drive of eucalyptus trees and stopped in front of one of
the oddest villas Arnold had seen in Tangier. It was built in the shape of the letter “T”, with small turrets
at each of the three extremities and a tall tower in the centre.



“It’s quite hideous,” Ewing said as they walked through a square hall lined with tiles into the
octagonal high-ceilinged drawing-room. “It was designed by Reggie Gault—I don’t suppose you’ve heard
of him. He was an English eccentric who left London hurriedly at the time of the Oscar Wilde trial and
settled down in Tangier. Most people hate the place—which is why I got it cheap. I find it has a distinct
Edwardian charm, and I’ve done my best to make it comfortable.”

“I think it’s very romantic,” Arnold said.

“It is in its way,” Ewing replied, splashing out whisky into two glasses and dropping in cubes of ice.
“I like to think of old Reggie Gault living here all alone for the last ten years of his life.”

Ewing glanced at Arnold. “When one says ‘all alone’, one means without any of his English cronies,”
Ewing explained. “In fact, gossip relates that the old man was surrounded by a seraglio of boys of all
shapes and sizes. I wonder if he missed London society? Sometimes I think of him limping along the
terrace outside, staring down in distaste at the wonderful garden he’d carved out of ledges on the cliff-
side, his eyes half-closed against the glare of the African noon, yearning for the fog of London and the
dark leather chairs of his club. At other times I like to think of him stretched out in a deck-chair, watching
the sun setting behind the golden sweep of Cape Spartel, thanking his lucky stars that he didn’t have to put
on a stiff shirt and go out to a smart dinner-party and make witty remarks, revelling in the thought that he
could dine quietly alone with a novel propped against the decanter before retiring to bed and the soft
embraces of his latest acquisition.”

Ewing crossed the room and pressed a bell beside the marble chimney-piece.

“We won’t stay here,” he said. “We’ll take our drinks into the Moorish room. It’s got more
atmosphere. I've given you a whisky without thinking. I hope it’s what you want?”

“Exactly what [ want,” Arnold replied. “Exactly.”

The far door opened. A plump, smooth-faced Moor of about thirty came in and bowed to Ewing.
Then he bowed to Arnold and smiled at him—rather too knowingly, Arnold decided. The man was
dressed in a dark-blue, embroidered waistcoat with gold buttons and dark-blue pantaloons. His eyes were
very heavily made up with antimony; his gestures were slack and effeminate. Ewing spoke to him quickly
in Arabic. Arnold could only catch the word “chocolata” which occurred frequently. The man bowed
again and walked out with his hands swinging loosely.

“That’s Bashir,” Ewing explained. “I found him in an Arab café my second night in Tangier—twelve
years ago. He was sixteen then and rather attractive in a farouche kind of way and surprisingly virile. So I
took him on as a house-boy. He’s been with me ever since. He now runs the entire ménage. So there’s a
moral story for you.”

Ewing picked up his glass.

“Let’s go into the Moorish room,” he said. “That was where Reggie Gault had all his orgies.”

So Arnold thus found himself propped against the cushions on the divan, clinking the ice in his glass,
wondering what was going to happen next. Now that he was convinced that Ewing had no designs on him,
Arnold had given up worrying about his motives for entertaining a stranger throughout the evening. He no
longer cared. His sun was shining again, and far away in the distant haze of the blue mountains the cow-
bells tinkled merrily. Somewhere in a tiled room with Moorish arches a man was speaking to him—
asking him a question, in fact. Arnold wrenched himself away from the contemplation of his sunlit plain.

“I’m sorry,” Arnold blurted out. “What did you say?”

“I was asking how much longer you were staying in Tangier,” Ewing said patiently.

“Only five more days.”

“Can’t we persuade you to stay longer?”

“I have to be back in the school where I teach by January the third.”

“At least you must let me show you what Tangier has got to offer before you go. Have you seen any of
the dancing?”



“None.”

“Well, you’ll be seeing some tonight.”

“Tonight?” Arnold asked in surprise, as Ewing stretched out to press the bell in the wall beside him.

“Tonight,” Ewing said. “I’ve laid it on in your honour. Unfortunately the boys haven’t got their
traditional clothes with them. But I think you’ll find this particular dance is not without charm.”

While he spoke, Bashir came in through the door at the far end of the room, closing it carefully
behind him. Then he bowed to them, and sank down on to the floor as if his bones had suddenly melted.
From out of his glittering waistcoat he produced a flute which he began to play softly. At first Arnold
could discern no pattern of melody—only a series of notes rising and falling slowly up and down a scale
of quarter-tones which jarred on his ears. But gradually he perceived that there was a tune, tenuous yet
discernible—a tune which was repeated over and over again with seemingly endless variations. The
effect was hypnotic. Arnold felt that he was floating away into a trance in which the elaborate arches and
the vivid green fields of his plain were mingled with the soft silk cushions he was leaning against.
Vaguely he noticed the door at the end of the long, narrow room opening again. Suddenly he sat upright.

Two young, slightly built boys came into the room and bowed reverently. Then they raised their
heads, listened carefully to the sound of the flute and began a slow, solemn dance. Their hands were
clasped behind their heads, their feet moved carefully over the tiled floor, a step forward then sideways,
then a pace sideways and a pace backwards, as if they were draughts being moved over a chequered
board. They wore white shirts and dark-blue jeans and sandals. They were both about fifteen years old,
and Arnold thought they were both extremely handsome. The taller one had wide dark eyes. The deep
chestnut-coloured skin of his soft face glistened in the glow of the sconces set against the wall. Short wiry
hair curled close to his head, and his thick lips were parted as if in surprise.

At first sight the dark boy was the more attractive, Arnold decided. But there was a mischievous look
about the smaller, fair-skinned boy which was interesting. Heavy clusters of black curls fell over his
forehead and down his neck. The boy needed a hair-cut, Arnold the schoolmaster noted automatically. But
though his hair was dark, his skin was the colour of cream and his eyes were violet. He had thick
eyebrows, a short straight nose and a mouth which was far too large for his face. He was amazingly
slender and delicately made. Yet there was something intensely animal about him, Arnold felt. He might
have appeared suddenly in the glade of a wood. He moved gracefully: his steps seemed to be more
assured than those of the dark boy. Yet all the time he danced there was an expression of amused
detachment, as if—should the dance become irksome to him—he could change into a faun and leap away.

“The dark-skinned one opposite me is called Chocolata,” Ewing said. “His real name is Abdelaziz.
But Conchita christened him Chocolata because of his colour. He’s always down at her place. That’s
where he came from tonight.”

“I never saw him there,” Arnold said.

“He was in the room upstairs. I arranged for Conchita to send him here by taxi. He’s an attractive boy
and delightfully obedient. As you can see, he’s got Negro blood. His ancestors were probably slaves from
the river Niger. But I can see that he’s not the one you’re interested in. The pale-skinned one you’re
staring at is called Riffi.”

Arnold mumbled some denial.

“Why bother to deny it?” Ewing asked. “What’s wrong with staring at anything so pretty? Well, that
one’s real name is Salah but they call him Riffi because his family live in the Rif mountains above
Chauen. He’s a Berber. That’s why his skin is so light. The Berbers were the original inhabitants of
Morocco before the Roman and Arab invasions. They were blue-eyed and fair-skinned. The boy moves
wonderfully gracefully, doesn’t he?”

“Does Riffi come from Conchita’s place?” Arnold asked, dreading the reply.

“No. He works here in this villa. He’s very lazy and rather naughty. But I put up with it because he’s



so entrancingly graceful. It’s like having a young gazelle wandering about the grounds, or a diminutive
satyr. I thought you might be taken with him. But for some reason I’d decided that you’d prefer the Negro
type, so I had Chocolata sent up specially for you.”

Arnold was embarrassed. He could feel the hot blushes surging over him.

“They dance beautifully,” he said, to change the drift of Ewing’s remarks.

“Just you wait,” Ewing said.

Arnold could not move his eyes away from Riffi. The boy had noticed that he was staring at him and
was smiling back in amusement.

Suddenly Bashir changed the rhythm of his playing. The tune did not alter, but the music was now
urgent and compelling. As if in answer to a command, the two boys stopped their pacing. They now stood
motionless with their feet together. Then, without moving their feet, they slowly began to undulate their
hips, circling the air with their loins while their heads remained perfectly still. Their movement was more
sensuous than anything Arnold had imagined in his most erotic dreams. He could feel the blood throbbing
through his veins while his heart beat heavily against his chest.

The music was growing faster, the gyrations wider and more violent. Then, without pausing, the two
boys stripped off their shirts and threw them over their shoulders to the door. They moved forward a few
short paces, remained motionless for a second, and then began to writhe again. But they were now
standing only a few yards away from the divan. Arnold could smell the musky ferine odour of their
bodies; he saw the sweat glistening on the tightly stretched skin of Riffi’s chest; he watched the folding
and unfolding of a little crease of flesh below the boy’s navel.

The music became more urgent and more insistent. As if in response to a new command the two boys
unclasped the belts round their narrow waists and threw them back to the door. And now as they writhed,
carving invisible circles in the air, their arms clasped once again behind their heads, gradually, inch by
inch, their jeans slipped slowly down their lean thighs until they were naked.

The music stopped. Arnold was only vaguely aware of Bashir bowing and leaving the room, closing
the door behind him, for his eyes were fixed on the two boys who had stepped out of their jeans and flung
them against the door. They were moving pace by pace closer to the divan. Chocolata was approaching
Ewing. Riffi, smiling rather shyly now, was coming near to Arnold. The sweat was running in streaks
down the ivory of the boy’s thighs.

Arnold was trembling; his mouth was dry. He could neither speak nor move. Chocolata had now
moved close to Ewing. His knees brushed the divan. Gently the boy thrust his dark body forward. The
room seemed very quiet. The silence was shaken by Ewing’s laugh. He slapped Chocolata lightly on the
thigh and pushed him away, saying a few quick words in Arabic. Chocolata shrugged his shoulders. He
slouched towards the door, swinging his arms loosely in imitation of Bashir’s walk. Then he picked up
his clothes and left the room.

Riffi was no longer smiling. He was standing in front of Arnold, taut and quivering. He looked
anxious, almost afraid. He had moved so close to him that Arnold could feel the heat of his body. Slowly
Riffi unclasped his fingers from behind his head. He stretched out his hands and put them on Arnold’s
shoulders and gazed questioningly into his eyes. The desire to clasp the boy in his arms was so intense
that Arnold could feel the pain of it stabbing his chest. His whole being yearned to hold Riffi and feel the
softness of his skin. His emotion beat so strongly he was certain that Ewing must be aware of it. He
glanced quickly to his right. Ewing was staring fixedly at the last inch of drink in his glass. Arnold’s
hands moved unsteadily towards the boy facing him.

But even as Arnold raised his hands, the picture of a different naked body slid into his mind, and he
saw Said, the boy at Conchita’s bar, Said with his tawny skin, lying naked on stained sheets, making love
to a withered old man for the sake of a one-pound note. And Arnold’s desire slackened. Riffi’s hands, he
felt sure, were only rubbing his shoulders because he wanted to earn money. Those violet eyes only



peered at him anxiously because the boy was afraid that he would be turned away like his friend
Chocolata. To hold this boy in his arms could never be the same as to clasp Jack against him beside the
pond. He had not endured long years of frustration to betray the ideals of his love for a night in the arms of
a little male tart, for obviously Riffi was just as much of a prostitute as Chocolata or Said. Riffi would
still be standing there, rigid and eager, if Arnold were old and deformed and vile. Riffi’s fingers would
still brush across his neck and stroke his cheek—just as tenderly as they were stroking him now.

Arnold stood up abruptly. “I must be getting home,” he said.

Ewing looked at him in silence for a moment, then spoke quickly to Riffi in Arabic. The boy winked
at him, bowed to Arnold with a cheerful grin, ran three paces, turned cartwheels across the room, landed
on his feet by the door, picked up his clothes and vanished.

“Let me get you a whisky,” Ewing said.

“No, thanks,” Arnold said, trying to smile. “I’ve drunk far too much as it is. But can I phone for a
taxi?”

