PART 1 — Arrival at the station

The train came out of the red horizon and bore down towards them over the single straight track.
The stationmaster came out of his little brick station with its pointed chalet roof, feeling the creases
in his serge uniform in his legs as well. A stir of preparedness rippled through the squatting native
venders waiting in the dust; the face of a carved wooden animal, eternally surprised, stuck out of a
sack. The stationmaster’s barefoot children wandered over. From the grey mud huts with the untidy
heads that stood within a decorated mud wall, chickens, and dogs with their skin stretched like
parchment over their bones, followed the piccanins down to the track. The flushed and perspiring
west cast a reflection, faint, without heat, upon the station, upon the tin shed marked “Goods,” upon
the walled kraal, upon the grey tin house of the stationmaster and upon the sand, that lapped all
around, from sky to sky, cast little thythmical cups of shadow, so that the sand became the sea, and
closed over the children’s black feet softly and without imprint.

The stationmaster’s wife sat behind the mesh of her veranda. Above her head the hunk of a sheep’s
carcass moved slightly, dangling in a current of air.

They waited.

The train called out, along the sky; but there was no answer; and the cry hung on: I’'m coming...I’'m
coming...

The engine flared out now, big, whisking a dwindling body behind it; the track flared out to let it in.
Creaking, jerking, jostling, gasping, the train filled the station.

Here, let me see that one—the young woman curved her body farther out of the corridor window.
Missus? smiled the old man, looking at the creatures he held in his hand. From a piece of string on
his grey finger hung a tiny woven basket; he lifted it, questioning. No, no, she urged, leaning down
towards him, across the height of the train towards the man in the piece of old rug; that one, that
one, her hand commanded. It was a lion, carved out of soft, dry wood that looked like spongecake;
heraldic, black and white, with impressionistic detail burnt in. The old man held it up to her still
smiling, not from the heart, but at the customer. Between its vandyke teeth, in the mouth opened in
an endless roar too terrible to be heard, it had a black tongue. Look, said the young husband, if you
don’t mind! And round the neck of the thing, a piece of fur (rat? rabbit? meerkat?); a real mane,
majestic, telling you somehow that the artist had delight in the lion.
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