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HORSIE

CM/hen young Mrs. Gerald Cruger came

home from the hospital, Miss Wilmarth came
along with her and the baby. Miss Wilmarth
was an admirable trained nurse, sure and calm
and tireless, with a real taste for the arranging
of flowers in bowls and vases. She had never
known a patient to receive so many flowers,
or such uncommon ones; yellow violets and
strange lilies and little white orchids poised like
a bevy of delicate moths along green branches.
Care and thought must have been put into
their selection that they, like all the other frag-
ile and costly things she kept about her, should
be so right for young Mrs. Cruger. No one
who knew her could have caught up the tele-
phone and lightly bidden the florist to deliver
her one of his five-dollar assortments of tulips,
stock, and daffodils. Camilla Cruger was no
complement to garden blooms.
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AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

Sometimes, when she opened the shiny boxes
and carefully grouped the cards, there would
come a curious expression upon Miss Wil-
marth’s face. Playing over shorter features, it
might almost have been one of wistfulness.
Upon Miss Wilmarth, it served to perfect the
strange resemblance that she bore through her
years; her face was truly complete with that
look of friendly melancholy peculiar to the
gentle horse. It was not, of course, Miss Wil-
marth’s fault that she looked like a horse. In-
deed, there was nowhere to attach any blame.
But the resemblance remained.

She was tall, pronounced of bone, and erect
of carriage; it was somehow impossible to
speculate upon her appearance undressed. Her
long face was innocent, indeed ignorant, of
cosmetics, and its color stayed steady. Con-
fusion, heat, or haste caused her neck to flush
crimson. Her mild hair was pinned with loops
of nicked black wire into a narrow knot, prac-
tical to support her little high cap, like a char-
lotte russe from a bake-shop. She had big,
trustworthy hands, scrubbed and dry, with
nails cut short and so deeply cleaned with some
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HORSIE

small sharp instrument that the ends stood
away from the spatulate finger-tips. Gerald
Cruger, who nightly sat opposite her at his
own dinner table, tried not to see her hands.
It irritated him to be reminded by their sight
that they must feel like straw matting and
smell of white soap. For him, women who
were not softly lovely were simply not women.

He tried, too, so far as it was possible to his
beautiful manners, to keep his eyes from her
face. Not that it was unpleasant—a kind face,
certainly. But, as he told Camilla, once he
looked he stayed fascinated, awaiting the toss
and the whinny.

“T love horses, myself,” he said to Camilla,
who lay all white and languid on her apricot
satin chaise-longue. “I’'m a fool for a horse.
Ah, what a noble animal, darling! All I say
is, nobody has any business to go around look-
ing like a horse and behaving as if it were all
right. You don’t catch horses going around
looking like people, do you?”

He did not dislike Miss Wilmarth; he only
resented her. He had no bad wish in the world
for her, but he waited with longing the day
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AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

she would leave. She was so skilled and rhyth-
mic in her work that she disrupted the house-
hold but little. Nevertheless, her presence was
an onus. There was that thing of dining with
her every evening. It was a chore for him,
certainly, and one that did not ease with repe-
tition, but there was no choice. Everyone had
always heard of trained nurses’ bristling in-
sistence that they be not treated as servants;
Miss Wilmarth could not be asked to dine with
the maids. He would not have dinner out; be
away from Camilla? It was too much to ex-
pect the maids to institute a second dinner
service or to carry trays, other than Camilla’s,
up and down the stairs. There were only three
servants and they had work enough.

“Those children,” Camilla’s mother was
wont to say, chuckling. “Those two kids. The
independence of them! Struggling along on
cheese and kisses. Why, they hardly let me pay
for the trained nurse. And it was all we could
do, last Christmas, to make Camilla take the
Packard and the chauffeur.”

So Gerald dined each night with Miss Wil-
marth. The small dread of his hour with her
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HORSIE

struck suddenly at him in the afternoon. He
would forget it for stretches of minutes, only
to be smitten sharper as the time drew near.
On his way home from his office, he found
grim entertainment in rehearsing his table talk,
and plotting desperate innovations to it.
Cruger’s Compulsory Conversations: Lesson
I, a Dinner with a Miss Wilmarth, a Trained
Nurse. Good evening, Miss Wilmarth. Well!
And how were the patients all day? That’s
good, that’s fine. Well! The baby gained two
ounces, did she? That’s fine. Yes, that’s right,
she will be before we know it. That’s right.
Well! Mrs. Cruger seems to be getting stronger
every day, doesn’t she? That’s good, that’s fine.
That’s right, up and about before we know
it. Yes, she certainly will. Well! Any visitors
today? That’s good. Didn’t stay too long, did
they? That’s fine. Well! No, no, no, Miss Wil-
marth—you go ahead. I wasn’t going to say
anything at all, really. No, really. Well! Well!
I see where they found those two aviators after
all. Yes, they certainly do run risks. That’s
right. Yes. Well! I see where they’ve been hav-
ing a regular old-fashioned blizzard out west.
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Yes, we certainly have had a mild winter.
That’s right. Well! I see where they held up
that jeweler’s shop right in broad daylight on
Fifth Avenue. Yes, I certainly don’t know
what we’re coming to. That’s right. Well! I
see the cat. Do you see the cat? The cat is on
the mat. It certainly is. Well! Pardon me, Miss
Wilmarth, but must you look so much like a
horse? Do you like to look like a horse, Miss
Wilmarth? That’s good, Miss Wilmarth, that’s
fine. You certainly do, Miss Wilmarth. That’s
right. Well! Will you for God’s sake finish
your oats, Miss Wilmarth, and let me get out
of this?

Every evening he reached the dining-room
before Miss Wilmarth and stared gloomily at
silver and candle-flame until she was upon
him. No sound of footfall heralded her com-
ing, for her ample canvas oxfords were soled
with rubber; there would be a protest of par-
quet, a trembling of ornaments, a creak, a
rustle, and the authoritative smell of stiff
linen; and there she would be, set for her ritual
of evening cheer.

“Well, Mary,” she would cry to the waitress,
8




HORSIE

“you know what they say—better late than
never!”

But no smile would mellow Mary’s lips, no
light her eyes. Mary, in converse with the
cook, habitually referred to Miss Wilmarth as
“that one.” She wished no truck with Miss
Wilmarth or any of the others of her guild;
always in and out of a person’s pantry.

Once or twice Gerald saw a strange expres-
sion upon Miss Wilmarth’s face as she wit-
nessed the failure of her adage with the maid.
He could not quite classify it. Though he did
not know, it was the look she sometimes had
when she opened the shiny white boxes and
lifted the exquisite, scentless blossoms that
were sent to Camilla. Anyway, whatever it
was, it increased her equine resemblance to
such a point that he thought of proffering her
an apple.

But she always had her big smile turned
toward him when she sat down. Then she
would look at the thick watch strapped to her
wrist and give a little squeal that brought the
edges of his teeth together.

“Mercy!” she would say. “My good mercy!
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AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

Why, I had no more idea it was so late. Well,
you mustn’t blame me, Mr. Cruger. Don’t you
scold me. Youwll just have to blame that
daughter of yours. She’s the one that keeps us
all busy.”

“She certainly is,” he would say. “That’s
right.”

He would think, and with small pleasure,
of the infant Diane, pink and undistinguished
and angry, among the ruffles and choux of
her bassinet. It was her doing that Camilla
had stayed so long away from him in the odor-
ous limbo of the hospital, her doing that
Camilla lay all day upon her apricot satin
chaise-longue. “We must take our time,” the
doctor said, “just ta-a-ake our ti-yem.” Yes;
well, that would all be because of young Diane.
It was because of her, indeed, that night upon
night he must face Miss Wilmarth and comb
up conversation. All right, young Diane, there
you are and nothing to do about it. But you’ll
be an only child, young woman, that’s what
you’ll be.

Always Miss Wilmarth followed her open-
ing pleasantry about the baby with a com-
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HORSIE

panion piece. Gerald had come to know it
so well he could have said it in duet with
her.

“You wait,” she would say. “Just you wait.
You’re the one that’s going to be kept busy
when the beaux start coming around. You’ll
see. That young lady’s going to be a heart-
breaker if ever I saw one.”

“I guess that’s right,” Gerald would say,
and he would essay a small laugh and fail at it.
It made him uncomfortable, somehow embar-
rassed him to hear Miss Wilmarth banter of
swains and conquest. It was unseemly, as rouge
would have been unseemly on her long mouth
and perfume on her flat bosom.

He would hurry her over to her own
ground. “Well!” he would say. “Well! And
how were the patients all day?”

But that, even with the baby’s weight and
the list of the day’s visitors, seldom lasted past
the soup.

“Doesn’t that woman ever go out?” he
asked Camilla. “Doesn’t our Horsie ever rate
a night off?”

“Where would she want to go?” Camilla
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AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

said. Her low, lazy words had always the trick
of seeming a little weary of their subject.

«Well,” Gerald said, “she might take her-
self a moonlight canter around the park.”

“Oh, she doubtless gets a thrill out of din-
ing with you,” Camilla said. “You’re a man,
they tell me, and she can’t have seen many.
Poor old horse. She’s not a bad soul.”

“Yes,” he said, “and what a round of pleas-
ure it is, having dinner every night with Not
a Bad Soul.”

“What makes you think,” Camilla said,
“that I am caught up in any whirl of gayety,
lying here?”

“QOh, darling,” he said. “Oh, my poor dar-
ling. I didn’t mean it, honestly I didn’t. Oh,
Lord, I didn’t mean it. How could I complain,
after all you’ve been through, and I haven’t
done a thing? Please, sweet, please. Ah, Ca-
milla, say you know I didn’t mean it.”

“After all,” Camilla said, “you just have
her at dinner. I have her around all day.”

“Sweetheart, please,” he said. “Oh, poor
angel.”

He dropped to his knees by the chaise-
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longue and crushed her limp, fragrant hand
against his mouth. Then he remembered about
being very, very gentle. He ran little apolo-
getic kisses up and down her fingers and mur-
mured of gardenias and lilies and thus ex-
hausted his knowledge of white flowers.

Her visitors said that Camilla looked love-
lier than ever, but they were mistaken. She
was only as lovely as she had always been.
They spoke in hushed voices of the new look
in her eyes since her motherhood; but it was
the same far brightness that had always lain
there. They said how white she was and how
apart from other people; they forgot that she
had always been pale as moonlight and had
always worn a delicate disdain, as light as the
lace that covered her breast. Her doctor cau-
tioned tenderly against hurry, besought her to
take recovery slowly—Camilla, who had never
done anything quickly in her life. Her friends
gathered, adoring, about the apricot satin
chaise-longue where Camilla lay and moved
her hands as if they hung heavy from her
wrists; they had been wont before to gather
and adore at the white satin sofa in the draw-
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ing-room where Camilla reclined, her hands
like heavy lilies in a languid breeze. Every
night, when Gerald crossed the threshold of
her fragrant room, his heart leaped and his
words caught in his throat; but those things
had always befallen him at the sight of her.
Motherhood had not brought perfection to
Camilla’s loveliness. She had had that before.

Gerald came home early enough, each eve-
ning, to have a while with her before dinner.
He made his cocktails in her room, and
watched her as she slowly drank one. Miss Wil-
marth was in and out, touching flowers, pat-
ting pillows. Sometimes she brought Diane in
on display, and those would be minutes of real
discomfort for Gerald. He could not bear to
watch her with the baby in her arms, so acute
was his vicarious embarrassment at her be-
havior. She would bring her long head down
close to Diane’s tiny, stern face and toss it
back again high on her rangy neck, all the
while that strange words, in a strange high
voice, came from her.

“Well, her wuzza booful dirl. Ess, her

wuzza. Her wuzza, wuzza, wuzza. Ess, her
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wuzz.” She would bring the baby over to him.
“See, Daddy. Isn’t us a gate, bid dirl? Isn’t us
booful? Say ‘nigh-nigh,” Daddy. Us doe teepy-
bye, now. Say ‘nigh-nigh.’ ”

Oh, God.

Then she would bring the baby to Camilla.
“Say ‘nigh-nigh,” > she would cry. * ‘Nigh-
nigh,” Mummy.”

“If that brat ever calls you ‘Mummy,” > he
told Camilla once, fiercely, “T’ll turn her out
in the snow.”

Camilla would look at the baby, amusement
in her slow glance. “Good night, useless,” she
would say. She would hold out a finger, for
Diane’s pink hand to curl around. And
Gerald’s heart would quicken, and his eyes
sting and shine.

Once he tore his gaze from Camilla to look
at Miss Wilmarth, surprised by the sudden ces-
sation of her falsetto. She was no longer low-
ering her head and tossing it back. She was
standing quite still, looking at him over the
baby; she looked away quickly, but not before
he had seen that curious expression on her
face again. It puzzled him, made him vaguely
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uneasy. That night, she made no further
exhortations to Diane’s parents to utter the
phrase “nigh-nigh.” In silence she carried
the baby out of the room and back to the
nursery.

One evening, Gerald brought two men
home with him; lean, easily dressed young
men, good at golf and squash rackets, his
companions through his college and in his
clubs. They had cocktails in Camilla’s room,
grouped about the chaise-longue. Miss Wil-
marth, standing in the nursery adjoining, test-
ing the temperature of the baby’s milk against
her wrist, could hear them all talking lightly
and swiftly, tossing their sentences into the
air to hang there unfinished. Now and again
she could distinguish Camilla’s lazy voice; the
others stopped immediately when she spoke,
and when she was done there were long peals
of laughter. Miss Wilmarth pictured her ly-
ing there, in golden chiffon and deep lace, her
light figure turned always a little away from
those about her, so that she must move her
head and speak her slow words over her shoul-
der to them. The trained nurse’s face was
16

e —



.

HORSIE

astoundingly equine as she looked at the wall
that separated them.

They stayed in Camilla’s room a long time,
and there was always more laughter. The door
from the nursery into the hall was open, and
presently she heard the door of Camilla’s room
being opened, too. She had been able to hear
only voices before, but now she could distin-
guish Gerald’s words as he called back from
the threshold; they had no meaning to her.

“Only wait, fellers,” he said. “Wait till you
see Spark Plug.”

