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vomiting). Should her unborn baby be taken from her,
or will she magically recover and give birth to a healthy
baby? Your neighbor’s 17-year-old daughter, after a
visit to her boy friend before he ships off to Korea. finds
hersell pregnant and threatens immediate suicide unless
her doctor will perform an abortion. What is his de-
cision?

The answer to these varied and heartbreaking ques-
lions depends first on the physician’s medical judgment
and his religious principles; secondly, on the meaning a
haby has for an expectant woman. and finally, on what
state she lives in, for the 48 states have differing laws on
legalized abortion.

Confronted by the need for such difficult decisions, the
doctors—according to their own medical writings, their
obstetrics textbooks. and the words of many to me person-
ally—are dismayed. Yet one such therapeutic abortion is
performed to approximately every 150 live births in the
United States.

To the layman, abortion is an ugly word, full of dark
criminal connotation. To the medical profession, though,
every termination of pregnancy—whether legal or not—
is an “abortion.” What we call a miscarriage a doctor
calls a spontaneous abortion. To him a therapeutic abor-
lion is a deliberate destruction of life before the baby is
viable—that s, sufficiently developed (after the 28th
week) to live independent of the mother.

Therapeutic abortion has a long and controversial his-
lory, dating back to antiquity. The Hippocratic Oath
slates: 1 will not give to a woman a pessary to produce
abortion.” In the Hebrew Talmud there are many ad-
monitions against the operation. For centuries the Catho-
olic Church has remained adamant against abortion at
any time for any purpose. “In making this stand.” main-
tains Dr. Roy P. Finney. “the Church performed a service
that deserves the eternal gratitude of civilization. Though
Christ did not condemn abortion specifically, it is obvious-
ly opposed to the spirit of His teaching.” But modern-day
Protestants agree, generally, that therapeutic abortion may
be performed under certain circumstances as a life-saving
measure.

No matter whether an obstetrician is opposed to or in
favor of wider application of therapeutic abortion, he ap-
proaches the “marvelous mechanizm of birth” with deep
compassion.  After 20 years in obstetrics Dr. Frederic
L.oomis. one of the nation’s eminent obstetricians. still felt
that “the miracle of life and death are never commonplace.
I never deliver a baby, even yet, without a feeling ap-
proaching awe and reverence at the marvelous thing that
is happening under my hand.”

This reverence for saving the unborn leads many phy-
sicians to describe therapeutic abortion as murder. When
Dr. Joseph B. DeLee of Chicago died in 1912 after assist-
ing at thousands of deliveries, he was revered by most
authorities as “the world’s leading obstetrician.” a man
who had “devoted his entire being to the welfare of the
mother.” “Every honest obstetrician,” wrote Dr. DeLee to
a woman whe was afraid that she could not carry through
her pregnancy, “actually abhors producing an abortion.
He feels that it is just the same as taking a baby out of the
crib and wringing its neck. True, it is only a little thing
now. but nevertheless it deserves our compassion and pro-
tection.”

Just as strong are the words of another noted op-
ponent of therapeutic abortion. Dr. Roy J. Heffernan, pro-
fessor of gynecology at Tufts College, before a congress of
surgeons in San Francisco, declared that “therapeutic
abortion is contrary to nature’s law and has no place in
modern medicine.” He maintained that with modern
techniques. the chances of saving a mother’s life—regard-
less of her complications—were great enough to warrant
the risk of childbirth. “Any doctor,” he stated flatly,
“who performs a therapeutic abortion is admitting he is
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ignorant of modern methods of treating complicated preg-
nancy or is unwilling to take the time and effort.”

Perhaps one of the leading and most vocal opponents
is the noted Dr. Samuel A. Cosgrove of Columbia Uni-
versity, who holds that “the deliberate and intentional in-
terruption of fetal life and growth is actually murder. If
this is so. then abortion is never justified any more than
any other murder is.”

Dr. Cosgrove’s deepest interest is the unborn child.
He considers the threat to the health of the mother a sec-
ondary consideration, maintaining that “every pregnancy
necessarily entails some inherent risks.”

He is extremely concerned that “in some of the out-
standing clinics™ legal abortions “are actually being done
in a proportion as high as almost three per cent of de-
liveries™ because of this threat to the health of the woman.
And he proudly points to the record of the Catholic hospi-
tal over whose maternity service he presides—the Margaret
Hague Hospital of Jersey City, New Jersey. From 1931
to 1942 there were some 67,000 deliveries and only four
therapeutic abortions, or one for every 16,750 deliveries.
One was performed for hyperemesis, three for high blood
pressure with complications.

Five obstetricians with whom I discussed these figures
agreed that the best interests of sick pregnant women can-
not be served when the operation is performed so seldom.

And the noted Dr. Nicholson J. Eastman. obstetrician-
in-chief of Johns Hopkins Hospital, in a medical journal,
presented his views on these figures. For his hospital was
the one with the highest incidence of legal abortions on
Dr. Cosgrove's list (2.88 per cent of deliveries). Asked
Dr. Eastman, “"How in the world can one practice good
obstetries (and I do know that the practice of obstetrics
at the Hague Hospital is excellent) with a therapeutic rate
of only one in 16,750 deliveries?” He felt that other hos-
pitals in the area were doing a disproportionate amount of
therapeutic abortion; that cases requiring termination of
pregnancy are taken elsewhere, and that such a record
emphasizes the unborn child but “ignores the ullimale
maternal mortality which is implicit in oo rigorously
withholding therapy.” In Dr. Eastman’s opinion “reduc-
tion in maternal mortality is still the paramount aim of
modern obstetrics.”

Those doctors whose religious and ethical back-
grounds cause them to believe that legal abortion is never
warranted under any circumstances must concede that
there is one type of pregnancy which requires interrup-
tion. And that is the unfortunate ectopic or tubal type
which occurs outside the uterine cavity in about one per
cent of all pregnancies. “Even,” maintains Dr. William
Emery Studdiford, director of obstetrics at Bellevue Hos-
pital, New York. “the most fanatic believer™ in saving the
unborn “will not deny that surgery is the only treatment
for ectopic pregnancy.”

Dr. John H. Morton, veteran California obstetrician,
believes that it is incorrect for opponents of therapeutic
abortion to loosely use the term “murder.” *The defini-
tion of murder,” he told a clinical congress of surgeons,
“is the ‘felonious termination of life.” Therapeutic abor-
tion is not felonious.” Although Dr. Morton acknowl-
edged that the practice of legal abortion was “definitely
abused” by many American doctors, he still believes in
its occasional necessity. “I have seen three women die of
hyperemesis,” he told the group.

But where pregnancy does not place the mother's life
in jeopardy, what about her future health? In this regard
a well-known California obstetrician asked me: “If you
were a doctor what would you do for a frail mother of six
children who asks your help because she is suffering from
a heart disease? Under California state law (therapeutic
abortion is legal only for saving the mother’s life) you'd
probably do nothing. We know that a newborn baby re-
quires tiring care even for a (Continued on page 74)






























What are the thoughts about women that men won’t

admit, even to each other? Science has explored the

male mind and made some astonishing discoveries

BY JOHN E. GIBSON

Think of Women!

men’s basic impulses tend subconsciously at least
to be on the polygamous side; it alse bears out the
findings of other studies which show that men fre-
quently tend to view sex and love as apart from
each dther.

Q: Is it true that most men prefer blondes?

A: Definitely not—and it’s a good thing, too, since
brunettes outnumber blondes 5 to 1 in the female
population. In a nation-wide poll, the American
Institute of Public Opinion asked men of every age
and walk of life to state their preferences. The re-
sult: 43 per cent like brunettes best, 23 per cent
preferred blondes, and 12 per cent thought red-
heads were tops. The rest couldn’t make up their
minds. The survey showed that the older a man
gets, the harder it is for him to make a choice in
this matter. Almost twice as many men over 50
were ynable to decide as men in their twenties.
Possibly after a man reaches middle age they all
look good to him.

Q: How do men feel about women taking the
offensive in matters of romance?

A: Contrary to what most women think, the ma-
jority of men like the idea. In fact, a national sur-
vey shows that 49 per cent of the men think it’s
fine if the woman does the actual proposing, while
only 38 per cent are against it. (The rest wouldn’t
commit themselves.) Incidentally, studies indicate
that men with the most education are the most will-
ing to have the lady take the lead in matters of the
heart. But the consensus of investigations shows
that most women take the opposite view, preferring

to operate more subtly, and allow the male to at
least think that he is the aggressor. For example,
when a cross section of the nation’s populace was
asked: “Do you think it’s all right far a girl to call
up a boy f{riend and ask him for a date?”, more
than twice as many women as men turned thumbs
down on the idea. And as for women doing the
proposing, the ladies vetoed this idea nearly 2 to 1.

Q: How intelligent does « man like a woman
to be?

A: Most men want a woman to be appreciably less
intelligent than they are. Leading sociological
studies show that, on the whole, men are attracted
to women to whom they can feel intellectually
superior. They tend to marry girls whose 1.Q. and
educational attainments are less than their own.
Indeed, investigations show that the average male
has a very marked tendency to shy away from girls
whom he suspects of having as many or more
brains than he has.

The man of better than average education,
however, is much more willing to marry a girl
whose 1.Q. is on a par with his own. For example,
studies conducted at leading universities in various
parts of the United States show that most cpllege
men prefer a mate of equal intelligence and edu-
cation. And while it was found that an extremely
small percentage wanted wives whose mentality
surpassed their own, very few wanted their help-
mates to be less intelligent.

Incidentally, evidence indicates that the col-
lege man is much more choosy in the choice of a
mate than are other men. Sociologist Clifford L.
Kirkpatrick polled male (Continued on page 70)
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reluctantly. “Charge or cash? And would you like it
gift-wrapped, sir?” As she spoke, she loosened the
black velvet easel and started to slip the picture out.

“Don’t do that!” John said sharply. “I want the
picture, too.”

“Oh, I'm sorry. We never sell the pictures in our
frames, We aren’t allowed to. The photographers lend
them to us for display purposes only.”

John took a deep breath. “But the picture is what
I want. 1 mean, I'm only buying the frame to get the
picture. Couldn’t you—make an exception?” He smiled
at her so appealingly that she thought, Oh, darn, why do
they have these silly rules? The poor sweet dope is prob-
ably in love with that witch who wouldn’t even give him
her picture, but what can I do?

She shook her head regretfully, “No. We'd get in
an awful lot of trouble if we let one of these get away
from us. And not only with the photographer. The per-
son whose picture it is has something to say about it, too,
you know. Bul it’s such a lovely frame. Wouldn’t you
like to buy the frame anyway?”

“No,” John said stubbornly. “I want that picture.
Put a price on it. Put any price on it—"

“I c-can’t.” She was beginning to be really dis-
tressed. “I’ll call the manager if you like, but he’ll only
tell you what I've told you.” Suddenly she had an in-
spiration. “I know! Why don’t you contact the photog-
rapher? Maybe he’ll let you have one.” She did not
really think so, but he Jooked so obsessed she feared he
might snatch the picture from her and dash out of the
store with it.

“Well . . .” John said glumly, “who is he—the
photographer, I mean?” He was unbearably frustrated,
and feeling sillier by the minute. He would be drawn
and quartered and dipped in you-know-what before he
would ever let Gail know that he had tried to get her pic-
ture this way. “l probably won't get around to doing
anything about it, but I'll take his name anyway, if you'll
be kind enough to give it to me.”

The elaborate casualness of his last remark amused
the girl, but she answered him gravely, “Claude Nes-
mann, He’s on Vane Street some place, just off the
Parkway.” She would bet her next pay check against a
streetcar token that he would head straight for that
photographer the minute he left. Gosh, it must be won-
derful to have a man as attractive and—well—intense
as this one feel like that about you.

John decided Lhere was nothing imperative about
getting a pair of shoes; besides, the shoe section would
probalo)ly be crowded at noontime. He was his own bass,
and he did not have to get back to the small but pros-
perous advertising agency he had built up after the war.
There were no important appointments on his schedule
for this afternoon.

Once outside, he stood for a moment breathing in
great lungfuls of the crisp fall air, watching people scur-
ry in and out of shops on the busy main drag. It was
wonderful weather, clear and sharp, and he decided to
leave his car parked where it was and walk to the Park-
way. It was always pleasant there. A broad, two-mile
strip of grass and trees and bushes with a little brook
meandering in and out . . . the foliage would be turning,
too . . . perhaps if he got as far as Vane Street and had
nothing hetter to do, he would just see where this Claude
Nesmann had his studio. . . .

As he walked. John decided he was all possible kinds
of a fool. As far as Gail was concerned. his out-of-sight.
out-of-mind program had been a complete flop, and he
might as well admit it. At first, he had spent his days
working like a crazy man and his evenings taking out
one attractive girl after another, kidding himself that he

was having a good time, that Gail was no longer impor-
tant or necessary to him.

What a laugh! He had only succeeded in shoving
his real feelings deep inside himself. One glimpse of her
picture, and all the old aching desire had come flooding
back. stronger than ever. . . . She was still the most
beautiful. the most exciting. the most maddeningly un-
attainable woman he had ever known.

John quickened his pace as he thought of the last
time he had seen her. The evening she had told him that
she would never marry him. Unwilling to believe she
was serious, he had taken her in his arms and forced her
to admit that she loved him—Dbut beyond that she would
not go. Marriage was out of the question. He was too
much like Sidney Bannister. the man who had been her
husband—not in looks, but in temperament—and she
dared not make another unwise choice. Why couldn’t
they just go on as they had been- -having fun—enjoying
cach other—?

John’s control had snapped. They were driving
home after an evening of dancing, and he had stopped
the car, shut off the motor. and turned her toward him.
“Men aren’t huilt that way!”

. “Oh!” She had faked surprise. “Well ... yes. |
see what you mean. Why don’t we have an affair, then?
So much less complicated—"

She was teasing him and he knew it, but suddenly
he was angrier than He had ever been in his life. “No
affair! Not now. Not ever. I want you to be my wife.
And if T ever hear of you carrying on with some bed-
raom Romeo, I'll take him aparl—a piece at a time.
Then I'll turn you over my knee and whale the daylights
out of you! Is that clear?”

“Very,” she said dryly. “You sound just like Sid-

a

ney. ... .
“Well. I'm not Sidney. I'm me.” He had pulled her
close again and kissed her. many times. holding her tight-
ly, lost in the warmth and fragrance and sweetness of
her, finally whispered, “Gail . . . please .. . Gail . . .”

“No.” Her voice trembled, but she slipped out of
his arms,  “I won’t marry you. It just wouldn’t work.
We'd hoth be miserable.”

“John had sat for a long moment. staring through the
windshield, trying to regain control, his shaking hands
gripping the steering wheel hard, telling himself he must
be patient; he must get to the bottom of this queer ob-
session she had. Until he did. he would be boxing
shadows. But he knew now that he had a real adversary,
and a strong one.

“All right,” he said carefully, “but what exactly are
you objecting to? What was the matter with Sidney?
You never did tell me.”

“l—I don’t think you would understand, if 1 did.”

“You could try. I think you owe me that, Gail. [
love you. And love isn’t something to be tossed lightly
out of the window.” He found her hand and curled his
fingers about her wrist. “They say it’s a rare and pre-
cious commodity. There’s never encugh to go around.”

“I know.” He barely heard the words. “I know.
That’s why I must not make another mistake. You don’t
recover from—from certain kinds of bruises, darling.
You never recover. . ..”

John stared down at her. “You’re not trying to tell
me the guy slapped you around?”

“Silly! Of course not. But it might have been bet-
ter if he had. I would have preferred it to being—shut
out.”

“Shut out? What do you mean ?”