“Yes, by all means. But I don’t think you’ll persuade a taxi to come out here at this time of night, and
I’m afraid Mustapha will have gone to bed. Why don’t you stay the night? I’ve told Bashir to get the main
guest-room ready for you. You’ll find a toothbrush and shaving-kit and so on. There are even pyjamas if
you need them. Please do stay. Mustapha can drive you back to your hotel in the morning. It’ll save so
much trouble. I must confess I’'m dropping with drink and fatigue.”

“It’s very kind of you,” Arnold said cautiously.

After all, it would save him an expensive taxi fare, and Ewing had made it only too obvious that
Arnold was not his type. In case Bashir or someone got the wrong idea he could always lock the door.

“Thank you,” Arnold said. “I’d love to stay the night.”

“I’11 show you to your room before I fall sound asleep.”

Ewing led him along a wide corridor and across a patio to the far wing of the house. He stopped
outside a polished oak door.

“Here we are,” Ewing said. “I hope you’ll find all you want.”

Ewing opened the door, flicked on the lights, walked quickly across a small sitting-room furnished in
conventional Regency style and flung open the far door revealing a large, brightly lit bedroom dominated
by a huge double bed with a white-and-gilt baroque headpiece. An alcove led to a blue-tiled bathroom
flanked with dark mirrors and fitted with a glittering display of gadgets. Bottles of lotions and face
creams and bath salts stood in rows along glass shelves. Thick yellow bath towels of different sizes were
draped over the chromium pipes set in the wall. A white dressing-gown hung from the door.

“Bashir seems to have done you proud,” Ewing said. “I’m never allowed half as many bottles. So
now, if you’ll excuse me, I really must go to bed.”

“Thank you for a terrific evening.”

“I enjoyed every moment of it.”

“I can never be grateful enough,” Arnold insisted. He could hear that his voice was still slurred.

“Don’t try.”

“You’ve given me a wonderful time.”

“I’m glad. Don’t hurry up in the morning. I generally have breakfast at about ten on the patio, if you
care to join me. Otherwise they can bring you breakfast in bed. By the way, my bedroom’s at the far end of
the corridor, if you want me, which I don’t suppose you will. Should you wake up in the night and feel
hungry or should you need anything brought to you, ring the bell by your bed. And if you ring long enough
Bashir will appear and fix you up. Good night.”

“Good night and thanks once again.”

Arnold locked the door of his bedroom. He undressed slowly, hanging up his clothes neatly in the
painted cupboard which ran along the far wall of the room. Then he put on the trousers of the lilac



pyjamas Bashir had laid out on the bed and went into the gleaming bathroom. While he washed his face
and hands and cleaned his teeth, Arnold examined himself drunkenly in the wall mirrors that reflected him
from different angles. At least he was still slim. He weighed the same as he had when he was eighteen.
Even though his hair was slightly receding, it was corn-coloured and curled crisply over his head. His
skin was smooth and clear, his teeth were good, his waist was small, he was well built generally. Some
people might still find him attractive. But where in heaven’s name were such people? Beneath what roofs
did they lurk? In what country did they dwell? And would he ever meet one single one of them?

Arnold sighed as he slipped between the pink silk sheets. He switched out the light by his bed, shut
his eyes and tried to sleep. But the shape of Riffi’s taut body glowed like a torch in the darkness of his
mind. A disturbing uncertainty now slipped through the mist of his confused thoughts. Ewing had said he
had arranged for Chocolata to be sent up to the villa for his guest’s benefit. Yet almost from the very
moment Riffi had come into the Moorish room he had kept his eyes fixed on Arnold. Was it possible that
the boy was attracted to him? If so he must have been hurt by Arnold’s abrupt move to break away from
him. If Riffi worked in the villa he most probably slept there. Why had he grinned so cheerfully at Arnold
before he turned to go? Perhaps Ewing had told him that Arnold might be staying the night. Perhaps Riffi
was waiting for him. Perhaps . . .

Arnold got out of bed. He could cross to the door without switching on his bedside lamp, for
moonlight filtered dimly into the room through a gap in the tall brocade curtains. Arnold unlocked the
door. He got back into bed again and lay there aching with desire, cursing himself for the opportunity he
had missed, wondering if perhaps Riffi might visit him in the morning, tortured by the memory of the skin
stretched tightly over the boy’s chest and the sweat running down his pale thighs.

He could hear the leaves of the eucalyptus trees rustling in the wind. Each time there was a distant
creak of a door his heart began pounding. Perhaps Bashir had taken Riffi. Perhaps . . .

Suddenly he heard the outer door of the sitting-room open quietly and then close again. He waited,
struggling to control the quick hammer-blows of his heart. But perhaps it was Ewing who had come to see
if he were all right. Or perhaps it was Bashir or Chocolata . . .

The door of his bedroom opened slowly. In the faint light he saw the gleam of a white shirt. He could
not speak for terror. The door closed. A slight figure moved across to the armchair in the centre of the
room. The white shirt gleamed again as it was raised and then put down on the chair.

A second later the figure turned and stepped silently towards the bed. As he turned, the wind ruffled
the curtains and for a moment a sliver of moonlight shone into the room. In that instant Arnold saw the
small, pale, naked shape of Riffi moving towards him.

In silence Riffi slipped into the bed and put his arms round Arnold’s neck and pressed against him.
When Arnold awoke, sunshine was sliding through the curtains. He was alone. For a moment he
wondered if Riffi’s arrival in his bedroom had been a dream. But a faint smell of the boy’s body still
lingered in the air, and there was a dent in the pillow where his head had been.

Arnold felt sick. His head ached fiercely. He turned over on to the pillow and tried to sleep again. He
wanted to forget what had happened if only for the space of an hour’s oblivion. Vaguely he hoped that
sleep might wipe away the memory of the unexpected passions that Riffi had unleashed. But he could not
sleep. The scent of the sheets reminded him of Riffi. Had the boy left him in fear or in disgust? Was he
still in the villa? Traces of the ferine smell increased the pain of Arnold’s remorse. He got out of bed and
walked into the bathroom. The dark mirrors reflected a dozen aspects of his guilt.

Presently, as he lay in the bath into which he had poured verbena salts in order to overwhelm the
persistent smell of Riffi’s body, the pangs of his conscience grew less acute, as if they were being
assuaged by the soft-scented water, and he found he could even bear to think about Riffi again.

Unless the boy had left the villa for good, he was probably at work in the house. Arnold wondered if



he would meet him before Mustapha drove him back to his hotel? He dreaded seeing the boy again, yet he
wanted to get a glimpse of him in the daylight so that he could fix him soberly in his memory. Would
Ewing know that the boy had spent the night with him? Would he somehow take advantage of it if he had
found out?

Arnold dressed and walked out to the patio. Ewing, wrapped in a heavy blue dressing-gown, was
sitting at a table laid for breakfast, drinking coffee and reading a newspaper. He was unshaven. His heavy
blue jowls quivered as he lifted the cup to his lips.

“Good morning,” Ewing called out cheerfully. “I hope you slept well.”

There was not a trace of insinuation in his tone of voice or in his smile.

“Yes, thanks,” Arnold said.

“You’ll find scrambled eggs under that dish. I couldn’t face them, but you’re probably stronger than I
am. If you want tea for breakfast you’ll have to ring for it. The coffee’s piping hot for once.”

To his surprise Arnold found that he was hungry. He helped himself to the eggs and coffee and sat
down.

“Though I trust I didn’t show it,” Ewing said, “I was, in fact, extremely drunk last night.”

“So was I,” Arnold said quickly.

“When I reached my bed I fell into a deep stupor from which I’ve only just emerged. But I’ve got a
cracking headache, haven’t you?”

“Terrible. I can hardly think.”

“There’s only one cure, and that’s a dip in the sea. Shall we drive out to the Caves of Hercules for a
swim and have a picnic lunch on the beach afterwards?”

“That would be fine.”

“Shall we say in half an hour’s time? Mustapha should be ready for us by then. I think we might have
the hood open, don’t you?”

“Fresh air might do the trick,” said Arnold.

The ferine smell still lingered inexplicably.

Half an hour later Arnold found the car waiting in front of the ornate stone porch. Mustapha was polishing
the bonnet. Riffi was sitting in the front seat. He waved his hand excitedly when he saw Arnold.

“Sbalkhair. Gud morny,” Riffi cried, smiling cheerfully and looking at Arnold with wide, untroubled
eyes.

Arnold felt himself blushing.

“Good morning,” Arnold said.

How could the boy’s manner be so natural and assured? How could he appear so innocent? Each
moment that Arnold watched him brought back another shaming memory.

“We go to Caves of Hercules,” Riffi said. “Me swim very good.”

“Don’t you believe it,” Ewing said as he joined them. “He flounders about like a lunatic. I’'m always
terrified he’ll get drowned.”

“Me swim very good,” Riffi repeated obstinately.

“You’ll get your bottom smacked if you’re not careful,” Ewing said laughingly as he got into the car.

Two hours later they were lying on the sand in a cleft of rock that protected them from the wind on the
Atlantic beach. Mustapha had stayed behind with the car.

“He likes to brood over it,” Ewing explained.

As they stepped down the stony path leading to the sunlit beach Arnold looked in wonder at the vast
broad stretch of sand extending for miles into the distance without another human being in sight.

“Thank your stars it’s a week-day,” Ewing said. “There’s no one about and we can sunbathe stark



naked.”

The sight of Ewing sunbathing made Arnold feel sick again. Ewing’s thick-set body was covered
with hairs. He lay on his back, his oddly-scarred stomach rising and falling as he breathed, his legs
stretched open as if to draw attention to his gross virility.

Riffi was splashing in the surf of the slow-rolling Atlantic breakers. The sight of him no longer filled
Arnold with guilt. Last night’s experience was obviously an ordinary part of the boy’s existence. It had
left no mark on his mind or his body. As he watched the boy now, he felt an overwhelming tenderness
towards him, which made him sad because he would have no chance of expressing it. Riffi ran out of the
sea and began to turn somersaults on the sand. While Arnold gazed at his firm but delicate limbs he was
shocked to find that desire was creeping back again.

Arnold turned away to find Ewing looking at him.

“He’s an attractive little creature, isn’t he?” Ewing said with a glance towards Riffi.

“Very,” Arnold agreed briskly. “How long have you known him?”

“Six months. I first met him down in the town. He was unhappy in the place he was working in, so I
took him back with me to the villa that night. He’s been there ever since.”

An unpleasant vision of Riffi yielding himself to Ewing flashed into Arnold’s mind. As if he could
read his thoughts, Ewing said, “The boy doesn’t interest me particularly from the point of view of sex. But
I find him entrancingly decorative.”

“How old is he?”

“Fourteen, he thinks. They’re never absolutely sure. Most of the boys in this town are hardened little
devils. But Riffi might be capable of affection. You never can tell. The boy’s taken a fancy to you. Did you
know that?”

“Nonsense,” Arnold mumbled.

“He has, I promise you. What’s more, I can see you’re quite taken with him. I’m glad that last night
was such a success. Since you’ve only got a few more days here it seems a pity that you shouldn’t see
something of each other. So why don’t you move in? Why don’t you come and stay at the villa for your last
few days?”

So Ewing knew about last night and didn’t care. The implications of his invitation made that plain.
Arnold’s heart pounded with joy. He felt ashamed of his uncharitable thoughts about Ewing’s character
and physique.

“It’s awfully kind of you,” he said. “If you’re sure I won’t be a nuisance I’d love to move in. It would
make all the difference.”