He came to the nursery door. He held a
cocktail shaker in one hand and a filled glass
in the other.

“Oh, Miss Wilmarth,” he said. “Oh, good
evening, Miss Wilmarth. Why, I didn’t know
this door was open—I mean, I hope we haven’t
been disturbing you.”

“Oh, not the least little bit,” she said.
“Goodness.”

«“Well!” he said. “I—we were wondering if
you wouldn’t have a little cocktail. Won’t you
please?”” He held out the glass to her.

“Mercy,” she said, taking it. “Why, thank

17
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you ever so much. Thank you, Mr. Cruger.”

“And, oh, Miss Wilmarth,” he said, “would
you tell Mary there’ll be two more to dinner?
And ask her not to have it before half an hour
or so, will you? Would you mind?”

“Not the least little bit,” she said. “Of
course I will.”

“Thank you,” he said. “Well! Thank you,
Miss Wilmarth. Well! See you at dinner.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I'm the one that
ought to thank you. For the lovely little cock-
tail.”

“Oh,” he said, and failed at an easy laugh.
He went back into Camilla’s room and closed
the door behind him.

Miss Wilmarth set her cocktail upon a table,
and went down to inform Mary of the im-
pending guests. She felt light and quick, and
she told Mary gayly, awaiting a flash of gayety
in response. But Mary received the news im-
passively, made a grunt but no words, and
slammed out through the swinging doors into
the kitchen. Miss Wilmarth stood looking after
her. Somehow servants never seemed to— She
should have become used to it.

18
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Even though the dinner hour was delayed,
Miss Wilmarth was a little late. The three
young men were standing in the dining-room,
talking all at once and laughing all together.
They stopped their noise when Miss Wilmarth
entered, and Gerald moved forward to per-
form introductions. He looked at her, and
then looked away. Prickling embarrassment
tormented him. He introduced the young men,
with his eyes away from her.

Miss Wilmarth had dressed for dinner. She
had discarded her linen uniform and put on a
frock of dark blue taffeta, cut down to a point
at the neck and given sleeves that left bare the
angles of her elbows. Small, stiff ruffles oc-
curred about the hips, and the skirt was short
for its year. It revealed that Miss Wilmarth
had clothed her ankles in roughened gray silk
and her feet in black, casket-shaped slippers,
upon which little bows quivered as if in lonely
terror at the expanse before them. She had
been busied with her hair; it was crimped and
loosened, and ends that had escaped the tongs
were already sliding from their pins. All the
length of her nose and chin was heavily pow-
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dered; not with a perfumed dust, tinted to
praise her skin, but with coarse, bright white
talcum.

Gerald presented his guests; Miss Wilmarth,
Mr. Minot; Miss Wilmarth, Mr. Forster. One
of the young men, it turned out, was Freddy,
and one, Tommy. Miss Wilmarth said she was
pleased to meet each of them. Each of them
asked her how she did.

She sat down at the candle-lit table with
the three beautiful young men. Her usual eve-
ning vivacity was gone from her. In silence she
unfolded her napkin and took up her soup
spoon. Her neck glowed crimson, and her face,
even with its powder, looked more than ever
as if it should have been resting over the top
rail of a paddock fence.

“Well!” Gerald said.

“Well!” Mr. Minot said.

“Getting much warmer out, isn’t it?” Mr.
Forster said. “Notice it?”

“It is, at that,” Gerald said. “Well. We're
about due for warm weather.”

“Yes, we ought to expect it now,” Mr.
Minot said. “Any day now.”
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“Oh, it’ll be here,” Mr. Forster said. “It’ll

come.”

“I love spring,” said Miss Wilmarth. “I just
love it.”

Gerald looked deep into his soup plate. The
two young men looked at her.

“Darn good time of year,” Mr. Minot said.
“Certainly is.”

“And how it is!” Mr. Forster said.

They ate their soup.

There was champagne all through dinner.
Miss Wilmarth watched Mary fill her glass,
none too full. The wine looked gay and pretty.
She looked about the table before she took her
first sip. She remembered Camilla’s voice and
the men’s laughter.

“Well,” she cried. “Here’s a health, every-
body!”

The guests looked at her. Gerald reached for
his glass and gazed at it as intently as if he
beheld a champagne goblet for the first time.
They all murmured and drank.

“Well!” Mr. Minot said. “Your patients
seem to be getting along pretty well, Miss
Witmark. Don’t they?”
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“] should say they do,” she said. “And
they’re pretty nice patients, too. Aren’t they,
Mr. Cruger?”

“They certainly are,” Gerald said. “That’s
right.”

“They certainly are,” Mr. Minot said.
“That’s what they are. Well. You must meet
all sorts of people in your work, I suppose.
Must be pretty interesting.”

“Oh, sometimes it is,” Miss Wilmarth said.
“It depends on the people.” Her words fell
from her lips clear and separate, sterile as if
each had been freshly swabbed with boracic
acid solution. In her ears rang Camilla’s light,
insolent drawl.

“That’s right,” Mr. Forster said. “Every-
thing depends on the people, doesn’t it? Al-
ways does, wherever you go. No matter what
you do. Still, it must be wonderfully interest-
ing work. Wonderfully.”

“Wonderful the way this country’s come
right up in medicine,” Mr. Minot said. “They
tell me we have the greatest doctors in the
world, right here. As good as any in Vienna.
Or Harley Street.”

22
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“I see,” Gerald said, “where they think
they’ve found a new cure for spinal menin-
gitis.”

“Have they really?” Mr. Minot said.

“Yes, I saw that, too,” Mr. Forster said.
“Wonderful thing. Wonderfully interest-
ing.”

“Oh, say, Gerald,” Mr. Minot said, and he
went from there into an account, hole by hole,
of his most recent performance at golf.
Gerald and Mr. Forster listened and questioned
him.

The three young men left the topic of golf
and came back to it again, and left it and came
back. In the intervals, they related to Miss
Wilmarth various brief items that had caught
their eyes in the newspapers. Miss Wilmarth
answered in exclamations, and turned her big
smile readily to each of them. There was no
laughter during dinner.

It was a short meal, as courses went. After
it, Miss Wilmarth bade the guests good-night
and received their bows and their “Good night,
Miss Witmark.” She said she was awfully glad
to have met them. They murmured.
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“Well, good night, then, Mr. Cruger,” she
said. “See you tomorrow!”

“Good night, Miss Wilmarth,” Gerald said.

The three young men went and sat with
Camilla. Miss Wilmarth could hear their voices
and their laughter as she hung up her dark
blue taffeta dress.

Miss Wilmarth stayed with the Crugers for
five weeks. Camilla was pronounced well—so
well that she could have dined downstairs on
the last few nights of Miss Wilmarth’s stay,
had she been able to support the fardel of din-
ner at the table with the trained nurse.

“I really couldn’t dine opposite that face,”
she told Gerald. “You go amuse Horsie at din-
ner, stupid. You must be good at it, by now.”

“All right, I will, darling,” he said. “But
God keep me, when she asks for another lump
of sugar, from holding it out to her on my
palm.”

“Only two more nights,” Camilla said, “and
then Thursday Nana’ll be here, and she’ll be
gone forever.”

“ ‘Forever,” sweet, is my favorite word in
the language,” Gerald said.
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Nana was the round and competent Scot-
tish woman who had nursed Camilla through
her childhood and was scheduled to engineer
the unknowing Diane through hers. She was
a comfortable woman, easy to have in the
house; a servant, and knew it.

Only two more nights. Gerald went down
to dinner whistling a good old tune.

“The old gray mare, she ain’t what she used
to be,
Ain’t what she used to be, ain’t what she used
to be 5

The final dinners with Miss Wilmarth were
like all the others. He arrived first, and stared
at the candles until she came.

“Well, Mary,” she cried on her entrance,
“you know what they say—better late than
never.”

Mary, to the last, remained unamused.

Gerald was elated all the day of Miss Wil-
marth’s departure. He had a holiday feeling,
a last-day-of-school jubilation with none of
its faint regret. He left his office early, stopped
at a florist’s shop, and went home to Camilla.

25
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Nana was installed in the nursery, but Miss
Wilmarth had not yet left. She was in Ca-
milla’s room, and he saw her for the second
time out of uniform. She wore a long brown
coat and a brown rubbed velvet hat of no
definite shape. Obviously, she was in the mid-
dle of the embarrassments of farewell. The
melancholy of her face made it so like a horse’s
that the hat above it was preposterous.

“Why, there’s Mr. Cruger!” she cried.

“Oh, good evening, Miss Wilmarth,” he
said. “Well! Ah, hello, darling. How are you,
sweet? Like these?”

He laid a florist’s box in Camilla’s lap. In it
were strange little yellow roses, with stems and
leaves and tiny, soft thorns all of blood red.
Miss Wilmarth gave a little squeal at the sight
of them.

“Oh, the darlings!” she cried. “Oh, the boo-
fuls!”

“And these are for you, Miss Wilmarth,”
he said. He made himself face her and hold
out to her a square, smaller box.

“Why, Mr. Cruger,” she said. “For me,
really? Why, really, Mr. Cruger.”
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She opened the box and found four gar-
denias, with green foil and pale green ribbon
holding them together.

“Oh, now, really, Mr. Cruger,” she said.
“Why, I never in all my life— Oh, now, you
shouldn’t have done it. Really, you shouldn’t.
My good mercy! Well, I never saw anything
so lovely in all my life. Did you, Mrs. Cruger?
They’re lovely. Well, T just don’t know how
to begin to thank you. Why, I just—well, I
just adore them.”

Gerald made sounds designed to convey the
intelligence that he was glad she liked them,
that it was nothing, that she was welcome.
Her squeaks of thanks made red rise back of
his ears.

“They’re nice ones,” Camilla said. “Put
them on, Miss Wilmarth. And these are aw-
fully cunning, Jerry. Sometimes you have your
points.”

“Oh, I didn’t think I'd wear them,” Miss
Wilmarth said. “I thought I’d just take them
in the box like this, so they’d keep better.
And it’s such a nice box—1I’d like to have it.
I—Id like to keep it.”
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She looked down at the flowers. Gerald was
in sudden horror that she might bring her head
down close to them and toss it back high, cry-
ing “wuzza, wuzza, wuzza” at them the
while.

“Honestly,” she said, “I just can’t take my
eyes off them.”

“The woman is mad,” Camilla said. “It’s
the effect of living with us, I suppose. I hope
we haven’t ruined you for life, Miss Wil-
marth.”

“Why, Mrs. Cruger,” Miss Wilmarth cried.
“Now, really! I was just telling Mrs. Cruger,
Mr. Cruger, that I’ve never been on a pleas-
anter case. I’ve just had the time of my life,
all the time I was here. I don’t know when I
—honestly, I can’t stop looking at my posies,
they’re so lovely. Well, I just can’t thank you
for all you’ve done.”

“Well, we ought to thank you, Miss Wil-
marth,” Gerald said. “We certainly ought.”

I really hate to say ‘good-by,” > Miss Wil-
marth said. “I just hate it.”

“Oh, don’t say it,” Camilla said. “I never
dream of saying it. And remember, you must
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come in and see the baby, any time you
can.”

“Yes, you certainly must,” Gerald said.
“That’s right.”

“Oh, I will,” Miss Wilmarth said. “Mercy,
I just don’t dare go take another look at her,
or I wouldn’t be able to leave, ever. Well,
what am I thinking of! Why, the car’s been
waiting all this time. Mrs. Cruger simply in-
sists on sending me home in the car, Mr.
Cruger. Isn’t she terrible?”

“Why, not at all,” he said. “Why, of
course.”

“Well, it’s only five blocks down and over
to Lexington,” she said, “or I really couldn’t
think of troubling you.”

“Why, not at all,” Gerald said. “Well! Is
that where you live, Miss Wilmarth?”

She lived in some place of her own some-
times? She wasn’t always disarranging some-
body else’s household?

“Yes,” Miss Wilmarth said. “I have Mother
there.”

Oh. Now Gerald had never thought of her
having a mother. Then there must have been
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a father, too, some time. And Miss Wilmarth
existed because two people once had loved
and known. It was not a thought to dwell
upon.

“My aunt’s with us, too,” Miss Wilmarth
said. “It makes it nice for Mother—you see,
Mother doesn’t get around very well any more.
It’s a little bit crowded for the three of us—I
sleep on the davenport when I'm home, be-
tween cases. But it’s so nice for Mother, hav-
ing my aunt there.”

“Oh, yes,” Gerald said. “Yes, it certainly
must be. Well! Well! May I close your bags
for you, Miss Wilmarth?”

“Oh, that’s all done,” she said. “The suit-
case is downstairs. I’ll just go get my hat-box.
Well, good-by, then, Mrs. Cruger, and take
care of yourself. And thank you a thousand
times.”

“Good luck, Miss Wilmarth,” Camilla said.
“Come see the baby.”

Miss Wilmarth looked at Camilla and at
Gerald standing beside her, touching one long
white hand. She left the room to fetch her
hat-box.
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“I’ll take it down for you, Miss Wilmarth,”
Gerald called after her.

He bent and kissed Camilla gently, very,
very gently.

“Well, it’s nearly over, darling,” he said.
“Sometimes I am practically convinced that
there is a God.”

“It was darn decent of you to bring her
gardenias,” Camilla said. “What made you
think of it?”

“I was so crazed at the idea that she was
really going,” he said, “that I must have lost
my head. No one was more surprised than I,
buying gardenias for Horsie. Thank the Lord
she didn’t put them on. I couldn’t have stood
that sight.”

“She’s not really at her best in her street
clothes,” Camilla said. “She seems to lack a
certain chic.” She stretched her arms slowly
above her head and let them sink slowly back.
“That was a fascinating glimpse of her home
life she gave us. Great fun.”

“Oh, I don’t suppose she minds,” he said.
“I’ll go down now and back her into the car,

and the hell with her.”
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He bent again over Camilla.

“Oh, you look so lovely, sweet,” he said.
“So lovely.”

Miss Wilmarth was coming down the hall,
when Gerald left the room, managing a paste-
board hat-box, the florist’s box, and a big
leather purse that had known service. He took
the boxes from her, against her protests, and
followed her down the stairs and out to the
motor at the curb. The chauffeur stood at the
open door. Gerald was glad of that presence.