“Sidney didn’t—need me.” The twisting of her
fingers was like silent weeping. “You wouldn’t need me.
either—" (Continued on page 76)
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Redbook’s Complete January 1953 Novel

been nice to Cynthia anyway, Francette surmised, were
tvice as nice, because she was rich. Everything about
Cynthia—her skin, hair, teeth, clothes, even her long, love-
ly legs—fairly reeked of money.

Francette knew that Evelyn was twenty-eight and
guessed Cynthia to be the same, though she looked about
twenty-three.

But Francette was not envious by nature, and she felt
10 call to envy these two anything—either their youth, or
their good looks, or Cynthia’s money, for theg were in the
same sad boat that she was in, weren’t they? ... They
were in the process of being divorced.

No; she was not envious, or curious about them, or
even really interested in them. She had no intention of
confiding ier life story to either, and she took the greatest
pains, on the nights when she found herself crying, to muf-

_lle the sounds from their two bedrooms, one on either side
of her own.

The beach at St. James is a perfect crescent, a narrow
melon-slice of clean, pure white sand rimmed on one side
by the posterish blue-green Caribbean, on the other by an
equally posterish fringe of tropical greenery: palm and
eucalyptus trees; sea grapes, oleanders and frangipani;
papaya, finger-banana and fig trees, and the inevitable pink
or scarlet hibiscus.

Mrs. Jardine’s house is off to itself at one end of the
beach, facing the ocean. Close by, to the north, on the side
looking toward the landing, is a cemetery. To the south is
a tush thicket of tropical growth that always needs cutting
back. At the rear is a mountain on whose slopes can be
seen three native houses and a one-room schoolhouse with
the American flag on a white pole in the yard.

The Jardine house is built in West India style with
a breezeway clean through and six bedrooms upstairs, three
on either side. Downstairs there are three more bedrooms,
and across from them the big dining room and a little room
that is Mrs. Jardine’s office.
one side at the back, and the only lounge for guests is the
veranda, one half of which is roofed and screened, the other
half open terrace. The view from the veranda is superb.
In fact, you probably couldn’t find a more picturesque spot
anywhere in the world, thought Francette.

Yes—and right out there are barracuda that can kill
you, and poisonous coral you can cut yourself on, not to
mention nasty little sea urchins with their dreadful barbs,
and something slimy that blisters like hot, spattering grease
if it touches you—Portuguese man-o’-war, it is called.

She was d'?'mly conscious of something unreasonable in
this attitude; she was carping, probably, at trifles simply
because all this peace, this beauty, this perfection was so
opposite to her own present state. . , .

Up ahead, Evelyn, despite her better judgment, was dis-
cussing her affairs with Cynthia. She knew she was foolish
to do this, and that she might later regret it. But Cynthia
had a knack of drawing people out, of listening attentively
and with such an air of concern. ... Why was it so much
more flattering to be listened to thus by someone who had
everything, like Cynthia, than by just a plain person like
herself or Francette?

*“Alan’s last letter said for me to keep the furniture,”
she was saying. “He’s really terribly generous. I'm to take
everything—all our things—except the books. He wants
those. That's all right. They’re much too deep for me.”

“He the intellectual type?” Cynthia inquired sym-
pathetically.

“He’s rather brilliant, yes.”

“Mmm,” said Cynthia. “I hope your lawyer arranged
decent alimony.”

“Oh, no,” Evelyn replied quickly. “I wouldn’t want
alimony.”

Cynthia paused in the act of lighting a cigarette and
threw her a glance over the flame. “Pish tush!” she said.

The built-on kitchen is off to-

“What’s all this?” She tucked her lighter back beneath
the rubber band that held together what she called her kit:
a pack of cigarettes, a thin platinum lighter, a small square
mirror from some purse, and a plain black comb. Pocket-
less as she was most of the time, she carried her kit in her
hand and was seldom seen without it. “Of course, if you
have buckets of money of your own—"

“Well, hardly,” replied Evelyn with a wry smile.
“I've never needed a bucket yet to take home the salary
they pay me each Friday.” .

“Then there you are!” said Cynthia with an air of set-
tling matters. “I don’t know what the private secretary to a
linen importer makes—whatever it is, I’'m sure you’re worth
twice that to the firm—but in any case, your husband
should be made to take care of you. You listen to old
Mother Innes, my pet!”

Evelyn adjusted the boned top of her bathing suit. “I
don’t believe in alimony,” she said firmly.

Cynthia, eyeing her dispassionately, thought, This is
the kind of magnolia blossom that goes around begging to
be trampled. TI'll bet the husband takes advantage of her
right and left—selfish as a shark. But would she ever sce
that? Aloud, she said, “Tell me about your boss. Is he
attractive?”

Evelyn laughed, “A breath of wind would blow him
off his little feet. He’s eighty-two years old, you know,
Oh, he’s sweet and considerate most of the time, until some-
thing goes wrong with his hearing aid. Last year, when I
asked him if I could save up my vacation and add it on to
this year’s, so I could come down here, he was terribly up-
set. He said, ‘How do you know I’ll be around next year to
give vacations to anyone, Miss'Mannerly ?*

“Is that what he calls you—‘Miss Mannerly’?” -

“He doesn’t like the idea of married women working
in an office,” replied Evelyn, sobering, “so I use my maiden
name there.” She realized that she was talking too much
about herself, and that it was a mistake. Cynthia so often
seemed to be interested in a person when actually there was
no reason for her to be. It was part of Cynthia’s smooth-
ness, her polish, her effortless charm. Simply by looking at
you, and listening to you, and speaking in that lovely
finishing-school voice, she casts a spell, Evelyn reflected.

“There’s Boston!” This was Cynthia, herself changing
the subject. “Look at him, always laughing and waving
his tail! Oh, he reminds me so much of a guy I used to
know—ugly little runt, but cute.” She whistled. “Hi,
Boston!”

Hearing his name, a short-legged tan native dog, with
wise, experienced eyes and a long muzzle, came over to
Cynthia and kissed her on the knee without a moment’s
pause for the amenities. He had the air of a businessman
with more important things to do elsewhere. “Old per-
sonality kid,” Cynthia said. “Old island character.” She
began scratching the place between two pert, bent ears.
Boston’s amber-colored eyes slowly closed. “Old softie,”
she said. She lifted her hand, and the dog’s eyes opened
and looked at her. “Don’t look so smart or I'll begin to
worry about you—you'll be repeating everything I say all
over the islands.” .

“I wouldn’t be too surprised if he did,” said Evelyn,
watching the little dog trot away. “He’d have to be wiser
than the average dog, to be alive in this place. They don’t
coddle their animals much.” She paused and glanced at
the incoming mail boat, gauging its speed. There was still
plenty of time. “Did you hear all the racket the dogs were
making in the cemetery last night?”

“Did I! Sounded like bloody murder. Dogs and
goats. I think they were Jardine goats, turned loose for
the night in the nice, convenient cemetery. I meant to
complain to Mrs. Jardine—for about the fourth time—but
I forgot.”

“I did complain,” said Evelyn. “She said she didn’t
hear anything.”
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“Sleeps well, doesn’t she! Last time we talked about
it, I said it was bad enough having the St. James cemetery
right under my bedroom window without animals crashing
and howling around in there all night. She said, ‘But,
Mrs. Innes, St. James is so beautiful we must put up with
a few little inconveniences.” A few little inconveniences!”

“Cynthia—I've been meaning to ask you—how did
you happen to come here? Oh, I don’t mean why are you
getting divorced; I mean why did you choose this particu-
lar island?”

“Because some nature-loving female in my brother-in-
law’s office told me it was exactly like the Garden of Eden,”
replied Cynthia. ‘Exactly like the Ga-har-den of Ee-den,
my dear!”” -

Evelyn grinned. “They mention the even temperature
and the fine swimming?”

“Ee-vep.”

“They tell you you could pick your mangoes and limes’

and bananas right off the trees?”

“Ee-yep.”

“Whv would you want to pick your own mangoes and
bananas?”

“God knows,” said Cynthia. “This woman went on
and on abhout how quiet and unspoiled it was. But she for-
got to tell me it’s monotonous as hell, and that you sleep
so much you get to feeling like the Dormouse in ‘Alice in
Wonderland.” . . . You know, Evelyn?”

“What?” :

“Can vou imagine what Eve did with herself all day
in that Garden of Eden?”

“Chased Adam, maybe?”

“Lucky, lucky girl,” said Cynthia, taking another cig-
arette out of the pack and absently looking at it. *“She
had a man.”

“And no competition.”

Cynthia said, “I’'m smokiug too much,” and flicked the
lighter. “You don’t have to be afraid of competition,” she
added politely.

“The Wasp is really flying along today,” said Evelyn,
glancing toward the boat, “Don’t you hope she brings us
something ?” :

“At the very least, a couple of fresh magazines. Pref-
erably a couple of fresh boarders. Not that you and Fran-
cette aren’t as charming as can be.”

“Better to endure the ills we know, than flee to those
we know not of, as Mr. Shakespeare says.”

“Shakespeare never needed a fourth for bridge, then.
I was thinking of that, more than anything else. How
many days are three weeks and three days?”

“Is that how long you’ve been here?”

“It’s how long I have still to go in Mamma Jardine’s
pension.” '

“You could move to a bigger place, like Charlotte
Amalie. You'd still be a resident of the Virgin Islands.”

*“And desert you and Francette, my sweet? Never!
Besides. I suppose one place is as good as another—when
you're divorcing.”

Evelyn bent and picked a piece of broken bottle out of
the sand. “One ob the children could cut his foot off on
this. Wait a second while I hide it.”

“Take your time.” Cynthia put her cigarette to her
lips and turned to look out over the water. Evelyn climbed
a little way up the sandy embankment.

While she was digging a hole under a thatch of sea-
grape, burying the glass and pulling the sand over it with
her hands, she felt herself coming out from under the
spell of Cynthia’s stronger personality, and being caught up
once again in the witchery of this fabulous, saddening,
beautiful place. No matter how much Cynthia belittled it,
the fresh, open, primitive beauty of the island, the smell of
clean sea air and lime blossoms, the majestic silence that
pulsed underneath with thousands of soft little noises like

the buzzing of bees and the voices of birds and the stirring
of leaves and the rustling of the tide . . . all this added up
to a beauty that tugged at the heart. It was like listening
to great music, or reading certain kinds of poetry—it made
her restless and vaguely uneasy. And yet she would not
change it for the world. St. James had turned out to be ex-
actly what she had hoped—what the agency had promised:
a regular fortress of solitude where no one ran around get-
ting up dances and games of tennis and golf. ... In short,
the social life of St. James Island was nonexistent.

She was always sending off letters to her mother. cous-
ins, brothers and two sisters-in-law in North Carolina, tell-
ing them about the perfection of St. James, describing the
half-mile of pure white beach, the native boats that came
and went at the primitive two-plank dock in the center of
the beach, the sad and squalid native houses that were
mostly improvised out of flattened oil tins or old sugarmill
ruins back in amongst the magnificent tropical trees. She
reported faithfully to all her acquaintances on such things
as the smells, good and bad. and the people with their
strangely inflected English, and the hunchback, Satchel,
whom the natives made the butt of their sometimes cruel
humor. »

. There! That ought to stay underground for a while—
She gave the sand a final pat and stood up. The boat was
fairly near now. She looked at it broodingly and thought,
Wouldn’t it be awful if Cynthia got her wish and a bunch
of strangers got off . . . but itavon’t happen. Nobody ever
does come here just casually. That's the beauty of St.
James.

She stood there a moment watching Francette’s mea-
sured progress along the beach, thinking, I love it just as
it is! I wouldn’t change anvthing here from the way it is!
Poor Francette—how she hates the heat!

She cupped her hands to her mouth and called. “Hurry,
Francette! You'll be late for the grand debarkation!” _

“...don’t care! Can't run in this sun!” Francette
flapped her hands vaguely. “You two go on!”

Cynthia had already gone on, veering off at an angle
to wade, leaving a trail of long, narrow, delicate footprints
in the wet sand. Evelyn ran lightly down the embankment
and across the narrow strip of beach and joined her in the
ankle-deep, jade-colored water. jumping over a fat orange
yellow starfish and splashing a little sea water on Cynthia’s
legs. They began talking about coffee and the various ways
of making it, and Cynthia mentioned some of the places in
the world where she had tasted the best coffee, among them
Shepheard’s Hotel.

“What was it like, being in Egypt?” asked Evelyn.
“Was it exciting?”

“Sort of,” replied Cynthia. “I got engaged te an Eng-
lish boy while we were in Cairo. My mother {ound out
about it and whizzed me out of there so fast I hardly had
time to see anything.”

Evelyn gave a little half-sigh. Her sidewise glance
took in Cynthia’s arms and legs and a good deal of the rest
of her, left bare by a black satin custom-made suit, if you
could call that scrap of material a suit. She looked at
Cynthia’s lovely hair, a shiny gold fountain tied with a nar-
row cerise ribbon into a pony’s tail, and at Cynthia’s mouth,
the kind of mouth that heckons to men regardless of its
owner’s intention . . . and she could not suppress a small
qualm of envy.

“Alan’s family took him on a trip around the world
when he was seventeen,” she found herself volunteering.
“You and he might have been in the very same hotel, in
Egypt, or somewhere, and not have known each other. Or
maybe you did know each other!”

“Of course. Our affaire was the scandal of all the
capitals of Europe.”

“He’s quite fascinating to all types and ages of wom-
en,” Evelyn said with a preoccupied air, “but he has
never been unfaithful to me, to my knowledge.”
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“All right, I guess. It really doesn’t amount to much.”

“Did you ask Mrs. Jardine to look at it?” demanded
Cynthia sharply. “If you didn’t, you're crazy. You could
get an infection from this coral stuff as quick as lightning.”

Francette said she hadn’t bothered Mrs. Jardine, who
was probably busy back in the kitchen with her bread-
making. “It’s fresh-bread-day today.” She sounded inane,
half-martyred, even to her own ears.

Cynthia snorted. “I’ll find her.”

When she came back, the owner of the Azaleas was
with her. Iris Jardine was carrying a white, folded towel
on the flat of one hand and a basin of water with a sponge
in it in the other. She was a gaunt woman, with sparse
gray hair held back from her face with old-fashioned side
combs, and a coarse, rough skin. She was wearing a
patched, but clean, shirt of faded gingham and a pair of
men’s overalls. ’

“Where’s the patient?”’ she asked, looking at Francette
with an air of long-suffering good temper. “Show me the
foot.” She put the towel and the sloshing basin down on
the porch table and began taking things out of her pocket:
a bunch of keys, a roll of picture wire, three walnuts, a
cluster of knotted twine and a small bottle of alcohol.

She searched the pocket again and said, “Damn! [’'ve
come out without my glasses.”

“I’ll run get them,” offered Evelyn. “Where are they ?”

Iris told her.

In a moment Evelyn came back carrying the spectacles.
Iris put them on and made Francette prop her foot high on
another chair; then she bent and examined the sole of the
foot without touching it.~ While she was doing this, she re-
marked with a twinkle, “Why is it that the guests have to
go barefooted? We poor islanders can, and do, wear
shoes.” A moment later she said, “I don’t think it amounts
to much,” and opened the folded towel. A fully-lodded
hypodermic syringe lay there. “Better give you a tetanus
shot, though, just in case.”

At sight of the shining needle, Francette shrank back.

“Won't hurt you,” her hostess assured her laconically,
and, without further ado, she swabbed Francette’s arm with
alcohol, picked up the syringe, and inserted the needle in
the fleshy part of the upper arm.

While this was going on, no one spoke. Francette,
who hated herself for showing her fear to the others, fixed
her gaze on the throbbing throat of a small lizard that clung
to the outside of the wire screening with one of his ruby-
like eyes on her.

