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		At Play in the Fields of the Lord

		The way to innocence, to the uncreated and to God leads on, not back, not back to the wolf or to the child, but ever further into sin, ever deeper into human life.

		—Hermann Hesse

	
		
			IN THE JUNGLE, DURING ONE NIGHT IN EACH MONTH, THE MOTHS did not come to lanterns; through the black reaches of the outer night, so it was said, they flew toward the full moon.

			So it was said. He could not recall where he had heard it, or from whom; it had been somewhere on the rivers of Brazil. He had never watched the lanterns at the time of the full moon; when he remembered it was always the dark of the moon or beyond the tropics. Yet the idea of the moths in the high darkness, straining upward, filled him with longing, and at these times he would know that he had not found what he was looking for, nor come closer to discovering what it was.

			Across the table the whore, uncomprehending, searched his face for a clue to something, anything at all. “Qué pasa?” the whore said, looking away; she expected and received no answer. “Qué pasa?” the whore sighed.

			The taverna called La Concepción sat back from the mud street, behind a yard of beaten earth and mango trees; most of its customers sat at wooden tables in the yard. The loud radio competed with a dice game, in which the dice cups were banged down as violently as possible upon the table, accompanied by hoarse shouting from the player; this game was a constant from noon to dawn. The radio, with the tumult of the gambling, was more than a match for the voices of men, dogs and roosters which, mixing freely in the yard, fought for a hearing.

			Drinking in silence at his table, he felt cut off from all the rest, as they were cut off from one another. Men moved like shadows in this cave of noise, while outside them, outside the glare, stirring the black leaves, hung the great hungry silence of the jungle. The people clung like moths to the wan light.

			“Qué pasa?” the whore said again.

			The alcohol, which at first had bathed his skin in a glow of peace, now made him restless, and his restlessness made her nervous. He reached out and took her hand, and she subsided. It was still early, and somehow he would have to pass the rest of the evening, for he had slept most of the day. He had had this woman quietly and quickly, and because he made no more of it than it was, the woman liked him; she tried to communicate her own loneliness and even a haggard femininity. He had listened politely, but now his silence had defeated her and she would go.

			“Hasta luego, hombre,” the woman murmured. She was still searching his face, like someone awaiting word.

			“Hasta luego,” he said.

			So long as he kept moving he would be all right. For men like himself the ends of the earth had this great allure: that one was never asked about a past or future but could live as freely as an animal, close to the gut, and day by day by day.
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		AT FOUR MILES ABOVE SEA LEVEL, MARTIN QUARRIER, ON SILVER wings, was pierced by celestial light: to fall from such a height, he thought, would be like entering Heaven from above. The snow peaks of the Andes burst from clouds which hid the earth, sparkling in the sun like gates of Paradise, and the blue dome of the mountain sky was as pure as the Lord’s pain. Where the clouds parted, it was true, dark lakes reflected wild demonic gleams, but the red roofs of the villages on the lone road traversing the sierra were signals of sane harmonies, good will to men.

		Quarrier, at his window on the firmament, could barely restrain a warble of pure joy. Instead he whistled tunelessly and hummed, until his wife, in the seat behind him, told him that he sounded like a kettle. He stroked the head of his little boy, whose nose was pressed into the fog made by their breaths upon the glass. The snow fields had scarcely passed from view when Billy Quarrier first thought he saw wild Indians and jaguars and anacondas. “Look, look, Pa! Right down there!”

		“Where does he come by such outlandish notions?”

		Martin turned around and gazed affectionately at his big wife; his wife amused him. Her pale face looked lye-scrubbed, and a sour expression camouflaged native handsomeness, as if this character, like her humor, was something to be suppressed. To cheer her, he made his joke about a heavenly descent, and laughed when she would not laugh. He said, “Now sweetheart, there are jaguars and anacondas here, that’s all.” Kneeling on his seat, hands resting on its top, he loomed above her, anxious to interest her in all the information with which he had prepared himself. But she was not an easy person to reach out to, and he drew back a little when her hand dropped, out of habit, to tug down the hem of her dress. “Many of these tribes consider the anaconda their ancestor,” he said. “They think their shaman is a jaguar—I mean, that he can become a jaguar at night.”

		Hazel shifted fretfully. Look at him kneeling on his seat! Why does he kneel like that?

		“Shamans,” she said. “That’s why the Lord has sent us here, to rescue these poor heathens from such darkness.” When he smiled vaguely, turning away, she said, “You shouldn’t have filled your own head with such fiddle-faddle, let alone an innocent child. All he can think about are savages and these awful snakes and jungle animals.” She tried to smile at him, to show that she was not quite serious, but she could not; the airplane had made her feel much too upset. Nevertheless, it seemed appropriate that they should undergo some sacrifice and even hardship in the performance of their Christian duty, and she was therefore content to enter a terrain so remote from the green bright plains of North Dakota, where Satan, as her father said, “had been run clean across the country.”

		The high peaks of the cordillera fell away, marching down the southern sky toward Tierra del Fuego; the plane lost altitude. Brown wastelands of the alpine tundra surged in the cloud plateaus, and far lone huts, untouched by sun, looked uninhabited. The sky lakes of the glaciers turned dull-green, then black, and the white overcast turned gray; clouds gasped up out of sudden chasms, swirled from the earth like vile subterranean vapors. Tundra gave way to chaparral, and chaparral to the trees of the high forest. The dark vapors forsook the trees and, drifting, touched the plane; a vulture tilted outward and away.

		Now the airplane plummeted and slid down the east slope of the sierra. Hazel Quarrier moaned, and her husband went back to her and took her hand. The mists swarmed past the window and the cabin darkened; lights, flickering off and on, bounced and shuddered with the plane itself, which roared confusedly in its descent through the updrafts of the cloud forest.

		Then the window cleared again. They had forsaken the realm of sunlight for a nether world of dark enormous greens, wild strangled greens veined by brown rivers of hot rain, the Andean rain, implacable and mighty as the rain that fell on those sunless days when the earth cooled.

		MADRE DE DIOS, already in view, formed a yellow scar in the green waste. With its litter of rust and rotting thatch and mud, the capital of Oriente State resembled a great trash heap, smoking sullenly in the monotony of rivers.

		The three Quarriers at their plane windows were taken aback by the grim prospect; even Billy could not mistake this devastation for an Indian village. The DC-3 slid out into its turn, over the river front, where derelict craft, misshapen and unpainted, nuzzled the bare mud bank; the heat of the place rose to engulf the plane.