“That’s settled then,” said Ewing. “We’ll collect your luggage from your hotel this afternoon and drop

in at Wayne’s bar for a drink on the way home.”
That evening Arnold dined late and alone with Ewing up at the villa in the pale blue dining-room with its
Empire furniture. He was already a little drunk because when they had been about to leave Wayne, who
had been ecstatic to learn that Arnold was staying up at the villa, a friend of Ewing’s called Lavinia
Morris had come in and joined their table and stayed for several rounds of drinks. Lavinia Morris was a
gaunt-looking woman of about fifty with a handsome but wrinkled face. A few streaks of grey showed in
her untidy, thick black hair. She was extravagantly outspoken and self-opinionated. But she was obviously
warm-hearted in a confused way, and her manner became more confused as the evening progressed. She
was evidently an alcoholic. Arnold had liked her. He had enjoyed the session with Wayne. But he was
now worried because Riffi had disappeared as soon as they had got back to the villa, and he was too shy
to ask where he could find him again. He could always ring for Bashir when he reached his bedroom and
ask him to fetch the boy, but he did not like the sly way Bashir had glanced at him when he carried
Arnold’s suitcase into the villa. Arnold disliked Bashir and was afraid of him.



They were waited on at dinner by Ismail, a dark-skinned, wizened man of about fifty, dressed in
dark-blue-and-gilt Moorish livery and wearing white gloves, which impressed Arnold even more than the
silver plates. The food was delicious and the wines were excellent. Arnold only wished that Riffi could
have eaten with them. But perhaps that would cause trouble with the staff.

“What did you think of Lavinia Morris?” Ewing asked.

“I thought she was great fun. She seemed a kind person.”

“She’s kind all right,” Ewing said. “Kindness is her main trouble apart from drink. She’s giving away
more than she can afford. [ wish she’d take a cure.”

“Who was the plump little American woman with platinum hair—the one that came up and kissed you
just as we were leaving?”

“That was Milly Sprague. She owns a paper factory in Detroit. She’s worth over a million, but she
won’t own up to it because she’s afraid of being taken for a ride. How old would you say she was?”

“Fifty?”

“Sixty-five if she’s a day. Everything that plastic surgeons and masseurs and cosmetics can do,
they’ve done for dear Milly. She’s had her face lifted so many times she can’t close her mouth and eyes at
the same time. The skin’s stretched tight as a drum.”

“She seemed very fond of Lavinia Morris.”

“She is. They go hunting together.”

“Hunting for what?”

“Twenty-year-old Moors mostly. But Spaniards or Greeks will do. Or American sailors at a pinch.
At least Milly’s got some self-control. But Lavinia’s a menace. She picks up some Moorish lout and falls
hopelessly in love with him. Before you know what’s happening she’s keeping the oafish bore and his
whole family. And she can’t afford it.”

Ismail came in with a cheese soufflé. Arnold wished that Riffi was there to enjoy it. Perhaps he
would be given some in the kitchen.

“I’m worried about Lavinia,” Ewing said, gazing at the soufflé with approval. “I’d hate to see her flat
broke. She and Milly are my two best friends over here. In fact, they’re the whole of Tangier society as
far as I’'m concerned. I don’t go out much anyway.”

“If I had this villa I’d never go out at all,” Arnold said.

“There’s a covey of smart old queens who live out here permanently and flit madly in and out of each
other’s overwrought houses. I can’t abide them. Milo Branch, who’s in Tenerife now with his new boy-
friend, is the least poisonous of the bunch. If you can get him to stop talking about Chinese porcelain and
Greek icons for two minutes he’s almost pleasant. Then there’s Cecil Mayhew who writes desperately
unsuccessful historical novels full of buckles and bows. He’s a mean old bitch, but at least he works—
which is more than you can say for Luke West and Geoffrey Purcell, who’ve never done a stroke of work
in their lives and never will.”

Ewing finished his glass of champagne.

“Either you’ve got to work or you’ve at least got to try to learn something about art. You must either
be industrious or cultivated. Few people are both.”

Ewing pushed back his chair. “And with that extremely smug and rather platitudinous remark I shall
bid you good night,” he said. “If you want coffee, ring for it. Ismail will bring it to you in the living-room.
Forgive me for abandoning you, but my headache’s come on again, so I simply must go to bed. Let’s hope
the weather keeps fine. We’re asked to lunch at Lavinia’s villa tomorrow, and it looks so grim when it’s
soaked. So does she, bless her heart. Good night.”

Ewing walked rapidly out of the room. Arnold could hear his quick short steps crossing the patio.

Arnold finished his champagne and moved slowly towards his bedroom, looking through each open
door he passed in the hope of seeing Riffi. He paused outside the polished oak door leading to his



apartment. The lights were switched on in the little sitting-room. He walked in hurriedly. Perhaps Riffi
was waiting for him. But the room was empty. He switched out the lights and pushed open his bedroom
door, which was ajar. Spread out neatly on the green leather armchair were a white shirt and a pair of
blue jeans. Only the bedside lamp was alight, and Riffi was lying in his bed asleep.

Arnold stood in silence gazing down at him. The boy’s left hand was under his head; the fingers of his

right hand were touching his lips. He looked very small curled up beneath the massive baroque
headpiece. The light shone on the polished skin of his narrow shoulders. Arnold had only to bend down to
touch the dry curls of his head. But he did not move. He could not bear to disturb the expression of
innocence that Riffi had assumed in sleep. Patiently and sadly Arnold waited for the inevitable surge of
reckless passion to sweep over him and overwhelm his immediate feeling of tenderness. Then, as he
stood looking down at the boy, Riffi stirred and turned and stared up at him in alarm. When he recognized
Arnold, he smiled at him drowsily and spread out his arms and lay back against the pillows. But Arnold
still did not move, so Riffi raised himself, stretched out a hand and pulled him down on to the bed.
The lunch-party the following day was not as alarming as Arnold had feared. The marble table in the
garden was laid for six. Lavinia Morris, who had evidently been drinking all morning, sat at one end, with
Milly Sprague upholstered in white silk like a bolster at the other. Arnold sat between Lavinia and Luke
West, who was extremely tall, with a tiny head and a long neck set on narrow shoulders that expanded to a
thick waist and bulging thighs. He reminded Arnold of a prehistoric animal he had seen in illustrations to
a natural history schoolbook, nibbling at the leaves of a tree. Luke’s friend Geoffrey Purcell sat opposite,
eating with fierce concentration, pausing only to fill up his glass of wine from the nearest decanter on the
table. He was a fat little man, about fifty years old, with glassy blue eyes and dyed yellow hair.

When Arnold had first arrived at the large ramshackle villa, led into the room by Ewing like a child
by its nurse, Lavinia and her guests had all made a fuss of him, offering him drinks and plates of cocktail
food, asking him polite questions and pretending to listen to the answers. Now they all ignored him and,
after three strong daiquiris and two glasses of Sidi Larbi, Arnold did not mind. He could gaze at the
flowers beyond the fierce green of the lawn and at the blue shadows on the lion-coloured hills, stretching
out to the horizon, while he listened vaguely to their conversation.

“I like poor Milo,” Luke West was saying, tilting up his head as if to reach some particularly juicy
leaves on a high branch. “He’s totally devoid of any taste whatsoever. His villa looks like an oriental
bazaar collected by a Victorian spinster. But he’s a pleasant enough creature.”

“I like Milo, but he’s a bloody snob,” Lavinia announced, spilling wine into her glass and on to the
table.

“He’s such a snob that if he catches a common cold he has to call it bronchitis,” Ewing said quietly.

Lavinia clapped her hands together in ecstasy. “Perfect!” she cried. “I must remember that one.”

“I wish I had Ewing’s wit,” Milly Sprague said, stretching her mouth into a smile. She had not heard
Ewing’s remark, but she was a good-natured woman.

“I’d rather have Ewing’s income,” Luke West said, lowering his head for a moment from the foliage.

Geoffrey Purcell put down his knife and fork and turned to Milly Sprague. “Have you ever tried
boiling a chicken in the juice of another one?” he asked.

Milly Sprague closed her eyes and opened her lips in a smile. Then she slid an arm heavy with
jewellery across the table, laid her plump fingers trustingly on his wrist, closed her mouth and opened her
eyes, and looked up at Purcell rapturously.

“Tell me, dear,” she said. “Tell me just what it’s like. Is it really and truly marvellous?”

“Fabulous,” Purcell said, looking round for a decanter. “Terrific.”

“We all eat far too much,” Lavinia proclaimed loudly. Her hair now fell in wisps over her glazed
eyes, and she swayed from side to side like a priestess of the Siwan oracle. “Food will be the death of



us,” she prophesied.

“I wouldn’t have said that you need worry from dying of too much food,” Purcell said, looking sadly
at the half-empty :cheese-tray that was being handed round.

“Poor Milo certainly eats too much,” Luke West said. “He’s getting quite bloated. I bet his new
Spanish boy-friend leaves him within a month.”

“Dear Milo,” Milly Sprague murmured. “Such a lonely boy.”

“We’re all lonely,” Lavinia said, looking over her shoulder towards her twenty-year-old Moroccan
servant who was wheeling a trolley of liqueur bottles towards them. “Who isn’t lonely? Tell me that. We
come into this bloody world alone and we leave it alone.”

“Not necessarily,” Ewing said.

“What do you mean ‘not necessarily’?”

“Well, one might be born a twin and die in an earthquake.”

“Ha, ha. Very funny,” said Lavinia, scowling at her young servant who had wheeled the drink trolley
straight to Milly Sprague.

“Before I die,” Luke West said, raising his eyes as if to contemplate celestial arbours, thickly-leaved,
“I’d like to think I’d left my name behind me. I’d like to be known for something.”

“Like Onan, for instance,” said Ewing. “Or the Marquis de Sade.”

“You’re just showing off in front of your new friend,” Lavinia said. “Let’s take our drinks and move
into the garden so that Hassan can clear away.”

Arnold was staring at the branches of a tall mimosa tree pouring like the streams of a yellow fountain on
to the lawn when Lavinia joined him. She put an arm round his shoulder.

“I like you,” she announced. “You must come here more often. I like your face. You must be queer, of
course, or you wouldn’t be staying with Ewing. But I like you all the same. Will you have some more
brandy?”

“No, thanks very much. I’ve drunk too much as it is.”

“So have I. But I couldn’t care less. What do you make of Ewing?”

“He’s been wonderfully kind to me.”

“He always seems kind enough. I don’t understand Ewing. I can’t make him out. I can’t find the flaw.”

“The flaw?”

“There must be a flaw somewhere, mustn’t there? I mean, he’s rolling with money. He’s strong and
healthy. He’s quite intelligent and amusing at times. He’s well read and cultivated. As you say, he’s fairly
kind and generous. And at heart he’s surprisingly sentimental. So where’s the flaw? I know he goes in for
boys. But I don’t call that a flaw—not a proper one. He’s brave too. He had a terrific war record.”

Though she was drunk, Lavinia noticed the look of surprise on Arnold’s face.

“You don’t believe it, do you?” she said, leaning heavily on his shoulder. “But it’s true. I knew
someone who was in the same outfit with him. Ewing started off in motor torpedo boats. Quite a tough
lad, he was. Commando raids and the lot. My friend said that Ewing was positively bloodthirsty, the way
he’d get himself on raids and operations with the partisans and suchlike. You’d almost think he enjoyed
all the massacre. He finished up in Yugoslavia, covered with blood and glory. He was horribly badly
wounded. You must have seen the scars on his body. Our friend Ewing was a big hero.”

“You wouldn’t think it to look at him now,” Arnold said.

“It’s over twenty years ago, remember. But I’m not so sure that he’s changed all that much. Now and
then when he’s annoyed there’s a glint in his eyes that makes me shudder. He was quite savage with a
Moroccan taxi-driver who tried to get money out of him by blackmail some years ago. There’d have been
a scandal if Ewing hadn’t paid off the family and hushed it up. He’s a strange character is our friend
Ewing Baird. But I suppose he’s no stranger than the rest of us out here. Now let’s go and have one more



glass of brandy before I send you all packing.”

Ewing said little at first on the drive back. His nerves seemed on edge. He shouted angrily at Mustapha
for driving too close to a herd of goats that were being driven back from the rough pastures around Cape
Spartel.

“Lavinia’s lunch parties always exhaust me,” he said presently, as if in explanation. “There’s always
too much to drink and too little to eat. Lavinia could hardly wait to get rid of us so that she could pop into
bed with Hassan.”

“Surely she doesn’t. . .”