Evelyn said, after a moment, “You have to be a reg-
istered nurse to do that, don’t you?”

“l can do it,” Iris said briefly, without glancing up.

“I couldn’t,” Cynthia said flatly. *I couldn’t do some
of the things you have to do—not if I lived here all my
life.” .

“How long have you lived here, Mrs. Jardine?” Eve-
lyn couldn’t resist asking questions of people, once she got
interested in them. And here was certainly an out-of-the-
ordinary person. .

“All my life,” Iris replied briefly.

Cynthia said, “Darling—don’t be nosey. If Mrs. Jar-
dine wanted to give you the story of her life, she’d have
done it by now.”

“Oh, I'm terribly sorry,” said Evelyn, blushing.

Iris Jardine withdrew the needle from Francette’s arm,
dabbed it with alcohol, replaced the syringe in the towel,
and folded it. Then she straightened her tall body, put her
hand to the small of her back, and grinned. “Did any-
body go down for the mail?” she asked.

i‘We did,” said Evelyn. “There wasn’t anything for
you.’

Francette, her fingers feeling along her punctured arm,
could not resist asking, “Did you or Evelyn see any stran-
gers down by the dock,Cynthia?”

“No. Why? Did you?”

Francette, coloring under three pairs of eyes, said no.

“Stay out of the water the rest of the day,” Mrs. Jar-
dine said, giving her a sharp look.

Then Evelyn sneezed, Iris said “God bless yoy,” and
the moment passed. ‘

-Suppose it had been Don coming to find me. Fran-
cette thought—coming to take me home—what would I
have done? She had never been so churned up inside, so
indecisive, in her life. The mere fact that she might have
had to make a decision threw her into panic. Tears rose
and filled her eyes. To hide them, she bent over and ex-
amined her foot again.

Iris Jardine was stufling things back in her overall
pockets. “You won't have any trouble, I'm sure,” she said,
and walked away with a casual, swinging stride into the
house.

The guests sat on as they were for a while. Cynthia
began lazily ripping open and reading her letters. Count-
ing the advertisements, there were nine.

Evelyn thought about rereading her letter from her
mother, but decided it would be rather unkind, since Fran-
cette hadn’t any. Besides, she’d rather save it for just be-
fore going to bed. She picked up a thumbed magazine
from the table and began turning its pages.

The setting sun’s rays were long and slanting now, and
the air seemed almost to throb with the stillness, A goat
back somewhere in the bushes behind the house bleated
plaintively. From the mountainside to the far right, a
dog’s sudden, shrill yelp of pain split the air. The sheets
of Cynthia’s mail, dropped one by one on the floor beside
the chair where she sprawled with her feet on the railing,
rustled briefly, not enough to frighten the lizard clinging to
the rusty wire, screen. He darted a few inches down, re-
versed himself in a lightning motion so that his head point-
ed upward, and closed his eyes.

Cynthia tossed the last letter to the floor. *‘Sunset,”
she said, stretching and yawning. “Cocktailtime. Ah,
cocktailtime! Think of all the pretty people having drinks
together, everywhere, in bar and bistro, the Palm Court of
the Plaza, the— What’s your favorite drinking spot, Fran-
cette 2”’

“Dinty’s Hideaway,” said Francette. The name popped
out inexplicably; she had never been there. But she had
heard Don talk about it, and she knew that was where he
went when he could afford to treat all his sponging friends.
The ones who_never bought him a drink in return, as far
as she could make out. If only he weren’t so outrageously
generous and easygoing, everything might be different
now—

“I don’t think I know it,” said Cynthia, getting up.
“But wait here, my children, and I will see what I can stir
up out of a few bottles in my emergency kit.”

When she came back, the house had begun to smell
strongly of the odor of freshly-baked bread. She came
bearing a pitcher of Martinis and glasses on a liitle tray.

They sat.in a row, sipping their drinks.

“Look—Mrs. Jardine left her keys,” said Evelyn after
a while.

“Good!” said Cynthia, reaching out for the keys, “To-
night, if any of us is hungry after a perfectly delicious fish
chowder, we can loot the pantry.” She swung the keys idly
from one finger, jangling them. “Why on earth do you
suppose she thinks she has to lock things, in a place like
this?”

“To keep the seryants from stealing her food,” Fran-
cette said seriously.

“Food! What food? I’ve eaten better chow in a diner
next door to the last gas pump at the edge of the Mojave
Desert.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” put in Evelyn. “The food’s pretty
good, I think. At least, it’s different.”

“It’s all of that.”
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“As a matter of fact, you still scare me—sort of. How
do you stay on top of the water like that?”

Cynthia glanced down to see for herself the effect of
her short white nightgown just clearing the dark surface
of the water.

“I'm a twelve-year-old midget,” she replied gravely.
“And it’s a family secret.”

“I didn’t mean to pry,” he said. He rubbed the spot
between the arch of his ribs, absently, with one hand.

. “Don’t think I wasn't frightened, too,” she assured him.
“When 1 first saw you creeping along like that, I nearly
jumped out of my skin,”

“[s that a fact?”

“Well—now that we've recovered, how do you do, Nep-
tune?” As she spoke she felt something feathery glide past
her ankle, and winced. Whatever it was, it went away.

She wished she could see his face, but with the moon
at his back. she could make out little except the outlines of
a strong young male, built like the men who rowed so pas-
sionately on the Charles and Upper Hudson to win cups for
dear old Something-or-other . . . all sinewy shoulders and
long, rippling-muscled arms. He had a good clear baritone

voice that reminded her of someone’s—she couldn’t think

who.

“My name is—"

She checked him with an airy gesture. “Never mind!
You're Neptune now. I insist.”

“Oh, in that case—better say Neptune, Junior. Pleased
to meet you, I'm sure.”

“‘At your service’ is the usual phrase. Now, what’s
the idea of coming out without your proper things on—
your crown, your trident?”

He scratched one shoulder, in slow motion, and stroked
the side of his neck. **Couldn’t get the trident tonight,” he
said. “Dad wouldn’t let me take it out. He said, ‘No,
Junior, not tonight” You understand, I haven't been in
the business very long.”

Cynthia laughed delightedly. “You’re starting at the
bottom,” she said. “Working your way up. What are you
at present—a shipping clerk?” He nodded. “In the base-
ment?”

He nodded again.

“How damp for you!” All this while Cynthia’s foot
had been stealthily searching for a certain rock that she
knew was somewhere just about here. Any elevation would
do. She said, “My older sister worked a week once in
Macy’s basement. It was divinely romantic—"

She had fowid a suitable rock, and now she stepped
cautiously upon it, revealing the rest of her legs and a pair
of arched and delicate feet. She was proud of her feet, too.

If the sight of her long, beautiful legs affected the man
standing in the water, he gave no sign of it. He slapped at
a mosquito that had landed on his chest and agreed politely
that it did sound romantic. “Were you going somewhere
when I crossed your bow?”

“That place—that niche in there.” She pointed.

“So was 1.” He hesitated briefly. “May I help .you
ashore?”

She nodded, and watched him come toward her, wad-
ing with a strong, thigh-lifting movement and stepping gin-
gerly. She sobered, and when he held out his hand to her,
she withheld her own to ask, in a different tone altogether:

“Are you trustworthy?” .

“As trustworthy as—as a man can be,” he replied, and
although the words might have been spoken flippantly, she
was convinced that they were not.

She had great faith in her ability to judge people—in
her hunches about them—and her hunch now was that this
shaggy young man who could hold his own in a bit of
whimsy without strangling it to"death, was basically serious,
reliable, and far more engaging than anyone she had talked
to since her arrival in this deserted cranny of the world.
More than that, she received, as she slipped her hand into

-

his, a most extraordinary impression that he had come here
kno(;ving she would be here. But that, of course, was ab-
surd.

Wading ashore at his side, she frankly looked at him.
He was facing the moon now. and she could see an unlined
face with broad brow, high-brided nose, mobile mouth and
narrow jaws. She noticed that his chest and forearms were
covered with springy, curly, lightish hair in which drops of
water glistened like diamonds. The hand that supported
and guided her was as hard as old leather; its palm felt
slightly abraded, like the pads of a big dog.

She considered letting him tell her his name and where
he came from, as he had been perfectly prepared to do a
moment ago, but she was unwilling, still, to put things on
such a humdrum plane.

And besides—if tomorrow “she thought it over and
came up with the conclusion that she had gone a little too0
far, chatting away in her nightgown with an unknown man,
why, then she could pretend the whole thing had never hap-
pened. She would have gone for a stroll in the moonlight
and felt a little fey. . . .

He dropped her hand and stepped back to let her go

" ahead of him. She thought he was following, but he was

not; when she glanced back she saw that he was crouched
down, looking at something in the rocks.

Cynthia went back and bent over to look, too. A small
mass of something was wedged there in the shadowed
crevice of the rock. As she looked, it writhed once in a
slow muscular ripple that gave the effect of a vast sigh, then
it lay still.

She knelt for a closer view. “Looks like a starfish,”
she said. “A big one. Is he dead?”

“No, but he would be. soon.” He touched his fore-
finger to one of the soft, rubbery tips. It recoiled slowly.

Cynthia said, “In a week’s time, he’ll be a beautiful
shell, all dry and clean. TI’ll see that he gets a choice place
in Mrs. Jardine’s shell collection.”

“Not this one,” said the man. He put his hand down
between the rocks and carefully extricated the starfish.
Then he took it down to the sea’s edge, knelt, and shid it
into the softly lapping water.

Turning away Cynthia thought. This man has not been
long in these islands. No one here would bother to rescue
a stranded fish, unless it were edible.

She went over to her favorite rock and sank down on it
. .. and was instantly welcomed by a score of mosquitoes.
The niche was a lovely place, but it had one disadvantage:
it was on the lee side of the point and was cut off com-
pletely from the so-called prevailing winds.

The man came back, hopping easily from rock—to
rock—to dry sand. He began going through the motions of
one who has come out of the sea with water in his ears,
tilting his head to one side and smartly slapping the op-
posite ear, then reversing the process. He was standing in
front of her, but not looking at her. She had never seen
such muscles on any man, and though he was fair-haired
in the moonlight—almost as blond as she—his skin was as
dark as honey except for a tiny strip of white that with his

*calisthenics had crept up above the belt-line of the swim-
ming-trunks.

She leaned back on the palms of her hands and crossed
her ankles straight out in front of her. “I see you haven’t
lived here long,” she said.

“All my life.”,

“Oh"’

“You want my credentials?”

“No,” she said, glancing off. “Why should I want
your credentials? It was just what you did about the star-
fish, that’s all.” .

He let the matter drop.

Cynthia tilted her head back and looked straight up
into the vault above. Viewed thus, the star-studded sky

)
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came closer, the stars looked suddenly larger and much
brighter. By swinging her head the tiniest half-inch, she
could make the whole firmament move in a great cosmic
sweep. A half-inch the other w%y——and the heavens solemn-
ly reversed themselves. The effect was oddly hypnotic.

With her face still turned to the sky she said, “They
say nothing can transport you from the surface of this earth
as quickly as the study of the stars. . . . Neptune? .
I’'m talking to you.”

“I had a telescope, once.” As he spoke, he sat down
on the sand at her feet, his back partially toward her, his
powerful legs crossed under him, tailor-fashion. “I lost it.”

“How?” She lowered her chin and looked at him.

“At sea.”

“What a shame,” she said, and tilted her face to the
stars again.

Out of nowhere came a little breeze, so frail that she
herself could have blown a better one with her breath. It
fingered the veil of her loose-hanging hair; it shook a little
sweetness into the air from the frangipani blossoms; it
played briefly in the treetops of the hillside at the back of
the niche, and then it was gone.

To foil the mosquitoes, Cynthia sat up and drew her-

knees up under the tent of her gown. She reached for her
cigarettes on the rock beside her, and handed down the
pack, with lighter.

“Cigarette?”

When he had lighted both their cigarettes, and re-
turned to her the package and the lighter, he said, “You
shouldn’t be out alone at night, you know.”

“I couldn’t sleep.” She was hugging her knees, the
fiery-tipped cigarette caught between two fingers of her
right hand. *“Those little rooms at Mrs. Jardine's are
murder.”

“If you must wade at night, wade along the beach back
there,” he said mildly, “Barracuda sometimes come in
here.” He was smoking with an air of concentrated pleas-
ure, looking off to sea. When the cigarette was not be-
tween his lips, its burning end was cupped within his loose
fist; an odd way to hold a cigarette, she thought.

She was puzzled by his indifference to her; no man
had been this indifferent since she came out of school. Not
that I’m such a raving beauty, she thought, but I'm a girl,
and unique at the mement, and with all this moonlight—

She glanced down at the toes protruding from beneath
the hem of her gown, wriggled them, and said impulsively,
“Aren’t you glad I have legs?” The moment she said it,
she wished it unsaid; he might have forgotten already his
own first words to her.

“There was never much real doubt, was there?” he
said. He sounded mildly disapproving, like Charles when

" she had made one of her careless remarks.

She thought, All right for you, then!
formality—

“I am Mrs, Charles Innes,” she said, letting fly all her
social banners. “I’'m down here in the Virgins getting a
divorce.” That should fix him.

He was not impressed. “Mrs. Innes.” He glanced at
her sideways and nodded his head acknowledgingly. “And
you are very upset about it. I don’t blame you.”

“At being Mrs. Charles Innes?”

“I meant at being divorced.”

“But I am not. Of course I'm not.”

“Odd. I thought you were.”

“Then you thought wrong—" She hunched forward,

" dutching her knees more tightly and wishing he would turn
around so she could look him squarely in the face. His
head was below the level of her knees, and the moonlight
showed her something she had not noticed before. “Why,
Neptune! Did you know you had dozens of little cowlicks
all over your head?”

Quickly he put up his left hand, rummaged a moment
at his hair, put the hand down again. “Then we don’t talk

If you want

about divorce,” he said quietly. “Is that it? The subject
is taboo.”

“Of course not!” she said. “Heavens. no. Evervhody
who’s getting one talks about it. It’s all they ever talk
about. Right now there are hundreds of women, and some
men, scattered through these Islands, getting their divorces,
and talking like mad about it to anybody who'll listen. . . .
You know, you remind me so much of someone—ol two
people, first one and then the other. I never met a man be-
fore who could make me think of two other men at onee.”

He slaPped negligently at a mosquito on his chest.
“Very well,” he said. “I'm sorry I asked. Look at that
moon, what a fine ring she has around her. The bonita
shoulq, be biting tomorrow. Lots of Tortola boats’ll be
out—

“Oh, I don’t mind telling you!” she cried. “What is
it you want to know ?”

“Why you're so unhappy about it.” He drew briefly
on the cigarette, and presently a thin stream of smoke rose
above his head.

Cynthia dropped her own cigarette into a crevice in
the rock. “No one told you I was unhappy,” she said. *It’s
very simple. I love another man, so I asked my husband to
let me go.” :

““And he let you go? Without a struggle ?”

“No. No, he doesn’t want me to have the divorce, but
he’s helping me get it all the same. I guess because he’s
fond of me.”

He threw her an impatient glance over his shoulder and
said, “I don’t think you're telling quite the whole thing. Do
}a)u iquander his money? Or keep a slovenly house?

r—

“I keep as good a house as anybody,” she replied tart-
ly. “And I'm not extravagant. l admit I buy too many
shoes, but aside from that—"

“All the same,” he said, “ a man doesn’t just let go of
his wife—"" he broke off and hurled his cigarette far out, so
that it struck the water beyond the uneven perimeter of
rocks—*“like that.”

At first she was not going to answer at all. Then she
changed her mind.