“Well, good luck, Miss Wilmarth,” he said.
“And thank you so much.”

“Thank you, Mr. Cruger,” she said. “I—I
can’t tell you how I've enjoyed it all the time
I was here. I never had a pleasanter— And
the flowers, and everything. I just don’t know
what to say. I'm the one that ought to thank
you.”

She held out her hand, in a brown cotton
glove. Anyway, worn cotton was easier to the
touch than dry, corded flesh. It was the last
moment of her. He scarcely minded looking
at the long face on the red, red neck.

“Well!” he said. “Well! Got everything?
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Well, good luck, again, Miss Wilmarth, and
don’t forget us.”

“Oh, I won’t,” she said. “I—oh, I won’t do
that.”

She turned from him and got quickly into
the car, to sit upright against the pale gray
cushions. The chauffeur placed her hat-box at
her feet and the florist’s box on the seat beside
her, closed the door smartly, and returned to
his wheel. Gerald waved cheerily as the car
slid away. Miss Wilmarth did not wave to him.

When she looked back, through the little
rear window, he had already disappeared in
the house. He must have run across the side-
walk—run, to get back to the fragrant room
and the little yellow roses and Camilla. Their
little pink baby would lie sleeping in its bed.
They would be alone together; they would
dine alone together by candlelight; they would
be alone together in the night. Every morning
and every evening Gerald would drop to his
knees beside her to kiss her perfumed hand and
call her sweet. Always she would be perfect, in
scented chiffon and deep lace. There would be
lean, easy young men, to listen to her drawl
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and give her their laughter. Every day there
would be shiny white boxes for her, filled with
curious blooms. It was perhaps fortunate that
no one looked in the limousine. A beholder
must have been startled to learn that a human
face could look as much like that of a weary
mare as did Miss Wilmarth’s.

Presently the car swerved, in a turn of the
traffic. The florist’s box slipped against Miss
Wilmarth’s knee. She looked down at it. Then
she took it on her lap, raised the lid a little and
peeped at the waxy white bouquet. It would
have been all fair then for a chance spectator;
Miss Wilmarth’s strange resemblance was not
apparent, as she looked at her flowers. They
were her flowers. A man had given them to
her. She had been given flowers. They might
not fade maybe for days. And she could keep
the box.
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;7}16 young man in the new blue suit fin-
ished arranging the glistening luggage in tight
corners of the Pullman compartment. The
train had leaped at curves and bounced along
straightaways, rendering balance a praise-
worthy achievement and a sporadic one; and
the young man had pushed and hoisted and
tucked and shifted the bags with concentrated
care.

Nevertheless, eight minutes for the settling
of two suitcases and a hat-box is a long time.

He sat down, leaning back against bristled
green plush, in the seat opposite the girl in
beige. She looked as new as a peeled egg. Her
hat, her fur, her frock, her gloves were glossy
and stiff with novelty. On the arc of the thin,
slippery sole of one beige shoe was gummed a
tiny oblong of white paper, printed with the
price set and paid for that slipper and its fel-
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low, and the name of the shop that had dis-
pensed them.

She had been staring raptly out of the win-
dow, drinking in the big weathered signboards
that extolled the phenomena of codfish with-
out bones and screens no rust could corrupt.
As the young man sat down, she turned po-
litely from the pane, met his eyes, started a
smile and got it about half done, and rested her
gaze just above his right shoulder.

“Well!” the young man said.

“Well!” she said.

“Well, here we are,” he said.

“Here we are,” she said. “Aren’t we?”

“I should say we were,” he said. “Eeyop.
Here we are.”

“Well!” she said.

“Well!” he said. “Well. How does it feel
to be an old married lady?”

“Qh, it’s too soon to ask me that,” she said.
“At least—I mean. Well, I mean, goodness,
we’ve only been married about three hours,
haven’t we?”

The young man studied his wrist-watch as
if he were just acquiring the knack of reading
time. 38
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“We have been married,” he said, “exactly
two hours and twenty-six minutes.”

“My,” she said. “It seems like longer.”

“No,” he said. “It isn’t hardly half-past six
yet.”

“It seems like later,” she said. “I guess it’s
because it starts getting dark so early.”

“It does, at that,” he said. “The nights are
going to be pretty long from now on. I mean.
I mean—well, it starts getting dark early.”

“I didn’t have any idea what time it was,”
she said. “Everything was so mixed up, I sort
of don’t know where I am, or what it’s all
about. Getting back from the church, and
then all those people, and then changing all my
clothes, and then everybody throwing things,
and all. Goodness, I don’t see how people do it
every day.”

“Do what?” he said.

“Get married,” she said. “When you think
of all the people, all over the world, getting
married just as if it was nothing. Chinese peo-
ple and everybody. Just as if it wasn’t any-
thing.”

“Well, let’s not worry about people all over

39




‘\j;..‘..u idttaiepiip Lot

AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

the world,” he said. “Let’s don’t think about a
lot of Chinese. We've got something better to
think about. I mean. I mean—well, what do
we care about them?”

“] know,” she said. “But I just sort of got
to thinking of them, all of them, all over
everywhere, doing it all the time. At least, I
mean—getting married, you know. And it’s—
well, it’s sort of such a big thing to do, it
makes you feel queer. You think of them, all
of them, all doing it just like it wasn’t any-
thing. And how does anybody know what’s
going to happen next?”

“I et them worry,” he said. “We don’t have
to. We know darn well what’s going to happen
next. I mean. I mean—well, we know it’s
going to be great. Well, we know we’re going
to be happy. Don’t we?”

“Oh, of course,” she said. “Only you think
of all the people, and you have to sort of keep
thinking. It makes you feel funny. An awful
lot of people that get married, it doesn’t turn
out so well. And I guess they all must have
thought it was going to be great.”

“Come on, now,” he said. “This is no way
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to start a honeymoon, with all this thinking
going on. Look at us—all married and every-
thing done. I mean. The wedding all done and
all.”

“Ah, it was nice, wasn’t it?” she said. “Did
you really like my veil?”

“You looked great,” he said. “Just great.”

“Oh, I'm terribly glad,” she said. “Ellie and
Louise looked lovely, didn’t they? I’'m terribly
glad they did finally decide on pink. They
looked perfectly lovely.”

“Listen,” he said. “I want to tell you some-
thing. When I was standing up there in that
old church waiting for you to come up, and
I saw those two bridesmaids, I thought to my-
self, I thought, ‘“Well, I never knew Louise
could look like that!” Why, she’d have knocked
anybody’s eye out.”

“Oh, really?” she said. “Funny. Of course,
everybody thought her dress and hat were
lovely, but a lot of people seemed to think she
looked sort of tired. People have been saying
that a lot, lately. I tell them I think it’s aw-
fully mean of them to go around saying that
about her. I tell them they’ve got to remember
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that Louise isn’t so terribly young any more,
and they’ve got to expect her to look like that.
Louise can say she’s twenty-three all she wants
to, but she’s a good deal nearer twenty-seven.”

“Well, she was certainly a knock-out at the
wedding,” he said. “Boy!”

“I’m terribly glad you thought so,” she said.
“I’m glad some one did. How did you think
Ellie looked?”

“Why, I honestly didn’t get a look at her,”
he said.

“Oh, really?” she said. “Well, I certainly
think that’s too bad. I don’t suppose I ought
to say it about my own sister, but I never saw
anybody look as beautiful as Ellie looked to-
day. And always so swee; and unselfish, too.
And you didn’t even notice her. But you never
pay attention to Ellie, anyway. Don’t think I
haven’t noticed it. It makes me feel just ter-
rible. It makes me feel just awful, that you
don’t like my own sister.”

“I do so like her!” he said. “I’m crazy for
Ellie. I think she’s a great kid.”

“Don’t think it makes any difference to
Ellie!” she said. “Ellie’s got enough people
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crazy about her. It isn’t anything to her
whether you like her or not. Don’t flatter
yourself she cares! Only, the only thing is, it
makes it awfully hard for me you don’t like
her, that’s the only thing. I keep thinking,
when we come back and get in the apartment
and everything, it’s going to be awfully hard
for me that you won’t want my own sister to
come and see me. It’s going to make it awfully
hard for me that you won’t ever want my
family around. I know how you feel about my
family. Don’t think I haven’t seen it. Only,
if you don’t ever want to see them, that’s your
loss. Not theirs. Don’t flatter yourself!”

“Oh, now, come on!” he said. “What’s all
this talk about not wanting your family
around? Why, you know how I feel about
your family. I think your old woman—TI think
your mother’s swell. And Ellie. And your
father. What’s all this talk?”

“Well, I’ve seen it,” she said. “Don’t think
I haven’t. Lots of people they get married, and
they think it’s going to be great and every-
thing, and then it all goes to pieces because
people don’t like people’s families, or some-
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thing like that. Don’t tell me! T've seen it
happen.”

“Honey,” he said, “what is all this? What
are you getting all angry about? Hey, look,
this is our honeymoon. What are you trying to
start a fight for? Ah, I guess you’re just feel-
ing sort of nervous.”

“Me?” she said. “What have I got to be
nervous about? I mean. I mean, goodness, I'm
not nervous.”

“You know, lots of times,” he said, “they
say that girls get kind of nervous and yippy on
account of thinking about— I mean. I mean
—well, it’s like you said, things are all so sort
of mixed up and everything, right now. But
afterwards, it’ll be all right. I mean. I mean—
well, look, honey, you don’t look any too com-
fortable. Don’t you want to take your hat off?
And let’s don’t ever fight, ever. Will we?”

“Ah, I'm sorry I was cross,” she said. “I
guess I did feel a little bit funny. All mixed up,
and then thinking of all those people all over
everywhere, and then being sort of *way off
here, all alone with you. It’s so sort of differ-
ent. It’s sort of such a big thing. You can’t
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blame a person for thinking, can you? Yes,
don’t let’s ever, ever fight. We won’t be like
a whole lot of them. We won’t fight or be
nasty or anything. Will we?”

“You bet your life we won’t,” he said.

“I guess I will take this darned old hat off,”
she said. “It kind of presses. Just put it up on
the rack, will you, dear? Do you like it, sweet-
heart?”

“Looks good on you,” he said.

“No, but I mean,” she said, “do you really
like it?”

“Well, I’ll tell you,” he said. “I know this
is the new style and everything like that, and
it’s probably great. I don’t know anything
about things like that. Only I like the kind
of a hat like that blue hat you had. Gee, I liked
that hat.”

“Oh, really?” she said. “Well, that’s nice.
That’s lovely. The first thing you say to me, as
soon as you get me off on a train away from
my family and everything, is that you don’t
like my hat. The first thing you say to your
wife is you think she has terrible taste in hats.
That’s nice, isn’t it?”
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“Now, honey,” he said, “I never said any-
thing like that. I only said o
“What you don’t seem to realize,” she said,

“is this hat cost twenty-two dollars. Twenty-
two dollars. And that horrible old blue thing
you think you’re so crazy about, that cost
three ninety-five.”

“I don’t give a darn what they cost,” he
said. “T only said—I said I liked that blue hat.
I don’t know anything about hats. I’ll be
crazy about this one as soon as I get used to it.
Only it’s kind of not like your other hats. I
don’t know about the new styles. What do I
know about women’s hats?”

“It’s too bad,” she said, “you didn’t marry
somebody that would get the kind of hats
you’d like. Hats that cost three ninety-five.
Why didn’t you marry Louise? You always
think she looks so beautiful. You’d love her
taste in hats. Why didn’t you marry her?”

“Ah, now, honey,” he said. “For heaven’s
sakes!”

“Why didn’t you marry her?” she said. “All
you’ve done, ever since we got on this train, is
talk about her. Here I’ve sat and sat, and just
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listened to you saying how wonderful Louise
is. I suppose that’s nice, getting me all off here
alone with you, and then raving about Louise
right in front of my face. Why didn’t you ask
her to marry you? I’'m sure she would have
jumped at the chance. There aren’t so many
people asking her to marry them. It’s too bad
you didn’t marry her. I'm sure you’d have
been much happier.”

“Listen, baby,” he said, “while you’re talk-
ing about things like that, why didn’t you
marry Joe Brooks? I suppose he could have
given you all the twenty-two-dollar hats you
wanted, I suppose!”

“Well, ’'m not so sure I'm not sorry I
didn’t,” she said. ““There! Joe Brooks wouldn’t
have waited until he got me all off alone and
then sneered at my taste in clothes. Joe Brooks
wouldn’t ever hurt my feelings. Joe Brooks has
always been fond of me. There!”

“Yeah,” he said. “He’s fond of you. He was
so fond of you he didn’t even send a wedding
present. That’s how fond of you he was.”

“I happen to know for a fact,” she said,
“that he was away on business, and as soon as
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he comes back he’s going to give me anything
I want, for the apartment.”

“Listen,” he said. “I don’t want anything
he gives you in our apartment. Anything he
gives you, I'll throw right out the window.
That’s what I think of your friend Joe Brooks.
And how do you know where he is and what
he’s going to do, anyway? Has he been writing
to you?”

“I suppose my friends can correspond with
me,” she said. “I didn’t hear there was any
law against that.”

“Well, I suppose they can’t!” he said. “And
what do you think of that? I’m not going to
have my wife getting a lot of letters from
cheap traveling salesmen!”

“Joe Brooks is not a cheap traveling sales-
man!” she said. “He is not! He gets a won-
derful salary.”

“Oh, yeah?” he said. “Where did you hear
that?”

“He told me so himself,” she said.

“Oh, he told you so himself,” he said. I
see. He told you so himself.”

“You’ve got a lot of right to talk about Joe
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Brooks,” she said. “You and your friend Lou-
ise. All you ever talk about is Louise.”

“Oh, for heaven’s sakes!” he said. “What do
I care about Louise? I just thought she was a
friend of yours, that’s all. That’s why I ever
even noticed her.”

“Well, you certainly took an awful lot of
notice of her today,” she said. “On our wed-
ding day! You said yourself when you were
standing there in the church you just kept
thinking of her. Right up at the altar. Oh,
right in the presence of God! And all you
thought about was Louise.”

