66 — THE HUNGRY STRANGER

He felt around him with his foot: he was so hungry that
even a few bananas would be better than nothing -— he had
had no food for two days — but there were none here, nonc at
all. He must have arrived on a day when the crop had gone
down-river. He stood just inside the door trying to remember
what the child had told him — the Morse code, her window:
across the dead-white dusty yard the mosquito wire caught
the sun. He was reminded suddenly of an empty larder. He
began to listen anxiously: there wasn’t sound anywhere — the
day here hadn’t yet begun with that first sleepy slap of a
shoe on a cement floor, the claws of a dog scratching as it
stretched, the knock-knock of a hand on a door. There was
just nothing, nothing at all.

Graham Greene

He seemed to hear a stir in the house — listened — then
stepped in noiselessly. The white man stood up. A breeze was
coming in fitful puffs. The stars shone paler as if they had
retreated into the frozen depths of immense space. After a
chill gust of wind there were a few seconds of perfect calm
and absolute silence. Then from behind the black and wavy
line of the forests a column of golden light shot up into the
heavens and spread over the semicircle of the eastern horizon.
The sun had risen. The mist lifted, broke into drifting patches,
vanished into thin flying wreaths, and the unveiled lagoon
lay, polished and black, in the heavy shadows at the foot of
the wall of trees.
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