“Oh, well,” she said, “if you must know—he didn’t.
Otherwise I wouldn’t be here in this deadly—in this place.
He said, ‘All right, if you're determined to have this di-
vorce, you may have it. But only if you give me your word
to get it somewhere where you'll be away from everybody
you know. Some place where you’ll have time to think over
what you'’re doing’ He said, ‘Florida’s out. Reno’s out.
So is Sun Valley. You’d have friends in all those places.”
He wouldn’t even let me stay on St. Thomas, where there
are a few good hotels. He said if I wanted a divorce badl
enough, I could pay for it with some plain living and hig[‘;
thinking.” : _

“Good for him! He evidently thought you’d like it
better if it were plain thinking and high living—is that it?
But here you are, and right in my bailiwick.”

She gave a little chuckle, then sobered. “And here I
am,” she agreed. “And I haven’t stirred a step from St,

_ James since I came, and I’m not going to.” She sighcd.

“Who’s the man—the other man—the one you love?”
he asked. “Is he a friend of your husband’s?”

“How did you guess?” said Cynthia. She was finding
his little thrusts disturbing,

It was even more disturbing to hear herself going on
to further explanations, pouring out her heart. She was
not the type who poured out her heart to strangers. . . .

“They have known each other since they were little
boys. They are exact opposites. Exact. John is like
brandy, Charles is like milk.”

“Charles is your husband.”

“At the moment.”

“And they both loved you, and you chose Charles—is
that it?” .
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“Oh, no. I never knew Johnny until after we were
married. He was Charles’ friend, not mine.” Her fingers
were busy making a little pleat in the fabric over her knee.
Her thoughts flew back and forth over the past, trying to
pick out the parts of it that counted; that added up to her
being here now. ... What makes a marriage? ... What
breaks up a marriage? . .. At what point should I have
realized that Johnny's not milk, to be sipped and forgotten
—the glass of warm milk you drink at night to put you to
sleep. Johuny's the strong stuff, hard stuff, brandy, as 1
said. Some people can't let it alone, you know. It's a de-
sire that grows and grows.

“1t must be tough on all three of you,” the man at her
feet said sympathetically.

“On four of us.”

“Oh? Too bad. A child, you mean.”

‘GNO"’

“Of course—Mrs. John?”

“Mrs. John. I remember...

I was eighteen when I met Charles. He had come to
call on my older sister, Corinne. She’s the beauty of the
family, and when the brains were being passed out, she got
those, t00. 1 wish you could meet her . . . well, anyway.
Charles had a date with her. She takes forever to get
dressed, and she wasn’t ready when he came, so I went in to
talk to him until she came down.

Charles is one of those men who have no small talk—
you know? We discussed the weather and daylight sav-

ing—he was all for jt—new plays, and football and fortune -

tellers;, maybe Brahms got into the discussion—I'm just
giving you a rough idea; 1 don’t actually remember the
topics—and still Corinne didn’t come, and I knew she was
taking even longer than usual because it was Charles.

Finally my mother came in and took the wheel, and 'l
said, “Excuse me; I'll go see what’s keeping Corinne. . ..”

The next time he called up, he asked for a date with
me. I couldn’t go out with him that night. He called again
the next day, and Lilly (that’s my mother; she likes for
Corinne and me to call her Lilly) answered the phone. She
said, “You mean Corinne, don’t you?” and he said, “No, I
mean Cynthia. ...” For some reason, my mother liked his
switching from Corinne to me.

Well, that first evening he asked me to go with him to
hear Mitropoulos conduct the Philharmonic, and afterward
for some supper somewhere. When he came by for me, my
mother was there and said:

“Charles, I hope you'll help me to talk Cynthia out of
this silly idea she’s got in her head, about taking a secre-
tarial course.”

Charles asked, “What’s wrong with that?”

Lilly said, *Well, the hours, for one thing. She thinks
she can dance all night and get up:in the morning, and still
keep her freshness. I've tried to talk to her, but you know
how girls are.”

He said, “No, how are they?” and he wasn’t trying to
be funny; he really wanted to know.

Lilly switched then, and said that every time a girl like
Cynthia took a job, she was depriving some other girl who
really needed the job—wasn’t that true? Charles said he
thought it was a fallacy, and spent ten minutes explaining
to Lilly why. At the end—she never really listens, you
know—she said, “But it isn’t as though Cynthia needs the
money—"

And of course, I didn’t, actually. Our family had a
good deal of money, mostly in Lilly’s name, I think. 1
don’t really know. She and my father used to fight a lot,
sometimes about money and sometimes about other things
—his mistresses more than anything else—and once I think
he hit her, though I didn’t actually see him do it and I'm
not at all sure. :

It was around that time that Corinne left home and
went to work in Macy’s basement.

Father’s a very handsome man—the only man [ know
who wears waistcoats piped in white and a fresh carnation
every day. A red one.

Once 1 thought Lilly had hit him back: he came down
to breakfast one morning with two blood-red eyes. Not
one black one; two red ones. The whites of his eyes—the
part that’s supposed to be more or less white—were cov-
ered with millions of little red veins that looked as though
they were ready to burst. It looked horrible. Lilly laughed
and laughed in a very hard way, and said he was getting too
old for that pace and he would {all down dead some day—
and wouldn’t he look ridiculous then? ... Sex, I think she
meant. ‘

Well, anyway—Charles went on calling me up, and
sending flowers, and asking me to have dinner with him.
He used to sit across a dinner table watching me like a dog
watching a bone—he looks kind of iike a bird dog. if bird
dogs wore glasses. Every now and then he’d ask me to
marry him.

Charles is a lawyer. He’s the Innes of Dauber. Innes,
Claremont and Carter. When Lilly found out he'd pro-
posed, she went right to town on it. She pointed out all the
money she and Father'd spent on bringing me up, and send-
ing me to good schools and all, and said I owed it to them
to marry Charles. She said, "You know I'm not one of
these mothers who'd ask you to marry just anybody, dar-
ling. Charles Innes is a good man. His father was pres-
dent of the Something-or-other Railroad. He’s an only
child. He must be rolling in stocks and bonds.”

About that time, Corinne married a man she was mad-
ly in love with. He owns his own travel agency (Nicky's
firm gets a fee for every guest he books in at Mrs. Jardine’s,
by the way), and they re divinely happy. That’s probably
why 1 accepted Charles.

“Because your sister’s happy and your brother-in-law
gets a fee?”

“Because it was lonesome at home after Corinne left,”
she answered simply.

Charles has this little hacking cough. It doesn’t mean
anything; it’s nerves, or something. He loves to play chess.
Some evenings after dinner we'd sit in the living room for
two hours, and all you’d hear woudd be hack-hack-hack . ..
Charles, contemplating a move. He likes symphonies and
sailing and serious conversation, and that’s about all. He
doesn’t dance.

One of his stunts is to bring home clients to dinner,
without letting me know. They're usually the very poor
ones that he’s giving his services to for nothing, so he says
if he puts it on a semisocial basis, it doesn’t seem so thuch
like charity. . .. Oh, brother!

No, they’re not all creeps, but some of them are the
damp-hand, hat-dropping kind—you know; they can’t de-
cide whether to walk Eeside you going into the dining room,
or behind you, or what. I lost a perfectly good cook be-
cause she couldn’t stand his telling her at eight p.M. there’d
be one more for dinner, or maybe two.

One of the clients took a shine to me. He sent me some
tired gladioli the next day, and the day after that, he sent a
note asking me to go to a matinee. He was a real long-hair;
I wish you could have seen him: Hollow cheeks. Fingers
like Pracula, and not too clean, either. I went, mostly to
see where he was taking me . . . and it was Carnegie Hall.
An afternoon concert, and he'd called it a “matinee”! Said
he was afraid if he’d said “concert,” I wouldn’t go, the
crafty fellow. .

Coming home in the cab, he made kind of a pass at me.
I told Charles about it, and do you know what he said?
He said, “Poor devil. If he asks you to go to another con-
cert, go with him, Cyn. And wear the prettiest dress you’ve
got!” . .. Now whoever would have expectetl Charles to say
a thing like that? If that man had been somebody else,
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like John, for example, Charles would have wanted to kill
him.

“It must have hurt Charles to find out you were in love
with his friend,” suggested Neptune. He held up his hand,
and she automatically put in it the package of cigarettes.
“Thanks,” he said, taking one and returning the pack.

She frowned and bit her lip. It had been rough—all
the more so because Charles and Johnny were such good
friends. How could two men so utterly different be such
friends? She had asked Charles that once, and he’d an-
swered very sensibly, too. He'd said, “If a man’s a real
man, not just a woman-killer, the same magnetism that at-
tracts women attracts men, too. John is more fun to be
with than any other man I know.”

“Tell me about this other one.”

“Johnny? He's a real-estate broker.”

“What's he like?”

Cynthia clasped her hands in her lap, and looked up
at the sky. “He's without doubt the handsomest man I
ever saw, she said in a passionate voice. *“And the most
vivid. Johnny's—

When he comes into a room, women’s faces change and
become children's faces when the cake with the lighted
candles is being brought in.

# John Soams, broker. It could be John Soams, actor—
or artist, or wriler, or tap dancer, or-any darned thing you
could think of. He exudes talent. And gaiety. There’s
nothing he can’t do, and no dull moment he can’t instantly
turn into fun. He has an aura of sex that’s as real, as near-
ly tangible, as smoke. His kiss—

Why do big, virile men so often marry plain, unat-
tractive women? Ruth Soams is fat as a pig, loud, dresses
abominably, and drinks. She might be a good mother, but
that’s about her limit. And what a cry-baby! Ruth came
to the house one day to see me, and to plead.

(“What will become of me, Cynthia? What will be-
come of the children? Johnny isn’t the best husband and
father in the world, but he’s all we'll ever have. Cynthia,
please give him up!”)

Give up John? Not a chance. Besides, he’d be leav-
ing Ruth in any case.

(“No! No, he wowldn’t, Cynthia. He’s been crazy
about willowy blondes before, and he will be again. You’re
the only one he’s gone completely out of his senses about—
I admit that. Cynthia ... please?)

Love’s a funny thing. It burns you and melts you and
twists you into whatever shape it pleases. Just looking
across the room at John’s big handsomeness, just catching
the vibrations of his voice, or hearing his good loud laugh
burst out of him, gives you that dropped-away, half-sick-
with-excitement feeling beneath the heart.

Ruth and her tactics! “Oh, do come out and spend
the week-end with us, Cynthia dear. Charles is in Wash-
ington this week, isn’t he? We’d love to have you—John-
ny and the children and I!” That was supposed to show
Cynthia the beauty and the sanctity of the home. Old
home-wrecker Cynthia.

It was quite a week-end. John, surrounded by his two
adoring children, a boy and a girl, seven and five, the boy
as much like his father as anything that small could be, the
girl exactly like Ruth. John was wonderful with them, talk-
ing to them, listening to them, chasing them out when they
got too much underfoot. It was thrilling to watch him be-
ing the father.

Then, that evening, being the host. John—mixing the
cocktails too strong, getting a little fried, calling up friends
to come over and join the party, making them stay on for
the supper he cooked—steaks broiled over charcoal in the
outdoor fireplace—he can even cook, the wonder-man!

It was wonderful to wake up in the morning and know
that John was right there in the house, and to brush your

hair and put on your new Mainbocher tweeds and come
down to find him reading the Sunday papers in the living
room while the children fought over the funny papers on
the floor. Ruth stayed in her room, with the door closed.
Hangover, most likely.

I asked if we were going to wait breakfast for her. He
said no, Ruth was sick, and that he was sending her up
some calves’-foot whisky, later.

We had breakfast in the sun parlor, the children and
Johnny and me . . . but first Johnny took me out there and
broke off a carnation and tucked it in the front of my
blouse, and kissed me.

After breakfast there was the matter of Johnny Junior’s
pet guinea pig’s new litter to dispose of. That was not so
nice. That almost spoiled the week-end.

John said a pair of guinea pigs was all right—he
guessed. More was too much. He built up a fire in the
outdoor fireplace and put a big pot of water on to boil.
When it boiled, he dropped the litter of guinea pigs in, one
by one. You could hear their little claws scratching at the
potlid....

At that point I ran away. But the children stood and
watched, round-eyed. . .. Yes, it was a little sick-making.
When Charles came home from Washington I told him
where I'd spent the week-end. 1 told him about the guinea
pigs, and he said:

“Not in front of the children?”

“Yes.’,

“I guess you love him, all right,” he said. And then
he said he would talk to a lawyer he knew about getting the
divorce.

“I’m sorry you came here,” said the man.

“Why? A Virgin Islands divorce is one of the easiest
of all.”

He shook his head. “The Islands have a way of send-
ing some people back without divorces, sometimes.”

“Nonsense! My lawyer in St. Thomas—"

“These islands are older than any lawyer. They’re
very beautiful. They resent being used for such purposes.
Sometimes in the night, if you listen carefully, you can
hear them whispering to each other about it. Listen now!”

“Oh—" She drew herself up straight, and was un-
certain whether to laugh or to resent what he said. In
spite of herself, she listened a moment to the delicate rustle
of the sea stroking the sides of the coral rocks.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said, collapsing
her spine into a comfortable curve again. “You think I
ought to stick to the man I have. You're thinking of Ruth
and the children, and all the other things.”

He put up his hand and scrubbed at the cowlicks.
“Couldn’t you teach Charles to be a little gayer ?”’ he asked.
“A little more fun?” °

“Teach Charles to be gay? Charles is a corporation
lawyer.”

“He loves you.”

“Neptune—have you ever been kissed by somebody
whose mouth turned your very bones to jelly? Have you,
Neptune?”

“Yes. Yes, [-—yes, sure.”

“Then you know.”

The man in front of her was silent. He stalked a mos-
quito on his ankle by leaning slowly forward, hand raised.
The movement made the long muscles of his tapered back
ripple wondrously, like ropes under the skin.

Cynthia let her eyelids fall. Suddenly she felt the taste
of flowers in her mouth, and following that, the bitter taste
of sea water. Or was it tears?

Neptune had risen lazily and was standing before her,
a brawny stranger in ragged trunks and a silly little metal
tag suspended on a cord around his neck. She looked up
at him with frightened eyes.

“Who are you?”
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Francette stopped, her hands in mid-air. “Jardine?”
she said. “Then you must be—oh, but you don’t—I'm
staying at Mrs. Jardine’s.” She picked up a corner of her
raincoat and wrung the water out of it. “I’m surprised I
haven’t seen you before.”

“I’m never there, Mrs. Hayden,” he replied in a pleas-
ant baritone. He stood strongly erect on bare feet, his legs
braced and a little apart, one hand absently rubbing the
hollow place under the arch of his ribs.

* Francette felt suddenly sorry for Iris Jardine. “I think
your mother is a fine woman,” she said, loyally.

He ignored the remark. It was clear to Francette that
he did not choose to discuss family matters with a stranger.
“I saw you, too, yesterday,” he said. “Something hap-
pened to your foot, didn’t it? You turned back. How is
it today ?”

“It’s fine, thank you,” Francette replied. “How nice
of you to remember, Mr. Jardine.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that.”

“You wouldn’t? Well—” She was turning down the
sodden collar of her raincoat, trying to smooth it a little.
“I think it’s nice of a total stranger to take an interest in
me, My foot, that is.”

He smiled again his quick, winning and disarming
smile that was so disturbingly like Don’s, and said, “Let’s
sit down and talk this thing over. What do you say?”

For answer, Francette lowered herself to the sand—
and promptly sat on a burr.

“Darn it!” She shifted her weight and swept the
spine-covered pod out from under her. “Do you see this
thing I just sat on? With my luck, I suppose I should be
grateful it wasn’t a sea urchin! One day it’s ants running
out of a slice of fresh bread just as you're about to put it in
your mouth; another day it’s the needlelike point of a
shell in your bare foot; or you sit down on one of these
things— And they talk about St. James, the second Para-
dise!”