“Surely she does. He won’t be her butler for long, mark my words. He’ll have moved into her spare
room as an honoured guest before the week’s out. And he’ll suddenly be discovered to possess a
distinguished ancestry. Lavinia will give out that he’s a grandson of the Glaoui and that his mother was a
Turkish princess. I’ve seen it all happen before. Why she has to ennoble all her lovers, heaven only
knows. Perhaps she finds it more exciting to think of blue blood coursing through their dusky bodies.
Talking of bodies, I’'m going to have a siesta as soon as we get in. Would you like me to ask Bashir to
send Riffi to your room?”

“Yes, I’d like to see him.”

Ewing’s hands cut the air with an impatient gesture.

“ “Yes, I’d like to see him’,” he repeated in Arnold’s cautious, almost prim, tone of voice. “Come off
it! Riffi slept with you last night and the night before that. Even this morning when he was watering the
flowers in the patio, you could hardly keep your eyes off him. So why bother to pretend to me, of all
people? I’m not a fool, and I don’t care two hoots if you’ve got a lech on him or not.”

Arnold was stung by the contempt in Ewing’s voice. “If you want to know, I love him,” he said.

“Call it what you like,” Ewing replied. “I call it having a lech. But do you want Bashir to send you
the boy or not?”

“Yes, [ do.”

“Right, I can now tell you this. Today is Riffi’s afternoon off. He’s stayed in for your sake. So you
might just as well take advantage of it. And if you don’t mind a word of advice, I suggest you should give
him a small present.”

That afternoon Riffi came openly to Arnold’s room, and Arnold gave him fifty dirhams—which he could
afford to do because he had no hotel bill to pay. And Riffi was even more affectionate than before.

The next morning as Arnold was eating breakfast on the patio—he had left Riffi in the bath playing with
the chromium sprays—Bashir appeared with a note from Ewing.

“I hope you slept well,” Ewing wrote. “I had a vile night because I've got a tummy upset—probably
due to Lavinia’s food. So I’m staying in bed. But I’ve asked Bashir to put up a picnic lunch for you, and
I’ve ordered the car to take you and Riffi out to the Caves. Under the circumstances I don’t suppose you’ll
miss me. See you drink-time. Your stricken host, Ewing.”

Once again the beach was empty. Miles of untrodden sand gleamed in the sunlight. Riffi splashed in the
waves, turned somersaults and cartwheels, and taught Arnold a Moorish version of hopscotch in the sand.
He was never still for a moment. His energy seemed inexhaustible. And after a lunch of lobsters and
Chablis, Arnold was relieved to see Riffi lie down between the rocks and close his eyes.

Arnold found a patch of shade, turned over on to his stomach, and tried to doze. But he was disturbed
by a fly that seemed to settle persistently on his back. He tried ineffectively to swat at it with his hand. A
second later it was back again. Then he heard snorts and gasps from behind an outcrop of rock, and Riffi



appeared with a reed fastened to the end of a cane of bamboo. He was rolling from side to side with
laughter. When Arnold waved him away and relaxed once again into a comfortable position, Riffi flung
the cane at Arnold like a javelin and rushed away shouting with pleasure. Arnold leaped to his feet and
pursued him. Riffi ran fast, but Arnold was lithe and his stride was longer. He caught up with him and
brought him down tumbling on the sand. Riffi writhed and wriggled in his grip, but Arnold held him fast.
Suddenly Riffi stopped struggling and yielded to his grasp, pressing hard against him as Jack had done by
the pond. But this time there was no breaking apart. The boy slid his arms round him and lay without
moving. This time it was Arnold who let go his grasp and edged away, for he was afraid of the violent
waves of passion that rose high with the Atlantic breakers and crashed down on him mercilessly, and he
was acutely aware of the harsh lights of the sun and of the flat stretch of sand spread out around them. A
dozen eyes might be watching them from behind the far dunes or from the headland.

When Arnold moved, Riffi raised his head and looked up at him with solemn eyes, staring at him
almost mournfully—as if Arnold had told him sad news. Then an idea must have flashed into Riffi’s mind,
for his face brightened. He stood up and grasped Arnold’s hands.

“Come,” he said. “Come wid me.”

Arnold allowed himself to be pulled to his feet and led across the beach to a stony track that led up
the side of the cliff.

“Where are you taking me to?”

“Come,” Riffi said. “I show.”

They climbed along the side of a narrow ledge of rock. As Riffi stepped delicately from stone to
stone, the ledge grew narrower and the ascent steeper.

“You’ve gone mad,” Arnold shouted. “Come back.”

“Come,” Riffi cried, pointing to a corner of the cliffside. “One minute, you see.”

Trying not to look down at the drop beneath, Arnold followed Riffi round the corner and found him
standing triumphantly in front of a cave in the side of the rock.

“You see,” Riffi said. He took Arnold’s hand and drew him out of the dangerous glare of daylight,
into the protecting dusk of the reeking, damp cave, guiding him along a narrow passage towards a black
enclosure. There, Riffi knelt down and cleared a space between the foul-smelling stones.

But Arnold was scarcely aware of the unpleasant smell and the stony ground. He knew only that he
and Riffi were alone in the security of the dark womb of the cave.

Later, as they walked back along the beach and he looked down at Riffi’s head of curls all dusty from the
cave, Arnold realized with a violent shock of dismay that the words he had said to Ewing in his temper
were true. He did love the boy. He loved him not only with the craving passion that Jack had aroused in
him but with the tenderness and an overwhelming desire to protect him from all harm. But the boy
probably believed that Arnold only wanted him for sex. Perhaps that was the reason for the solemn look
in his eyes when Arnold had edged away from him on the beach. The boy had been sad to think that
Arnold only wanted him for a brief session. Even if he were never to see Riffi again in his life, Arnold
was determined to make the boy understand that he was genuinely fond of him.

Slowly, using short simple words, Arnold tried to explain. But it was hopeless. Riffi did not even try
to understand.

“Me your freng,” Riffi kept saying as he patted Arnold’s arm. “You my freng.”

“But it’s more than that,” Arnold insisted.

“Yis. More than that. I know. Me your freng. You my freng.”

And that, it seemed, was all he needed to know.

“If only you could speak English,” Arnold sighed.

Riffi looked up at him, his wide eyes full of reproach.



“Me speak gud Engliss,” he protested. “Me can say many tings in Engliss.”

Then Riffi clasped his hands together primly and began to recite a set speech slowly and painfully,
enunciating each word with such an effort that at first Arnold could not understand what he was saying.

“Mai husbend end I,” Riffi said, “are verree pleeced tu declare yar bazaar open.”

Arnold was bewildered until he suddenly understood the grotesque parody.

“Who taught you that?” he asked sharply. “Ewing?”

“No. A freng.”

“What friend?”

“An Engliss freng.”

“Is he in Tangier now?”

“No. He go back to London.”

“How old was he?”

“I not know.”

“Older than me or younger than me?”

“He have grey hair—older than you.”

“What was his name?”

“Why-for you wan know his name?”

“Tell me his name.”

“His name Paul. Why-for you angry? He my freng.”

Riffi held up his right hand and pointed to the silver ring on his middle finger.

“He give me dis ring,” Riffi said. “But now you my freng. I give you ring.”

Riffi pulled off the ring and handed it to Arnold, nodding his head solemnly.

“But if the man gave it to you,” Arnold began doubtfully.

“You now my freng,” Riffi interrupted. “I give you ring. Give your hand.”

Arnold stretched out his right hand, and Riffi slipped the ring on his little finger.

“You have dis ring. You are my freng.”

Suddenly Riffi bent down and kissed the back of his hand. “You keep ring,” he said. “You keep Riffi.
You in London. You take ring. You take Riffi like in cave.”

“I love you,” Arnold said quietly for his own benefit—because he wanted to hear himself speak the
words in the boy’s presence.

“I love you,” Riffi replied. “You my freng.”

The sun had set in a red glow behind Cape Spartel by the time they reached the villa. Riffi disappeared
with Bashir. Arnold wandered into the light-grey drawing-room where he found Ewing, lying on a sofa.

“Help yourself to a drink,” Ewing said. “My inside is still torture, so I’m drinking Fernet Branca and
hoping for the best. Dr. Valdez is coming up to see me at any moment. Did you enjoy your day?”

“Very much indeed.”

“Did the boy behave himself?”

“He was a wonderful companion.”

“I bet he was,” Ewing said dryly. “Do help yourself to a drink.”

Arnold walked over to the drink-table and poured himself a strong whisky and soda.

“Who was Paul?” he asked.

“Paul?”

“Riffi said he had an English friend called Paul.”

“Oh that one!” Ewing said. “Paul Ashton. He’s one of those madly cautious English ‘county’ queers.
They lead lives of monumental respectability and boredom for eleven months out of twelve. But once a
year they unleash themselves from their horsey wives in the shires and beetle to some louche spot like



Tangier to make up for lost time. Paul Ashton escaped from his grossly rich and wholly repellent wife in
Nottinghamshire and came out here last October. He made up for his very lost time with Riffi.”

“I see,” Arnold said after a pause.

“Don’t look so depressed. Surely you didn’t imagine you were exploring virgin soil?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Then why so gloomy?”

“I was just thinking . . . I expect Riffi must think of me as another Paul Ashton in his life.”

“I expect he does. Is there any reason why he shouldn’t?”

“No, I suppose not. Though it’s not the same.”

“Why not?”

Arnold glanced up from his glass in surprise. Ewing’s voice was unexpectedly soft and sympathetic.

“Why not?” Ewing repeated gently.

“I told you. Because I love the boy. I really do. I only wish I could prove it to him.”

“Why shouldn’t you prove it?”

“There’s so little time. Tomorrow’s my last night.”

“Why not stay another fortnight?”

“Because I have to be back at Melton Hall by January the third.”

“Can’t you cable asking for your holiday to be extended?”

Arnold thought of the expression on Blair’s face as he opened the cable and read it.

“Not possibly,” Arnold said.

“What if you were ill?”

“That would be different. I couldn’t fly back then, could I?”

“Then you can be ill.”

“But I’m not.”

Ewing spread out his hands impatiently and let them drop on the table.

“How are they ever going to know that you’re not ill?” he asked. “You cable them that you’ve got
severe bronchitis and you airmail them a medical certificate.”

“Where do I get the medical certificate?”

“From my good and extremely useful friend Dr. Valdez when he comes here this evening to give me
something which I only hope will settle my stomach. Dr. Valdez has looked after me ever since I first
arrived in Tangier and was convinced I’d caught some ghastly disease. He’s very keen on the natives. He
was down at Conchita’s bar the other night, but you probably didn’t notice him.”

“You mean he’ll write me out a medical certificate, just like that?”

“It’s the least he can do, when you think how much I pay him each year. Mustapha can take the cable
down to the post office first thing in the morning. Forget about it. You’re here for another fortnight. It’s all
fixed. Besides, you can’t leave just yet. There are all kinds of things to settle. Riffi’s future, for instance.”

“Riffi’s future?” Arnold asked slowly. He felt dazed by the speed with which Ewing made plans for
him.

“Well, you’ve said you’re devoted to him. I see that he’s given you his ring. And I really do think he’s
fond of you. So obviously you want to organize your joint futures somehow.”

“But how can I? Thanks to your kindness and Dr. Valdez I may be able to stay out here another
fortnight. But then I’11 have to go back. I shan’t get another holiday for six months.”

“You don’t intend to work in an approved school for the rest of your life, do you?”

“What else can I do?”

“Lots of things, I should say. Supposing some dreary old aunt you’d never heard of suddenly died and
left you enough to live on, would you go on working at Melton Hall?”

Arnold shook his head and laughed.



“I don’t belong to the class that has rich aunts,” he said. “That’s not my background at all. My father
taught in a day-school, and my mother worked in a tea-shop. I’ve got no rich aunts lying about anywhere.”

Ewing got up and leaned against the chimney-piece. For the first time Arnold noticed that he had a
slight tremor in his left eye. The lid was gently quivering.

“I believe that if you want something sufficiently strongly you can always get it in the end,” Ewing
said.

“If you’ve got the money to start with.”