“Listen, honey,” he said, “I never should
have said that. How does anybody know what
kind of crazy things come into their heads
when they’re standing there waiting to get
married? I was just telling you that because
it was so kind of crazy. I thought it would
make you laugh.”

“I know,” she said. “I’ve been all sort of
mixed up today, too. I told you that. Every-
thing so strange and everything. And me all
the time thinking about all those people all
over the world, and now us here all alone, and
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everything. I know you get all mixed up. Only
I did think, when you kept talking about how
beautiful Louise looked, you did it with malice
and forethought.”

“I never did anything with malice and fore-
thought!” he said. “I just told you that about
Louise because I thought it would make you
laugh.”

“Well, it didn’t,” she said.

“No, I know it didn’t,” he said. “It cer-
tainly did not. Ah, baby, and we ought to be
laughing, too. Hell, honey lamb, this is our
honeymoon. What’s the matter?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “We used to
squabble a lot when we were going together
and then engaged and everything, but I
thought everything would be so different as
soon as you were married. And now I feel so

sort of strange and everything. I feel so sort
of alone.”

“Well, you see, sweetheart,” he said, “we’re
not really married yet. I mean. I mean—
well, things will be different afterwards. Oh,

hell. T mean, we haven’t been married very
long.”
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“No,” she said.

“Well, we haven’t got much longer to wait
now,” he said. “I mean—well, we’ll be in New
York in about twenty minutes. Then we can
have dinner, and sort of see what we feel like
doing. Or I mean. Is there anything special you
want to do tonight?”

“What?” she said.

“What I mean to say,” he said, “would you
like to go to a show or something?”

“Why, whatever you like,” she said. I sort
of didn’t think people went to theaters and
things on their—I mean, I’ve got a couple of
letters I simply must write. Don’t let me for-
get.”

“Oh,” he said. “You’re going to write let-
ters tonight?”

“Well, you see,” she said, “I’ve been per-
fectly terrible. What with all the excitement
and everything, I never did thank poor old
Mrs. Sprague for her berry spoon, and I never
did a thing about those book ends the McMas-
ters sent. It’s just too awful of me. I’ve got to
write them this very night.”

“And when you’ve finished writing your

SI

ThRe, Ty




AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

letters,” he said, “maybe I could get you a
magazine or a bag of peanuts.”

“What?” she said.

“I mean,” he said, “I wouldn’t want you to
be bored.”

“As if I could be bored with you!” she said.
“Silly! Aren’t we married? Bored!”

“What I thought,” he said, “I thought when
we got in, we could go right up to the Bilt-
more and anyway leave our bags, and maybe
have a little dinner in the room, kind of quiet,
and then do whatever we wanted. I mean. I
mean—well, let’s go right up there from the
station.”

“Oh, yes, let’s,” she said. “I’'m so glad we’re
going to the Biltmore. I just love it. The twice
I’ve stayed in New York we’ve always stayed
there, Papa and Mamma and Ellie and I, and I
was crazy about it. I always sleep so well there.
I go right off to sleep the minute I put my
head on the pillow.”

“Oh, you do?” he said.

“At least, I mean,” she said. *“ *Way up high
it’s so quiet.”

“We might go to some show or other to-
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morrow night instead of tonight,” he said.
“Don’t you think that would be better?”

“Yes, I think it might,” she said.

He rose, balanced a moment, crossed over
and sat down beside her.

“Do you really have to write those letters
tonight?” he said.

“Well,” she said, “I don’t suppose they’d get
there any quicker than if I wrote them to-
morrow.”

There was a silence with things going on
in it.

“And we won’t ever fight any more, will
we?” he said.

“Oh, no,” she said. “Not ever! I don’t know
what made me do like that. It all got so sort
of funny, sort of like a nightmare, the way I
got thinking of all those people getting mar-
ried all the time; and so many of them, it goes
to pieces on account of fighting and every-
thing. I got all mixed up thinking about them.
Oh, I don’t want to be like them. But we
won’t be, will we?”

“Sure we won’t,” he said.

“We won’t go all to pieces,” she said. “We

5.5




AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

won’t fight. It’ll all be different, now we’re
married. It’ll all be lovely. Reach me down my
hat, will you, sweetheart? It’s time I was put-
ting it on. Thanks. Ah, ’'m so sorry you don’t
like it.”

“I do so like it!” he said.

“You said you didn’t,” she said. “You said
you thought it was perfectly terrible.”

“I never said any such thing,” he said.
*You’re crazy.”

“All right, I may be crazy,” she said.
“Thank you very much. But that’s what you
said. Not that it matters—it’s just a little
thing. But it makes you feel pretty funny to
think you’ve gone and married somebody that
says you have perfectly terrible taste in hats.
And then goes and says you’re crazy, beside.”

“Now, listen here,” he said. “Nobody said
any such thing. Why, I love that hat. The
more I look at it the better I like it. I think
it’s great.”

“That isn’t what you said before,” she said.

“Honey,” he said. “Stop it, will you? What
do you want to start all this for? I love the
damned hat. I mean, I love your hat. I love
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anything you wear. What more do you want
me to say?”

“Well, I don’t want you to say it like that,”
she said.

“I said I think it’s great,” he said. “That’s
all T said.”

“Do you really?” she said. “Do you hon-
estly? Ah, I’'m so glad. I’d hate you not to like
my hat. It would be—I don’t know, it would
be sort of such a bad start.”

“Well, I'm crazy for it,” he said. “Now
we’ve got that settled, for heaven’s sakes. Ah,
baby. Baby lamb. We’re not going to have any
bad starts. Look at us—we’re on our honey-
moon. Pretty soon we’ll be regular old mar-
ried people. I mean. I mean, in a few minutes
we’ll be getting in to New York, and then
we’ll be going to the hotel, and then every-
thing will be all right. I mean—well, look at
us! Here we are, married! Here we are!”

“Yes, here we are,” she said. “Aren’t we?”
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11 I
M y dear,” Mrs. Marshall said to Mrs.

Ames, “I never was so surprised in my life.
Never in my life. Why, Grace and I were like
that—just like that.”

She held up her right hand, the upstanding
first and second fingers rigidly close together,
in illustration.

Mrs. Ames shook her head sadly, and offered
the cinnamon toast.

“Imagine!” said Mrs. Marshall, refusing it
though with a longing eye. “We were going to
have dinner with them last Tuesday night,
and then I got this letter from Grace from this
little place up in Connecticut, saying she was
going to be up there she didn’t know how
long, and she thought, when she came back,
she’d probably take just one big room with
a kitchenette. Ernest was living at the Ath-
letic Club, she said.”
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“But what did they do about their apart-
ment?” Mrs. Ames’s voice was high with
anxiety.

“Why, it seems his sister took it, fur-
nished and all—by the way, remind me, I must
go and see her,” said Mrs. Marshall. “They
wanted to move into town, anyway, and they
were looking for a place.”

“Doesn’t she feel terribly about it—his sis-
ter?” asked Mrs. Ames.

“Oh—terribly,” Mrs. Marshall dismissed the
word as inadequate. “My dear, think how
everybody that knew them feels. Think how
I feel. I don’t know when I've had a thing
depress me more. If it had been anybody but
the Weldons!”

Mrs. Ames nodded.

“That’s what I said,” she reported.

“That’s what everybody says.” Mrs. Mar-
shall quickly took away any undeserved credit.
“To think of the Weldons separating! Why, I
always used to say to Jim, “Well, there’s one
happily married couple, anyway,” I used to
say, ‘so congenial, and with that nice apart-
ment, and all.” And then, right out of a clear
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sky, they go and separate. I simply can’t un-
derstand what on earth made them do it. It
just seems too awful!”

Again Mrs. Ames nodded, slowly and sadly.
“Yes, it always seems too bad, a thing like

that does,” she said. “It’s too bad.”

II

Mrs. Ernest Weldon wandered about the
orderly living-room, giving it some of those
little feminine touches. She was not especially
good as a touch-giver. The idea was pretty,
and appealing to her. Before she was married,
she had dreamed of herself as moving softly
about her new dwelling, deftly moving a vase
here or straightening a flower there, and thus
transforming it from a house to a home. Even
now, after seven years of marriage, she liked
to picture herself in the gracious act.

But, though she conscientiously made a try
at it every night as soon as the silk-shaded
lamps were lit, she was always a bit bewildered
as to how one went about performing those
tiny miracles that make all the difference in
the world to a room. The living-room, it
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seemed to her, looked good enough as it was—
as good as it would ever look, with that man-
telpiece and the same old furniture. Delia, one
of the most thoroughly feminine of creatures,
had subjected it to a long series of emphatic
touches earlier in the day, and none of her
handiwork had since been disturbed. But the
feat of making all the difference in the world,
so Mrs. Weldon had always heard, was not a
thing to be left to servants. Touch-giving was
a wife’s job. And Mrs. Weldon was not one
to shirk the business she had entered.

With an almost pitiable air of uncertainty,
she strayed over to the mantel, lifted a small
Japanese vase, and stood with it in her hand,
gazing helplessly around the room. The white-
enameled bookcase caught her eye, and grate-
fully she crossed to it and set the vase upon it,
carefully rearranging various ornaments to
make room. To relieve the congestion, she took
up a framed photograph of Mr. Weldon’s sis-
ter in evening gown and eye-glasses, again
looked all about, and then set it timidly on the
piano. She smoothed the piano-cover ingrati-
atingly, straightened the copies of “A Day in
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Venice,” “To a Wild Rose,” and Kreisler’s
“Caprice Viennois,” which stood ever upon
the rack, walked over to the tea-table and ef-
fected a change of places between the cream-
jug and the sugar-bowl.

Then she stepped back, and surveyed her in-
novations. It was amazing how little difference
they made to the room.

Sighing, Mrs. Weldon turned her attention
to a bowl of daffodils, slightly past their first
freshness. There was nothing to be done there;
the omniscient Delia had refreshed them with
clear water, had clipped their stems, and
removed their more passé sisters. Still Mrs.
Weldon bent over them pulling them gently
about.

She liked to think of herself as one for
whom flowers would thrive, who must always
have blossoms about her, if she would be truly
happy. When her living-room flowers died, she
almost never forgot to stop in at the florist’s,
the next day, and get a fresh bunch. She told
people, in little bursts of confidence, that she
loved flowers. There was something almost
apologetic in her way of uttering her tender

63




<)

AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

avowal, as if she would beg her listeners not
to consider her too bizarre in her taste. It
seemed rather as though she expected the
hearer to fall back, startled, at her words, cry-
ing, “Not really! Well, what are we coming
to?”

She had other little confessions of affection,
too, that she made from time to time; always
with a little hesitation, as if understandably
delicate about baring her heart, she told her
love for color, the country, a good time, a
really interesting play, nice materials, well-
made clothes, and sunshine. But it was her
fondness for flowers that she acknowledged
oftenest. She seemed to feel that this, even
more than her other predilections, set her apart
from the general.

Mrs. Weldon gave the elderly daffodils a
final pat, now, and once more surveyed the
room, to see if any other repairs suggested
themselves. Her lips tightened as the little Jap-
anese vase met her gaze; distinctly, it had
been better off in the first place. She set it
back, the irritation that the sight of the mantel
always gave her welling within her.
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She had hated the mantelpiece from the
moment they had first come to look at the
apartment. There were other things that she
had always hated about the place, too—the
long, narrow hall, the dark dining-room, the
inadequate closets. But Ernest had seemed to
like the abartment well enough, so she had said
nothing, then or since. After all, what was the
use of fussing? Probably there would always
be drawbacks, wherever they lived. There were
enough in the last place they had had.

So they had taken the apartment on a five-
year lease—that was four years and three
months still to go. Mrs. Weldon felt suddenly
weary. She lay down on the davenport, and
pressed her thin hand against her dull brown
hair.

Mr. Weldon came down the street, bent
almost double in his battle with the wind from
the river. His mind went over its nightly dark
thoughts on living near Riverside Drive, five
blocks from a subway station—two of those
blocks loud with savage gales. He did not
much like their apartment, even when he
reached it. As soon as he had seen that dining-
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room, he had realized that they must always
breakfast by artificial light—a thing he hated.
But Grace had never appeared to notice it,
so he had held his peace. It didn’t matter much,
anyway, he explained to himself. There was
pretty sure to be something wrong, every-
where. The dining-room wasn’t much worse
than that bedroom on the court, in the last
place. Grace had never seemed to mind that,
either.

Mrs. Weldon opened the door at his ring.

“Well!” she said, cheerily.

They smiled brightly at each other.

“Hel-lo,” he said. “Well! You home?”

They kissed, slightly. She watched with
polite interest while he hung up his hat and
coat, removed the evening papers from his
pocket, and handed one to her.

“Bring the papers?” she said, taking it.

She preceded him along the narrow hall to
the living-room, where he let himself slowly
down into his big chair, with a sound between
a sigh and a groan. She sat opposite him, on
the davenport. Again they smiled brightly at
each other.
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“Well, what have you been doing with
yourself today?” he inquired.

She had been expecting the question. She
had planned, before he came in, how she would
tell him all the little events of her day—how
the woman in the grocer’s shop had had an
argument with the cashier, and how Delia had
tried out a new salad for lunch, with but mod-
erate success, and how Alice Marshall had
come to tea and it was quite true that Norma
Matthews was going to have another baby. She
had woven them into a lively little narrative,
carefully choosing amusing phrases of descrip-
tion; had felt that she was going to tell it well
and with spirit, and that he might laugh at
the account of the occurrence in the grocer’s.
But now, as she considered it, it seemed to her
a long, dull story. She had not the energy to
begin it. And he was already smoothing out
his paper.

“Oh, nothing,” she said, with a gay little
laugh. “Did you have a nice day?”

“Why—" he began. He had had some idea
of telling her how he had finally put through
that Detroit thing, and how tickled J. G. had
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seemed to be about it. But his interest waned,
even as he started to speak. Besides, she was
engrossed in breaking off a loose thread from
the silk flowers on one of the pillows beside
her.

“Oh, pretty fair,” he said.

“Tired?” she asked, anxiously.

“Not so much,” he answered. “Why—
want to do anything tonight?”

“Why, not unless you do,” she said, brightly.
“Whatever you say.”

“Whatever you say,” he corrected her,
pleasantly.

The subject closed. There was a third ex-
change of smiles, and then he hid most of him-
self behind his paper.