“A fly in every cup of ointment, ¢h?” The young man
dropped down beside her. “Still, it is beautiful, you must
admit.” He leaned back, his weight on one elbow, and
stretched his legs and crossed them.

“I admit nothing of the sort,” Francette replied. She
tucked her feet under her and arranged the sopping skirts
of her raincoat as gracefully as possible. She was in no
mood to care too much about how she looked, but still she
wished she were wearing something a little more present-
able for a meeting with ﬁjlrs. Jardine’s son. Well, anyway,
it was something to be having this conversation at all. It
wasn’t happening to glamorous Cynthia, or to fastidious
little Evelyn—it was happening to her. And wouldn’t they
be envious if they knew!

“You don’t like our little island, then?”

“I hate and detest every inch of it,” replied Fran-
cette, dispassionately but with her usual candor. “How
long have you lived here?”

“All my life. I was born, not on this island, but on a
slightly larger one called ‘Virgin Gorda,” the ‘fat virgin.’”

“l was there a week ago,” said Francette. “%ight-
seeing. You say you're never at Mrs. Jardine’s—where do
you live?” She was like Evelyn; when she became inter-
ested in someone, she couldn’t help asking questions.

He seemed not to mind. He said, “Oh, all around,”
and pointed lazily in the direction of a small, rain-obscured
island to the southwest. *“At the moment I'm camping over
there.”

Francette knew about the little island. Mrs. Jardine
had told her it belonged to an architect who lived in Balti-
more. A handful of natives left St. James every fair morn-
ing, rowed to the island, and puttered aimlessly all day.
She had watched them through Cynthia’s binoculars: as far
as she could make out, they were never doing much. They
were supposed to be clearing the land. If Martin was their
overseer, he wasn’t killing himself with work.

While this was running through her mind, Francette
stole another sidewise look at Martin Jardine. He must be
living in a tent or a shed, cooking his own food . . . still he
looked contented enough. And strong enough, with all
those muscles, to clear the whole island by himself, if he
took a notion to.

“You know,” she said, “it seems funny to me now, but
I mistook you yesterday for my husband. It was the color
of your hair, I suppose. And the shape of your head, and
shoulders.”

He gazed at her in a friendly way, and waited for her
to continue.

“Don is older than you, and shorter. And heavier
than he used to be. I guess I’'m partly to blame for that.
I’'m”—she paused and gave a little deprecating laugh—*a
celebrated cook in my own small world.”

“Are you?” he asked interestedly. “I wish I could
ask you to teach me how. I'm a lousy cook. Are you go-
ing to be here long?”

“I—" began Francette, then stopped. Suddenly it all
came flooding, in a great wave: The heartache. The lone-
liness. The bleakness of the future. That—and her half-
formed resolve to end it all, if she could find the courage
to do so. “Another four weeks,” she answered miserably.
“I’m down here g-getting a divorce.”

“But you’re not quite sure.
vorce, I mean.”

“Of course I'm sure,” she said. “It’s all settled. Why
do you say that?”

“There was something in your voice—" He uncrossed
his legs, sat up, and looked at her attentively. Francette
found herself gazing back into a pair of quite beautiful dark*
gray eyes. Without warning her own eyes smarted, her
throat thickened.

“Divorce is a very serious thing,” he said gravely.
“Have you talked it over with someone impartial—someone
besides your husband?”

“The lawyers. The one in New York and the one in
St. Thomas.”

“Oh, lawyers!” He made a gesture of impatience with
one hand. “They’re the scavenger birds of busted-up mar-
riages. I meant a friend.”

“I haven’t any friends,” said Francette. It was a sim-
ple declaration, not a bid for pity.

“How about me?”

It was the most extraordinary thing. This youngster,
she thought—this stranger. At his age, he ought to be
thinking about girls, and swimming, and showing off his
muscles, not the troubles of a middle-aged woman whom he
meets by accident in a rainstorm.

About getting the di-

Under his warm gray gaze she felt the hard shell of an
intense reserve that was the very heart of her nature,
splintering.  Still, the habit of a lifetime was to keep her
own counsel; the fewer people you confided in, the less like-

ly you were to get hurt. . .. .
At exactlg the right moment, he held out his hand.
“Friends?”

She put her hand in, his and let him shake it.
“Friends.”

“Good,” he said, and folded his legs under him. “Now
start with why you come out in this downpour—it must be
for something very important—a letter, maybe!” She
nodded. “From your husband?”

“Yes. From Don.”

“And you’ve been married—"

“Ten years.”

“Bless my soul,” he said thoughtfully. “What could
have gone wrong with a marriage such as yours?”

“Nothing,” she said. “That is, none of the usual things.
I mean, for instance, infidelity—there’s nothing like that.
But when you’ve put the best years of your life into build-
ing up a marriage, and then you see it being nibbled away
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She paused and stared steadily at the sand in front of
her. I'm getting too emotional, she told herself. Why can’t
I tel! it quietly, as though it’d happened to somebody else?

Martin Jardine reached over and took her by the hand.
She thought he wanted to say something, but all he did was
hold onto her hand. And presently she heard her own voice
again, monetonous and low, playing a duet with the rattling
of the rain.

The two-room apartment I found for Don and me was
quite nice, and I learned to cook. Don said for me to take
over the money matters, because he was no good at it, and
he knew I would manage wisely. He used to give me his
salary check every week, and I’d bank it with mine, and
draw out what he needed for lunches and carfare, and what
we needed for groceries and incidentals.

I forgot to say that Don works for a trade magazine.
He's on the editorial staff, and 1 worked in the classified
ads. " I left there soon after we were married.

Ed and Mort came to dinner at least three times a
week, and for a while-that was all right, even kind of fun.
They made a big fuss over me, praising my cooking and
telling Don what a lucky guy he was—and my grocery bills
were sky-high all the time—and the money we spent for
liquor was way out of line with Don’s salary. I'm not
stingy, but I hate to be sponged on. ...

A sudden gust caught up a spray of rain and flung it
in under the tree, wetting both of them. Francette lifted
her free arm and wiped her face on her coat sleeve. Martin
. Jardine ignored the rain. Seeing the raindrops glinting in
the curly hair on his chest made her notice the little tar-
nished metal disk he wore suspended from his neck by a
darkly-weathered string. She wondered if it were a charm
of some sort, like those the natives fancied . . . anyway,
there was some mystery about him. She looked down at
his left hand clasping hers on the sand between them, and
thought, Who would have believed, this morning, that this
afternoon I'd be sitting here holding hands with a good-
looking young man, telling him these things, not minding
how it might sound?

Maybe I should have kept on working, she went on,
after a moment. That would have helped—some. But I
got so tired, what with keeping house, and cooking, and
cleaning up after parties—I forgot to tell you I'm five yeals
older than Don, though to be honest, I don’t think that mat-
tered much—

She broke off, frowning, ruminating silently on the in-
justice of things. Everyone sided with Don, everyone. She
had no friends. All those people who had come to the
house, eaten her nicely-cooked meals, lounged in her well-
kept living room, run in and out of the house as though it
were their own—it seemed that they were all Don’s friends.
Don—who never so much as emptied an ashtray or boiled
an egg to help out. It wasn’t fair.

Anyway, she resumed, Don wanted me to quit work, so
1 did. We had to manage after that on just Don’s salary.

Oh, all [ wanted for us both was a reasonable amount
of security! Every woman wants her husband to get ahead,
doesn’t she? Well, I did. And he was coming along nice-
ly, too, with me in charge of him—he was healthier, bet-
ter dressed, he got to work on time more often, he got two
raises—small ones, but still, a sign.

But something always happened. I remember we quar-
reled our first quarrel over a hundred and fifty dollars. A
man Don knew only slightly had to have his leg amputated.
I can hear Don now, saying, “But, dear, he needs this mon-
ey, and there’s nobody else he can get it from. Suppose it
was me, with my leg cut off! Anyway, he’ll pay it back
when he can.”

But of course he never did.

Then it was—oh, I don’t know—ten dollars here, and
twenty dollars there, and helping out some man in the office
who’«f] lost his week’s pay in a crap game and whose wife
would kill him if she found out . . . and all the time our
bank balance was dwindling, our furniture was getting
shabbier and shabbier, and I needed a new winter coat, and
he needed an overcoat—

There were so many wedding presents to give! Ed
married a girl whose father was something big out in Hol-
lywood. We sent them as nice a present as we could afford.
They had us to dinner—they had bought a perfectly beau-
tiful house out in Connecticut—and we invited them back.
And that was the last we saw of them for a long time. . . .
I know this will sound petty, but it’s only fair to say that Ed
hadn’t given us so much as a teaspoon when we were mar-
ried. . .. Oh, well!

But Mort—the other roommate—came regularly and
faithfully to see us. He'll be a bachelor the rest of his life.
He can’t afford to marry the only kind of woman he’ll go
out in public with: the stunning ones. Do you know that
for all the meals Mort’s eaten at our house, he’s never so
much as bought me a drink? Maybe he buys Don one now
and then. Not me.

“Oh, Martin, I’'m so ashamed of all this!”

“Why are you ashamed?”

:‘Because I sound so calculating, so mercenary. But
it—"

She broke off and began to cry. At least it was a kind
of crying: tears kept falling down her cheeks. She took
her hand out of Martin’s and brushed at them, and still
they kept coming. Her cheeks itched with them, in two
streaks, and the skin felt drawn.

Martin picked up a shell and examined it.

“I know I look horrible,” she said and sniffed.

“You don’t at all.”

She rummaged in the pocket of her raincoat. For-
tunately, a tissue was there. She scrubbed at her eyes and
nose with it. .

“What a sight! A middle-aged woman in an old wet
raincoat, her hair in strings, weeping like a leaky faucet.
There! I'm through now.”  She stuffed the paper handker-
chief back in her pocket and smiled at him. Her smile was
the one pretty thing about her. It seldom came, but when
it did, not even a pink nose and puffed eyes could quench
its odd, three-cornered charm.

“I expect this is all very dull and embarrassing for you.
I don’t know why I’'m bending your ear with it—yes, I do,
too. It’s because you’re so nice, so very nice to me. Nicer
than anybody has ever been, I think. Except Don.” :

He said, “I hoped you’d remember to say that.” He
was watching her closely, his expression as alert and kind as
it could be.

It flashed across Francette’s mind that if Martin
were as much like Don as his gentleness and air of sym-
pathy indicated, he must have hundreds of friends, too. He
would be on the side of open-handed, masculine, thought-
less generosity; he would be against wives, and their in-
stinct to feather the nest.

The thought opened in her a vein of tartness, so that
her next words were tipped with irony.

You understand that all this time Don was rich—not
in anything you could pay the rent with; in friends. He
was loaded with friends.

One thing I've noticed: successful people are always a
little bit disagreeable. They can say “no,” when it would
be so much more pleasing, and charming, to say “yes.” Don
has never said “no” to anybody in his life, including him-
self. He has sort of a talent for writing songs. He even
sold one once, for a flat amount, two hundred dollars, and
it was pretty good, too. He could have written more, but
there’s always somebody wanting his company, wanting
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him to do things. Not all of his friends are hard up, though
most of them started on the rung where we are now.

Did you ever hear of Joel Godwyn, the composer? No?
He's newly arrived, but he has arrived. Well, Joel was a
great pal of Don’s; they used to talk grand talk about doing
a musical together. Don would fool around with lyries in
his spare time.

But Joel spends all his time composing music; he’s a
serious composer. People could go and knock on the door
of his basement room and plead with him to come out, to
let them in, to give them a drink or go with them to a par-
ty . .. all they'd get was a shout to go away, and some-
times not even that. Joel starved himself—as Don will
gladly and proudly point out to anyone—to get where he is
today. That is, he would have starved, except for us.

Don doesn’t think we did much to help him, but I
think we did. We had this old upright piano in our living
'room that Don had bought at an auction. So when Joel
couldn’t keep up the rental on his own piano he took to com-
ing to our house to compose. Sometimes he’d arrive around
noon, when I was having a sandwich in the kitchen, and
stay right on through dinner that evening. He might as well

have been living with us, sleeping in our bed . . . oh, it was
just lovely! And on top of that, the sounds he made on the
piano—

Don said to me, “I know it’s torture, honey, but if you
can just put up with him for a while, he may hit a lucky
streak yet.”

One day Joel went out and married a perfectly stun-
ning girl who hadn’t a dime of her own . . . and who do you
suppose he borrowed the money from for the week-end in
Asbury Park? Us, of course. My husband thought that
was hilariously funny.

And who do you suppose they dropped in on, at dinner-
time, the day they got back from the honeymoon? Us.

That night after we were in bed I cried and cried, and
tried to explain how hopeless it was, and how afraid I am
of seeing us both end up on relief. Suppose something hap-
pened to Don’s job. Who have we to turn to? It isn’t as
though I were young and pretty and could go out and get a
job.... Ican’t.

I thought Don understood, that night. I'm almost sure
he did. I know he got up and walked the floor most of the
night. He acted sorry and sad. , I thought he would speak
to Joel, tell him to give us a break, explain things. If he
did, he didn’t make it strong enough. :

So Joel, all wrapped up in his 'wonderful opus, kept
coming every afternoon to work on our piano, and three
times out of five, when it came dinnertime, here would
come Amy, the wife. Generally by that time Don was home.
First it was “Have a drink,” then it was, “Why don’t you
two kids stay and have potluck with us?”

I got so, when Joel arrived and rang the downstairs
bell, and I pushed the buzzer for him, and he came bound-
ing up the stairs with his “Hi, toots! Mind if I bang a
while?” 1 wanted to kill him.

Don said, “But, dear, don’t you see? We’ve got to let
the guy finish this score he’s doing; it’s our only chance of
ever getting back our stake in him. If he sells it, he’ll have
all kinds of dough. And who knows after all—he may be
a genius.”

I didn’t think he would ever sell anything, and at that
point I didn’t care. That’s why I sold the piano.

One day, without telling Don, I called in a second-hand
man, sold him the piano, and made him haul it off, then
and there.

That afternoon Joel came racing up the stairs. He
walked into the living room, and his jaw dropped.

I said, “We sold our piano, Joel; we needed the money
meore than we did the piano.”

He didn’t say a word. He just looked at me, turned on
his heel, and walked out. He and Amy never came to our
house again.

Francette stopped. She had to, she was so ashamed of
the way her voice was behaving.

“Look who’s here,” said I\fartin. It was a small turtle,
no bigger than a walnut, on the sand between them. “He
must have been hiding all this time in the leaf mold. Now
he feels like going for a swim. It’s a sign the storm’s al-
most over.”

“It’s time I was getting back.” Francette said vaguely.
She watched the little turtle’s labored progress toward
the sea.

After a while she said, “IU'll be dark before he gets
there.” .

“A lot he cares.”

“Do you know,” she said in a harsh, tight voice, “do
you know I haven’t heard from Don once since I came
down here to get the divorce? Not once.”

“You will,” Martin assured her. “He can’t help miss-
ing you, Francette. Maybe it’s hard: for him to write, to
put things into words.”

“That’s his business, putting things into words,” she
replied tartly.

The turtle was like an old Dutch copper coin, and he
was slow. Slow as the hours that dragged the days alon§
here . . . and the waiting was so horrible . . . and for what?
Afterward—what?

Francette picked up a twig and laid it on the ground
directly in front of the little toiling, awkward creature. It
stopped and drew in its head.

“You’re not a turtle; you’re an ostrich,” she told it
moodily. “Look at him, Martin. He can’t run away, so he
hides his head and pretends he isn’t here.”

“Running away wouldn’t help much, anyway.”

