PART 3- The Bargain for the Lion

—No, leave it, said the young woman, don’t take it...

Too expensive, too much, she shook her head and raised her voice to the old man, giving up the
lion. He held it high where she had handed it to him. No, she said, shaking her head. Three-and-six?
insisted her husband, loudly. Yes baas! laughed the old man. Three-and-six?—the young man was
incredulous. Oh leave it—she said. The young man stopped. Don’t you want it? he said, keeping his
face closed to the old man. No, never mind, she said, leave it. The old native kept his head on one
side, looking at them sideways, holding the lion. Three-and-six, he murmured, as old people repeat
things to themselves.

The young woman drew her head in. She went into the coupe and sat down. Out of the window, on
the other side, there was nothing; sand and bush; and thorn tree. Back through the open doorway,
past the figure of her husband in the corridor, there was the station, the voices, wooden animals
waving, running feet. Her eye followed the funny little valance of scrolled wood that outlined the
chalet roof of the station; she thought of the lion and smiled. That bit of fur round the neck. But the
wooden buck, the hippos, the elephants, the baskets that already bulked out of their brown paper
under the seat and on the luggage rack! How will they look at home? Where will you put them?
What will they mean away from the places you found them? Away from the unreality of the last few
weeks? (...)

Outside, a bell rang. (...) There was a grunt. The train jerked. Through the glass the beer drinkers
looked out, as if they could not see beyond it. Behind the flyscreen, the stationmaster’s wife sat
facing back at them beneath the darkening hunk of meat.

There was a shout. The flag drooped out. Joints not yet coordinated, the segmented body of the train
heaved and bumped back against itself. It began to move; slowly the scrolled chalet moved past it,
the yells of the natives, running alongside, jetted up into the air, fell back at different levels. Here,
one-and-six baas!-—As one automatically opens a hand to catch a thrown ball, a man fumbled
wildly down his pocket, brought up the shilling and sixpence and threw them out; the old native,
gasping, his skinny toes splaying the sand, flung the lion.

The old native stood, breath blowing out the skin between his ribs, feet tense, balanced in the sand,
smiling and shaking his head. In his opened palm, held in the attitude of receiving, was the retrieved
shilling and sixpence.

The blind end of the train was being pulled helplessly out of the station.

The young man swung in from the corridor, breathless. He was shaking his head with laughter and
triumph. Here! he said. And waggled the lion at her. One-and-six!

What? she said.

He laughed. I was arguing with him for fun, bargaining—when the train had pulled out already, he
came tearing after...One-and-six Baas! So there’s your lion.
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