Mrs. Weldon, too, turned to the newspaper.
But it was an off night for news—some sort of
tariff business, a failure in Wall Street, an im-
pending strike, a four-day-old murder mys-
tery. No one she knew had died or become
engaged or married, or had attended any so-
cial functions. The fashions depicted on the
woman’s page were for Miss Fourteen-to-
Sixteen. The advertisements ran mostly to
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bread, and sauces, and foot remedies, and sales
of kitchen utensils. She put the paper down.

She wondered how Ernest could get so much
enjoyment out of a newspaper. He could oc-
cupy himself with one for almost an hour,
and then pick up another and go all through
the same news with unabated interest. She
wished that she could. She wished, even more
than that, that she could think of something
to say. She glanced around the room for in-
spiration.

“See my pretty daffy-down-dillies?” she
said, finding it. To anyone else, she would have
referred to them as daffodils.

Mr. Weldon looked in the direction of the
flowers.

“M-m-mm,” he said appreciatively, and re-
turned to the news.

She looked at him, and shook her head des-
pondently. He did not see, behind the paper;
nor did she see that he was not reading. He was
waiting, his hands gripping the printed sheet
till their knuckles were blue-white, for her
next remark.

It came.
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“I love flowers,” she said, in one of her little
rushes of confidence.

Her husband did not answer. He sighed, his
grip relaxed, and he went on reading.

Mrs. Weldon searched the room for another
suggestion.

“Ernie,” she cooed, “I'm so comfortable.
Wouldn’t you like to get up and get my hand-
kerchief off the piano for me?”

He rose instantly. “Why, certainly,” he said.

The way to ask people to fetch handker-
chiefs, he thought as he went back to his chair,
was to ask them to do it, and not try to make
them think that you were giving them a treat.
Either come right out and ask them, would
they or wouldn’t they, or else get up and get
your handkerchief yourself.

“Thank you ever so much,” his wife said
enthusiastically.

Delia appeared in the doorway. “Dinner,”
she murmured bashfully, as if it were not quite
a nice word for a young woman to use, and
vanished.

“Dinner, Ern,” cried Mrs. Weldon gayly,
getting up.
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“Just minute,” issued indistinctly from be-
hind the newspaper.

Mrs. Weldon waited. Then her lips com-
pressed, and she went over and playfully took
the paper from her husband’s hands. She
smiled carefully at him, and he smiled back at
her.

“You go ahead in,” he said, rising. “T’ll be
right with you. I’ve just got to wash up.”

She looked after him, and something like a
volcanic eruption took place within her.
You’d think that just one night—just one lit-
tle night—he might go and wash before dinner
was announced. Just one night—it didn’t seem
much to ask. But she said nothing. God knew
it was aggravating, but after all, it wasn’t
worth the trouble of fussing about.

She was waiting, cheerful and bright, court-
eously refraining from beginning her soup,
when he took his place at the table.

“Oh, tomato soup, eh?” he said.

“Yes,” she answered. “You like it, don’t
you?”

“Who—me?” he said. “Oh, yes. Yes, in-
deed.”
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She smiled at him.

“Yes, I thought you liked it,” she said.

“You like it, too, don’t you?” he inquired.

“Oh, yes,” she assured him. “Yes, I like it
ever so much. I'm awfully fond of tomato
soup.”

“Yes,” he said, “there’s nothing much better
than tomato soup on a cold night.”

She nodded.

“I think it’s nice, too,” she confided.

They had had tomato soup for dinner prob-
ably three times a month during their married
life.

The soup was finished, and Delia brought
in the meat.

“Well, that looks pretty good,” said Mr.
Weldon, carving it. “We haven’t had steak for
a long time.”

“Why, yes, we have, too, Ern,” his wife said
eagerly. “We had it—Ilet me see, what night
were the Baileys here?—we had it Wednesday
night—no, Thursday night. Don’t you re-
member?”

“Did we?” he said. “Yes, I guess you’re
right. It seemed longer, somehow.”
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Mrs. Weldon smiled politely. She could not
think of any way to prolong the discussion.

What did married people talk about, any-
way, when they were alone together? She had
seen married couples—not dubious ones but
people she really knew were husbands and
wives—at the theater or in trains, talking to-
gether as animatedly as if they were just ac-
quaintances. She always watched them, mar-
velingly, wondering what on earth they found
to say.

She could talk well enough to other people.
There never seemed to be enough time for her
to finish saying all she wanted to to her
friends; she recalled how she had run on to
Alice Marshall, only that afternoon. Both men
and women found her attractive to listen to,
not brilliant, nor particularly funny, but still
amusing and agreeable. She was never at a loss
for something to say, never conscious of grop-
ing around for a topic. She had a good memory
for bits of fresh gossip, or little stories of some
celebrity that she had read or heard some-
where, and a knack of telling them entertain-
ingly. Things people said to her stimulated her
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to quick replies, and more amusing narratives.
They weren’t especially scintillating people,
either; it was just that they talked to her.

That was the trick of it. If nobody said any-
thing to you, how were you to carry on a con-
versation from there? Inside, she was always
bitter and angry at Ernest for not helping her
out.

Ernest, too, seemed to be talkative enough
when he was with others. People were always
coming up and telling her how much they had
enjoyed meeting her husband, and what fun
he was. They weren’t just being polite. There
was no reason why they should go out of their
way to say it.

Even when she and Ernest had another cou-
ple in to dinner or bridge, they both talked
and laughed easily, all evening long. But as
soon as the guests said good-night and what an
awfully nice evening it had been, and the door
had closed behind them, there the Weldons
were again, without a word to say to each
other. It would have been intimate and amus-
ing to have talked over their guests’ clothes
and skill at bridge and probable domestic and
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financial affairs, and she would do it the next
day, with great interest, too, to Alice Mar-
shall, or some other one of her friends. But
she couldn’t do it with Ernest. Just as she
started to, she found she simply couldn’t make
the effort.

So they would put away the card-table and
empty the ash-receivers, with many “Oh, I
beg your pardon’s” and “No, no—I was in
your way’s,” and then Ernest would say,
“Well, I guess I'll go along to bed,” and she
would answer, “All right—Tll be in in a min-
ute,” and they would smile cheerfully at each
other, and another evening would be over.

She tried to remember what they used to
talk about before they were married, when
they were engaged. It seemed to her that they
never had had much to say to each other. But
she hadn’t worried about it then; indeed, she
had felt the satisfaction of the correct, in their
courtship, for she had always heard that true
love was inarticulate. Then, besides, there had
been always kissing and things, to take up your
mind. But it had turned out that true mar-
riage was apparently equally dumb. And you
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can’t depend on kisses and all the rest of it to
while away the evenings, after seven years.

You’d think that you would get used to it,
in seven years, would realize that that was the
way it was, and let it go at that. You don’t,
though. A thing like that gets on your
nerves. It isn’t one of those cozy, companion-
able silences that people occasionally fall into
together. It makes you feel as if you must do
something about it, as if you weren’t perform-
ing your duty. You have the feeling a hostess
has when her party is going badly, when her
guests sit in corners and refuse to mingle. It
makes you nervous and self-conscious, and you
talk desperately about tomato soup, and say
things like “daffy-down-dilly.”

Mrs. Weldon cast about in her mind for a
subject to offer her husband. There was Alice
Marshall’s new system of reducing—no, that
was pretty dull. There was the case she had
read in the morning’s paper about the man of
eighty-seven who had taken, as his fourth
wife, a girl of twenty—he had probably seen
that, and as long as he hadn’t thought it worth
repeating, he wouldn’t think it worth hear-
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ing. There was the thing the Baileys’ little boy
had said about Jesus—no, she had told him
that the night before.

She looked over at him, desultorily eating
his rhubarb pie. She wished he wouldn’t put
that smeary stuff on his head. Perhaps it was
necessary, if his hair really was falling out, but
it did seem that he might find some more at-
tractive remedy, if he only had the considera-
tion to look around for one. Anyway, why
must his hair fall out? There was something
a little disgusting about people with falling
hair.

“Like your pie, Ernie?” she asked viva-
ciously.

“Why, I don’t know,” he said, thinking it
over. “I’m not so crazy about rhubarb, I don’t
think. Are you?”

“No, I’m not so awfully crazy about it,”
she answered. “But then, I'm not really crazy
about any kind of pie.”

“Aren’t you really?” he said, politely sur-
prised. “I like pie pretty well—some kinds of

»

pie.
“Do you?” The polite surprise was hers now.
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“Why, yes,” he said. “I like a nice huckle-
berry pie, or a nice lemon meringue pie, or
a—"" He lost interest in the thing himself, and
his voice died away.

He avoided looking at her left hand, which
lay on the edge of the table, palm upward.
The long, gray-white ends of her nails pro-
truded beyond the tips of her fingers, and the
sight made him uncomfortable. Why in God’s
name must she wear her finger nails that
heathenish length, and file them to those
horrible points? If there was anything that
he hated, it was a woman with pointed finger
nails.

They returned to the living-room, and Mr.
Weldon again eased himself down into his
chair, reaching for the second paper.

“Quite sure there isn’t anything you’d like
to do tonight?” he asked solicitously. “Like
to go to the movies, or anything?”

“Oh, no,” she said. “Unless there’s some-
thing you want to do.”

“No, no,” he answered. “I just thought
maybe you wanted to.”

“Not unless you do,” she said.

He began on his paper, and she wandered
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aimlessly about the room. She had forgotten
to get a new book from the library, and it had
never in her life occurred to her to reread a
book that she had once completed. She thought
vaguely of playing Canfield, but she did not
care enough about it to go to the trouble of
getting out the cards, and setting up the table.
There was some sewing that she could do, and
she thought that she might presently go into
the bedroom and fetch the nightgown that she
was making for herself. Yes, she would prob-
ably do that, in a little while.

Ernest would read industriously, and, along
toward the middle of the paper, he would
start yawning aloud. Something happened in-
side Mrs. Weldon when he did this. She would
murmur that she had to speak to Delia, and
hurry to the kitchen. She would stay there
rather a long time, looking vaguely into jars
and inquiring half-heartedly about laundry
lists, and, when she returned, he would have
gone in to get ready for bed.

In a year, three hundred of their evenings
were like this. Seven times three hundred is
more than two thousand.

Mrs. Weldon went into the bedroom, and
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brought back her sewing. She sat down, pinned
the pink satin to her knee, and began whip-
ping narrow lace along the top of the half-
made garment. It was fussy work. The fine
thread knotted and drew, and she could not
get the light adjusted so that the shadow of her
head did not fall on her work. She grew a little
sick, from the strain on her eyes.

Mr. Weldon turned a page, and yawned
aloud. “Wah-huh-huh-huh-huh,” he went on
on a descending scale. He yawned again, and
this time climbed the scale.

III

“My dear,” Mrs. Ames said to Mrs. Mar-
shall, “don’t you really think that there must
have been some other woman?”

“Oh, I simply couldn’t think it was any-
thing like that,” said Mrs. Marshall. “Not
Ernest Weldon. So devoted—home every night
at half-past six, and such good company, and
so jolly, and all. T don’t see how there could
have been.”

“Sometimes,” observed Mrs. Ames, “those
awfully jolly men at home are just the kind.”
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“Yes, I know,” Mrs. Marshall said. “But
not Ernest Weldon. Why, I used to say to Jim,
‘I never saw such a devoted husband in my
life,” I said. Oh, not Ernest Weldon.”

“I don’t suppose,” began Mrs. Ames, and
hesitated. “I don’t suppose,” she went on, in-
tently pressing the bit of sodden lemon in her
cup with her teaspoon, “that Grace—that
there was ever anyone—or anything like
that?”

“Oh, Heavens, no,” cried Mrs. Marshall.
“Grace Weldon just gave her whole life to that
man. It was Ernest this and Ernest that every
minute. I simply can’t understand it. If there
was one earthly reason—if they ever fought,
or if Ernest drank, or anything like that. But
they got along so beautifully together—why,
it just seems as if they must have been crazy
to go and do a thing like this. Well, T can’t
begin to tell you how blue it’s made me. It
seems so awful!”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Ames, “it certainly is too

bad.”
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FROM THE DIARY OF A
NEW TORK LADYX

DURING DAYS OF PANIC,

FRENZY, AND WORLD UCEH AN GE

Monday. Breakfast tray about eleven;

didn’t want it. The champagne at the Amorys’
last night was oo revolting, but what can you
do? You can’t stay until five o’clock on just
nothing. They had those divine Hungarian
musicians in the green coats, and Stewie
Hunter took off one of his shoes and led them
with it, and it couldn’t have been funnier.
He is the wittiest number in the entire world;
he couldn’t be more perfect. Ollie Martin
brought me home and we both fell asleep in
the car—700 screaming. Miss Rose came about
noon to do my nails, simply covered with the
most divine gossip. The Morrises are going to
separate any minute, and Freddie Warren defi-
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nitely has ulcers, and Gertie Leonard simply
won’t let Bill Crawford out of her sight even
with Jack Leonard right there in the room,
and it’s all #rue about Sheila Phillips and Babs
Deering. It couldn’t have been more thrilling.
Miss Rose is 200 marvelous; I really think that
a lot of times people like that are a lot more in-
telligent than a lot of people. Didn’t notice
until after she had gone that the damn fool
had put that revolting tangerine-colored pol-
ish on my nails; couldn’t have been more furi-
ous. Started to read a book, but too nervous.
Called up and found I could get two tickets
for the opening of “Run Like a Rabbit” to-
night for forty-eight dollars. Told them they
had #he nerve of the world, but what can you
do? Think Joe said he was dining out, so tele-
phoned some divine numbers to get someone
to go to the theater with me, but they were
all tied up. Finally got Ollie Martin. He
couldn’t have more poise, and what do I care
if he is one? Can’t decide whether to wear the
green crépe or the red wool. Every time I look
at my finger nails, I could spit. Damn Miss
Rose.
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Tuesday. Joe came barging in my room this
morning at practically nine o’clock. Couldn’t
have been more furious. Started to fight, but
too dead. Know he said he wouldn’t be home
to dinner. Absolutely cold all day; couldn’t
move. Last night couldn’t have been more per-
fect. Ollie and I dined at Thirty-Eight East,
absolutely poisonous food, and not one living
soul that you’d be seen dead with, and “Run
Like a Rabbit” was the world’s worst. Took
Ollie up to the Barlows’ party and it couldn’t
have been more attractive—couldn’t have
been more people absolutely stinking. They
had those Hungarians in the green coats, and
Stewie Hunter was leading them with a fork
—everybody simply died. He had yards of
green toilet paper hung around his neck like
a lei; he couldn’t have been in better form.
Met a really new number, very tall, oo mar-
velous, and one of those people that you can
really talk to them. I told him sometimes I
get so nauseated 1 could yip, and I felt I ab-
solutely had to do something like write or
paint. He said why didn’t I write or paint.
Came home alone; Ollie passed out stiff.
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Called up the new number three times today
to get him to come to dinner and go with
me to the opening of “Never Say Good Morn-
ing,” but first he was out and then he was all
tied up with his mother. Finally got Ollie
Martin. Tried to read a book, but couldn’t sit
stil. Can’t decide whether to wear the red
lace or the pink with the feathers. Feel Z00 ex-
hausted, but what can you do?