		Now a few figures came in sight. They stood like sentinels, as if transfixed by a sudden cataclysm. The mud streets, of a yellow-orange color, deeply rutted, were barren of all life but pigs and vultures and a solitary dog. Then these too disappeared, and the mud airstrip, parting a rank depressed savanna, swung into their view. A light plane and an old Mustang fighter were parked at its edge; the fighter plane was belly-deep in weeds.

		Quarrier rearranged his legs so that his knees, in the event of crash, would not bend in the wrong direction. They were certainly a long way from North Dakota, as Hazel had said. Except for their term at Moody Bible in Chicago, they had scarcely set foot out of the Dakotas in all their lives until a month ago, when they had gone to Florida to catch the freighter. And here they were, thousands of miles from the clean kitchens and church suppers of home, ending their second airplane ride, not at the county airport but in a steaming jungle town on the banks of the Río de las Animas—River of Souls! Such names were common in these parts, and sooner or later Hazel would horrify herself with the translations.

		The people and dogs of Madre de Dios awaited them. There was no road into the jungle, and this plane, which crossed the Andes twice a week, was the sole evidence of an outer world. Men and dogs in the foreground, women and children to the rear, they stared at the old machine as it lumbered to a halt. The men looked of a size, and in some hangdog way identical: small brown mustachioed halfbreeds, barefoot, in pajama tops and ragged pants and floppy sisal hats. The women, in gingham, were more various and more washed-out; the children were in rags. All stood in ranks behind a large pale man with a pistol on his hip, a small pale man in the white cassock of a priest, and a blond man in a rich blond beard, shorts and short-sleeved flowered shirt; this man stood with feet apart, strong fists on hips, and a fine smile on his sunburned face. All three wore shoes. The Quarriers recognized the blond man, from his picture in Mission Fields, as Leslie Huben.

		Quarrier stared at Huben out of his small window. When the man grinned lustily and waved at them, he grinned obediently and waved back. Then he took off his glasses and wiped them with his handkerchief, wondering how much the other knew about him. When the cargo door swung open and Huben strode forward on brown legs to pump their hands, Quarrier watched the awe appear on the faces of Billy and Hazel.

		Huben introduced the “Mart Quarrier Family”—Hazel glanced sardonically at her husband and blinked her eyes—to El Comandante Rufino Guzmán, the prefect of Oriente State; this imposing man, in a tieless white shirt buttoned to the throat, was the first prefect the Mart Quarrier Family had ever beheld. He addressed them in a loud and worldly manner, responding to Martin’s “Buenos días, señor” with “We arr es-spik Ingliss here!” To Hazel, bowing formally, he spoke Spanish in a courtly manner, in no way abashed by his unshaven face, his open fly and a strong breath of aguardiente. “Pleased to meet you, I’m sure,” Hazel Quarrier said, her fingers fretting on her purse. Then Martin Quarrier, last in line, took the official hand of welcome. It felt like loose stones in a damp rubber bag.

		The scene was observed with apparent approval by the small priest, who had not been introduced. He stood at the right hand of the Comandante, and it was now clear to Quarrier that while Huben and the priest both accompanied the illustrious Guzmán, they were not themselves on speaking terms. Quarrier wondered if this small man in his white cassock was the Black-robed Opposition whose fearful defeat at the hands of Huben had been recorded in Mission Fields. Under the keen eye of the Enemy he felt more and more uncomfortable—far more uncomfortable, it was plain, than the neglected party, who was, if anything, amused. And his discomfort knew no bounds when the priest suddenly smiled at him, and extending his hand, said, “Xantes.”

		Martin said, “Howdy. Martin Quarrier. This is Mrs. Quarrier, and this here is my son, Billy. Billy, this is Father Xantes.” Because he was uneasy, his words sounded stiff and wooden to him, and he watched with relief as Hazel, carried away by all the protocol, accepted the Catholic hand.

		Hazel said, “How do you do, I’m sure.”

		Leslie Huben said, “Pardon me, folks. I should have made the introduction.”

		Billy Quarrier said, “Hiya, Father. Ever seen a Niaruna Indian?”

		And the Comandante said, “Ha, ha, ha, ha.” He did not laugh these sounds but spoke them: “Niaruna! Ha, ha, ha!” The outburst seemed to Quarrier so arbitrary that he had to smile, but when he saw that the priest was smiling, too, and that Huben watched them both, unsmiling, he turned his head away as if to cough.

		Past Huben’s head, across the strip, he could read the lettering on the small planes. The tail of the fighter was inscribed:

		
			FUERZAS AÉREAS

		

		and on the pocked fuselage of the light plane was scrawled:

		
			Wolfie & Moon, Inc.

			Small Wars & Demolition

		

		The doors of this plane were both wide-open, as if its occupants had abandoned ship before it had stopped rolling, and rushed off into the jungle without even bothering to turn off the ignition. He smiled again. Huben was following his gaze; in the hot gusts, the hair at the crown of Leslie’s head rose like a crest. Hazel wigwagged her husband in warning, hat feather trembling. The world awaited him. “Well, I mean, it’s all so strange,” Quarrier blurted; then the laughter came and he squawked hopelessly, like a chicken. “That little plane … I mean, small wars!” He struggled to compose his face. “Are they Americans? Is it a joke?” He laughed again.

		“Martin!”

		Quarrier glanced back at the tattered plane. It was giving off troubling emanations—not the outlaw craft itself, but something wild and humorous and free that was suggested by that rough red lettering. Suddenly he felt depressed, as if he had entered a cold air pocket, but the moment passed and he felt fine again.

		“MARTIN! What are you staring at? My goodness!” She had not meant to sound so peevish.

		His head half turned in the weak sun, he regarded her questioningly, a stumpy man in a baggy suit; his glasses, thick and rimless, blurred his gaze and made him appear irresolute. Staring at his huge forehead and thin limp blond hair, at the red skin of his face and neck nicked by quiescent acne, Hazel was struck by his fierce ugliness, and wondered for the thousandth time how Billy could be so beautiful. She inspected her son, who was loitering right next to the Comandante’s leg, admiring the pistol; to spare Billy that raw look his father had, she left his hair long on the forehead. In his red tie and small white shirt he looked just like a choirboy on Christmas cards.

		She reached and patted Martin on his breast pocket and turned away from him, aware that he still gazed at her. “Oh, that airplane scared me so,” she said, not looking at him.