“Hiding in one’s shell doesn’t help, either, does it?”

“Oh, let’s call it patience. After a while the danger’ll
be past and he’ll come out and start again. You watch and
see.

“Poor, ugly little wretch.”

“Do you think so?” said Martin. “I think he’s beau-
tiful. A beautiful, intricate piece of machinery, with a
brain and a heart—imagin€ the size of that heart!”

Francette looked at him. “You're a strange youn
man. You do remind me of Don, somehow.” She push
her hair off her forehead. “Where was I? T was telling
you about Joel.”

Joel did finish his grand opus, even without our piano.
He sold it to a Broadway producer . . . and we heard about
it right away. From Ed. Yes, Ed—who’d married the
Hollywood heiress. He was back in our lives again.

His wife had divorced him. She kept the car and the
house in Connecticut—naturally, since they were hers. His
father-in-law fired him out of a soft job, and Ed found
something else, but not nearly so highly paid.

Oh, yes, he’s broke now most of the time, but his
standards are higher. He borrows lunch money and cab
fare from good old Don, but it bores him to do his drinking
free, sitting in our apartment; he likes the gayer places.
So Don has to meet him in a bar and buy him a couple of
drinks and sit and listen to his troubles—

She saw that Martin was engrossed in the turtle, which
had emerged and was tackling the barrier Francette had
ut in his path. First a stumpy foreleg, then a stumpy
Eindleg reached up and found leverage on the obstacle. A
shove with the other hind leg, and he was up, balancing
precariously, all four legs wildly waving. Another struggle,
and he was on the other side. But he was upside down, his
little legs waving helplessly.

Martin Jardine leaned forward, and with a big thumb
and forefinger, very delicately righted him. “There you go,
fella. Get a move on, before the dogs find you.”

“I guess that was mean of me,” Francette said. “Shall
I carry him down all the way, to make up for it?”
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He shook his head. “Maybe he likes doing it his own
way.” He sat back and composed himself once more, el-
bows spread wide, the big bronzed hands with the battered
and broken nails gripping the insides of his thighs. He
looked encouragingly at her. “You were saying—"

She touched her throat and said, “lf you’re ever in
New York. be sure and go to see Joel Godwyn’s musjcal
comedy; iU's called ‘Eight 0’Clock On.” Itll be running for
'years. The music’s lovely; 1 can’t believe it was put to-
gether on our old second-hand piano.” ...

Don's publisher had tickets for the opening night and
he gave them to us. We went.

I guess you know how important the composer of a
show’s music is, and how nervous he is on opening night,
and what a fuss people make over him if the show’s a suc-
cess. Well. we saw Amy and Joel in the lobby just before
the curtain went up, and we went over to them. Don shook
Joel's hand and wished him luck. and said. “Maybe we can
have a drink on it during intermission, Joel.” Joel said,
“Sure. let’s do that.”

But when the intermission came, Amy saw us walking
toward them through the crowd and turned her back. She
took Joel’s arm. and they moved away from us. They went
off as far as they could from us. and kept their backs turned.
In a minute or two they were surrounded by people shaking
hands and making a fuss over them . . . we stayed where we
were, But every now and then Don would look over at the
Godwyns, then look at me. ...

“Martin—what am I going to do?”

He met her eyes gravely, pityingly.

“Don doesn't say much. but I know he feels that I've
driven away all his friends!”

He was silent.

“We couldn’t go on that way. each spoiling everything
for the other. He realized it as well as [ do.” She ran her
hand over her forchead. “Who’s going to look after him
now?” she cried. “They’ll turn him inside out, and use
him, and dip into his pockets tg suit their convenience, and
in the end he’ll be destitute—"

She broke off and stared down at her hands. clenched
in her lap. Deliberately. she unclenched them. made her-
self let go, sighed. smoothed her hair with both hands.

The rain had stopped. and there was only the little rain
—the aftermath of drops falling all around them from the
leaves of the locust. In the west the sky was an angry red.
A small native girl was coming toward them along the
beach, leading a goat on a rope. followed by two more goats
and a dog. Francette watched her come, then looked over
at Martin, who was frowning at the ground between his
feet. He raised his eyes to hers.

“You were in a tough spot. Francette.”

“Maybe so0.” she said bitterly. “Anyway, I failed.”
She nodded to the child, who was directly in front of them
now. The little girl nodded gravely back. “I wanted him
to be a somebody; hated the idea of his being a nobody.
He has the makings, you know. He’s smart and industrious
and good. But—" She stopped. clenching her hands
again. “But all I succeeded in doing was to make a sort of
monster out of myself, I guess.”

Martin rubbed his eyebrow with a blunt forefinger.
“It’s curious, the way you phrased that.” he said. “Made a
sort of monster of yourself. 1 wouldn’t be surprised but
what it’s true. Don’t you see, one of you had to be the
manager, and it turned out to be you. [ think you had a
picture in your mind of what the stern and managing wife
was like, and the more you had to pinch and struggle, the
more you could see yourself as her. I expect you even be-
gan to behave as you thought she would behave. Oh, she’s
a meanie, that one, but she isn’t actually you at all. Isn’t
that true?”

“Whichever one of us she is, she’s got me in a fix,”
said Francette.

The little girl kept looking back toward the landing.
Francette turned her head to see what she was looking at.
A group of men had come out from under the trees with the
small, squat hunchback, Satchel. They were half leading
him, half dragging him toward the water. “I wonder
where they're taking Satchel,” she said unecasily.

“It looks as though they were going to duck him.”

“Oh. 1 hope not! He's not the most agreeable person
in the world, but I'd hate to sce—" She broke off and stood
up. facing the dock and shading her eyes with her hand.
“Can’t you stop them?”

“In a minute. Satchel’s been bragging again, I expect,
about his music lessons.”

“Evelyn’s teaching him to play the guitar—is that what
you mean?”

“Yes.” He got to his feet and began rolling up his .
sleeves.  “Will you do something—I was going to say, for
me—>but, for yourself?”

“What?”

“Give yourself a chance.”

“But—"

“You think you’re a failure, but you aren’t.” He
looked at her searchingly. “Pretty soon something’ll come
along and prove it to you. It may not be this letter that
you want so much, but it'll be—something.” He reached
out and touched her shoulder. “I have a hunch everything’s
going to turn out all right, Francette, just the same. You
wait and see.”

“Well,” she said, “I haven’t much choice, have I, ex-
cept—" She was watching two men who were Satchel’s
brothers come hurrying up to the knot of people around the
deformed man. “Martin,” she said abruptly, “those men
aren’t playing for fun; they're getting too rough. Look at
Satchel—he’s scared!™

“Okay.” He patted her shoulder, nodded, and before
she could say anything more, he was sprinting toward the
landing. where Satchel was being the prize in a tug of war,
and gelting mauled. :

Francette took off her still-sodden raincoat, folded it
over her arm, and followed. The game—or fight. or what-
ever it was—had risen to a new pitch. It was like a foot-
ball scrimmage, with the addition of yells, blows, and the
occasional yike of a trodden-on dog. Martin had been ab-
sorbed into the knot as water is sucked into a sponge. She
could barely make out his blond head, and a minute later
she could no longer see even that.

A group of native women stood off to one side. watch-
ing. She hurried to join them.

“They ought to be ashamed,” she said to the woman
nearest her. “Grown men behaving like mean little boys!
Satchel’s going to get hurt.”

Even as she spoke, Satchel came crawling out of the
melee, clutching one ear and holding up his trousers with
his free hand. The women cackled with laughter. He
crept out low, between two pairs of dungaree-clad legs, and
went off and sat down on a fallen log, to nurse his wounds
and watch.

Apparently he was not even missed. The brawling
continued—for the sheer joy of brawling, reflected Fran-
cette. She was disgusted. She waiched a moment longer,
hoping for a glimpse of Martin. Once she thought she saw
a blond head in the very center of the scuffle; then she lost
it. She heard a laugh that she thought was his—although
she had never heard him laugh.

Going over to Satchel, she inquired how he felt.

“All right,” he replied surlily.

“What’s happened to Mr. Jardine?” she asked. “I
can’t see him any more.”

Satchel gave her a quick upward glance from muddy
eyes. “I don’t know,” he said in the odd sing-song of the
island. “I could not rightly tell you, madam.”
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Evelyn looked down at her hand, which lay palm up
in her lap, and at the gleam of gold at the base of the fourth
finger.

8 “Because he has to have a child,” she brought out faint.
ly. She watched her thumb twisting the plain gold ring.
“Unfortunately, [ can’t have children.”

“Really?” said Iris. “How do you know?”

Evelyn flushed.

“That’s a silly question,” Cynthia said. “How does she
know! She must have tried, mustn’t she?”” And to Evelyn,
“Why must he have a child?”

“To carry on the line. It means everything to his
family, and to him.” She paused and took a fresh breath.
“And besides, there’s an inheritance that will go to charity
—go completely out of the family—unless there’s an heir.
He feels just as awful about it as I do, but—"

“That’s the most cold-blooded thing I ever heard of,”
said Francette, leaning forward and laying her hand for an
instant on Evelyn’s bare arm. “Don’t you care, Evelyn!
You’'ll marry someone else some day and be lots happier.”

Iris Jardine took a handkerchief out of her pocket and
carefully wiped the bottom of the empty Martini pitcher
before she set it down. “Ladies,” she said, “I have good
news for you. Next week there’ll be four more guests, un-
less they cancel.”

“Oh—I hope they do!” Evelyn spoke without think-
ing. “That is—I mean—well, all [ meant was, it’s so
peaceful and pleasant the way we are,” she finished lamely.

“That's very nice, coming from a female guest,” re-
plied Iris with almost a droll look on her long face. She
quartered a glance, first at Cynthia, then at Francette. “I'm
not so sure the others agree, though. Mrs. Hayden, why
don’t you have a little drink and cheer up?”

“I’'m not in the least sad,” replied Francette crisply.
Clearly Mrs. Jardine was tight. Thank heaven she hadn’t
come running back to the hotel with her story about Martin!
All the same, if she could start Mrs. Jardine talking about
her own affairs, perhaps something would come out about
Martin. She said, “You were speaking of husbands just
now, Mrs. Jardine. I wondered if your husband—"

“I haven’t any. He’s dead.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“QOh, no, you're not! You're—oh, let it go.” Iris
started for the door. “Dinner’s in half an hour; you must
excuse me.” She went indoors.

“Well!” It was Francette who exploded. *“Of all
things! I[magine her pitching into us like that.”

“She’s madly unhappy, I think,” said Cynthia.

“How do you know?”

“I really don’t, Francette. Let’s drop it, shall we?”
She yawned with frank abandon and stretched. “One nice
thing about this place. When it rains, it always seems to
stop before dark. Look at that sunset!”

“It makes me homesick,” said Evelyn.
what, I don’t know.”

“Well, as Mrs. Jardine says, cheer up. If it’s a good
day tomorrow, let’s have a picnic.”

“Good idea, Cynthia,” said Evelyn. “Let’s go up the
mountain and find the walhut grove.”

“What walnut grove?”

“] was asking Mrs. Jardine where people went for
picnics and junkets when she was a girl. She said there was
a lovely grove up on the mountain. The house of the peo-
ple who planted it burned down, but the grove’s still there,
though it's badly overgrown, she said.” Evelyn turned to
Francette. “How about it, Francette? Does that sound
good to you?” :

“If it's a nice day,” agreed Francette. “Right now
I'd better go and change my clothes.” She did not actually
want te change, or to come down to dinner, but it was
easier to do this than to make herself conspicuous. She
really didn’t feel very well, though. Her head ached. When
she teo d her forehead, it felt feverish,

“Though for

Iris Jardine did not appear at the dinner table, A
solemn native woman served the meal, and the three women
ate in a not unpleasant silence. By ten o’clock they were
all in bed.

“. .. Sheep, sheep, go to sleep,” recited Cynthia, to the
end, then started all over again. But sleep would not come.
She had gone to bed without any intention of trying to find
Neptune . . . at least not tonight. Something about him
had stirred her deeply, but in no sensual way. He had been
a friendly ear, a receptive heart. She would have enjoyed
talking to him again, but her instinct for style, for good
theater, prompted her to stay in tonight. Anticlimax would
be a pity . . . and besides, there would be other times.

And yet, now that she was in bed, the desire to see him
again was strong. She decided to get up and dress and go
out. Then she changed her mind. Finally she did “eenie,
meenie, minie, mo.” It came out on “stay in tonight,” so
she settled on that and contented herself with lighting her
candle and rereading Charles’ latest letter, telling her all
the details of his business day, hoping she was enjoying her-
self, telling her how much he missed her . . . dear good
Charles. Dear good boring Charles, she reminded herself.

Early the next morning, Evelyn and Cynthia went for a
swim before breakfast. Francette did not join them. She
told them as they passed her open door that she had a cold
and ached all over:

At breakfast Cynthia and Evelyn, both now wearing
shorts, sat opposite each other. The place at the head of
the table was empty, and the servant, when asked, said that
Mrs. Jardine was asleep.

After breakfast Evelyn went upstairs and took two
aspirins to Francette, then got her knitting and returned to
the veranda. A little later Cynthia wandered into Fran-
(f:ette’s bedroom and asked if she wanted anything for break-

ast. .

“No, thank you.”

“You have plenty to read ?”

“Thank you, yes, I do.” Francette was grateful.

Cynthia stood looking at her over the foot of the white
iron bed. “My, that’s a becoming nightgown!” she said,
and drifted over to the window. “It’s going to be a scorcher,
all right. Think you can go back to sleep?”

Francette said she felt sleepy and would try to take a
nap.

In the hall, Cynthia ran into Iris, coming to see about

Francette. The older woman was wearing a man’s bath-
robe, and there was a chastened look on her long, sun-
burned face.

“How’s the hangover?” asked Cynthia matter-of-factly.
She listened to a few muttered words from Iris and said,
“Yes, indeed! You were really fried, weren’'t you! 1
guess we all were.” She continued on downstairs and went
in search of Evelyn, whom she found sitting on the veranda,
knitting.

“I was just in to see Francette,” she said, sinking into
il) Ehgir. “She’s one of those women who look their best in

ed. :
“So she is.”
“[I think she’s all broken up over this divorce business.”
“I think so, too,” replied Evelyn. “I wish he’d write
He must be an awfully mean man.”
Cynthia agreed. “It wouldn’t hurt him to send her a
postcard. Shall we postpone the picnic until Francette’s
feeling up to it?”

“Suits me.” .

Cynthia walked over to the railing and glanced out at
the calm, dazzling water. “Hey, look! There’s a boat out
there! - Looks like somebody’s yacht.”

Evelyn got up and joined her. Both girls moved out
into the unscreened part of the veranda and strained their
eyes to make out details of a trim white vessel that seemed
barely to be moving, yet she obviously was, for several

her.
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bright pennants fluttered at an angle from the mast, and
they could distinguish a faint line of white foam in her
wake.

Cynthia ran upstairs and got her binoculars. They
were powerful glasses, and the girls, passing them back and
forth, were able to pick out the slim bronzed figures of men
and women walking around on deck. Others were stretched

out on the deck in bathing suits. A glint of polished brass- |

work winked in the sun.

Cynthia was enchanted. “I wonder if she’s going to
put in here for lunch—I1 hope,” she murmured, eyes glued
to the glasses. “That’s an interesting-looking bunch of
people!  Here—jyou take a look.”

Evelyn accepted the glasses and peered through them.
“They wouldn't come here expecting to find lunch unless
they’d notified Mrs. Jardine,” she said uneasily. “Shall 1
go ask her?” ‘

“Oh, we’d know, if Mrs. J. expected them. What are
they doing now?”

