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yes, the other, espeaally, was. gethng t66. much educahon, g
partner. ‘He was loud m a boonsh way but it somehow
became him. S i
" “Look, Cap,” 1 said, stnkmg upa famillar tone,
yoq made some money: overseas, I'm sure.”
. “Did: I, you think?" To get: all that educatxon?
It s here where the fort ;partner Think of it, I've
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THERE IS.a pleasant and steady vibration that
engines make and a rhythmic wash of the water over
the ship’s side thatinvites sleep. To me;, these make sea
voyages extremely delightful. <1 had seven. hours of
SOmethmg like near-bhss, every minute a soothing balm
to. the nerves. I slept a good half.of that time, waking
up. to- another quiet: world.. Over the- ;ship’s side the
floodlights révealed a: pier. - It wasg. past nudmght, and
we had anchored at Talim harbor: '

By eight the next morning we. reached San Roque,
the main port of Sxpolog .The voyage from-Talim had ,
beer as.smooth’ as:,tl}a rom:-Manila; but Rosa ‘had got

seasick’ and now.100oke pale“and weak. She would not -

eat> the breakfast servéd y:the: shxp s: mess for. third-
' : £: dried fish, rice and
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and; we stopped at-the first one on the row. - There I
bought Rosa a-cup of coffee and some bread.
“you'll be hungry if you don’t eat,” I said, also
ordering a cup of coffee for myself.
; Then we walked over. to.the bus. I bought hera
ticket and saw her safely installed in one of the forward
seats, By six that evening she'd be home. The Capitan Tiago,
though, would not get to. Dias towards ten that evening..
She would certainly be ‘home ahead of me. :

“You'll be all right,”-] told Rosa. “Ask. M_other
to send someone over to meet me with-a horse.” :

The other. bus. passengers gavemea queer look:

. as I spoke to her; or s0 Ifelt; It was a long time since I
. had treated, of spoken to fa'nyong,-w.ithisuch_k-indness,_..
.+ “Just'see that you don’t lose your-ticket,” I.said

with.a little.gruffness now, which was:more like how I

wanted tosound. . e T

- THE HORSE materialized that evening from,out..
the darkness...1t:-was a ‘wet;sticky-darkniess. Rain met-
fhe, ship: as she.swung out beyond Dumali Point and
never, quiite; left us from: them' on. - Three: hours later;

thou gh it had: considerably léssened you,could still see
the: rain quiet clearly, in” the:flood! ghts hung over. the
- ship's'side to. provide {llumiination: for: th '
' a'fl_d:t.hé'ir'dxxz\(l(l"" e e

i_eS'._, e F et &3 S g

he. stevedores .
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‘The rain was stringy. like confetti; [ thought, sitting
on top a heap of cargo that had been piled onto the
dinghy. The light from the ship followed us a short
distance, and looking back I saw the master at the bridge
gazing at the area and. the sound of little waves: on the
shore grew distinct, and indeed.louder, as we.approached.
Lanterns hung ahead; and the dinghy struck gravel, and
- people were ]umping off and wadmg waist- deep in the
water. -

“Idrus!”. I shouted recognizing one of the men
with the lanterns “Have .you brought a horse?” He
had been. workmg as‘a farm hand with us for as far.
back as ['could remember _

‘How I got to dry-land I ‘don’t know.. People
crowded all around-,the little. boat which rocked with

to my ﬁshmg~rod case, which, I thought could very
well get lost or: ‘get broken under the cu'cumstances :And
then somebody offered to.carry me off acrass the. water
on to dry: ground There/was: Idrus waitmg, holdmg
the: lantern ‘high-up over his: hea" ‘In"a minute; he had
brought my- bag and:load n:to'a carabao sled: Al
this he did whilé he held | up that lantern with-one handi
and I could -seg; his: legs as'well as his: head and shoulders.
'He was bowlej ""ed‘é had spread-out toes Hxs face-

"Where 3 the ho;se 2.
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(YA few hundred yards:| fromhere.”

“Did Rosa get home safety?"
“She’s probably done ‘with her supper now,”

assured.me..

” Idrus

_ THE SLED runners grated in- the sand With
Idrus o its-back; the carabao lumbered :along, a black

hulk in the' darkness,ﬂlike ,_'_huge lump of the night
3§ the water, the
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then knocked its knee, stumbled strugglmg through the
soft mud and thus breakmg the rhythm of its. gallop. I
held on 1o its mane, which was long and thick: Bending
low that way I avonded the branches overhead. The
horse, too, sweated profusely and [.could feel my calves
- moist, ‘the sweat havmg soddened my. dacron-cord pants

We came to.the pebbled road that led to the coconut
~ grove and now the horse switched on to an easy trot. A
light shimmered t’"'rough the leaves and I tried to check
the horse, but.it broke into; another gallop mstead certam‘
that the house was"just a httle way ahead It ‘was all [