		She was ashamed of noticing his ugliness. Yes, she instructed herself, we are surely entering the realm of Satan; we must prepare every defense; we must … Why, take Madre de Dios! Just imagine giving such a name to any place! That’s those Catholics for you! Billy had told all his friends in school that he was off to Mother of God. Martin had laughed, but suppose some Catholic had come along and changed the name of Chippewa Flats to Mother of God, North Dakota?

		Despite herself, this idea made her giggle. Well, it isn’t funny, Hazel Quarrier; no, it isn’t. Frowning, she spanked and tugged her skirt, as if to prepare it against foreign matter.

		Now young Mr. Huben had taken her husband by the elbow and led him off; she followed them promptly, clutching Billy by the hand, and behind them came several desperadoes in old pajamas, carrying the luggage. The little priest trailed the party, an amused expression on his face, his hands folded behind his back. Every few minutes Hazel turned and frowned, to show these men that she was on to them and that any attempt to rifle a bag, much less make off with it, would be dealt with harshly. But the halfbreeds were not laughing or conniving; padding hurriedly on their bare feet, they looked less murderous than thin and tired.

		Ahead of her, the sweat stains grew under the arms of Martin’s jacket; typically, he had forgotten his summer suit and wore the Sunday serge of his own climate. Beside him, Leslie Huben walked with springy step; she regarded the man’s abbreviated garb, his long bare legs, with mixed emotions. The God-given beauty of Leslie Huben made her feel defensive about Martin; she was not certain how she should react to Huben’s “modernism,” to the brown legs and hula-hula shirt.

		In the New Fields Mission, this young man was already a legend. A former star in college basketball, he had been called from a lucrative job in the real-estate and insurance business to emulate St. Paul: “Be ye followers of me,” he had told the Tiro Indians, “even as I also am of Christ.” This moving event had been described in his first letter to Mission Fields, the monthly publication of the New Fields Mission. He became a regular contributor, and his fervent accounts of the dark jungle won high praise. Soon he announced his intention of carrying the Word to the savage Niaruna. “I am enjoying the profits of a business deal I entered into with the Lord,” he wrote in the May issue. “Invest to Gain. The Lord has impressed upon Andy and the Undersigned the command to Go.” Andy was Huben’s pretty wife, by far the prettiest face in the pages of the magazine, and there were those faint hearts among the readership at home who wanted to stay Leslie and Andy from trying to contact this fiercest of all peoples in the jungle. Mission Fields exhorted its readers: “Pray much for Leslie and Andy Huben in their brave efforts to call the Niaruna unto the communion of Jesus Christ. Let your hearts be with this young couple in Jesus, for a greater harvest of souls in the days ahead.” In the August issue Huben thanked his sponsors for their prayers: “The Lord has surely opened up this work: our Uyuyu has renounced his contact with the darkness and corruption of the Opposition, and this very day has led a band of Niaruna to our door! We have thrilled to see this fellow Uyuyu grow so rapidly in the Lord …”

		Despite Huben’s modest tone, it was quite clear that he had not only contacted the Niaruna but had administered a stinging defeat to the Forces of Rome. Funds were found almost immediately to sponsor another missionary pair to help him; as Huben wrote gratefully at Christmas, “A tremendous outward evidence of the Lord’s working things out to open the doors to this tribe was the sending of the Mart Quarrier Family. The day that we meet this fine Christian couple at the jungle airstrip will surely be a glad, glad day for Jesus!”

		Peering about her at the scraggy lots walled in by jungle—why, it was just like living in a hole!—Hazel recalled with slight discomfort this first mention of themselves in print. She was glad of Martin’s opportunity to work with such a man, yet afraid that Leslie Huben might not understand him. Martin’s history of failure was as notable as Huben’s swift success—suppose this little Mrs. Huben gave herself airs? It would be too mortifying! And all the worse because Martin was a missionary son of missionaries, an honors graduate of Moody Bible, and Leslie’s senior in experience by many years. Despite his record, he was generous and industrious and very bright—perhaps too bright; could that have been the trouble?—and it did not seem fair that he had been transferred after ten long years at the Sioux mission, and just when he had shown some progress. Why, some of those poor people were still called “red niggers” by the ranchers, and had been living in junked automobiles when Martin got there!

		Well, the Indians had been ungrateful when it came time for conversions, that’s all there was to it. They were like all reservation Indians, as people said—too proud to work and too proud to take. Leslie Huben would have done no better.

		Although the morning was still new, the heat had settled for the day, a humid breathless heat that seeped from the green walls, from the pale mists. That plane trip had exhausted her. As they neared the village outskirts, her nostrils were assailed by drastic odors: the redolence of tropic plants which filled the yards: sweet whiffs of pig dung, garbage and strange cooking; the reek of stale water and excrement from weedy ditches; and an overlying pall that smelled like vomit, which Leslie said came from the sawmills on the river.

		Billy had fallen far behind, attended by dirty-looking children and a yellow dog beset by mange. The children tugged at Billy’s shirt, saying, “Ay, gringuito—qué tal? S-ss-t! Gringuito!” Fearing nameless infections, she wanted to slap them away, but Billy accepted their attentions cheerfully. Billy said, “You kids ever seen any Niarunas?” and they jeered at him, mimicking: “Yoo kit ever sin Aniaruna?” Billy laughed with the children, though soon he came running and took her hand, smiling up at her in a bewilderment that wrung her heart—how could they have brought a child to such a place! But a moment later he was cheerful once again. “Ma, did you like Father Xantes too? I think the father is a very interesting person.” She did not bother to point out that the interesting person, who was still trailing them, had not opened his mouth in front of Billy except to pronounce his name.

		The children ran to alert the streets, but the dog still followed her and Billy. He announced that he had named the dog New Walter, in honor of a friend in North Dakota named Walter Hubbell. Then Billy ran off into an alley, followed by the dog; the animal dodged a kick or two and caught a third. She hated the cheerful cruelty in the faces, the laughter as the dog, legs tangling in its haste to round the corner, fell on its chest and yelped. She hurried after Billy, hoping that Martin would see them disappear and wait for her.

		By a small fire, three Indian women in coarse blouses of soiled cotton, black wrap-around skirts, nose ornaments and ankle thongs were cooking some sort of mealy cakes laid on the embers. They were attended by two men in ragged store clothes. One of these men, very drunk, was lying on his side, his head clutched between his hands, while his companion, swaying weakly, was urinating on the ground just behind the women. The women paid no attention to either one; they gazed impassively at the child and at the large white woman following him.

