


nd vultures and lions, I wouldn’t
g ;ut a few deer, a fox’s hole, and
e a badger’s set? A dozen rabbit
maYbe' s, one robin’s nest and some
droppmgir’xt?” Once, before 1 could stop
L Ipsaid: “And do you know, Nanny,
z)e:}:’ white lions in Africa, real white
lions?”

wych elm on the first Sunday at three
o’clock without fail. What we found to
talk about all the time 1 cannot




he gave me 4 kite he had made in
carpentry Jessons at school and told .me I
had to think of him every time I flew it.
Then he went his way to his college and
went mine to my convent, and we didn’t

I
see each other again. I was always very

careful where I flew the kite he’d given
me, just in case I lost it up a tree and
couldn’t get it back again. I thought that if
I lost the kite it would be like losing
for ever. I kept it on top of my ,
my bedroom. It’s still up thel
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happier it was at home now that
had left. His were always short
handwriting so tiny you coulq
read it. He was no happier shut inside the
walls of his cathedral precinct than he had
been before. There were bells, he Wrote
always bells - bells to wake you up, bells
for meals, bells for lessons, bells, bells,
bells cutting his days into thin slices. How
we both hated bells. The last thing he
heard at night was the nightwatchman
walkmgthe,ealty walls outside his
calimgaut: 'f'mélve o'clock. A fine night.
A“n'dr q!l’sfwéﬂ.” But he knew;, as | knew, as
everyone knew, that all was not well, that a
oo War Was coming, His lettrs, ang
mine, were fu]lﬁfﬂledmduht_ \3 ek :

&
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~ pass us by. But it was not to be like that.
 Father looked so grand in his khaki




that was the last I was to hear of him