Silently Evelyn handed over the binoculars. She felt
depressed. She had suffered most of her life with a painful
shyness about people, along with a tendency to go overboard
now and then about some one person who attracted her. Of
course she had tried to cure herself of being shy, but the
lump of apprehension that lay heavily between her ribs now,
like an undigested meal, proved that she had not been very
successful.

“I believe they're anchoring,” Cynthia was announcing
excitedly.  “They’ll have to come ashore in the dinghy, of
course. Too bad the harbor’s so shallow here.” She stood
on a chair for a better view through the glasses. “My God,
I believe that’s Harold and Edith Stanners! *Now who in
the world’s boat can it be that they’ve—"

. She lowered the glasses and turned, and found that she
was talking to herself. Evelyn had disappeared.

A moment later she was back, carrying a flannel-
wrapped object under one arm.

“What's that for?” demanded Cynthia, glancing aside.
“Whal are you going to do with the guitar?”

“I thought I’d give Satchel a lesson this morning.”

“For heaven’s sake!” the other girl protested. “Just
when there might be visitors coming? ~ Besides, he had one
just yesterday, didn’t he? He won’t even be there.”

“He’s always hanging around the school yard,” in-
sisted Evelyn. She edged toward the steps. “See you
later,” she said as she went rapidly down the steps.

When she returned to the hotel, the sun was directly
overhead. Satchel, who really did hang around the yard
with the amiable school children most of the time, had been
surprised and delighted io see her come up the mountain
path carrying the guitar. He took a very dirty handker-
chief out of his breast pocket and opened it and showed her
how much money he had saved, in dimes and quarters,
toward buying a guitar of his own (the one she used be-
longed to Mrs. Jardine). Evelyn then promised to send him
one as a gift, when she got back to New York. * She was
walking slowly now, trying to remember in what pawnshop
window she had seen quite a good one that might be within
her means, and wondering how she was going to get it
crated for shipping. 2

To her relief, the yacht had disappeared.

But the atmosphere at the Azaleas was disturbed, and
she sensed it. Coming in the back way, she heard Mrs.
Jardine upbraiding the cook about something, her voice
hoarse and tired. Evelyn started up the stairs to her room.
In the upper hall she encountered the cook’s husband,
Queensberry, who had come up the back stairway. Queens-
berry jauntily ¢arried a load of obviously empty traveling
cases. He went as far as Cynthia’s open bedroom door, and
without looking in, knocked on the door frame and said,
“Here are your luggage, Mrs. Innes.” Then he went back
downstairs.

Cynthia came to the door in her slip and looked out.

“Cynthia!™ cried Evelyn. “You’re not leaving!™

“Oh, there you are!” Cynthia bent her knees and
picked up two leather-bound linen bags, one in each hand.
“My goodness, you were gone for ages.” She turned and
spoke over her shoulder. “Evelyn’s back, Francette.”

Evelyn took two more of the empty bags and followed
Cynthia into the room. which looked as though a shower of
white and tinted cottons had rained on it. Francette. wear-
ing a house robe. was sitting in a wicker chair with her
feet tucked up out of the way, eating a banana.

“What in the world is going on?” demanded Evelyn.

“She’s calching the mail hoat this afternoon.” said
Francette.

Evelyn looked at Cynthia. who. with a grim expres-
sion, was padding back and forth between bureau and bed,
her hands full of garments. *“You're going—for good,
Cynthia?”

“I certainly am,” Cynthia said flatly. “I'm [ed up with
this place. I'm going home!” She sounded angry.

Francette put her feet on the floor and stood up. “I'd
hetter go get into something.” she murmured. “It’s nearly
lunchtime.” She walked out, the banana’s skin folded
limply in her hand.

Evelyn sat on. watching the blonde girl pack. She felt
intimidated by Cynthia’s manner, which seemed almost
hostile.

“Does this have anything to do with those people on
the yacht?” she ventured at last. (*Are you going some-
where to join them?”

“No,” replied Cynthia. “They never came ashore.”

“Is it—is it something I did?”

“You?” Cynthia jerked a cobalt blue bathing suit off
a hook, rolled it up, and jammed it in a suitcase. “You had
nothing to do with it. Remember our little dog Boston that
was so gentlemanly and nice with all of us?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Hear what happened to him?”

“No. What?”

Cynthia rolled a pair of stockings and stuffed them in
a corner. “It seems that this morning, before any of us
was awake, he chased a goat out into the water and kept it
there until it drowned. So a litile later, while we were at
breakfast, I believe, Boston’s owner took Boston by the
collar, waded out into the sea with him, and held him
under the water until he drowned, too.”

“Oh, Cynthia!”

" “Pretty, isn’t it?”

“It’s horrible,” said Evelyn, {eeling sick. She looked
at the row of expensive perfume bottles that were still to
go into the fitted alligator make-up case. “But,” she said,
“that’s not the reason you’re leaving, is it?”

Cynthia jerked open a half-stuck top drawer and looked
in it.

“Maybe it is,” she said without turning. “Something’s
happened to me—I don’t quite know what.” She closed the
drawer, picked up a cigarette and lighted it, and came over
to sit down on the bed near Evelyn. “I think it’s because
I hate cruelty. Only I didn’t know it. It just came over me
all of a sudden.” She crossed one knee over the other and
blew out a stream of smoke. “I’m going back to my hus-
band—if he'll have me.” :

“For good?”

“For good. And I'm not just pulling off daisy petals.
I’ve suddenly discovered that I'd rather spend the rest of
my life with a man who’s kind. Johnny’s got about a hun-
dred times more sex appeal than Charles, but imagine go-
ing to bed with a man who—who dunks guinea pigs in
boiling water!” She took a quick, nervous puff of smoke,
seeming surprised at her own vehemence. Then she added
slowly, “Besides, I'm beginning to suspect I'm in love with
Charles.”

“That’s nice. When did you decide that?”
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Cynthia stared at her. From white, Francette had
turned almost red, and now the red was fading into a
lively pink that made her face look animated and almost
pretty. She began to smile her little three-cornered smile,
but there was a tentative quality about her; she was afraid
to let hersell go, Cynthia could see.

Most surprising thing of all was the way Francette was
hanging back behind Cynthia. The man who was her hus-
band had obviously caught sight of her; he was waving and
trotting along the landing, turning right, and approaching
across the damp sand . . . and still Francette lagged in
Cynthia’s shadow.

“Fran!” lie said, dodging around the blonde girl and
seizing his wife. “It's me! Say something, honey! Gosh,
I’'m glad to see you!”

Cynthia walked on. Behind her she heard Francette
saying, “Oh, Don—if the judge hears about this, there’ll be
the worst kind of trouble! They warned me against just
such—but how did you get here?”

She heard Don Hayden’s contagious chuckle and his,
“Flew, like a couple of birds, to St. Thomas. Parked our
luggage there and caught the only boat we could find that
comes here.”

Out on the narrow dock a tall, thin man with a shock of
black hair drew to one side and made himself small to let
Cynthia pass.

He eved her in expert fashion and snatched off his hat.
Cynthia glanced at him.

“Ships that pass in the afternoon,” Joel Godwyn said
pleasantly. “Just my lousy luck!”

“Good afternoon,” nodded Cynthia, and continued to
the end of the dock. She took the captain’s outstretched
hand and let him help her down into the launch. The
porters finished stowing her luggage. She tipped them,
and they filed ashore.

Francette came hurrying out on the landing and knelt
down in her yellow dress to say good-by. Her head still
was higher than Cynthia’s. who knelt up on the leather-
padded seat of the little launch and clung to the hot,
bleached wood of the dock with one hand.

“Good-by, Cynthia.”

“Good-by, Francette; good luck.” Cynthia shook the
hand held out to her. “You lock wonderful in yellow.”

“I wish there’d been time for you to meet Don.”

“So do I. But Captain Graham’s impatient—aren’t
you, Captain Graham? He’d just as soon leave me as not.”

“They’re staying overnight. What will Mrs. Jardine
think ?”

“She’ll be enraptured. Francette. . . . My, what a
beautiful smile!” She reached up her free hand and drew
Francette’s head down to hers. “Nice work, girl. I have
to go crawling back for mine—but yours came to get you.”

With a stepped-up roar, the engine began churning.
“Good-by, good-by . ..” The Wasp backed briskly out
into free water, reversed, and surged away toward St.
Thomas.

Don took Francette’s hand as they walked along the
beach toward the hotel. “I’ve never seen you with a real
tan before. You look so good, and so—so rested.”

“Look at that lovely water!” exclaimed Joel.
like to strip and go in right now!”

“Go ahead,” said Francette. She was enjoying the
proprietary feeling of the old resident. “We often swim
without any clothes on—at night. Of.course we were all
women together.”

“No men at all?”

“Well . . . no,” replied Francette. She turned to Don,
who was plowing through the sand, watching her cheer-
fully. “I wrote you there were only the three of us, and
Mrs. Jardine. I've written you four letters, in all. Why
didn’t you answer ?”

“Pm the answer,” he said. “Read me!”

“I?d

She glanced across her shoulder at Joel, who had taken
off his shoes and socks and was wading happily, completely
indifferent to the ridiculous picture he made. She asked,
“What’s ke doing here? Where’s Amy?”

“They’ve split up. She got too big for her britches,
according to him. He’s got all kinds of dough, you know,
on account of ‘Eight O’clock On.” As soon as he heard 1
was taking a few days off and flying down here to surprise
you, he wanted to come, too. He’s been working pretty
hard—and we’ve both got to go right straight back.”

“Did he—"

“Every cent,” said Don, nodding vigorously. “With
interest.” He squeezed her hand. *4nd, my love, we're
working together on a number that might make us rich.
How about that!”

“Make who rich?”

“Why, you and me, of course,” he replied with an air
of surprise. “You’re coming back with me tomorrow,
aren’t you? That’s why I came down.”

“Tomorrow!” she gasped. ““That’s why you came . ..
what is this, Don? What's happening ?”

“I’'m lonesome for you, and 1'm taking you back home
—that’s what’s happening.” he replied in a lower key.

“But the divorce,” she said. ~Why did you let it go
this far?”

“Who wanted a divorce in the first place?” he asked
reasonably.

“Oh, Don! If you only knew how hurt I was when
you agreed. I thought surely you'd put up a fight.”

“You know,” he said, *I think maybe I was so used
to your—well, your running things that when you said you
wanted a divorce, I supposed that was the way it would
have to be. And besides, maybe [ was feeling a little hen-
pecked.”

She winced. “One of us had to be the manager,” she
pointed out.

“I know, I know.”

“But did you ever stop to think that I was being driven
into playing the part of a shrew? Maybe that wasn't the
real me at all.”

He nodded. A moment later he smiled. “How’s the
real you been feeling?” He dropped her hand and in-
sinuated his arm around her waist, lightly. “Tell me about
yourself.”

She looked at him guardedly. She was still very much
in love with this easygoing, attractive man; but she had
been lacerated once; she could not survive another failure.

“The moment I realized I might be in line to make
some money, I thought of you, Francette. This song of
Joel’s and mine is just a start. We may be another Rodgers
and Hammerstein.” )

“And then again, you may not.”

“That’s my girl!” he laughed.
changed you a bit.”

“You're wrong. I’m not exactly the same person I
was when I came down here,” she said slowly. “I've
changed a little, I think. Still, you may not want me—"

“Now cut that out!” he cried. “Of course I want you!
Want you, need you, and love you, you little knucklehead!
Don’t you love me?”

She let him wait. She gazed at the ground. pursed her
lips, fingered the knot of her hair.

“Honey ?” he said.

She smiled and met his eyes. The look that passed
between them brought back into focus the thing they had
had in the beginning. Her facé was tilted toward his, and
a small dimple appeared near the corner of her mouth.

Don’s eyes glowed. He caught her to him roughly
and kissed her.

“Hey!” yelled Joel. “No smooching on the beach!™

They broke apart. Francette laughed and waved a
hand at Joel. She and Don fell into step and started on

“This place hasn’
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toward Mrs. Jardine’s. She squared her shoulders and
breathed deeply. The air, smelling of salt and sun and sea-
weed, seemed suddenly the finest air she had ever

breathed. It made her feel lighter and younger and
stronger. And happy. She turned and called to Joel,
“Waltch out for sea urchins!”

“What ?”

“Sea urchins! Those little round black things with
spikes all over them.” ’

Iris Jardine was standing at the veranda railing,
watching them. Francette prodded Don. “This is the
Azaleas. and there’s our landlady,” she said. Joel waded
ashore and followed them gingerly up the scorching hot
steps.

Evelyn was asleep on the veranda couch. She sat up,
blinking, as they arrived. She had changed into white
shorts and a fresh white blouse with a little round collar
that had become rumpled during her nap. That, and the
fact that her face always turned pink when she slept, made
her look a little like a rosy, dark-eyed, very much surprised
baby. '

Francette introduced the men. Iris raised her eye-
brows slightly on hearing Don’s name, and slanted a
quizzical glance over Francette’s luminous face. “Not
really!” she said when Francette mentioned that Joel was
the composer of “Eight O'clock On’s” music. Joel, stand-
ing in his bare feet with his shoes in his hand, stared with
unconcealed interest at Evelyn, who felt of her hair and
tugged down her shorts.

Iris was pulling chairs forward. and Don and Joel
moved quickly to hjp her. *I expect you'd like to spend
the night—" she said, knowing perfectly well there was no
way for them to get off the island until tomorrow’s boat.
“I happen to have one or two very nice rooms on the ocean
side. Lucky you got here this week instead of next.”

Francette looked at Evelyn and winked. She went over
to her and asked how her headache was. It was gone, Eve-
lyn said; just a touch of the sun. -

“Let’s go swimming right now,” Joel was saying.
“Can’t | buy some trunks somewhere around here?”

“Wear your underpants,” said Francette. “Nobody’ll
see you but us.”

“I'll find you some trunks,” offered Iris. “Guests
are always leaving them here.” She strode indoors, call-
ing back, “Come with me, Mr. Godwyn, and I'll show
you your room,” and, “Mr. Hayden—you can change in
your wife’s room. I'll send a boy up with your britches.”
Thus did Iris settle the question of where Don would sleep
that night.

Up in Francette’s room, Don Hayden took his wife
in his arms. . ..

Francette_and Evelyn sat on a blue beach towel in
the shade of some shrugbery while the men cavorted in
the water. Evelyn had been dragooned into joining them.
“Nonsense!” Joel had shouted when she said she thought
she’d better lie down in her room. “You'll get the dread

-sleep poison.”

Don came out of the water first. He sprawled beside
Francette. “I'm almost glad you came—because that
brought me here, too. What a wonder{ul place!”

Joel yelled astonishment from the edge of the waler:
“A starfish! Can I pick it up?”

“Yes, but put it back, and don’t hurt it,” said Fran-
cette. He inspected the thing gingerly, dropped it, and
splashed ashore. He plopped down beside Evelyn.

“Are you a gay (fivorcee, too?” he asked her. Evelyn
blushed.

“Oh, shut up, Maestro,” said Francette.

“You know,” said Joel, changing the subject abruptly,
“that’s a bang-up good title you gave us, Francette.”

“I gave you?” she demanded, looking at Don. “What
are you talking about?”

“Didn’t you tell her?” Joel asked him.

“l was saving that for tonight,” said Don. “In one
of your letters—I remember every word—you wrote, ‘There
are more stars in one Virgin night than there are in all
the rest of the world put together” Well, this producer
Joel and I have been talking 1o has a show he was calling
‘Caribbean Carousel.””

“A stinking title,” interrupted Joel, “isn’t it, Evelyn?”

“Oh, yes,” she agreed. confused.

“So.” Don continued. “l suggested Francette’s ‘One
Virgin Night,” and he bought it. Just like that. And that’s
how I became a great success. 1 owe it all to my little
wife.” He patted her on the head.