		“Niarunas!” Billy said. “See them? Niarunas!”

		A townsman, passing, laughed contemptuously. “Niarunas!” he said to Hazel. “No son Niarunas! Son indios mansos, son Mintipos.” This halfbreed was drunk also; he leaned over Billy, shouting, “Ay, chico? No son Niarunas, entiendes? Los Niarunas son salvajes, indios bravos. Éstos”—he pointed—“son indios mansos.”

		The Mintipo man turned the arc of his urine in a slow circle, and regarded the halfbreed with a grin of fear and anger. His face was swollen and his eyes yellow. Thickly he said, “Y tú? Mestizo.” Almost falling, he gestured violently at the gathering onlookers, while his women stared into the fire and his fallen friend clutched his head still tighter and drew his knees up toward his chest. “Caballeros,” he jeered. “Caballeros mestizos.” He pointed at the dog. “Otro mestizo,” he said. When he clutched at his crotch and shook it, Hazel dragged Billy away, and the people laughed, not at the Mintipo man but at the gringos.

		“Dead drunk! And at this hour of the morning!” Hazel Quarrier exclaimed; she felt slapped across the face. But her remark struck her as silly and scared—not that she would have described herself as “sensible and effectual and courageous,” yet she knew she was regarded in this way by those who knew her on her own home grounds, where good sense and diligence and moral courage meant something. In this place such qualities must be totally unfamiliar, much less effective.

		“What does mestizo mean?” Billy asked her. “That Indian guy called Walter a mestizo.”

		“I suppose he meant ‘mongrel,’ ” Hazel said. “Now come along.”

		Billy looked down at the dog with new interest. “He’s a real mongrel?” he said. He fell to his knees to pat the dog, which shied sideways. “C’mere, Walter,” Billy said. “I thought you were an Indian dog. I never even heard of mongrels.” When the dog came up on its belly, whining, and Billy pressed his face to it, Hazel yanked him to his feet—what could she be thinking of, letting the child play in this filthy street, with vultures and pigs and diseased dogs! In a place like this, for all she knew, human beings could catch hog cholera. She would have to be constantly on guard. When Billy clutched at Walter, she drove the dog off with her foot.

		At the mouth of the alley the little priest watched over them discreetly, his arms folded behind his back.

		She had not recovered when, at the next corner, they were accosted by a bearded man with huge dark glasses and a gold earring; he had a henchman in attendance, and like everyone else in this awful place, he was intoxicated. At the sight of Billy his beard cracked wide in a leering grin; lurching backward, he raised his arms. “C’mere!” he said, and Billy, churning forward, hurled himself onto the man’s chest, crying, “You want to look at Walter? This is my dog Walter!” The man tossed him up into the air, laughing insanely. “Wall-ter,” the man babbled, “Wall-ter! This is beautiful, man! So how’s wit’ you, Stud? How’s things in the old U.S. and A.?”

		Hazel did not realize at first that the man was talking English. She was tempted to declare aloud, Some people don’t care how they go about the streets! And if the ruffian responded rudely, as he must, she would then say, And you call yourself an American! Humph! The idea of saying things like this amused her and she looked forward to the exchange, but just then the man’s companion said something she did not catch. The bearded one lowered Billy to the ground, eying her the while in an evil and suggestive manner.

		“Oh yeah,” he nodded. “The God Squad, huh?” He had his hand on Billy’s shoulder; when Billy retreated toward his mother, the hand fell disgustedly to his side.

		“You’re a very rude man,” Hazel said. “And you call yourself an American! Humph!” But as she passed, her eye was caught by the face of the other man; though his face was calm, his cold eyes chilled her to the soul. Even worse, he had sniffed out her private joke and—why, look at that—he was winking at her!

		“American!” the bearded man called after her. “So who’s American? They slung us out!”

		“Do you think he’s a pirate?” Billy said to her. “He was wearing an earring, did you see it, Mom?”

		“Your countrymen,” a soft voice said. “It is amusing, no?”

		Glancing back, she saw the priest, who smiled at her as if he approved, not only of her joke, but of the general fact of her existence. She hurried on. Had she imagined it, or had this man winked at her, too?

		Why were people winking at her? She was close to tears. Her heart was pounding, and the sawmill smell and the clinging heat, stoked by her anger and exertions, made her discomfort ever more acute.

		The people in the street stared at them, pointing; the gringos were admired lavishly, aloud. She tried to smile at them, and look with an interest at their town, but the repetitious litter of poor shacks, the beaten citizenry and scuttling children, the shop windows, few and filthy and filled with garish imitation goods, the mud and vultures and the smell reminded her of the slum outskirts in the southern towns which she had glimpsed from the bus to Fernandina, Florida, two months before. The sad brown eyes, the gentle whispering enmeshed her; never had she felt herself so enormous, such a freak. The swarming vultures with their naked heads and pale white ghostly legs filled her with loathing; the village whined with flies. She thought, But everything is dirty; there is nothing clean here, nothing. Her body was sweating more freely than she had thought possible; she was startled by her own plenteousness, and felt afraid.

		Just as the hotel came in sight, the one car in Madre de Dios came up from behind, driven by a soldier in green uniform. The car rolled and slid on the muddy ruts, and although El Comandante smiled at her in a courtly manner, no offer was made to rescue her from the open road.

		Nor did solace await at the Gran Hotel Dolores, in which all of the heat and bad smell and corruption of Madre de Dios seemed to collect. The toilet alcove—no real toilet, but a stand-up, or rather hunch-down, arrangement housed in a rickety courtyard shed—brought on the tears that she had held back all morning, so that she cried unrelievedly even as she relieved herself.

		Why have we come here? she cried silently. What am I doing in this awful place?

		Jesus said: In the world ye shall have tribulation: but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world.

		Remembering this, she felt a little better.
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		“OPEN LETTER FROM THE FIELDS OF THE LORD:

		“The Martin Quarrier Family has arrived! Pray much for His servants Martin and Hazel Quarrier, pray much for the Undersigned and his wife, Andy, who must try to take His Word to the savage Niaruna, for this work will surely be difficult and dangerous. All your prayers are needed, for Satan is marshaling his forces and the Opposition is ever ready to take over at our first misstep.