“You may have money one day. Money isn’t impossible to get—even if you’ve got none. But first you
have to want the money badly enough. You want Riffi and you want to help him. That’s a start. And I’d say
you were very lucky.”

“Why?”

“Let me ask you this. Supposing that tomorrow you woke up to find yourself rich, what would you
do?”

“Give up Melton Hall and live with Riffi.”

“Where?”

“Somewhere out here, I suppose.”

“Right, let’s suppose that you’re living in a little villa with Riffi. How would you spend your days?”

“Well, we’d go for picnics to the Caves, but not every day. Then I wouldn’t want any servants in the
villa because I’d want to be alone with Riffi. Besides I’m not used to servants, so Riffi would have to do
the cooking and clean the place. That would give him something to do. While he was doing the
housework, I’d learn Arabic so I could talk to him. And I’d try to learn something about music.”

“You don’t see yourself having long conversations with him about Greek drama?”

“No, I don’t,” Arnold said laughing. Not for one moment.” But Ewing did not even smile. He was
staring down at the pattern in the faded pink carpet.

“That’s why you’re lucky,” he said. “Because if I'm interested in a boy, I do want to be able to
discuss art and literature with him. I want to impart to him the little fraction of it all that I know—so that
he can look down at this carpet and tell me that it’s Aubusson and appreciate that it’s quite good of its
kind. For me that’s the main point of the whole business. I’m not interested any more in attractive bodies
and pretty faces. I’ve known enough of them in my time. My trouble is that I want more than that.
Essentially I’m only interested in what I can achieve for the person I love. I like teaching him to enjoy
music and books and painting. I like watching the petals of his mind unfold into a flower I can cherish.
That’s what education should really be—drawing out the person from the tight-closed buds of ignorance
and prejudice.”

Ewing crossed to the drink-table and poured himself a neat brandy. His hands were trembling.

“But I'm convinced that you can only succeed in a relationship of the kind I want with someone of
your own race,” he continued. “He must even be of your own nationality. And once he’s that, all kinds of
social complications of class and income and accent enter in. That’s why you’re so lucky to want Riffi.
You don’t need to get inside his mind and mould his thoughts. You’re content to love the wonderfully
attractive little animal that he is.”

Arnold was about to protest that Riffi was more than an attractive animal, when there was a ring at
the front door.

“That will be Dr. Valdez,” Ewing said. “I’ll take him to my room. When I see you next, which will be
for a cocktail before dinner, I’ll have got your medical certificate. I only hope that he’ll have given me
some dope to help my wretched stomach.”

The certificate, written on headed notepaper, looked impressively official. Arnold had composed a cable
with Ewing’s help and had written a covering letter for the certificate. He had then found Riffi and told



him that he would be staying in Tangier for another fortnight: he had been touched by Riffi’s almost
hysterical excitement. The food and the wine at dinner had been as excellent as usual. Riffi was now
safely tucked up in his bed. Arnold sat contentedly on the sofa sipping Benedictine, beaming gratitude at
Ewing. He felt far more at ease with Ewing since their talk before dinner. He now even had the courage to
begin a conversation.

“What made you come out to Tangier in the first place?” Arnold asked.

Ewing glanced down at the brandy in his glass and smiled.

“I could give you so many romantic reasons why I first came here,” he said. “I hate to disappoint you
by telling the true one. Even now I find it faintly shaming. You see, the truth is that before the war I was
one of those desperately cautious queers we were talking about just now. That’s why I know the type so
well. My mother died and left me a large house near Newmarket when I was twenty. As an Anglo-
American I led a respectable ‘county’ existence, staying away for weekends with other people with
equally large houses and equally large incomes and equally narrow outlooks. I was so determined to be
normal that I almost got engaged to be married. Of course, I had a flat in London. Occasionally I’d unleash
myself with someone I’d picked up in a pub. But I was careful, and I was deeply conventional. At heart I
despised myself for not being capable of falling in love with a girl.”

Ewing paused and lit a cigarette.

“The war changed all that,” he said quietly. “When I was faced with the prospect of being killed I
realized the importance of living and living fully—not leading a pale imitation of the business. Secondly, I
discovered that in the Services there were simply hundreds of men from every walk of civilian life—but
mainly, I must tell you, from the working, not the middle classes—who had exactly the same emotions as I
did. Gradually I came to realize that I wasn’t an almost unique, rather odd product of an effete society.
Ordinary common-or-garden men who before the war had been miners or bus-drivers, factory workers or
mechanics had pretty well the same sexual desires as I did. Up till then I’d always thought of queers as
being unfortunate, and handicapped—-people born on the wrong side of the tracks as it were. I now
realized that we might be on the wrong side—but there were an awful lot of us. I can tell you it was a
great discovery. It changed the whole of my life. When the war was over I went back to England and sold
the big house and let my flat. You see, I knew that I couldn’t lead the kind of life I wanted to in England. I
found the conventional atmosphere stifling. So I packed my bags and left. For a few years I wandered
through France and Spain. Then one morning I took the ferry from Algeciras and crossed over to Tangier
—just to look at the place. And here I am.”

Arnold envied not only the wealth but the ruthlessness that enabled Ewing to make such drastic
decisions and abide by them.

“Did you find this villa right away?” he asked.

“No,” Ewing said. “I lived up on the Marshan until Tim left the place.”

Ewing’s thin lips were pressed tightly together. He put down his liqueur glass and examined Arnold’s
face thoughtfully.

“I haven’t told you about Tim, have I?” he said. “I think I should tell you about him, because Tim
proves a point that it’s most important that you above all people should understand.”

As Ewing’s eyes focused on his face, it occurred to Arnold that perhaps the dope that Dr Valdez had
brought to ease the pain in Ewing’s stomach was having an unexpected effect on him. He was certainly not
drunk, but there was an odd, almost vacant look in his eyes.

“Where shall I begin?” Ewing asked with a twirl of his right hand. “I suppose I’d best start at the
beginning . . .

“Well, I"d taken a villa up on the Marshan—TI’1l show it you tomorrow. And I’d been up there for a
year, with Mustapha and his wife to look after me, and sixteen-year-old Bashir to entertain me. And I must
admit that I was getting rather bored. The affair with Bashir was over. It never really started. We had only



one thing in common. But Bashir was a wonderful servant. I liked having him around the place. All the
same I was finding the villa a bit dull, so I’d gone down to dine in town. . .

“I sat late over dinner at the Pavillon cursing myself for not appreciating the advantages I had in life.
A man of forty in good health with plenty of money and no responsibilities has no right to be bored, I told
myself. I drank a Kiimmel. Then I went round to Wayne’s bar for a nightcap.

“I was listening to Wayne’s stock of gossip when a young man of about nineteen walked in. As soon
as I set eyes on him I felt I had really met my destiny. I tried to control my ridiculous imagination. I
decided I must be drunk. I looked at him again. With his tousled fair hair and check shirt and shabby, grey-
flannel trousers he was obviously English. My first thought was that he was off one of the smuggling
boats. I heard later that he’d tried to get a job on one of them only that morning, so I wasn’t far wrong. The
young man sat down at the table next to mine and ordered a beer. I found it hard to keep my eyes off him. .

“How shall I describe him? He was about six feet tall and obviously wonderfully made, with heavy,
broad shoulders, a small waist and narrow hips. He was as fair-skinned as you are, but his eyes were
deep brown—which made a disturbing contrast. He was lean and tough, but he seemed shy and awkward.
He had big red hands which he kept putting under the table, as if he were ashamed of them. His features
were too large and fleshy to be classically perfect, but his radiant health and the odd, rather wistful
expression of his eyes made him wildly attractive. Perhaps the best way I can describe him is to say that
with his quite astonishing good looks he reminded one of every illustration one’s ever seen in magazines
of the ideal schoolboy hero. His firm jaw, straight nose, clear eyes and curly hair—they were almost
laughably typical of the junior prefect who was kind to the smaller boys, but a demon on the rugger field.
They were typical, I repeat, until one looked closer. Then one saw that the jaw was a shade too heavy, the
lips too full, the nostrils too wide, the eyebrows too thick, and the hair far too long. But I was fascinated. I
signalled to Wayne to go and talk to him. Presently Wayne introduced us, and over a drink the young man
told me that his name was Tim Deakin—which was true—and that he was a steward on a cargo-boat in
the harbour—which was not. However, I was too elated to distinguish truth from falsehood, because some
instinct told me that Tim Deakin was what I had been searching for—ever since the war ended.

“When Wayne said—on cue—that he must close the bar, I asked Tim up to the villa for a drink. He
accepted cautiously. He said that he’d got to be back on board his ship by two AM. I told him that he
would be. I drove him up to the Marshan.

“But when he arrived at the villa, the young man was shy and rather embarrassed. I began to be afraid
that the evening was going to turn out a failure . . .”

Tim, it seemed, had felt ill at ease in the brightly lit living-room with its shining walls panelled with
Japanese paintings. He had been afraid that his shoes would dirty the thick white carpet or that he would
knock over one of the jade figures on the black lacquer table beside him. He had been conscious of his
rough voice and coarse, red hands.

“What will you drink?” Ewing had asked.

“Scotch—if there is any.”

“There’s a couple of bottles at least.”

Tim tried to laugh. “One will do,” he said.

Ewing smiled back at him.

“You’re too modest,” Ewing murmured.

After he had poured out two large drinks, Ewing crossed the room and switched on the record-player.
Earlier that evening he had been listening to a new recording of Figaro and the sound of Cherubino’s aria
wafted across the room. Ewing had supposed that Tim would prefer jazz. But at least there was now
background music to fill the gaps in their conversation.



“What part of England do you come from?” Ewing asked.

For a moment Tim did not reply. His mind seemed far away. Then he looked up at Ewing.

“I'msorry,” Tim muttered. “I didn’t hear what you said.”

“Where do you come from in England?”

“My parents come from York. I was born in London. In the war I was evacuated to Dorset. My
parents were killed in the blitz.”

Ewing could think of no suitable words of sympathy.

“I'msorry,” he said after a pause.

But Tim did not hear what he said. His head was tilted back, and he was listening intently to the
Mmusic.

“Mozart, isn’t it?” he asked. “Isn’t it Figaro?”

“It is indeed. How did you know that?”

“I saw it once at Glyndebourne.”

Ewing could not conceal a gesture of surprise.

“I did. Really, I did,” Tim said. “There was a friend I used to stay with for weekends when I was on
leave. He’d got this little cottage near Mayfield that he went down to in the summer. Well, he’d taken two
tickets for Figaro, and he asked me if I'd like to go with him. So I thought I would—just for the lark. We
made a real evening of it. He hired me a dinner-jacket and all. I'm glad I did go. It was great.”

“How old was your friend?” Ewing asked.

Tim laughed. He looked down at the glass in his hand.

“I thought you’d ask that,” he said.

“How old was he?”

Timraised his head and stared at Ewing steadily with his deep-brown eyes.

“About your age,” he said slowly.

At that moment Ewing realized that Tim had known from the beginning why he had been invited to the
villa. Ewing had only to make the first move. But he wanted a permanent relationship with Tim—not a
brief adventure. Already he had begun to doubt Tim’s story of being a steward on a cargo boat. And even
if the story were true, in time Ewing could persuade Tim to leave the job. The essential thing was not to
start the relationship on the wrong basis. Ewing therefore suppressed the questions he longed to ask about
Tim’s friend in Mayfield. He began to discuss opera in particular and music in general. To his delight he
found that Tim derived intense pleasure from music. His brown eyes shone as he spoke of the concerts he
had heard.

Towards two o’clock Ewing looked at his watch and got up. “You ought to be going,” he announced.

“Don’t let’s move,” Tim said. “Can’t I doss down here somewhere for the night?”

“I thought you said you had to be back on board by two?”

Tim smiled up at him happily. “That was before I got to know you,” he said. “I wanted an excuse to
scarper if we didn’t get on.”

Ewing picked up their glasses and poured out two strong drinks.

Now then,” he said, handing Tim back his glass, “what’s the true story?”

Tim shuffled his feet awkwardly.