Wednesday. The most terrible thing hap-
pened just this minute. Broke one of my fin-
ger nails right off short. Absolutely the most
horrible thing I ever had happen to me in my
life. Called up Miss Rose to come over and
shape it for me, but she was out for the day.
I do have the worst luck in the entire world.
Now I’ll have to go around like this all day
and all night, but what can you do? Damn
Miss Rose. Last night oo hectic. “Never Say
Good Morning” foo foul, never saw more poi-
sonous clothes on the stage. Took Ollie up to
the Ballards’ party; couldn’t have been better.
They had those Hungarians in the green coats
and Stewie Hunter was leading them with a
freesia—rt00 perfect. He had on Peggy Coop-
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er’s ermine coat and Phyllis Minton’s silver
turban; simply unbelievable. Asked simply
sheaves of divine people to come here Friday
night; got the address of those Hungarians in
the green coats from Betty Ballard. She says
just engage them until four, and then who-
ever gives them another three hundred dollars,
they’ll stay till five. Couldn’t be cheaper.
Started home with Ollie, but had to drop him
at his house; he couldn’t have been sicker.
Called up the new number today to get him
to come to dinner and go to the opening of
“Everybody Up” with me tonight, but he was
tied up. Joe’s going to be out; he didn’t con-
descend to say where, of course. Started to read
the papers, but nothing in them except that
Mona Wheatley is in Reno charging intoler-
able cruelty. Called up Jim Wheatley to see if
he had anything to do tonight, but he was tied
up. Finally got Ollie Martin. Can’t decide
whether to wear the white satin or the black
chiffon or the yellow pebble crépe. Simply
wrecked to the core about my finger nail.
Can’t bear it. Never knew anybody to have
such unbelievable things happen to them.
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Thursday. Simply collapsing on my feet.
Last night f0o0 marvelous. “Everybody Up”
too divine, couldn’t be filthier, and the new
number was there, f0o celestial, only he didn’t
see me. He was with Florence Keeler in that
loathsome gold Schiaparelli model of hers that
every shopgirl has had since God knows. He
must be out of his mind; she wouldn’t look at
a man. Took Ollie to the Watsons’ party;
couldn’t have been more thrilling. Everybody
simply blind. They had those Hungarians in
the green coats and Stewie Hunter was lead-
ing them with a lamp, and, after the lamp got
broken, he and Tommy Thomas did adagio
dances—#00 wonderful. Somebody told me
Tommy’s doctor told him he had to absolutely
get right out of town, he has the world’s worst
stomach, but you’d never know it. Came home
alone, couldn’t find Ollie anywhere. Miss Rose
came at noon to shape my nail, couldn’t have
been more fascinating. Sylvia Eaton can’t go
out the door unless she’s had a hypodermic,
and Doris Mason knows every single word
about Douggie Mason and that girl up in Har-
lem, and Evelyn North won’t be induced to
keep away from those three acrobats, and they
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don’t dare tell Stuyvie Raymond what he’s got
the matter with him. Never knew anyone
that had a more simply fascinating life than
Miss Rose. Made her take that vile tangerine
polish off my nails and put on dark red. Didn’t
notice until after she had gone that it’s practi-
cally black in electric light; couldn’t be in a
worse state. Damn Miss Rose. Joe left a note
saying he was going to dine out, so telephoned
the new number to get him to come to dinner
and go with me to that new movie tonight,
but he didn’t answer. Sent him three telegrams
to absolutely surely come tomorrow night.
Finally got Ollie Martin for tonight. Looked
at the papers, but nothing in them except that
the Harry Motts are throwing a tea with Hun-
garian music on Sunday. Think will ask the
new number to go to it with me; they must
have meant to invite me. Began to read a book,
but too exhausted. Can’t decide whether to
wear the new blue with the white jacket or
save it till tomorrow night and wear the ivory
moire. Simply heartsick every time I think of
my nails. Couldn’t be wilder. Could kill Miss
Rose, but what can you do?
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Friday. Absolutely sunk; couldn’t be worse.
Last night foo divine, movie simply deadly.
Took Ollie to the Kingslands’ party, #00 un-
believable, everybody absolutely rolling. They
had those Hungarians in the green coats, but
Stewie Hunter wasn’t there. He’s got a com-
plete nervous breakdown. Worried sick for
fear he won’t be well by tonight; will abso-
lutely never forgive him if he doesn’t come.
Started home with Ollie, but dropped him at
his house because he couldn’t stop crying. Joe
left word with the butler he’s going to the
country this afternoon for the week-end; of
course he wouldn’t sfoop to say what country.
Called up streams of marvelous numbers to
get someone to come dine and go with me to
the opening of “White Man’s Folly,” and then
go somewhere after to dance for a while; can’t
bear to be the first one there at your own
party. Everybody was tied up. Finally got
Ollie Martin. Couldn’t feel more depressed;
never should have gone arywhere near cham-
pagne and Scotch together. Started to read a
book, but too restless. Called up Anne Lyman
to ask about the new baby and couldn’t re-
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member if it was a boy or girl—must get a
secretary next week. Anne couldn’t have been
more of a help; she said she didn’t know
whether to name it Patricia or Gloria, so then
of course I knew it was a girl right away. Sug-
gested calling it Barbara; forgot she already
had one. Absolutely walking the floor like a
panther all day. Could spit about Stewie Hun-
ter. Can’t face deciding whether to wear the
blue with the white jacket or the purple with
the beige roses. Every time I look at those re-
volting black nails, I want to absolutely yip. I
really have the most horrible things happen
to me of anybody in the entire world. Damn
Miss Rose.
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CM//Jy, thank you so much. I’d adore to.

I don’t want to dance with him. I don’t
want to dance with anybody. And even if I
did, it wouldn’t be him. He’d be well down
among the last ten. I've seen the way he
dances; it looks like something you do on St.
Walpurgis Night. Just think, not a quarter of
an hour ago, here I was sitting, feeling so sorry
for the poor girl he was dancing with. And
now I’m going to be the poor girl. Well, well.
Isn’t it a small world?

And a peach of a world, too. A true little
corker. Its events are so fascinatingly unpre-
dictable, are not they? Here I was, minding
my own business, not doing a stitch of harm
to any living soul. And then he comes into my
life, all smiles and city manners, to sue me for
the favor of one memorable mazurka. Why,
he scarcely knows my name, let alone what it
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stands for. It stands for Despair, Bewilder-
ment, Futility, Degradation, and Premedi-
tated Murder, but little does he wot. I don’t
wot his name, either; I haven’t any idea what
it is. Jukes, would be my guess from the look
in his eyes. How do you do, Mr. Jukes? And
how is that dear little brother of yours, with
the two heads?

Ah, now why did he have to come around
me, with his low requests? Why can’t he let
me lead my own life? I ask so little—just to be
left alone in my quiet corner of the table, to
do my evening brooding over all my sorrows.
And he must come, with his bows and his
scrapes and his may-I-have-this-ones. And I
had to go and tell him that I’d adore to dance
with him. I cannot understand why I wasn’t
struck right down dead. Yes, and being struck
dead would look like a day in the country,
compared to struggling out a dance with this
boy. But what could I do? Everyone else at
the table had got up to dance, except him and
me. There I was, trapped. Trapped like a trap
in a trap.

What can you say, when a man asks you to
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dance with him? I most certainly will 7zof
dance with you, I'll see you in hell first. Why,
thank you, Id like to awfully, but I’'m having
labor pains. Oh, yes, do let’s dance together—
it’s so nice to meet a man who isn’t a scaredy-
cat about catching my beri-beri. No. There
was nothing for me to do, but say I’d adore to.
Well, we might as well get it over with. All
right, Cannonball, let’s run out on the field.
You won the toss; you can lead.

Why, 1 think it’s more of a waltz, really.
Isit it? We might just listen to the music a
second. Shall we? Ob, yes, it’s a waltz. Mind?
Why, Pm simply thrilled. I'd love to waltz
with you.

I’d love to waltz with you. I'd love to waltz
with you, I’d love to have my tonsils out, I'd
love to be in a midnight fire at sea. Well, it’s
too late now. We’re getting under way. Ob.
Oh, dear. Oh, dear, dear, dear. Oh, this is even
worse than I thought it would be. I suppose
that’s the one dependable law of life—every-
thing is always worse than you thought it was
going to be. Oh, if I had had any real grasp of
what this dance would be like, I'd have held
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out for sitting it out. Well, it will probably
amount to the same thing in the end. We’ll be
sitting it out on the floor in a minute, if he
keeps this up.

I’'m so glad I brought it to his attention that
this is a waltz they’re playing. Heaven knows
what might have happened, if he had thought
it was something fast; we’d have blown the
sides right out of the building. Why does he
always want to be somewhere that he isn’t?
Why can’t we stay in one place just long
enough to get acclimated? It’s this constant
rush, rush, rush, that’s the curse of American
life. That’s the reason that we’re all of us so—
Ow! For God’s sake, don’t kick, you idiot; this
is only second down. Oh, my shin. My poor,
poor shin, that I've had ever since I was a little
girl!

Ob, no, no, no. Goodness, no. It didn’t burt
the least little bit. And anyway it was my
fault. Really it was. Truly. Well, yow'’re just
being sweet, to say that. It veally was all my
fault.

I wonder what I'd better do—Xkill him this
instant, with my naked hands, or wait and let
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him drop in his traces. Maybe it’s best not to
make a scene. I guess I’ll just lie low, and
watch the pace get him. He can’t keep this up
indefinitely—he’s only flesh and blood. Die he
must, and die he shall, for what he did to me.
I don’t want to be of the over-sensitive type,
but you can’t tell me that kick was unpre-
meditated. Freud says there are no accidents.
I’ve led no cloistered life, I've known dancing
partners who have spoiled my slippers and
torn my dress; but when it comes to kicking, I
am Outraged Womanhood. When you kick
me in the shin, smile.

Maybe he didn’t do it maliciously. Maybe
it’s just his way of showing his high spirits.
I suppose I ought to be glad that one of us is
having such a good time. I suppose I ought to
think myself lucky if he brings me back alive.
Maybe it’s captious to demand of a practically
strange man that he leave your shins as he
found them. After all, the poor boy’s doing
the best he can. Probably he grew up in the
hill country, and never had no larnin’. T bet
they had to throw him on his back to get shoes
on him.
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Yes, it’s lovely, isn’t it? 1£s simply lovely.
I¥s the loveliest waltz. Isit't it? Ob, I think it’s
lovely, too.

Why, I’'m getting positively drawn to the
Triple Threat here. He’s my hero. He has the
heart of a lion, and the sinews of a buffalo.
Look at him—never a thought of the conse-
quences, never afraid of his face, hurling him-
self into every scrimmage, eyes shining, cheeks
ablaze. And shall it be said that I hung back?
No, a thousand times no. What’s it to me if I
have to spend the next couple of years in a
plaster cast? Come on, Butch, right through
them! Who wants to live forever?

Oh. Oh, dear. Oh, he’s all right, thank good-
ness. For a while I thought they’d have to
carry him off the field. Ah, I couldn’t bear to
have anything happen to him. I love him. I
love him better than anybody in the world.
Look at the spirit he gets into a dreary, com-
monplace waltz; how effete the other dancers
seem, beside him. He is youth and vigor and
courage, he is strength and gayety and— Ow!
Get off my instep, you hulking peasant! What
do you think I am, anyway—a gangplank?
Ow!
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No, of course it didn’t burt. Why, it didn’t
a bit. Honestly. And it was all my fault. You
see, that little step of yours—uwell, it’s per-
fectly lovely, but it’s just a tiny bit tricky to
follow at first. Ob, did you work it up your-
self? You really did? Well, arew’t you amaz-
ing! Ob, now I think Pve got it. Ob, I think
it’s lovely. I was watching you do it when you
were dancing before. 1t’s awfully effective
when you look at it.

It’s awfully effective when you look at it.
I bet 'm awfully effective when you look at
me. My hair is hanging along my cheeks, my
skirt is swaddled about me, I can feel the cold
damp of my brow. I must look like something
out of the Fall of the House of Usher. This
sort of thing takes a fearful toll of a woman
my age. And he worked up his little step him-
self, he with his degenerate cunning. And it
was just a tiny bit tricky at first, but now I
think Ive got it. Two stumbles, slip, and a
twenty-yard dash; yes, I've got it. I’ve got sev-
eral other things, too, including a split shin
and a bitter heart. I hate this creature I'm
chained to. I hated him the moment I saw his
leering, bestial face. And here I’ve been locked
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in his noxious embrace for the thirty-five
years this waltz has lasted. Is that orchestra
never going to stop playing? Or must this ob-
scene travesty of a dance go on until hell burns
out?

Ob, they’re going to play another encore.
Ob, goody. Ob, that’s lovely. Tired? I should
say I'm not tired. I'd like to go on like this
forever.

I should say I’'m not tired. I'm dead, that’s
all I am. Dead, and in what a cause! And the
music is never going to stop playing, and we’re
going on like this, Double-Time Charlie and I,
throughout eternity. I suppose I won’t care
any more, after the first hundred thousand
years. I suppose nothing will matter then, not
heat nor pain nor broken heart nor cruel, ach-
ing weariness. Well. It can’t come too soon
for me.