		“Since I last wrote, the Lord has heeded all our prayers, and work proceeds very well among the Tiro and Mintipo—all our jungle tribes, in fact, except the Niaruna, who, as you know, were first contacted by your correspondent and are therefore closest to his own heart. These Indians are still wild and savage and go naked and drink intoxicants called Masato and Nipi, which is also known as Vine of Death, and live in a state of total barbarousness and filth and sin. Less than a year ago, these same savages killed an agent of the Opposition, by name of Fuentes. If you could see these poor lost souls, you would realize how confidently Satan still walks among them, and meanwhile all the men still get disgustingly intoxicated, falling down finally in a stupor.

		“On my first trip up the Espíritu, as I wrote before, I left Andy behind in Remate de Males, in case something went wrong, but now that Martin is here and the contact is made, we have decided to take the girls in with us, and Billy Quarrier, too, as there is no mission school this side of Cochabamba, in Bolivia.

		“Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid (John 14:27).

		“We surely thank the Lord for His new outboard motor, that He entered into your hearts and made you generous: But my God shall supply all your need according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus (Phil. 4:19). We will pray for all of you here in the uttermost part of the earth (Acts 1:8), for now the Word may be speeded all the more rapidly into these dark rivers where the souls of the lost cry out to us: Come save us! We are headed straight for Hell!

		“Before we are through, we hope to have an airplane survey, so that we may hunt out the last lost soul in this great wilderness. Not one will escape the great net of our Lord! For some have not the knowledge of God: I speak this to your shame (1 Cor. 15:34).

		“The Lord has again impressed on us the great importance of the Niaruna work being built of God. The Lord willing, when you hear from us again we will be able to report that all your prayers for the souls of the Niaruna and the work of His servants have been heeded.

		
			“Yours for a greater harvest of souls in the days ahead,

			“LES HUBEN, Madre de Dios”

		

		After reading his letter aloud, Leslie led them in a hymn. The two couples were seated facing one another on the twin beds in the Hubens’ room, where the arrival of the Quarriers had been celebrated with orange drinks called gaseosas and informal prayer.

		Now Leslie cried out gleefully, “If you think this is bad, folks, wait till you see Remate. Why, Madre is a paradise alongside of Remate.” Remate de Males, farther upriver, was the nearest trading post to the new mission. “It’s like going,” Huben said, “from Purgatory straight to Hell.”

		“My land!” Hazel said. When her husband glanced at her uneasily, she smiled a tremendous party smile at Andy Huben.

		Andy Huben, smiling back, gazed at both Quarriers a moment before she raised her glass. “Welcome to Madre de Dios,” she said.

		Andy Huben’s voice was one of the loveliest that Martin had ever heard, low and gentle and a little hesitant, a little sad even, yet at the same time clear and peaceful; it had a quality of childlike wonder. With that look of surprise and the two neat buck-teeth that just touched her lower lip, she reminded him slightly of an Easter rabbit; her clear face combined an air of innocence with something as saucy and irreverent as a hot cross bun.

		“As I wrote in my last epistle,” Leslie said, “the Lord surely gave us the command to Go when He sent down the Mart Quarrier Family.”

		“Well, the Mart Quarriers are here, and they mean business!” Hazel cried, with a wild look of suppressed laughter.

		When Martin tried to smile, Andy smiled also, slipping her hand through her husband’s arm. “We’re awful glad you Mart Quarriers have come,” she said, to warn them of her awareness of their joke.

		“Not that Mart here and I are going to see eye to eye on every little thing!” Leslie slapped Quarrier on the knee. “But maybe until you kind of get the feel of things, Mart, maybe you’d better talk to me before you say anything like you did to the Comandante.”

		Hazel said, “Oh Martin, we just got here.”

		Andy Huben said, “Mr. Quarrier was in the right.”

		“Are you sure you know what we’re talking about, Andy? And anyway, use Mart’s first name; we’re all going to have quite a beautiful Christian fellowship before we’re through.”

		“Perhaps I was mistaken,” Quarrier muttered. He explained to Hazel what he had learned from Huben: that the Comandante had become increasingly impatient about the Niaruna, due to pressure put upon him from the capital to establish colonies and develop a lumber commerce in their lands, and to consolidate with garrisons the common frontier with Brazil; he felt that he had been patient to a fault with the missionaries’ attempts to make peaceful contact with the tribe, but since no real progress had been made, stronger measures had become necessary. The Niaruna themselves had forced his hand, he said, with their raids upon the peaceful Tiro and on the settlement at Remate de Males.

		“Now you have to admit, Martin,” Huben said, “that Rufino is in a tough position with the government. And just remember that without his good will no Protestant mission would be allowed to work here. After all”—he turned to Hazel—“Rufino is a Catholic.”

		“My goodness,” Hazel said, “a Catholic! Imagine a Catholic helping out in the Lord’s work!”

		“He’s a very practical Catholic,” Andy Huben remarked. “He thought that Leslie might open up that country faster than Padre Xantes, who is getting old and has no help.”

		“Then he’s a good Catholic,” Hazel declared. “I don’t know which is worse, a bad Catholic or a good one!”

		Leslie Huben laughed with the rest, but at the first opportunity he said, “Whatever he is, he’s on our side. I worked hard to get him there, and I intend to keep him there.”

		“Oh Martin, really,” Hazel said, “why don’t you listen to Mr. Huben—”

		“Leslie,” Leslie said.

		“—listen to Leslie!” It seemed to her that his beard made Leslie look rather naïve. She smiled unhappily toward the Hubens, taking Martin’s arm. “He’s such a stubborn man,” she smiled. “Yet you say, Mrs.… Andy … that he was in the right.”

		“He can be morally in the right,” Andy Huben said mildly, “and still be mistaken.”

		“Oh, I don’t understand how that can be, I’m sure!” Hazel lifted both hands to her collarbones, begging the embarrassed Hubens to forgive her for her old-fashioned notions. “Well, you can’t teach an old dog to suck eggs,” she told them.

		Martin broke in to remind her that she did not even know what he had done. He told her that he had encountered the Comandante in the afternoon, and after an elaborate exchange of civilities had suggested to Guzmán that an armed attack on savages, except in self-defense, was against the national law. The Comandante had taken this reminder as a threat and had become angry.

		Hazel Quarrier groaned, and Huben shrugged hopelessly, trying to smile. “What a fellow!” he said. “He hasn’t been here a single day, and he knows the law better than the Comandante!”