“The truth is that I’'m here with a friend,” he said. “He’s a boy called Don. He’s eighteen. You can
meet him tomorrow if you like. We hitch-hiked here through France and Spain. We were fed up with the
factory we worked at in Croydon. So we thought we’d come out here and try to get a job on one of the
smuggling boats. We’re still trying.”

Ewing resisted an impulse to put his hand on Tim’s shoulder.

“I can find you a better job than that,” he said.

“What about Don?”



“And Don too.”

Tim stared up at him, radiant with gratitude.

“It would be great if you could,” he said.

Ewing sat down in the armchair opposite Tim and settled back to play the game carefully. He held
good cards. But he knew that one single mistake would finish him.

“What kind of work do you think Don would like?”

“Anything,” Tom said. “He was a waiter before . . . before he came into the factory.”

Ewing pretended not to notice the hesitation.

“Do you think he’d be happy working up at the villa of a friend of mine?”

“Is your friend a man?”

“No. A woman,” Ewing said. He was thinking that if Don were half as handsome as Tim he would
suit Lavinia.

“That would be fine,” Tim said quickly. “So that’s got Don fixed up. Now what about me?”

Slowly Ewing prepared to play his ace card.

“Do you know anything about diesel engines?” he asked.

“A bit. Why?”

“I’ve got a yacht down in the harbour. How would you like to train to be the mechanic on it?

Tim rushed across the room and clutched his shoulder.

“Do you really mean that?” he asked. “You’d really have me trained to be the mechanic?”

“Of course I would.”

“But isn’t there a mechanic already?”

“Not at present,” Ewing said. “The yacht’s laid up.”

“How big is she?”

“Fifty tons. You can see her tomorrow if you like. But I honestly think that right now we ought to be
going to bed. It’s madly late. I think the bed’s made up in the spare room on this floor. Let’s go and see.”

“Doesn’t matter if it isn’t made up,” Tim said as he followed Ewing to the door. “I can doss down
anywhere.”

Ewing could feel the tremor in his left eye that only occurred when his nerves were tense. Now, if
ever, was the moment to strike. But he resisted the temptation. He was determined that it should be Tim
who made the first move. He opened the door of the spare room and pulled back the bed cover.

“Yes. The bed’s made up all right,” he said briskly. “And the bathroom’s through those curtains. If
you want anything, my bedroom’s across the corridor, bang opposite. Good night.”

Tim gazed at him uncertainly.

“Thanks for the evening. It was great,” he said, after a pause.

Ewing turned and left the room, closing the door behind him. Perhaps he had been too abrupt, he
thought as he undressed. Never mind. There was always tomorrow.

Ewing was lying in bed reading Le Grand Meaulnes when there was a knock at the door and Tim
came in. He was naked except for a towel round his waist.

“Hello,” Ewing said quietly.

Tim closed the door behind him and stood with his weight on one foot, staring at him in silence. With
his tousled hair and finely shaped shoulders he reminded Ewing of a statue of Antinous in Athens.

“You know, I guessed right away why you asked me up here,” Tim said.

“I expect you did,” Ewing replied in his calm, even voice.

“But then . . . when you started talking about music, I thought I must be wrong.”

“You most probably were, in a way.”

Tim took three steps towards him and then stopped.

“Only in a way?” Tim asked.



“Yes. It’s hard to explain.”

“I suppose it is.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“But I do. You see, I’m grateful.”

“I expect it’ll sort itself out.”

Tim unwrapped the towel round his waist and threw it into the corner.

“Yes. It will,” he muttered.

Then he crossed the room quickly and got into Ewing’s bed.

“I’d feel as if I were staying here under false pretences otherwise,” Tim said with a nervous laugh.
Ewing spread out his fingers, palms outward, glanced at them, and then let his hands fall to his side and
turned back to Arnold.

“Of course, I still wasn’t certain,” Ewing said. “I could see trouble on the horizon. The main problem
was Tim’s friend—the eighteen-year-old Don. . .

“Well, we met Don before lunch at Wayne’s bar the next day.

“Don was a pert little Cockney, with curly black hair, a snub nose and an impudent grin. As soon as I
set eyes on him I realized that he’d never do for Lavinia. Unfortunately that idiot Wayne decided he’d do
for him. Wayne behaved outrageously. He fluttered his eyelids, made the boy drunk on champagne
cocktails, bought him cigarettes, hung on every word he uttered, and generally behaved like a camp old
queen.

“The four of us went off to lunch at the Pavillon. Before we’d even ordered food, Wayne had
suggested that Don should come and work for him as an assistant barman. Of course, the whole idea was
ridiculous. Wayne didn’t need an assistant barman. It was just a transparent excuse to get hold of Don. But
it worked. The boy was thrilled with the idea. He started work that evening. But Tim wasn’t all that
pleased.

“ ‘Don’s my friend,” he said. ‘I’m the only one that’s allowed with Don. So don’t let anyone start
getting ideas about him.’

“But what could I do about it? I didn’t know Wayne as well as I do now. I’d got no influence over
him to speak of. How could I interfere? It was all very well for Tim to say that he was the only one
allowed with Don. The trouble was that Don didn’t subscribe to that view at all. I knew he was going
back to Wayne’s flat every night, and I knew what went on there. Tim was almost obsessively devoted to
little Don. For him it was a David and Jonathan affair. Don was fond of Tim as a friend. And that was all.
Don was definitely and unashamedly on the game. So I thought Wayne was making a mistake—but not for
the same reason as Tim did. With his snub nose and perky little cherubic face, Don was provocatively
attractive. If Wayne paraded him nightly behind his bar, he was bound to lose him in time to someone who
had more to offer.

“Meanwhile Tim was settling down in my villa on the Marshan. The villa’s built on two floors—I’11
show it you tomorrow. I’d installed Tim in the top floor, which formed a self-contained flat, and apart
from worrying about Don he seemed very happy. He was thrilled with the yacht. I’d found a Spanish
engineer, who spoke English, to put him through a course on diesel engines. I’d got hold of a retired
drunken old Danish skipper called—originally enough—Knud Christiansen to teach him about navigation.
All was going well.

“Then the crash came. Tim had been asked out to dine by the old skipper Christiansen and his wife in
their little flat in the Rue Goya. They’d asked me as well but I’d made an excuse and got out of it, because
I wanted Tim to get asked out on his own, independently of me. So Tim went alone, and I dined up at the
villa, with Bashir waiting on me. I’d told Tim all about Bashir, of course. And he didn’t mind. Nor did
Bashir—once he’d realized that I’d no intention of getting rid of him. In fact, they got on quite well



together, so that was one complication out of the way.

“After dinner that night I felt restless, so even though it was late, I drove down to Wayne’s bar. To my
surprise I found it shut. But there was a light on inside so I battered on the door. Presently the door opened
a crack and Wayne peered out.

“ ‘Oh, it’s you,” he said dismally. ‘Come in.’

“I went in. Wayne shut the door quickly behind me and locked it. Tears were streaming down his
painted cheeks.

“ “What on earth’s wrong?’ I asked.

“ ‘He’s gone,” Wayne said in a wailing voice.

“ ‘Who’s gone?’

“ ‘He’s left me. Without even a word, the ungrateful little brute. Don’s left me. He’s gone off on a
cruise to Mexico with that horrible Belgian man. He never even said goodbye or thank you. And I shall
never see him again. He’s gone for good.’

“The Belgian man was Louis Dubois—a retired banker of about sixty with a castle on the Loire and a
villa in Acapulco. Exactly what I had foreseen had now occurred.

“ ‘Does Tim know?’ I asked.

“Wayne nodded his head wearily.

“ “Tim was here half an hour ago,” Wayne said.

“ ‘Where did he go?’

“ ‘Back to your villa, I suppose. Where else could he go? Don left by plane with that cretin two hours
ago. They’ve flown off to Marseilles to pick up the yacht.’

“Well, I asked Wayne to lunch with me the next day, and I did my best to console him. Then I drove
quickly back to the villa. But Tim had not returned. I waited up for him for an hour. Then I went to bed.

“Three hours later Tim came back. He was very drunk. He staggered into my room and threw himself
down on the bed.

“ ‘I’ve lost him,” he said. ‘I’ve lost the only thing I'd got in the whole bloody world.’

“Then he broke down completely. I’d heard of people being rent by grief, but I’d never seen it before.
His whole body was shaken by his sobs. I tried to comfort him—without much effect. But gradually he got
calmer. And then the real truth came out at last. In fact, I'd almost guessed it.

“Tim and Don were on the run. They were deserters from the army. They’d got into trouble once

already for overstaying their leave, and they’d been sent to the glass-house. They saw trouble looming
ahead again. Their sergeant had got it in for them, Tim said, and they couldn’t face another stretch in a
military prison. Then their unit was posted to Cyprus. The troop-ship stopped in Gibraltar. They decided
to take their chance. They were close friends—they would face the world together. So, with the kind of
quixotic lunacy that only those who’ve had experience of the breed can credit, they deserted in Gib and
crossed over to Tangier, their idea being that they’d get a job together on one of the smuggling boats. But
it hadn’t worked out that way. And now the mainstay of Tim’s life had been taken away. He was shattered
and inconsolable . . .”
“I could bear anything so long as Don was around,” Tim had said. “I could bear having no parents and no
home to go back to, and not a penny piece. I could put up with the thought that one day they were bound to
catch up on me and I'd be sent back to the glass-house. I could put up with living from hand to mouth,
selling what I’d got to offer in exchange for cash to get food and drink. Somehow it didn’t seem to matter.
I’d share the money with Don anyhow. And I’d rather it was me that picked up a geezer and went back
with him than Don did. I’d learned to look after myself. I didn’t care all that much. I’d got Don, and so
long as I’d got him nothing else counted.”

Timraised his head with a long sigh.



“But now I’ve lost him,” Tim said. “I’ve lost him for keeps, I know that. And I’ve got nothing left in
the world. Nothing.”

Tim lay back and stared up at the ceiling, his face twisted with grief. And as Ewing gazed at him in
the stillness of the night he made his plan.

The next morning he took Tim for a walk round the Marshan and told him the plan in outline.

Essentially, Ewing’s scheme was simple and logical. Tim must give himself up. He could not live out
his life with the shadow of a prison sentence spreading over him. Eventually, the authorities were almost
certain to catch him. Tim must surrender of his own accord. Ewing would provide the best solicitor he
could find to appear on Tim’s behalf at the court martial. Tim would plead guilty. In extenuation he would
say that he had been driven to desert from his unit by the intensity of his inclination towards his own sex.
This would make certain of his discharge from the Service. Even if his sentence were as much as six
months he would serve it in a civilian prison. Ewing would give him a testimonial as his employer, and he
would write a letter to the authorities guaranteeing to employ Tim as a mechanic on his discharge.

As Ewing had expected, Tim rejected the plan violently.

“I’m not giving myself up,” he said. “Not after all I’ve been through to get away from them. Do you
think I’m soft in the head? Give myself up—just for them to do what they like with me? I’m not a complete
fool.”

But Ewing was both patient and persuasive. By the following evening Tim had agreed. Ewing
immediately telephoned his solicitor in London. The plan was put into operation, and it worked. Tim was
discharged from the Service. He was given a sentence of three months, which he served in Winchester
gaol.

Ewing redecorated the top flat in the villa. He counted the days before Tim should rejoin him
permanently.

“I shall never forget those days of waiting for him,” Ewing said, smiling at Arnold ruefully.

“It was agony to be parted from him. Yet I’d got so much to look forward to. Each day I’d make fresh
plans for our future together or I’d think of some new present I could give him. Then there was all the
excitement of getting a letter from him. He hated prison, he said. But he was well and, like me, he was
counting the days until he was released.

“I’d worked out every detail of his first night back in Tangier. I’d rehearsed our meeting at the airport
and our drive back to the villa in the new convertible I’d had shipped out. I knew what cocktail I’d make
him, where we’d sit, what we’d talk about. I knew every course I’d order for him at the Pavillon, the
vintage of each wine.

“I suppose I’d looked forward to his return so much that the reality was bound to be an anti-climax.
And it was.