I wonder why I didn’t tell him I was tired. I
wonder why I didn’t suggest going back to the
table. I could have said let’s just listen to the
music. Yes, and if he would, that would be
the first bit of attention he has given it all
evening. George Jean Nathan said that the
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lovely rhythms of the waltz should be listened
to in stillness and not be accompanied by
strange gyrations of the human body. I think
that’s what he said. I think it was George Jean
Nathan. Anyhow, whatever he said and who-
ever he was and whatever he’s doing now, he’s
better off than I am. That’s safe. Anybody
who isn’t waltzing with this Mrs. O’Leary’s
cow I’ve got here is having a good time.

Still, if we were back at the table, I'd prob-
ably have to talk to him. Look at him—what
could you say to a thing like that! Did you go
to the circus this year, what’s your favorite
kind of ice cream, how do you spell cat? I
guess I'm as well off here. As well off as if I
were in a cement mixer in full action.

I’'m past all feeling now. The only way I can
tell when he steps on me is that I can hear the
splintering of bones. And all the events of my
life are passing before my eyes. There was the
time I was in a hurricane in the West Indies,
there was the day I got my head cut open in
the taxi smash, there was the night the
drunken lady threw a bronze ash-tray at her
own true love and got me instead, there was
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that summer that the sailboat kept capsizing.
Ah, what an easy, peaceful time was mine, un-
til I fell in with Swifty, here. I didn’t know
what trouble was, before I got drawn into this
danse macabre. 1 think my mind is beginning
to wander. It almost seems to me as if the or-
chestra were stopping. It couldn’t be, of
course; it could never, never be. And yet in
my ears there is a silence like the sound of
angel voices. . . .

Ob, theyve stopped, the mean things.
They’re not going to play any more. Ob, darn.
Ob, do you think they would? Do you really
think so, if you gave them fifty dollars? Ob,
that would be lovely. And look, do tell them
to play this same thing. I'd simply adore to go
on waltzing.
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DUSK BEFORE FIREWORKS

e was a very good-looking young man
indeed, shaped to be annoyed. His voice was
intimate as the rustle of sheets, and he kissed
easily. There was no tallying the gifts of Char-
vet handkerchiefs, art moderne ash-trays,
monogrammed  dressing-gowns, gold key-
chains, and cigarette-cases of thin wood, inlaid
with views of Parisian comfort stations, that
were sent him by ladies too quickly confident
and were paid for with the money of unwit-
ting husbands, which is acceptable any place
in the world. Every woman who visited his
small, square apartment promptly flamed with
the desire to assume charge of its redecoration.
During his tenancy, three separate ladies had
achieved this ambition. Each had left behind
her, for her brief monument, much too much
glazed chintz.

The glare of the latest upholstery was
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dulled, now, in an April dusk. There was a
soft blur of mauve and gray over chairs and
curtains, instead of the daytime pattern of
heroic-sized double poppies and small, sad ele-
phants. (The most recent of the volunteer
decorators was a lady who added interest to
her ways by collecting all varieties of elephants
save those alive or stuffed; her selection of the
chintz had been made less for the cause of con-
temporary design than in the hope of keeping
ever present the wistful souvenirs of her hobby
and, hence, of herself. Unhappily, the pop-
pies, those flowers for forgetfulness, turned
out to be predominant in the pattern.)

The very good-looking young man was
stretched in a long chair, legless and short in
the back. It was a strain to see in that chair
any virtue save the speeding one of modernity.
Certainly it was a peril to all who dealt with
it; they were far from their best within its
arms, and they could never have wished to be
remembered as they appeared while easing into
its depths or struggling out again. All, that is,
save the young man. He was a long young
man, broad at the shoulders and chest and nar-
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row everywhere else, and his muscles obeyed
him at the exact instant of command. He rose
and lay, he moved and was still, always in
beauty. Several men disliked him, but only one
woman really hated him. She was his sister. She
was stump-shaped, and she had straight hair.

On the sofa opposite the difficult chair there
sat a young woman, slight and softly dressed.
There was no more to her frock than some
dull, dark silk and a little chiffon, but the re-
current bill for it demanded, in bitter black
and white, a sum well on toward the second
hundred. Once the very good-looking young
man had said that he liked women in quiet
and conservative clothes, carefully made. The
young woman was of those unfortunates who
remember every word. This made living pe-
culiarly trying for her when it was later dem-
onstrated that the young man was also partial
to ladies given to garments of slap-dash cut
and color like the sound of big brass instru-
ments.

The young woman was temperately pretty
in the eyes of most beholders; but there were a
few, mainly hand-to-mouth people, artists and
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such, who could not look enough at her. Half
a year before, she had been sweeter to see. Now
there was tension about her mouth and unease
along her brow, and her eyes looked puzzled
and beseeching. The gentle dusk became her.
The young man who shared it with her could
not see these things.

She stretched her arms and laced her fingers
high above her head.

“Oh, this is nice,” she said. “It’s nice being
here.”

“It’s nice and peaceful,” he said. “Oh, Lord.
Why can’t people just be peaceful? That’s
little enough to ask, isn’t it? Why does there
have to be so much hell, all the time?”

She dropped her hands to her lap.

“There doesn’t have to be at all,” she said.
She had a quiet voice, and she said her words
with every courtesy to each of them, as if she
respected language. “There’s never any need
for hell.”

“There’s an awful lot of it around, sweet,”
he said.

“There certainly is,” she said. “There’s just
as much hell as there are hundreds of little
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shrill, unnecessary people. It’s the second-
raters that stir up hell; first-rate people
wouldn’t. You need never have another bit
of it in your beautiful life if—if you’ll pardon
my pointing—you could just manage to steel
yourself against that band of spitting hell-cats
that is included in your somewhat over-
crowded acquaintance, my lamb. Ah, but I
mean it, Hobie, dear. I’ve been wanting to tell
you for so long. But it’s so rotten hard to say.
If I say it, it makes me sound just like one of
them—makes me seem inexpensive and jealous.
Surely you know, after all this time, I'm not
like that. It’s just that I worry so about you.
You’re so fine, you’re so lovely, it nearly kills
me to see you just eaten up by a lot of things
like Margot Wadsworth and Mrs. Holt and
Evie Maynard and those. You’re so much bet-
ter than that. You know that’s why I'm say-
ing it. You know I haven’t got a stitch of jeal-
ousy in me. Jealous! Good heavens, if I were
going to be jealous, I'd be it about someone
worth while, and not about any silly, stupid,
idle, worthless, selfish, hysterical, vulgar, pro-
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“Darling!” he said.

“Well, 'm sorry,” she said. “I guess I’'m
sorry. I didn’t really mean to go into the sub-
ject of certain of your friends. Maybe the way
they behave isn’t their fault, said she, lying in
her teeth. After all, you can’t expect them to
know what it’s about. Poor things, they’ll
never know how sweet it can be, how lovely it
always is when we’re alone together. It is, isn’t
it? Ah, Hobie, isn’t it?”

The young man raised his slow lids and
looked at her. He smiled with one end of his
beautiful curly mouth.

“Uh-huh,” he said.

He took his eyes from hers and became busy
with an ash-tray and a spent cigarette. But he
still smiled.

“Ah, don’t,” she said. “You promised you’d
forget about—about last Wednesday. You said
you’d never remember it again. Oh, whatever
made me do it! Making scenes. Having tan-
trums. Rushing out into the night. And then
coming crawling back. Me, that wanted to
show you how different a2 woman could be!
Oh, please, please don’t let’s think about it.
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Only tell me I wasn’t as terrible as I know I
was.”

“Darling,” he said, for he was often a young
man of simple statements, “you were the worst
I ever saw.”

“And doesn’t that come straight from Sir
Hubert!” she said. “Oh, dear. Oh, dear, oh,
dear. What can I say? ‘Sorry’ isn’t nearly
enough. 'm broken. I'm in little bits. Would
you mind doing something about putting me
together again?”

She held out her arms to him.

The young man rose, came over to the sofa,
and kissed her. He had intended a quick, good-
humored kiss, a moment’s stop on a projected
trip out to his little pantry to mix cocktails.
But her arms clasped him so close and so gladly
that he dismissed the plan. He lifted her to her
feet, and did not leave her.

Presently she moved her head and hid her
face above his heart.

“Listen,” she said, against cloth. “I want to
say it all now, and then never say it any more.
I want to tell you that there’ll never, never be
anything like last Wednesday again. What we
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have is so much too lovely ever to cheapen. I
promise, oh, I promise you, I won’t ever be
like—like anybody else.”

“You couldn’t be, Kit,” he said.

“Ah, think that always,” she said, “and say
it sometimes. It’s so sweet to hear. Will you,
Hobie?”

“For your size,” he said, “you talk an awful
lot.” His fingers slid to her chin and he held
her face for his greater convenience.

After a while she moved again.

“Guess who I'd rather be, right this minute,
than anybody in the whole world,” she said.

“Who?” he said.

“Me,” she said.

The telephone rang.

The telephone was in the young man’s bed-
room, standing in frequent silence on the little
table by his bed. There was no door to the bed-
chamber; a plan which had disadvantages, too.
Only a curtained archway sequestered its in-
timacies from those of the living-room. An-
other archway, also streaming chintz, gave
from the bedroom upon a tiny passage, along
which were ranged the bathroom and the pan-
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try. It was only by entering either of these,
closing the door behind, and turning the fau-
cets on to the full that any second person in
the apartment could avoid hearing what was
being said over the telephone. The young man
sometimes thought of removing to a flat of
more sympathetic design.

“There’s that damn telephone,” the young
man said.

“Isn’t it?” the young woman said. “And
wouldn’t it be?”

“Let’s not answer it,” he said. “Let’s let it
ring.”

“No, you mustn’t,” she said. “I must be big
and strong. Anyway, maybe it’s only some-
body that just died and left you twenty mil-
lion dollars. Maybe it isn’t some other woman
at all. And if it is, what difference does it
make? See how sweet and reasonable I am?
Look at me being generous.”

“You can afford to be, sweetheart,” he said.

“I know I can,” she said. “After all, who-
ever she is, she’s way off on an end of a wire,
and I’'m right here.”

She smiled up at him. So it was nearly half
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a minute before he went away to the tele-
phone.

Still smiling, the young woman stretched
her head back, closed her eyes and flung her
arms wide. A long sigh raised her breast. Thus
she stood, then she went and settled back on
the sofa. She essayed whistling softly, but the
issuing sounds would not resemble the in-
tended tune and she felt, though interested,
vaguely betrayed. Then she looked about the
dusk-filled room. Then she pondered her fin-
ger nails, bringing each bent hand close to
her eyes, and could find no fault. Then she
smoothed her skirt along her legs and shook
out the chiffon frills at her wrists. Then she
spread her little handkerchief on her knee and
with exquisite care traced the “Katherine”
embroidered in script across one of its corners.
Then she gave it all up and did nothing but
listen.

“Yes?” the young man was saying. “Hello?
Hello. I #old you this is Mr. Ogden. Well, I am
holding the wire. I’'ve been holding the wire.
Youw’re the one that went away. Hello? Ah,
now listen— Hello? Hey. Oh, what the hell is
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this? Come back, will you? Operator! Hello.
Yes, this is Mr. Ogden. Who? Oh, hello, Con-
nie. How are you, dear? What? You’re what?
Oh, that’s too bad. What’s the matter? Why
can’t you? Where are you, in Greenwich? Oh,
I see. When, now? Why, Connie, the only
thing is I’ve got to go right out. So if you came
in to town now, it really wouldn’t do much—
Well, I couldn’t very well do that, dear, I'm
keeping these people waiting as it is. I say 'm
late now, I was just going out the door when
you called. Why, I’d better not say that, Con-
nie, because there’s no telling when I’ll be able
to break away. Look, why don’t you wait and
come in to town tomorrow some time? What?
Well— Oh,
Connie, there’s no reason to talk like that.
Why, of course I'd do anything in the world I
could, but I tell you I can’t tonight. No, no,
no, no, no, it isn’t that at all. No, it’s nothing

Can’t you tell me now? Oh

like that, I tell you. These people are friends
of my sister’s, and it’s just one of those things
you’ve got to do. Why don’t you be a good girl
and go to bed early, and then you’ll feel better
tomorrow? Hm? Will you do that? What? Of
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course I do, Connie. I'll try to later on if I can,
dear. Well, all right, if you want to, but I
don’t know what time I’ill be home. Of course
I do. Of course I do. Yes, I do, Connie. You
be a good girl, won’t you? "By, dear.”

The young man returned, through the
chintz. He had a rather worn look. It was, of
course, becoming to him.

“God,” he said, simply.

The young woman on the sofa looked at
him as if through clear ice.

“And how is dear Mrs. Holt?” she said.

“Great,” he said. “Corking. Way up at the
top of her form.” He dropped wearily into the
low chair. “She says she has something she
wants to tell me.”

“It can’t be her age,” she said.

He smiled without joy. “She says it’s too
hard to say over the wire,” he said.

“Then it may be her age,” she said. “She’s
afraid it might sound like her telephone num-
ber.”

“About twice a week,” he said, “Connie has
something she must tell you right away, that
she couldn’t possibly say over the telephone.
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Usually it turns out she’s caught the butler
drinking again.”

“I see,” she said.

“Well,” he said. “Poor little Connie.”

“Poor little Connie,” she said. “Oh, my
God. That saber-toothed tigress. Poor little
Connie.”

“Darling, why do we have to waste time
talking about Connie Holt?”’ he said. “Can’t
we just be peaceful?”

“Not while that she-beast prowls the
streets,” she said. “Is she coming in to town
tonight?”

“Well, she was,” he said, “but then she more
or less said she wouldn’t.”

“Oh, she will,” she said. “You get right
down out of that fool’s paradise you’re in.
She’ll shoot out of Greenwich like a bat out of
hell, if she thinks there’s a chance of seeing
you. Ah, Hobie, you don’t really want to see
that old thing, do you? Do you? Because if
you do— Well, I suppose maybe you do. Nat-
urally, if she has something she must tell you
right away, you want to see her. Look, Hobie,
you know you can see me any time. It isn’t a
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bit important, seeing me tonight. Why don’t
you call up Mrs. Holt and tell her to take the
next train in? She’d get here quicker by train
than by motor, wouldn’t she? Please go ahead
and do it. It’s quite all right about me.
Really.”