		“It’s a well-known law,” Quarrier said. “They even mention it in the tourist literature.”

		“One of the first things you’ll have to learn, Martin,” Huben said, “is that here in the jungle, there is no law.” He had jumped up and was pacing around the room. “Why, slavery is against the law, and half the people in this town are slaves! The good Lord knows that slavery is an abomination in my sight, but the fact is that slavery is very difficult to control when the Indians themselves practice it, not only with their captives, but by selling their own children to other tribes. Why, Martin, there’s hardly an Indian in this settlement who isn’t enslaved by somebody!”

		“And Guzmán?”

		“What about him?”

		“Your Mintipos say he profits from the slave trade.”

		“Do you have proof?” Huben placed his fingertips together. “Now you be careful, Martin. If we don’t have Rufino’s co-operation we’re going to be in trouble.”

		“If we condone human slavery, we’ll be in worse trouble still.”

		Huben shrugged him off. “Look. There’s a law here against holding an Indian to any debt he can’t work off in a week—that law is a local joke. When you told Guzmán he is breaking the law, I’m surprised he didn’t laugh in your face! The Comandante is the law here in the jungle, he takes the place of God Himself!”

		Hazel gasped. “Really, Mr.… Leslie,” she began. “You do have a free-and-easy—”

		Quarrier grasped her firmly by the arm and she subsided. “Then what did he mean,” he said to Huben, “when he said he had no intention of breaking the national law?”

		“I know exactly what he meant,” Huben said. He paused. “He has an old army plane out at the airstrip, but it doesn’t work, and its pilot has been transferred. He can’t call in another one without drawing attention to what he wants to do.”

		“There were two planes at the strip,” Quarrier said.

		“That’s right.” Huben sat down again. “Remember when you asked out there about that other plane?” He jerked his thumb, then narrowed his eyes and lowered his voice. “Two Americans. They live right down the hall. They turned up about ten days ago, before we came up from Remate, and Andy says she thinks one of ’em might be pretty notorious; he looks like some feller that had his picture in the paper back home!” Leslie smashed his fist into his palm. “Anyway, they’re the blackest kind of sinners—drunkards, fornicators, killers. Yes, they’re killers, mercenary killers, no better than those who nailed our Lord upon His cross!”

		“Jumping Jehoshaphat!” Hazel cried, placing her hand on her cheek; she winked at Martin in full view of Andy. He knew that she was punishing him because Andy was pretty, and he tried to distract attention from her. He said, “Where did they come from?”

		“Bolivia, I think. There’s been another revolution there. Anyway, they’ve hired themselves out to Guzmán—this is just the chance he’s been waiting for.”

		“But somebody will report this!” Quarrier said.

		“Who will? Nobody will. And even if they did, they would not be believed. And even if they were believed, Guzmán might be embarrassed, but his action would be approved. I tell you, Martin, the government wants those lands developed. So who’s going to report him? Nobody will. Nobody gets in that man’s way!”

		“Martin will,” Hazel said. “Won’t you, Martin?” Her tone was so cold, her voice so very different from the flustered voice of a moment before, that the Hubens stared at her.

		“I don’t know yet,” Martin said.

		“Why, I saw those men this morning, in the street!” Hazel acted flustered once again. “And they’re even more black-hearted than you say they are!”

		IN an early light as clear and warm as melted amber, Quarrier would set forth with Billy to look at Indians in the market place, or to walk the river bank, keeping a sharp eye out for jaguars and anacondas, or to take a boat across the river to the jungle on the far side. There was so much to do. Yet in the end nothing happened; they never found what they were seeking. Even Billy tired quickly once the sun had leaped clear of the trees; the sun grew swollen, lost its outline, turning the sky from limpid blue to dull cooked white, like a gigantic frying egg, until the sun itself turned a sick white, in a white sky.

		Though it was still early in the morning, they would retreat into the Gran Hotel, with its slow creak of ceiling fans and dusty purr of frazzled chickens in the kitchen court. In the bar of the hotel, the people sat all day waiting for rain to cool the air, and when the rain came, every afternoon, they waited for it to clear. The missionaries felt uncomfortable in the bar-salon and did their sitting in their rooms. They were waiting for supplies to come, and meanwhile they sweated like the damned, and sipped on orange gaseosas and prayed prayers.

		For three days now, in time of worship, Andy’s right knee and his left had touched, and he was straining to touch knees again when the brutal shout of the gross bearded outlaw pierced the thin ceiling from the bar below; all four stared at one another, tense with dismay. Only the moment before, Leslie Huben had said, “… and we pray for the Niaruna, O Lord, that they may come to know Thy great love and the blessings of a Christian life in Thy sight and the joy of the hereafter in Heaven above—”

		“—and blow them little brown pricks to Kingdom Come—”

		“Amen.” Leslie, startled, concluded his prayer by mistake.

		In the silence Martin thought, Can God be laughing at us? He really meant, laughing at me, for he realized that none of the others had grasped the juxtaposition of Heaven and Kingdom Come, nor even the obscenity, but only the dreadful callousness of that man’s exclamation mounting from the lower regions. It was left to him, Martin Quarrier, to see the lurid irony of the timing. Why had he seen it? And why—since the event was circumstantial, after all—had his first thought been that God was laughing?

		Or had the Lord intended that hellish cry to draw his attention to his own behavior; for an instant his leg had actually been pressed to hers, because Andy had swung half about, and gazing straight through him, blind to his confusion, said, “May God have mercy on his soul.”

		“Amen,” her husband said again.

		“No,” Hazel said. She had started up like a goaded beast, then sank back heavily once more, her shoulders slumped, her ears protruding through her hair; her bun, ordinarily immaculate, had collapsed since their arrival, and reminded her husband of a loose rat’s nest he had once found in the barn. “Sometimes we ask too much of Him. Our God is a just God, and He will strike down such iniquity with His terrible swift sword!”

		“On Judgment Day, perhaps,” Quarrier said. He rose and went to the window. In his guilt he did not wish to look at Hazel, who wore high sneakers and a big print dress with hearts and bright red roses on a shiny background; his guilt made him feel irritable.

		Huben jumped up and walked the room, up and down, his eyes upon the floor. “I’ll be franker than I was the other day, Martin. If the Niaruna can be cowed a little, they will be softened up for an outreach of the Word, and this will make our work—yes, your work too, Martin, don’t look at me like that—a darn sight easier. Don’t you forget that the Opposition is just lying in wait to see us lose the advantage I have won in Jesus’ name.”