“Gee,” smiled Evelyn, her shyness momentarily [or-
golten.

*—whillikers,” added Joel, and patted her on the head,
too.

Evelyn frowned. “I have to go get ready for dinner,”
she said, and got up. She walked back to the house with-
out suggesting that anyone join her.

Joel stared alter her. “I hope I didn’t make her sore.”

“I’d no idea she was so touchy,” said Francette, “or
shy, or something.”

Dinner that night had a festive air. Iris Jardine, look-
ing almost regal in the flickering candlelight, wore a low-
necked red dress and went to unaccustomed lengths to be
gracious. Joel sat next to Evelyn, and by the time the fruit
and cheese were brought in, was attempting to hold her
hand under the table.

During the move from table to veranda, where coffee
would be served, Francette came close to her and whis-
pered, “You've caught yoursell a musician, I see.”

Evelyn shook her head. She looked distressed instead
of pleased.

The moon was late that night, but presently it rose,
round and silvery, and they sat securely screened from
the mosquitoes and watched it shimmer on the water and
make picturesque black shadows on the mountains.

Iris Jardine asked Joel if he wouldn’t play some
thing for them and he said, “On whal?” and she said,
“On a guitar. One of my guests left it here against his
return some day.”

Evelyn sensed what was going to happen. She got up
and left the screened half of the veranda and walked out
onlo the unroofed part, hoping she would not be asked to
make an exhibition of herself in front of this professional
musician.

She heard Joel say he couldn’t play a guitar, but that
he could sing a little, if Iris would play.

=l can’t,” said lris. “But -Mrs. Wilder will—won’t
you, Mrs. Wilder?”

Evelyn pretended not to hear. She stood as far away
as she could get, her back to the others, looking down at the
thicket that grew almost to the edge of the veranda.

“Mrs. Wilder?”

Out there in the shubbery something moved and
caught her eye. A goat, perhaps? They sometimes browsed
through the thicket at night.

“Yes?” She* spoke without turning, her eyes fixed
on the patch of white, wondering . . .

It was not a goat; it was a man. She knew instantly
that it was Martin Jardine. He was standing there quiet-
ly, watching her.

“You will play for us. won't you?”
voice was coaxing. “If I go get the guitar?”

I can’t, she thought. | won’t know the new songs
they'll want to sing. I'll only look foolish. She put her
hands together in an indecisive gesture and looked at the
silent man as though for moral support. He was looking
back at her with an air of attention. There was a hard,
neat, compelling alertness about him, as though he was
there to share with her the responsibility of something.

Iris Jardine’s
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washed and gullied by the rains, muddy in places, tortured
in its twists and turns, and always hot. The sun was a hard,
bright ball of fire overhead. There was very little shade,
and even the little there' was had a queer, steamy quality.
It was like walking through a steeply-tilted jungle, thought
Evelyn. And all the while she thought, I really must turn
around now, if I'm to get back in time. ...

Climbing steadily, she met no one. Her legs began to
ache, and the sun broiled mercilessly down upon her head.
There had to be some goal, some excuse for all this . . . and
suddenly she thought of one: the abandoned walnut grove.

She had no idea how far up the mountain it was, but
this was the only road, so eventually she would come upon
it. She should have brought a hat.  Well, too late now. . ..

At the next bend, she turned and looked back at the
view. Spread below was a dark green chenille quilt of tree-
tops patched here and there with little pale green squares of
young sugarcane and a few ornamental blobs of color—the
rust-red flame tree or the cream-white of a frangipani, or
the bells of a giant cactus. Beyond was the sea, a vast shim-
mering sheet of azure blue, innocent of boat, ship or vessel
of any kind.

wvelyn plodded on. When she saw a large, inviting
patch of shade cast by a giant oleander, she staggered over
to it and sat down. She ate one of her oranges.

As she was finishing it, a small donkey with a finicky
walk came ambling down the steep road. Mounted on it
was a little boy brandishing a long switch with the leaves
still on it. When he saw her, his eyes grew big. Evelyn
spied what certainly looked like a jug of water tied to the
saddle.

“Is that water you have there, little boy ?”’

He blew his breath noisily through slack lips as a com-
mand to the donkey, and the beast stopped. “Ma’am?”

“Do you have water in that jug?”

“Yes, that is water,” he replied in the St. James lilt.

She opened her mouth to ask for a drink, then remem-
bered. “Has it been boiled ?”

He said he didn’t know. He was a very small child,
and he stared at her with big, beautiful liquid eyes. Eve-

lyn knew that the water had nrot been boiled; no native ever ,

dreamed of boiling water for drinking.

She sighed. “If you’ll let me wet my handkerchief
with it, and wash my face, I'll give you this orange,” she
said.

He slid down and untied the rope, and brought the
bottle to her. She drenched her bandana and wiped her
face and neck and hands. It felt wonderfully refreshing.
She handed him back the bottle, and gave him his orange,
and watched him go off down the road on his donkey.

After that, the stillness was uncanny. The only living
thing was the sun, and it was so powerful it seemed to fill
the universe with heat. -

She spread the moist bandana out on her knees to dry.

Then a long, low, sinuous animal—it looked like a fer-
ret—ran across the road. She leaped to her feet, all her
aches and tiredness forgotten. She watched the creature
disappear into a thicket on the right of the road. Standing
there in the middle of the road, she became aware for the
first time of a faint trail that crossed just here. To the
right it dissolved into almost solid woods. But to the left,
it seemed to lead the eye toward a stand of unusually tall
and evenly spaced irees. Obviously this was the old wal-
nut grove.

Evelyn stood looking at the entrance to the grove. She
wiped her brow once more and stuffed the bandana in her
hip pocket and thought, I really must go back if—

At that moment a faint but clear signal came floating
up from far below. Three long blasts and two short ones.
She listened, smiling a little. The mail boat was in. It
would stay ten minutes; then it would go, passengers and
all. Francette and her husband—and Joel. No matter how

guilty Evelyn felt, it was too late now to do anything about it.

Oh, well, she thought, now that I'm here, I might as
well take a look at the grove. She felt quite refreshed, as
though she had had a long nap.

The entrance to the grove was choked with gigantic
white-blossomed cactus and thorn bushes. Once she had
worked her way around these, the track opened almost at
once upon a handsome grove of trees.

And there, leaning against a tree with one foot propped
against the bole, was the man she had seen from Mrs. Jar-
dine’s veranda last night.

“Why, hello!” she said.
aren’t you!”

He smiled and said, “Yes, I am.” He put his foot down
and straightened up a little. “You’re Evelyn.”

“How did you know?” She was curious to see him
closer, after what the others had told her, so she approached
him with confidence, her eyes cataloguing him as she came.
Tall and broad-shouldered, narrow and lean-looking from
the waist down. Hair that had looked gray last night, but
was actually a bleached yellow and cut short, probably in
hopes of disguising those cowlicks; she had never seen so
many. He had on white trousers and a thin white shirt
through which his suntanned skin showed faintly. His
sleeves were rolled up above the elbow, and she noticed that
his hands, hanging at his sides, were like the hands of a
workman, strong and calloused-looking.

Without waiting for an answer to her own question,
she went on, “Why didn’t you come up on the veranda last
night? Why did you disappear like that?”

“I had an errand,” he replied easily. “And how are .
Francette and Cynthia?”

“Cynthia’s gone home, and Francette just left—" She
stopped and bit her lip. “I should have been there to tell
her good-by. I don’t know why I had to come up here just
when she was leaving.”

“I do. You'wanted to get out of saying good-by to
that black-haired guy who’s been hanging around you all
morning.”

Evelyn arched her eyebrows. “Oh—you saw that, did
you? You certainly do get around!”

“Well, it’s my island,” he answered reasonably.

She agreed that yes, of course, it was.

He crossed his hands behind his back and leaned
against them and the tree. “I’'m pretty pleased with the
way Francette and the Innes girl turned out,” he said.
“Now, what am I going to do about you?” It was not real-
ly a question ; he was consulting himself, not her.

Evelyn stared. She chose a tree opposite his, and
leaned against it imitatively. “Of course you’ve been asked
to do something about me,” she said, mildly ironical. He
had a nice, if peculiar, way about him . . . and besides, he
was Mrs. Jardine’s son, and that gave him a certain leeway.
In spite of his crudely cut hair, and his thickened hands,
and the extreme casualness of his clothes, he was almost
frighteningly handsome.

He looked at her, studied her. He took one hand from
behind his back and scratched his jaw reflectively. “Yours
is a curious case,” he said finally. “It isn’t exactly in my
line, but it interests me.” She gave a small uncertain laugh.
He dropped his hand to his side. “I’m curious to know why
you came here.” ‘

“Because I didn’t want to see any more of—that man,
just as you said. He was confusing me.”

“I don’t mean up here to the grove; to the island.
Why did you come to our island ?”’

“To get a divorce,” she answered quickly. “Like Cyn-
thia. Like Francette”

He shook his head.

“Yes, really,” she insisted. “My husband and [—”

“Hush.” He took three strides and was standing in
front of her. “Don’t you know I can’t help you if you keep
talking about Aim ?” he said. and put one hand on the trunk
of the tree she leaned against, not far from her head. She

“You’re Martin Jardine,
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“Well, then—" Evelyn began, and was about to go
methodically into the question of nephews, cousins, distant
relatives and so on, when something checked her like a
hand. Some quality emanated from the woman sitting be-
side her—or from the surrounding silence—or from what,
she did not know. The air was so hushed that when a night
bird piped—once—twice—and was still, she felt as though
a trumpet had blown.

“Then who is he?” she asked at last, her eyes wide as
a young colt’s,

“He’s—well, I'm not exactly sure.” Iris said slowly.
“But one Sunday a long time ago, I had a date to be mar-
ried by a priest in St. Agnes’ church to a boy named Martin
Jardine.”

“How long ago?” asked Evelyn in a breathless voice.

“About thirty years.”

Evelyn’s fingers flew up and pressed her cheek. She
thought of Martin’s youth. “That can’t be the one!” she
said in a half-whisper.

“I’'m not sure but what it is, though.” Iris answered,
her voice so hearty that Evelyn almost jumped. After a
moment she went on. in a much softer tone, “His family
came to the Virgin Islands from Brittany. That’s in France.
His grandparents planted that grove, and built a good
house. It burned down later.” She paused and watched a
small fishing boat tack homeward through the mauve-
colored light. After a while she went on:

“He had the darndest pale yellow hair. growing every
which way; I have a lock of it put away somewhere. All
he cared about was the sea. and me . . . that’s his old hoat,
lying down there by the dock. upside down. Our two fami-
lies were the only white people on St. James, and he and 1
were the only children. His mother taught us to dance.”

All this was said in a steady, factual way, as though
there was nothing unusual about any of it.

“When the war came, I said to myself, Here’s where
I lose him. He'll never come back—"

“He was in the war?” said Evelyn, startled.

“The first World War,” Iris reminded her dryly. “It
must have been quite an experience for a young man horn
in these islands. He told me once about the days and nights
in the trenches, and the way the men talked about Paris and
the fun they’d have. He was wounded—a bayonet cut
along his left arm—and they sent him out of the lines and
he had a big time. But always he kept thinking about
home. About this island that he loved as some men love
women. He loved me, too, though, and it wasn’t the world
_ that took him away from me; it was the sea.”

“What—" Evelyn stopped. A servant had come to the
door and coughed. Iris turned her head.  “Yes, Queens-
berry? What is it?”

“Charit,y wants 40 know can she put the langousta on
to boil now.

“Yes. Tell her to go ahead.” Iris waited until the
cook’s husband had vanished. “The wedding was set for
the second Sunday in September,” she went on in a calm
voice. “But because I was marrying a man of a different
faith, my father insisted that we hold a civil ceremony the
Wednesday before. He did .. . and two days later Martin
was lost in a storm.”

“Oh_”

Iris was silent. Her hands, which had been fiddling
with a loose_button on her shirt, now lay quiet in her lap.
Somewhere far in the back of the house a dish crashed.
Something muffled was said in a St. Jamesian voice, fol-
lowed by laughter.

Iris brooded. “The hurricanes came early, and they
were bad, that year,” she said after a while. “He was
caught out there somewhere. Some natives found his boat
on the coral reef behind Morning Star Island. They towed
it home.” She broke off and looked at the button in her
hand with an air of surprise.

“Two days,” Evelyn said wonderingly. “You were
married just two days.” Her throat ached around the hard
knot of her pity.

“Married? Oh, you mean the ‘Mrs. Jardine’ business.
The civil service was not a marriage in Martin's eves, of
course. I'm what you might call a married virgin.” As.
she spoke, Iris stood up. She thrust back her chair with
one knee and began straightening the magazines on the
porch table.

Evelyn’s head was whirling. She kept seeing two men,
just alike, and no amount of trying could merge them into
one. Martin Jardine in the first World War. Martin Jar-
dine in the grove. Martin. all over this island. . . .

“Why do you stay here?” she demanded suddenly.
“How can you stand it?”

“How? 1 just worked out my own explanation. [
said. Suppose Time’s like one of those éscalator stairways
I read about once. If evervbody rides it, we all go up to-
gether. But suppose a few people step off for a little while,
then get back.on again. . .. Mayvbe I keep thinking that
somehow—somehow [ can step off the escalator. too . . .
wouldn’t that be wonderful?”  She patted the top of Eve-
Iyn’s head. *I’ve never spent a night away from the island.
just in case.” ,

“Oh, poor Mrs. Jardine!” whispered Evelyn. She was
thoroughly shaken. and scared.

“Don’t ‘poor Mrs. Jardine’ me.” Iris said briskly. She
blew her nose loudly and thoroughly, and sat back down
again. “What about you? You seem to have gone way off
by yourself and got into a barrel and pulled the lid on top
of you.”

“I'm all right,”-Evelyn =aid. her voice low and small.
“I"d like to get even deeper down in the barrel. now.”

“Well you shouldn’t. It’s unnatural.”

“I would, though.” Evelyn spoke softly but defiantly.
“The lonelier it is, the better I like it.” Having said this,
the truth of it suddenly pierced her. She was a blunderer
where people were concerned; she only made mistakes.

For a moment there this afternoon when Martin kissed
her she had felt like a different person: happy and con-
fident and free. Martin had-—

Forget Martin Jardine. she told herself in a sharp. firm,
inner voice—the voice that. once it spoke, always got the
upper hand. She rose and began pacing the veranda.

You, the voice went on. addressing the small. weak
self inside—the self that loved its daydreams—you stop
right now traflicking in counterfeit things: a counterfeit
husband (though that was not your fault), a counterfeit
divorce (just because your poor little subconscious thought
that might wash away the stain of the other), and now a
counterfeit kiss— :

Oh, no! she cried silently, wringing her hands. That
was real—that was real! And hadn’t Mrs. Jardine said
something just now about Martin ruining business? Sure-
ly that could only mean—

“Mrs. Jardine?”

‘EYes?”

“You did say that you’re afraid of his—of Martin’s
—ruining the divorce business, didn’t you?” Her voice
pleaded for the answer she wanted to hear.

Iris Jardine’s mouth softened. She reached a long arm
back, and as Evelyn passed, still pacing, behind her chair,
caught her by the wrist and drew her forward.

“Yes, I did,” she answered quietly. She looked up at
the girl whose wrist she held imprisoned and said, “Now
don’t go to pieces, Evelyn. There’s so much—so much!—
that we don’t understand, don’t know. And how arrogant

the human animal is!” .
“Arrogant?”
“Yes. If it’s the unknown—if we don’t know all about

it—then it’s bound to be dismal, gray, ‘spooky,’ we say.
Now why mightn’t it just as well be sunny and gay?” She