“Tim arrived back tired and nervous. He’d been drinking on the plane on the way out. By dinner-time
he was tight. Our meal at the Pavillon was a disaster. I was partly to blame. You see, I’d expected him to
be grateful for what I’d done for him. I should have known better. So far as Tim was concerned, I and I
alone had been responsible for sending him to prison.

“What’s more, I should have known better than to imagine that Tim had spent his time in prison
thinking about me. He’d scarcely given me a thought. During the long dark nights in his cell he’d worried
about one person, and one person only—Don. For some perverse reason—probably from wishful thinking
—he’d got it into his head that Don now bitterly regretted leaving with Louis Dubois, the Belgian banker.
Tim was convinced that Don was unhappy and needed him. So, during the dragging hours of his sentence
Tim had formed the lunatic plan of setting out in search for Don and bringing him back to Tangier.

“Naturally, I refused to take his plan seriously, and our first evening ended in a row. When we got
back to the villa, Tim rushed to his room and locked the door. I spent a lonely, sleepless night, wondering



if I hadn’t made a ghastly mistake. But the next morning Tim was very penitent and, I must say, delightfully
affectionate. He never mentioned Don’s name once all day.

“I reckoned I had won the first round.

“The next two months were the happiest I’d ever known. It was spring. The weather was perfect. The
countryside was very green and dappled with wild flowers. We drove out to the Caves for picnics. We
spent a weekend in the Rif mountains. We went for a trip in the yacht. I bought Tim a wardrobe of clothes
and a gold wristwatch. We went out to dine with Lavinia and Milly, who adored him, and with Milo
Branch and the rest of the gang, who didn’t.

“Though Tim still refused to go to Wayne’s bar because he thought that poor Wayne was responsible
for Don meeting the Belgian—which was true in its way—he now mentioned Don’s name so seldom that I
began to believe that he was forgetting about him. I only had two small worries towards the end of those
wonderful, sun-blessed days. I worried because I seemed to be making little headway in the gradual
process of extending the horizon of Tim’s knowledge of things. He was still narrow-minded and
surprisingly bigoted. His mind was so firmly set in the grooves of his old likes and dislikes that it was
difficult to dislodge him from the prejudices of his previous background. For instance, he refused to
believe that Proust was a great writer, because someone had told him that Proust was an old queen. Tim
went in for what he called ‘masculine writers’. He admired Kipling—which was a good start. He also
admired the works of Peter Cheyney—which was not quite the same thing. And I always found it difficult
to reason with him. Tim had got the persistent obstinacy of a really stupid person who clings to his
argument as fiercely as a dog to a favourite bone. But Tim wasn’t stupid by any means, and I was
determined to develop his natural intelligence.

“My second mild worry was that he was drinking too much. I tried to stop him. But I had to do it
gently. [ was afraid of sounding like a governess.

“In spite of my two worries, I was still wildly happy as the third month began. But I knew that my
state of almost euphoric bliss couldn’t last. I knew there’d be a row sooner or later. And there was—all
because I was fool enough to accept the invitation when Milo Branch suggested giving a dinner-party for
my birthday. There’d be nine guests, Milo said. We’d change into evening-dress for the occasion. It was
the evening-dress part of it that made me accept. Tim had just had a dinner-jacket made, and I wanted an
excuse for him to wear it. So I welcomed Milo’s dinner-party—idiot that I was. I ought to have known
that Milo was gunning for Tim in his jealous way.

“The evening began badly because Tim came back late from the yacht and had to dress in a hurry. He
was nervous. He’d already drunk too much. Then he couldn’t tie his bow-tie and he was irritated when I
had to do it for him. He was in a vile temper even before we arrived at Milo’s over-furnished and over-
heated villa. And of course the whole gang was there—including Joanna Keating and Rosemary Burke,
whom you’ve never met, and never will meet, if you’re lucky.

“For some reason dinner was delayed, so we stood around Milo’s stuffy drawing-room, gazing at
Ming bowls on top of red lacquer cabinets, as we drank round after round of tepid Martinis. By the time
we got into dinner Tim was drunk. I saw Luke West wink at that podgy boor Geoffrey Purcell when Tim
tripped on the step leading down to the dining-room. I was furious with myself for having accepted the
invitation in the first place, and I was yet more furious with Tim for being drunk. You’ve got to appreciate
how angry [ was with Tim to understand what happened.

“All went well until the meat course, when Milo began telling a long and completely pointless story
about an Italian princess who went to stay with Louis Dubois in his castle on the Loire. Inasmuch as
Milo’s stories generally have some point, I’'m convinced to this day that he did it on purpose. But at first
his game didn’t work because Tim didn’t connect Louis Dubois with the Belgian banker who’d whisked
away young Don.

“It was Luke West who did the trick. ..”



Luke West had raised his bony head from his plate and put the fatal question.

“Do you think the princess will follow our dear Louis out to Mexico?” he asked.

At the word “Mexico” Tim sat up and began to listen.

“If she does follow him to Mexico, whatever will she make of the new boy-friend he’s taken out with
him?” Milo said, patting the side of his smooth grey hair. “Quite a pert little number, I thought. But a
shameless little gold-digger if there ever was one.”

Tim put down his knife and fork.

“Are you talking about Don?” he asked, scowling.

Milo turned slowly towards Tim and examined him as if he were surprised to see him sitting there.

“I honestly can’t remember the boy’s name,” he said. “It was some piece of trade he picked up in
Wayne’s bar.”

Conversation had stopped. Every person at the table was now listening.

“Just say that again,” Tim said threateningly.

“I don’t see why I should say it again,” Milo replied shrilly. “I should have thought it was perfectly
clear the first time.”

Ewing decided that it was time he intervened.

“Don was a great friend of Tim’s,” he explained.

“Then I can only say I’'m sorry for him,” Milo answered.

“You’ll be sorry in a moment,” Tim said.

Milo swung round and faced Ewing.

“Are you going to allow your friend to threaten me at my own table?” he asked.

“Forget it, Tim,” Ewing said appeasingly. “Milo didn’t know Don was a close friend of yours.”

“I don’t care if he did or not,” Tim blurted out. “He still hasn’t said he’s sorry.”

“And I have no intention whatsoever of doing so,” Milo said, trembling with annoyance. “I’m sorry,
Ewing, but I simply refuse to be shouted at and menaced in my own house.”

“Don’t let’s spoil the evening,” Ewing said quickly, before Tim had time to speak. “Let’s talk about
something else. Shall I confess to you all how old I am today?”

“That would be interesting to know,” Luke West murmured.

Tim pushed back his chair and got up.

“You talk about something else then,” he said angrily. “I’m off.”

In silence Tim walked out of the room.

With an effort Ewing raised his head from his brandy-glass and looked into Arnold’s eyes.

“I suppose you think I should have left Milo’s dinner-party when Tim did,” Ewing said. “You’re
right. I should have done. But after all, the dinner-party had been given in my honour. Though Milo had
provoked the row, Tim had been tiresomely drunk, and I was livid with him. So for one fatal second I
hesitated; and by the time I’d decided to leave, it was too late. Milo was apologizing, Lavinia was
consoling me, and Milly was saying that her whole evening would be wrecked if I didn’t stay and that
she’d put on her new dress from Dior especially for my benefit. Lavinia then announced with mistaken
loyalty that if I left the party she would feel obliged to leave too. What could I do but stay and try to make
the best of it?

“After dinner, when someone suggested going on to a nightclub, I applauded the idea enthusiastically.
I was dreading going back to the villa.

“I got back home at three in the morning. I climbed up the spiral staircase that leads from my living-
room to the top flat. The door was unlocked. I went in. Tim hadn’t come back yet. His pullover and jeans
were lying on the bed, where he had thrown them when he changed for the dinner-party. How long ago



that seemed! I looked vaguely round the room. On the dressing-table was a small leather photograph
frame, with its two panels hinged together so that it stood upright. In the left panel was the photo of a
young, newly wed couple, sprinkled with confetti, smiling resolutely in the grimy church porch. They
were Tim’s parents. The father had the same build, the same tousled hair, the same handsome, rather
fleshy face. It gave me a shock to think how young his parents must have been when they had married. No
more than Tim’s age. In the right-hand panel was a photo of Don in a bathing-slip on the beach of some
seaside town. There was a blurred pier in the background. Don stood with his hands on his hips and his
head thrown back, grinning almost contemptuously at the camera. He was an attractive creature—but there
was more to it than that. There was something beguiling in his impudent little face. I could understand
Tim’s obsession for him.

“Suddenly, I saw the whole evening from Tim’s point of view. He had put on a dinner-jacket and
gone to Milo’s villa to please me. But he had got drunk, so he had failed. Then the one person alive he
really loved had been insulted, so he had lost his temper. Who could blame him? I couldn’t. I blamed
myself—and bitterly—for my lack of loyalty to him. As I stood looking down at the photographs, I heard a
taxi draw up outside the garden gates. I went downstairs to the living-room.

“Tim was very drunk. He staggered in and closed the door behind him and stood there swaying as he
peered at me through bloodshot eyes.

“ ‘I’'m leaving in the morning,” he said. ‘I’'m fed up with you, and I’m fed up with your friends. I’ve
had it in a big way. I’'m sick and tired of being told to do this and do that, read this and read that. I might
be at school the way you carry on. Anyway, you're just a bunch of bloody snobs, the lot of you. Ask old
Christiansen and his wife what they think. They just despise the lot of you—the whole fucking issue. I’ve
had it, I tell you. I’m off!’

“Then Tim said a great deal more that I can’t even bear to remember because it was so wounding.
But I kept my temper through it all. I made myself remember that it was I who had first been disloyal . . .

“At last Tim had exhausted all he’d got to say, and I managed to persuade him to go to bed. He slept
till noon. He appeared before lunch looking pale and tired.

“ ‘I was drunk last night,” Tim said. ‘I made a fool of myself. I’'m sorry. Can we forget about it?’

“ ‘Let’s forget the whole evening,’ I said. ‘I promise you it was all my fault.’

“ ‘Can we have a cocktail to celebrate our forgetting it?’ Tim asked.

“ ‘What shall we have then?’

“ ‘Bacardis,” Tim said. ‘They’re my favourite.

y»

“So the third stage of our relationship began over a cocktail shaker. Perhaps that was symbolic of it—
because from that day on Tim began to drink pretty constantly. When drunk he was nervous and surly. I
knew it was only a question of time before he turned on me again. But what could I do? That evening at
Milo’s villa Tim had been humiliated, and he never forgot it. From that day onwards he was on the
defensive. The slightest interference by me was apt to send him into a sullen rage. The infuriating part of
it was that I knew the precise reason for his rage—though I could do nothing to prevent it. I knew the
reason because I'd listened to his drunken outpourings that fatal night. It was quite simple. Tim now
resented me because—in his mind—I represented authority. I was the foster-parents who cared for him
after his parents had been killed in the blitz. I was the headmaster who’d beaten him at his approved
school. Yes. Tim was sent to an approved school when he was fifteen, and he had loathed it. One of his
reasons for joining the Army was to get away from the place. To him, I was the officer in charge of his
troop. In his mind, I stood in the position of the sergeants in the glass-house who’d systematically bullied
him and tried to break down his resistance. More recently, I was the prison-warder for his cell.

“I knew the position I was in. How could I escape from it except by giving him complete freedom?
But if I let him come and go as he pleased, he’d drink his way round the bars all night and limp back to the



villa, sick and exhausted, at breakfast time. It was an impossible position. Each evening that he went out
on his own I was terrified of what might happen. . .

“I realized that sooner or later I’d have to exert my authority. I’d have to tell him to behave himself or
get out. But I dreaded the moment. I couldn’t face the possibility of losing him for good. Tim was the
incarnation of everything that I’d hoped to find in life. I’d backed him with all my dreams of happiness.
How could I face losing him? Day after day I delayed the final show-down—though I was near to
breaking-point. It was Tim who put an end to the period of uncertainty.