		Quarrier said, “It is our responsibility to try to stop him—”

		“It is not your responsibility. It is my responsibility.”

		“Yet you don’t accept it.”

		“I beg your pardon.” Huben stopped short in his pacing. “Now you be careful, fella. We have other people working with the Tiro and Mintipo in this area, and I can’t, I won’t jeopardize those fellows for your sake—”

		“I certainly understand that you can’t jeopardize the other missions, so what I’m after here is permission to talk to Guzmán again on my own responsibility—”

		“No,” Huben said. “You’ve caused enough trouble already. I’m sorry, Martin, but I forbid this.”

		“I’ll talk to the Americans then.”

		Huben shrugged. “Go ahead. You’ll get nothing but jeers from men like those.”

		“They are devils,” Hazel muttered. “The limb of Satan. That hairy one—he could pass for a devil himself! And that other one—I’ve never seen a face like that in all my born days. That man has looked Satan straight in the eye!”

		“I don’t know,” Andy said slowly. She had moved across to Hazel, who had never once lifted her eyes from the hands clenched in her lap, and now she put her arm around Hazel’s shoulders. “That second man, I saw him in the corridor. Maybe Martin could talk to that second man.”

		“Yes, I’ll try.” Quarrier turned his gaze from Leslie to Andy. “What does he look like?”

		“You must have seen him in the hall. In a strange way, quite an interesting face. Dark, a little hard. Indian blood. And he always wears a dark blue neckerchief round his throat.”

		“What makes you think he’s Indian?”

		“Oh Andy!” Leslie snorted. “She’s got this idea that this Moon fellow comes from up our way. He looks more like some kind of an Italian to me.”

		“I know he’s an Indian; he’s part Cheyenne.” Andy got up and walked about the room. “I knew I’d seen that face before, and when I learned that his name was Moon, I was certain of it.” She turned and looked at her husband. “He’s from our mission schools, somewhere up in the Northwest.”

		“That hairy one?” Hazel, distracted, was gazing out the window after Billy, who was playing in the streets. “That hairy one never came from our Sioux mission, I’ll tell you that much!”

		“No, no, the other man.”

		“Andy, honey, just because this fellow looks a little Indian—”

		“I told you, he’s part Cheyenne or something; anyway, he’s from the reservations. And he was bright, and he had a fine war record, and he was a Christian, so they decided to make an example of him, don’t you remember? Years ago. He was the first Indian from the missions to go to the state university—Somebody Moon. There was a lot of talk about it. I remember, because my dad was all excited.”

		“But you were only a child!” said Leslie, frowning.

		“Yes. I was only a child, but I cut his picture out of the paper and even kept it in my room. I felt sorry for him, I don’t know why. I mean, I guess I felt sorry for all Indians, the way we treated them. And especially the Cheyennes—the first time I read about that journey from that Oklahoma reservation, all the way north across Kansas and Nebraska and South Dakota and on into Montana, and getting shot down by those stupid, stupid people just because they wanted to go home, I cried all night—it makes me cry right now!” She laughed at herself, for angry tears had risen to her eyes. “So anyway, I prayed for him.”

		“Dull Knife’s people,” Quarrier said.

		“Martin knows all about Indians,” Hazel said in a flat voice. It seemed to her that her husband, in the past years at the Sioux mission, had grown more and more indecisive, masking a loss of evangelical zeal with his “respect” for the Indian culture; how was he ever to redeem a people whose religion seemed to him so beautiful? It was her theory that his fascination with the tribal sacraments, the respect he paid them, not only impeded the harvest of souls but was downright disrespectful to the Lord. Martin claimed that his gradual methods laid a better foundation for true faith than quick conversion, but his dogged adherence to these methods was the sin of pride.

		“Well, a lot of my mother’s people were massacred by Sioux in Minnesota, so our family isn’t quite so sentimental as Andy’s is.” Leslie looked impatient. “You mean this Moon got his picture in the paper for going to the university?”

		“Well, yes. And again for being thrown out of it, just before graduation. A lot of folks hollered, ‘Darn drunken Injuns!’ but they were pleased it happened. And then a third time when he was sentenced. Only he never came home again—they never caught him.”

		“A criminal!” cried Hazel, who had never seen one. “I might have known! And a backslider, at that!” When her husband smiled, she immediately looked cross; this was a rule of her game.

		“Well, it wasn’t all that simple.” Andy seemed sorry that she had brought it up.

		“I think I do remember,” Quarrier said. “Somebody Moon. I certainly do remember. He assaulted somebody, stole his money—don’t you remember, Leslie? It was in all the mission newsletters for months.” He rose and started for the door.

		“At that time, probably,” Leslie said, “I had not been called by Jesus. Anyway, it just goes to show you what you’re up against. A man like that will only mock you.”

		“Be ye not unequally yoked together with unbelievers,” Hazel intoned as her husband went out, “for what fellowship hath righteousness with unrighteousness?”

		And what communion hath light with darkness. II Corinthians, Martin thought as he went down the stairs. He had never dealt with this aspect of his work, the hostility and jeering, the contempt. How strange that the contempt should be so frightening—as frightening, yes, as the danger from the savages … Well … He drove himself along the corridor, determined not to reconnoiter but to make a firm entry and demand an audience.

		In the door to the bar he collided with Padre Xantes. The priest smelled of liquor but was otherwise composed. “Good evening, sir,” he said to Quarrier. “You are looking for the bar?” And he smiled pleasantly at Quarrier’s consternation.

		Quarrier grinned, frowned, said “Excuse me,” said “Good evening,” and finally in a fit of nervousness and impatience extended his hand, which the padre took, and to his dismay, did not release. They struggled silently in the passage.

		“Why do you hate and fear us so,” the padre said, “when all we feel towards you is mild astonishment?”

		Still smiling, Quarrier thrashed politely, desperate to free himself. This is absurd, he raged; why does he cling to me?

		Over the padre’s shoulder he saw Huben’s convert, Uyuyu, who skulked past them, hissing, “Buenas. Buenas noches.” The padre said, “Sí, sí, poor Uyuyu. Such a promising boy!” He gasped for breath, but still he clung to Quarrier like a blind man. “Sí, I raised him myself in the mission, raised him a pure católico, and now he is—eh? What is he, this Indian we have fought over? A Protestant? Do you believe so? Is he neither? Is he both?” The padre stopped smiling; he gripped Quarrier’s hand in his bony fingers. “Answer me, Señor Quarrier. Do you think he knows the difference?”

