
PART 2 – The Sellers Arrive

All up and down the length of the train in the dust the artists sprang, walking bent, like performing 
animals, the better to exhibit the fantasy held towards the faces on the train. Buck, startled and stiff, 
staring with round black and white eyes. More lions, standing erect, grappling with strange, thin, 
elongated warriors who clutched spears and showed no fear in their slits of eyes. How much, they 
asked from the train, how much?
Give me penny, said the little ones with nothing to sell. The dogs went and sat, quite still, under the 
dining car, where the train breathed out the smell of meat cooking with onion.
A man passed beneath the arch of reaching arms meeting grey-black and white in the exchange of 
money for the staring wooden eyes, the stiff wooden legs sticking up in the air;
 went along under the voices and the bargaining, interrogating the wheels. Past the dogs; glancing 
up at the dining car where he could stare at the faces, behind glass, drinking beer, two by two, on 
either side of a uniform railway vase with its pale dead flower. Right to the end, to the guard’s van, 
where the stationmaster’s children had just collected their mother’s two loaves of bread; to the 
engine itself, where the stationmaster and the driver stood talking against the steaming complaint of 
the resting beast.
The man called out to them, something loud and joking. They turned to laugh, in a twirl of steam. 
The two children careered over the sand, clutching the bread, and burst through the iron gate and up
the path through the garden in which nothing grew.
Passengers drew themselves in at the corridor windows and turned into compartments to fetch 
money, to call someone to look. Those sitting inside looked up: suddenly different, caged faced, 
boxed in, cut off after the contact of the outside. There was an orange a piccanin would like…. 
What about that chocolate? It wasn’t very nice…
A girl had collected a handful of the hard kind, that no one liked, out of the chocolate box, and was 
throwing them to the dogs, over at the dining car. But the hens darted in and swallowed the 
chocolates, incredibly quick and accurate, before they had even dropped in the dust, and the dogs, a 
little bewildered, looked up with their brown eyes, not expecting anything. 
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