“It was a dismal evening. Rain had been falling steadily all day. But I was delighted, because for
once Tim had promised to stay in. I'd bought a new recording of Der Rosenkavalier, and I suggested that
we should play it after dinner. But when we’d finished the extremely carefully planned meal I'd laid on
for the occasion, I could see that Tim was restless. He walked nervously about the room, chain-smoking.
He poured himself a large brandy and gulped it down neat. He was obviously in no mood for music. I sat
down on the sofa and pretended to read a book. When I looked up Tim was standing over me.

“ ‘Do we have to stay here doing sweet F.A. all evening?’ he asked. ‘Can’t we go down to some bar
with some life in it? Why don’t we look in at the Parade Bar or Dean’s? The Mar Chica might even be
open. Or Paul’s place. For heaven’s sake let’s go somewhere—and not sit about in this dull room all
night.’

“I was tired, and I’d got a headache. Even so, I might have gone with him if he hadn’t said the room
was dull. If I'd gone with him, everything might have been different. Might have been. Though I expect it
would have ended much the same in the end.”

“Imtired,” Ewing said. “Why not go on your own?”

“I can’t,” Tim muttered sulkily. “It’s raining. I’ll never get a taxi. You know that as well as I do.”

“Take the car then,” Ewing said, throwing the keys across to him, as he had done several times
before.

“Thanks,” Tim said.

As before, Ewing stopped himself from warning Tim to drive carefully. He was now morbidly afraid
of sounding like the voice of authority.

“Enjoy yourself,” Ewing said.

“Don’t worry. I will. I don’t expect I’ll be long. But if I'm back late, I won’t disturb you.”

Ewing knew what that meant. With an effort he forced himself to smile while gusts of rage and
frustration swept over him.

“Have a good time,” Ewing said.

“Good night,” Tim cried out cheerfully as he closed the door behind him.

At three o’clock in the morning the telephone extension rang beside Ewing’s bed. His heart was thudding
as he picked up the receiver.

“Mr Baird?” It was a man’s voice with a foreign accent.

“Ewing Baird speaking.”

“Here is Captain Martinez,” the man said. “I am speaking from the police-station on the old mountain
road.”

Ewing’s mouth was dry.

“Yes,” he said. “What’s happened?”

“Half an hour ago your car was found wrecked in a ditch near the Moslem cemetery,” the police
officer said. “The driver of the car is in hospital.”

For a moment, while pictures of Tim’s mangled body flashed across his mind, Ewing could not
speak.



“Do you hear me?” the man asked.

“Is he badly hurt?”

Ewing was surprised to notice how calm his voice sounded.

“Do not worry yourself too much, Mr Baird,” the police officer said. “He is very much cut about and
his leg is broken. But he will live.”

Ewing walked across to the chimney-piece and stood looking down at the logs smouldering in the grate.

“By the time I could move Tim out of hospital,” Ewing continued, “the summer had gone—which
made a cruise on the yacht out of the question. So I drove him up to Marrakesh in the car I’d bought to
replace the one he’d wrecked.

“The period of Tim’s convalescence was wonderfully serene on the whole. He could limp on his
crutches round the garden of our hotel, past the orange-trees and flower-beds to the little olive grove
beyond, where we’d spend the morning in the sunshine, reading the English papers, which were
sometimes only a day old, gossiping about the other guests, learning Arabic from a grammar I’d bought,
and gazing up at fleecy clouds fringing the vast chain of the Atlas mountains.

“Tim seemed quite happy. As soon as his nerves had been strong enough to stand it, I had a show-
down with him. I told him he must reform or get out. And I was delighted how well he took the ultimatum.
He seemed genuinely penitent. He promised to lay off hard liquor for good and take only a little beer or
wine. He promised to stay in more.

“ ‘I owe you a big debt of gratitude for the way you’ve treated me since the accident,” Tim said. ‘Just
give me time, and I’ll do my best to make it up to you.’

“From that moment I could see that he was making an effort to please me. I was thrilled. I prayed to
the gods it would last, I racked my brains to think of new ways of keeping him amused in Marrakesh. . .

“On the whole Tim was contented. He was certainly interested by the other guests in the hotel—
particularly by a loud-voiced, flashy Frenchwoman of about fifty, who was always at the bar standing
huge rounds of drinks. Her name was Yvonne Blanchard. She was the widow of a button-manufacturer in
Lyons. She was embarrassingly buxom but she always wore low-cut tight-fitting dresses. She reeked of
scent and positively dripped with costume jewellery. And she fell hook, line and sinker for Tim.

“I must confess that Tim was looking superb. Giving up spirits had restored all his radiance. The
scars on his neck and forehead somehow made him all the more attractive. Poor Yvonne made a dead set
at him. It was pathetic to watch her, pointing her breasts at him as if they were loaded pistols that could
penetrate him with the bullets of her charm, ogling her bulbous eyes at him, waggling her hips, making coy
gestures with her bejewelled hands, crooning at him in what she imagined to be a seductive, broken
accent. It was pathetic—but at the same time faintly revolting.

“Tim was fascinated and rather impressed. She flattered him monstrously, of course. But I didn’t
mind. I was even glad that she took him off my hands occasionally, because—to be completely honest—
though I was as devoted to Tim as ever—if not more so—I found his company twelve hours a day slightly
wearing. I was only too pleased to be able to retire to my bedroom with a book.

“One evening after dinner, I’d left her drooling over him at the bar and I’d gone to bed. Shortly after
I’d put out my lights I heard Tim come into his room, and begin undressing. Presently he opened the
communicating door and walked into my room. I switched on the light. Immediately I saw that he was a
little bit tight. He stood with his weight on his sound leg, swaying slightly and smiling down at me. He
was stark naked. He looked more like Antinous than ever . . .”

“Did I wake you?” Tim asked.
“No,” Ewing said. “I’d only just stopped reading. Come and sit down.”
“Thanks,” Tim said, obeying him.



“Had a good evening?”

“Fabulous. Yvonne was in cracking form. She ordered a whole magnum of champagne.”

“And you drank it?”

“Only some of it,” Tim said with a laugh. “There were others to help.”

“What others?”

“Yvonne and the barman, for instance.”

“Jolly little party.”

“You know, Yvonne must be terrifically rich. Did you see the diamond bracelet she was wearing
tonight?”

“One could hardly miss it.”

“Do you know how much it’s worth?”

“No, but I can guess.”

“Ten thousand pounds.”

“Yvonne told you that?”

“Yes. She told me herself.”

“Then she’s a vulgar and stupid woman.”

Tim jerked back his head as if Ewing had hit him.

“Why?” Tim asked.

“She’s a vulgar woman because it’s vulgar to tell people how much your jewellery is worth.”

“And why is she stupid?”

“She’s stupid because she ought to have guessed that you’d tell me.”

“Perhaps she did guess. I don’t see why that was stupid.”

“She’s perfectly aware that I'm not a country bumpkin. I’ve been around quite a bit. So I was bound
to know.”

“Know what?”

“Know that her bracelet is paste. It’s worth a hundred pounds at the most.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Would you like to watch her face when I ask her?”

Slowly Tim lowered his head.

“I suppose you’re right,” he said.

“I’m certain I’m right.”

“Then she was telling me a lie.”

“She wanted to impress you.”

“So she’s not only vulgar and stupid. She’s dishonest as well.”

“That’s correct.”

Tim gazed down at the scars that were healing on his large, red hands.

“I don’t understand you a scrap,” Tim said. “You get livid because poor Yvonne is vulgar and stupid,
as you call it. But you don’t give a hoot that she’s dishonest.”

“That’s probably because I’'m more disturbed by sins against esthetic values than I am by sins against
morality.”

Tim got up from the bed where he had been sitting.

“Or is it because you’re a cracking snob?” he asked, and walked back into his own room.

“But that evening was the only time we came near to a quarrel,” Ewing said. “The rest of our stay in
Marrakesh was entrancingly peaceful, and Tim seemed cheerful enough—though I noticed that he spent
less time with Yvonne at the bar.

“Three weeks later we drove back to Tangier. I think both of us felt the old familiar excitement of



being home again. Tim could hardly wait to visit the yacht. Even though we couldn’t go for long cruises,
we could always cross over to Algeciras for a weekend at the Reina Christina. Now that he’d learned to
navigate and supervise the engines, I’d made Tim the skipper of the yacht, and I was paying him a regular
skipper’s salary. Tim was taking the job extremely seriously. I could hardly tear him away from the
harbour. I began to believe that at last he was settling down.

“There was only one slightly disturbing element during that period. Down in the harbour Tim had
made friends with a couple of engineers off one of the larger smuggling ships. George and Harry their
names were. They were tough young louts from Liverpool. Their one idea of having a good time was to
get drunk and find a woman to sleep with. For some reason Tim thought they were both wonderful. He
enjoyed nothing better than to go drinking and wenching with them around the town.

“ ‘I like going about with ordinary folk for a change,” Tim said. ‘I’'m tired of witty old queens.’

“So long as I didn’t have to meet George and Harry and so long as Tim kept off the spirits and didn’t
catch any ghastly disease, I didn’t mind too much. But I do admit I was delighted when the two of them
left on their ship for their usual smuggling run to Naples, Marseilles and Barcelona. It was glorious to
have Tim all to myself once more.

“Six weeks later George and Harry were back in Tangier. With them was a little Spanish tart called
Inez who they’d picked up in a brothel in Barcelona. She was sixteen years old, quite tiny—with sleek
black hair and a snub nose. Her pert, rather gamine expression reminded me faintly of Don. Perhaps that
was why poor Tim fell for her so badly.

“Tim went mad about her. ‘It’s the normal coming out in me at last,” he said.

“The very first night he met her he managed to get her away from George and Harry—I expect she
was fed up with their clumsy love-making by that time. I don’t blame her. They were both quite hideous.

“One of my few firm rules was that Tim wasn’t allowed to bring any of the pieces of trade he picked
up back to the villa. So he took Inez to a doss-house off the Zocco Chico in the Calle Los Arcos, one of
the dark narrow alleys in the Moorish quarter. And there they spent their first strenuous night together.

“During his time in the army before he met Don, Tim had slept with several prostitutes—because it
was the accepted thing to do. But he had never enjoyed the experience. Inez was different. I gather from
what Tim told me that she was extremely passionate and skilful. Tim made an assignation with her for the
following night. The next afternoon George and Harry attacked him as he walked along the quay. Tim got
the better of the fight, so they never troubled him again. But I realized that in their frustrated rage they
would certainly have told Inez about Tim’s relationship with me. However, Inez turned up in the doss-
house in Calle Los Arcos that very night. And Tim was pleasantly surprised by the variety of her
technique. There seemed nothing she didn’t go in for. Almost instinctively she seemed to know how to
touch the nerve that thrilled him most. By the end of the week he was besotted by her. The strange thing
about it was that the more besotted he became, the more generous he was in his displays of affection
towards me. So I had nothing to complain about.

“One afternoon after our siesta—when Tim had shown himself unusually affectionate—he asked me
if he could possibly bring Inez to supper at the villa some evening. I’d been waiting for that question for
some time.

“My answer came pat. ‘Why not bring her up to dine tonight?" I said.

“You see, I wanted to meet the girl. I wanted to discover what the charms were that so beguiled my
friend.

“Tim’s face brightened. ‘Thanks,’ he said, pressing my hand. ‘I was afraid you’d be cross with me for
asking. But I do so want you to meet her. After all, you’re the two best friends I've got in the world.’

“It was hardly flattering to be put on the same level as a little prostitute from a Barcelona brothel. But
I didn’t say anything. I smiled and listened to Tim splashing in the bath. I smiled and bided my time.”




That evening, punctually at a quarter past eight, Tim brought Inez to the villa.

Inez was nervous and unsure of her reception. On the way she had stopped at several bars to give
herself courage; her breath reeked of pastis. She was wearing a brightly coloured dress that obviously
came from one of the Indian shops off the Zocco Grande, and she had put on too much make-up. But
Ewing found her extremely attractive. His first thought was that he would like to sleep with her. He
imagined himself stripping her naked, stretching her out on his bed, then slowly wiping the make-up from
her pert urchin-like face before lying down beside her. He wondered how much he would have to pay her.
He then dismissed the idea as wild fantasy, for nothing could be more certain to wound Tim deeply.

Tim was st