		Later Quarrier wondered at that last remark; did the priest not mean, “Do you think He knows the difference?” How false and cynical, if true—did it betray a papist lack of faith in their own dogma? He should not have talked to the priest at all. Just at that moment he broke loose—or rather, the padre threw his hand away, casting it up into the air as if setting free a dove.
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		WOLFIE WORE HABITUALLY, EVEN AT NIGHT, A BLACK BERET, OUTSIZED dark glasses, the green fatigues of one or more foreign armies, and a gold earring in his left ear. He had been talking loudly when he lost his footing in the slime and fell, and because he was drunk he continued talking in mid-air and while still on his hands and knees, as if nothing were amiss. He was still speaking as he rose. He was a broad squat powerful man, with big loose hands and a big shaggy head, a chest like a nail keg, and small feet, and he was tightly sprung; one had the impression that Wolfie, fitted out with rubber soles, could bound five feet straight up into the air from a standing position.

		“How come he wants to see us!” Wolfie shouted; they had been summoned by a soldier to an audience with El Comandante. “There ain’t enough bread to pay this Guzmán, anyway!” When Moon did not answer, Wolfie said, “Look, we got thirty-four pesos and we was into him for more than that ten days ago. And I ain’t goin to no calabozo, never again, not in this town and not on this whole lousy continent. I’m very particular about the pens I go to.” He stopped short in the street. “Remember down in Paraguay? Like, that food, man. Are you kiddin? That’s food? And also those are very unhygienic conditions, not to mention stink. It stinks in there worse than it stinks out here.” He drew in a violent breath of the sweet jungle night. “Phoo!” he said. “This jungle! How can you stand it—you depraved or what? I mean, this is where God farted.”

		“It smells to me like the night was full of flowers.”

		“Oh man,” Wolfie said. “Flowers. Flowers, he says. Oh man.” He walked on a little way. “Lissen. I am very serious,” he resumed. “I don’t dig this jungle scene. I wanna split, and we ain’t got bread enough to gas up the lousy aircraft. I am being very serious with you. If there ain’t a solution around here pretty fast, we’re screwed.”

		“That’s right.”

		“And when you showed him them river diamonds, he told you they looked phony.”

		“All diamonds are white, says the Comandante.”

		“I tell you what I think. I think this Guzmán, he’s gonna hang in there a little more and then he’s gonna grab the aircraft.”

		“That’s what I think too.”

		“Well, we ain’t gonna take the screwin lyin down.”

		“We’ll have to take it standing up then.”

		“Yeah, yeah, so all right. So I’m gonna send a letter to the American ambassador and sign it ‘An Outraged Citizen.’ What do you say to that?” Wolfie shadowboxed, punching and snorting in the open street, but almost immediately gave it up. “Okay, never mind, don’t talk to me, I forgot Cuba. So we lost our citizenship—that was my fault?” He shook his head and sighed, then laughed. “Old Wolfie,” he said, “the Wandering Jew. Only why in Christ did we wander into this place for—it wasn’t funky enough in all them other jungles? Why don’t we ever wander along the Riviera, maybe? La dol-ce vita, right, Lewis?” He sighed mightily, enjoying himself. “And just to think, only twenty years ago I was Fat Morty, the best kid on the block. I took my bar mizvah and I never ate goy dreck, and I was goin to be, like, a Talmudic scholar. And now I’m the Man without a Country. There ain’t no justice, right, Lewis?” He grinned. “I got an idea, Lewis. If we go to the calabozo, we might as well go there flat, because they’ll grab the thirty-four anyway. So first we’re gonna go back to La Concepción, Lewis, and have a little drunk for ourselves, all right, Lewis?… I said, all right, Lewis?”

		“Afterwards,” Moon said.

		THE Gran Hotel Dolores was a structure of twelve rooms; except for the church and mission of the Iglesia de la Virgen, it was the largest building in the settlement, and the only one besides the sawmill which was roofed with tin instead of thatch. The hotel had been erected in the great era of the rubber boom, in anticipation of a prosperity that came but did not remain; it gave shelter to transient timbermen and plantation patrones, to explorers investigating the wild tribes and rivers of Oriente State, and to missionaries, as well as to such rare visitors as the state’s political representatives in the capital.

		The hotel bar, which occupied one flank of the whitewashed lobby—dining-room—salon, was the center of Madre de Dios, for the rest of the settlement, unequipped with generators, was plunged into darkness by the jungle night. Hence the people were drawn like insects to its light. Those with money and those who had spent money at the Gran Hotel in the recent past congregated inside, while the rest gathered on the sidewalks, content with the glow from the large windows in the white plaster wall. Here, as the evening passed, they might speak softly or sing; the townsmen at the tables inside sang rarely and spoke loudly. Having neither glass nor screen but only large wooden shutters to be closed in time of storm, the windows were used periodically for sudden entry and exit. The bar was located on a corner, and since its two doorways serviced each of the only two streets in town, the clientele commanded a view of almost everything of importance that took place in Madre de Dios.

		A further attraction of the Gran Hotel was a radio that played full blast all day and night, as if—since all jungle radios were overpriced—its listeners were entitled at the very least to all the volume it was able to deliver. The radios were cheaply made, and since it was never certain that, once silenced, one would ever speak again, and since there was no one for two hundred miles who could repair it, the usual practice was to turn it on immediately upon purchase and leave it on for the rest of its natural life. Once dead, it remained in its place of honor forever: a mute radio, all set about with Spanish doilies, artificial flowers and a hand-tinted portrait of the Virgin Mary, was in Madre de Dios a symbol of prestige. Behind the bar of the Gran Hotel two dead radios flanked the live one.

		These were but a few of the unusual features which made the bar of the Gran Hotel Dolores the heart of this jungle capital, and it was to this place that there came each night, in a private car with a soldier-driver, its proud owner, El Comandante Rufino Guzmán. Since no road in Madre de Dios went farther than the airstrip, the car, brought in by lumber raft, was used almost exclusively to conduct El Comandante between his house at the army post and the hotel. El Comandante invariably sat himself behind a table in the corner, opposite both doors and beneath the enormous fan. Here his townsmen could come to him as to the Judgment Seat, and here he could witness and preside over almost everything that took place, not only in the bar itself, but in his entire kingdom.

		On this February
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