“You know,” he said, “I knew that was
coming. I could tell it by the way you were
when I came back from the telephone. Oh,
Kit, what makes you want to talk like that?
You know damned well the last thing I want
to do is see Connie Holt. You know how I
want to be with you. Why do you want to
work up all this? I watched you just sit there
and deliberately talk yourself into it, starting
right out of nothing. Now what’s the idea of
that? Oh, good Lord, what’s the matter with
women, anyway?”’

“Please don’t call me ‘women,’ > she said.

“I’m sorry, darling,” he said. “I didn’t mean
to use bad words.” He smiled at her. She felt
her heart go liquid, but she did her best to be
harder won.

“Doubtless,” she said, and her words fell
like snow when there is no wind, “I spoke ill-
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advisedly. If I said, as I must have, something
to distress you, I can only beg you to believe
that that was my misfortune, and not my in-
tention. It seemed to me as if I were doing only
a courteous thing in suggesting that you need
feel no obligation about spending the evening
with me, when you would naturally wish to
be with Mrs. Holt. I simply felt that— Oh, the
hell with it! I’'m no good at this. Of course I
didn’t mean it, dearest. If you had said, “All
right,” and had gone and told her to come in,
I should have died. I just said it because I
wanted to hear you say it was me you wanted
to be with. Oh, I need to hear you say that,
Hobie. It’s—it’s what I live on, darling.”

“Kit,” he said, “you ought to know, with-
out my saying it. You know. It’s this feeling
you have to say things—that’s what spoils
everything.”

“I suppose so,” she said. “I suppose I know
so. Only—the thing is, I get so mixed up, I
just—I just can’t go on. I've got to be reas-
sured, dearest. I didn’t need to be at first, when
everything was gay and sure, but things aren’t
—well, they aren’t the same now. There seem
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to be so many others that— So I need so ter-
ribly to have you tell me that it’s me and not
anybody else. Oh, I had to have you say that,
a few minutes ago. Look, Hobie. How do you
think it makes me feel to sit here and hear you
lie to Connie Holt—to hear you say you have
to go out with friends of your sister’s? Now
why couldn’t you say you had a date with me?
Are you ashamed of me, Hobie? Is that it?”

“Oh, Kit,” he said, “for heaven’s sake! I
don’t know why I did it. I did it before I even
thought. I did it—well, sort of instinctively, I
guess, because it seemed to be the easiest thing
to do. I suppose I’'m just weak.”

“No!” she said. “You weak? Well! And is
there any other news tonight?”

“I know I am,” he said. “I know it’s weak
to do anything in the world to avoid a scene.”

“Exactly what,” she said, “is Mrs. Holt to
you and you to her that she may make a scene
if she learns that you have an engagement with
another woman?”

“Oh, God!” he said. “I told you I don’t give
a damn about Connie Holt. She’s nothing to
me. Now will you for God’s sake let it drop?”
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“QOh, she’s nothing to you,” she said. “I see.
Naturally, that would be why you called her
‘dear’ every other word.”

“If I did,” he said, I never knew I was say-
ing it. Good Lord, that doesn’t mean anything.
It’s simply a—a form of nervousness, I sup-
pose. I say it when I can’t think what to
call people. Why, I call telephone operators
‘dear.” ”

“I’m sure you do!” she said.

They glared. It was the young man who
gave first. He went and sat close to her on the
sofa, and for a while there were only mur-
murs. Then he said, “Will you stop? Will you
stop it? Will you always be just like this—just
sweet and the way you’re meant to be and no
fighting?”

“I will,” she said. “Honest, I mean to. Let’s
not let anything come between us again ever.
Mrs. Holt, indeed! Hell with her.”

“Hell with her,” he said. There was another
silence, during which the young man did sev-
eral things that he did extraordinarily well.

Suddenly the young woman stiffened her
arms and pushed him away from her.
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“And how do I know,” she said, “that the
way you talk to me about Connie Holt isn’t
just the way you talk to her about me when
I’'m not here? How do I know that?”

“Oh, my Lord,” he said. “Oh, my dear,
sweet Lord. Just when everything was all
right. Ah, stop it, will you, ba-bay? Let’s just
be quiet. Like this. See?”

A little later he said, “Look, sweet, how
about a cocktail? Mightn’t that be an idea? I’ll
go make them. And would you like the lights
lighted?”

“Oh, no,” she said. “I like it better in the
dusk, like this. It’s sweet. Dusk is so personal,
somehow. And this way you can’t see those
lampshades. Hobie, if you knew how I hate
your lampshades!”

“Honestly?” he said, with less injury than
bewilderment in his voice. He looked at the
shades as if he saw them for the first time.
They were of vellum, or some substance near
it, and upon each was painted a panorama of
the right bank of the Seine, with the minute
windows of the buildings cut out, under the
direction of some master mind, so that light
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might come through. “What’s the matter with
them, Kit?”

“Dearest, if you don’t know, I can’t ever
explain it to you,” she said. “Among other
things, they’re banal, inappropriate, and un-
beautiful. They’re exactly what Evie Maynard
would have chosen. She thinks, just because
they show views of Paris, that they’re pretty
darned sophisticated. She is that not uncom-
mon type of woman that thinks any refer-
ence to la belle France is an invitation to the
waltz. ‘Not uncommon.” If that isn’t the
mildest word-picture that ever was painted
of that =

“Don’t you like the way she decorated the
apartment?” he said.

“Sweetheart,” she said, “I think it’s poison-
ous. You know that.”

“Would you like to do it over?” he said.

I should say not,” she said. “Look, Hobie,
don’t you remember me? I'm the one that

doesn’t want to decorate your flat. Now do
you place me? But if I ever did, the first thing
I should do would be to paint these walls putty
color—no, 1 guess first I'd tear off all this

127




\\

AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

chintz and fling it to the winds, and then
I’d 2
The telephone rang.

The young man threw one stricken glance
at the young woman and then sat motionless.
The jangles of the bell cut the dusk like vicious
little scissors.

“I think,” said the young woman, exquis-
itely, “that your telephone is ringing. Don’t
let me keep you from answering it. As a mat-
ter of fact, I really must go powder my nose.”

She sprang up, dashed through the bed-
room, and into the bathroom. There was the
sound of a closed door, the grind of a firmly
turned key, and then immediately the noise of
rushing waters.

When she returned, eventually, to the liv-
ing-room, the young man was pouring a pale,
cold liquid into small glasses. He gave one to
her, and smiled at her over it. It was his wist-
ful smile. It was of his best.

“Hobie,” she said, “is there a livery stable
anywhere around here where they rent wild
horses?”

“What?” he said.
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“Because if there is,” she said, “I wish you’d
call up and ask them to send over a couple of
teams. I want to show you they couldn’t drag
me into asking who that was on the tele-
phone.”

“Oh,” he said, and tried his cocktail. “Is this
dry enough, sweet? Because you like them dry,
don’t you? Sure it’s all right? Really? Ah, wait
a second, darling. Let me light your cigarette.
There. Sure you’re all right?”

«] can’t stand it,” she said. “I just lost all
my strength of purpose—maybe the maid will
find it on the floor in the morning. Hobart
Ogden, who was that on the telephone?”

“Oh, that?” he said. “Well, that was a cer-
tain lady who shall be nameless.”

“P’m sure she should be,” she said. “She
doubtless has all the other qualities of a—
Well. I didn’t quite say it, I'm keeping my
head. Ah, dearest, was that Connie Holt
again?”

“No, that was the funniest thing,” he said.
“That was Evie Maynard. Just when we were
talking about her.”

“Well, well, well,” she said. “Isn’t it a small
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world? And what’s on her mind, if I may so
flatter her? Is ber butler tight, too?”

“Evie hasn’t got a butler,” he said. He tried
smiling again, but found it better to abandon
the idea and concentrate on refilling the young
woman’s glass. “No, she’s just dizzy, the same
as usual. She’s got a cocktail party at her
apartment, and they all want to go out on
the town, that’s all.”

“Luckily,” she said, “you had to go out with
these friends of your sister’s. You were just go-
ing out the door when she called.”

“I never told her any such thing!” he said.
“I said I had a date I’d been looking forward
to all week.”

“Oh, you didn’t mention any names?” she
said.

“There’s no reason why I should, to Evie
Maynard,” he said. “It’s none of her affair, any
more than what she’s doing and who she’s do-
ing it with is any concern of mine. She’s noth-
ing in my life. You know that. I’ve hardly
seen her since she did the apartment. I don’t
care if I never see her again. I’d rather I never
saw her again.”
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T should think that might be managed, if
you’ve really set your heart on it,” she said.

“Well, T do what I can,” he said. “She
wanted to come in now for a cocktail, she and
some of those interior decorator boys she has
with her, and I told her absolutely no.”

“And you think that will keep her away?”
she said. “Oh, no. She’ll be here. She and her
feathered friends. Let’s see—they ought to ar-
rive just about the time that Mrs. Holt has
thought it over and come in to town. Well.
It’s shaping up into a lovely evening, isn’t it?”

“Great,” he said. “And if I may say so,
you’re doing everything you can to make it
harder, you little peach.” He poured more
cocktails. “Oh, Kit, why are you being so
nasty? Don’t do it, darling. It’s not like you.
It’s so unbecoming to you.”

“I know it’s horrible,” she said. “It’s—well,
I do it in defense, I suppose, Hobie. If I didn’t
say nasty things, I'd cry. I'm afraid to cry; it
would take me so long to stop. I—oh, I'm so
hurt, dear. I don’t know what to think. All
these women. All these awful women. If they
were fine, if they were sweet and gentle and
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intelligent, I shouldn’t mind. Or maybe I
should. I don’t know. I don’t know much of
anything, any more. My mind goes round and
round. I thought what we had was so differ-
ent. Well—it wasn’t. Sometimes I think it
would be better never to see you any more.
But then I know I couldn’t stand that. ’'m too
far gone now. I'd do anything to be with you!
And so I'm just another of those women to
you. And I used to come first, Hobie—oh, I
did! I did!”

“You did!” he said. “And you do!”

“And I always will?”” she said.

“And you always will,” he said, “as long as
you’ll only be your own self. Please be sweet
again, Kit. Like this, darling. Like this, child.”

Again they were close, and again there was
no sound.

The telephone rang.

They started as if the same arrow had
pierced them. Then the young woman moved
slowly back.

“You know,” she said, musingly, “this is my
fault. I did this. It was me. I was the one that
said let’s meet here, and not at my house. I
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said it would be quieter, and I had so much I
wanted to talk to you about. I said we could
be quiet and alone here. Yes. I said that.”

“I give you my word,” he said, “that damn
thing hasn’t rung in a week.”

“It was lucky for me, wasn’t it?”” she said,
“that I happened to be here last time it did it.
I am known as Little Miss Horseshoes. Well.
Oh, please do answer it, Hobie. It drives me
even crazier to have it ring like this.”

“I hope to God,” the young man said, “that
it’s a wrong number.” He held her to him,
hard. “Darling,” he said. Then he went to the
telephone.

“Hello,” he said into the receiver. “Yes?
Oh, hello there. How are you, dear—how are
you? Oh, did you? Ah, that’s too bad. Why,
you see I was out with these friends of my—
I was out till quite late. Oh, you did? Oh,
that’s too bad, dear, you waited up all that
time. No, I did zot say that, Margot, I said
I'd come if I possibly could. That’s exactly
what I said. I did so. Well, then you misunder-
stood me. Well, you must have. Now, there’s
no need to be unreasonable about it. Listen,
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what I said, I said I’d come if it was possible,
but I didn’t think there was a chance. If you
think hard, you’ll remember, dear. Well, I'm
terribly sorry, but I don’t see what you're
making so much fuss about. It was just a mis-
understanding, that’s all. Why don’t you calm
down and be a good little girl? Won’t you?
Why, I can’t tonight, dear. Because I can’t.
Well, I have a date I’'ve had for a long time.
Yes. Oh, no, it isn’t anything like that! Oh,
now, please, Margot! Margot, please don’t!
Now don’t do that! I tell you I won’t be here.
All right, come ahead, but I won’t be in.
Listen, I can’t talk to you when you’re like
this. I'll call you tomorrow, dear. I tell you I
won’t be IN, dear! Please be good. Certainly I
do. Look, I have to run now. I’ll call you,
dear. ’By.”

The young man came back to the living-
room, and sent his somewhat shaken voice
ahead of him.

“How about another cocktail, sweet?” he
said. “Don’t you think we really ought—>
Through the thickening dark, he saw the
young woman. She stood straight and tense.
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Her fur scarf was knotted about her shoul-
ders, and she was drawing on her second glove.
“What’s this about?” the young man said.
“I’m so sorry,” the young woman said, “but
I truly must go home.”

“Oh, really?” he said. “May I ask why?”

“It’s sweet of you,” she said, “to be inter-
ested enough to want to know. Thank you so
much. Well, it just happens, I can’t stand any
more of this. There is somewhere, I think,
some proverb about a worm’s eventually turn-
ing. It is doubtless from the Arabic. They so
often are. Well, good night, Hobie, and thank
you so much for those delicious cocktails.
They’ve cheered me up wonderfully.”

She held out her hand. He caught it tight in
both of his.

“Ah, now listen,” he said. “Please don’t do
this, Kit. Please don’t, darling. Please. This is
just the way you were last Wednesday. Re-
member?”’

“Yes,” she said. “And for exactly the same
reason. Please give me back my hand. Thank
you. Well, good night, Hobie, and good luck,
always.”
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“All right,” he said. “If this is what you
want to do.”

“Want to do!” she said. “It’s nothing I
want. I simply felt it would be rather easier
for you if you could be alone, to receive your
telephone calls. Surely you cannot blame me
for feeling a bit de trop.”

“My Lord, do you think I want to talk to
those fools?” he said. “What can I do? Take
the telephone receiver off? Is that what you
want me to do?”

“It’s a good trick of yours,” she said. I
gather that was what you did last Wednes-
day night, when I kept trying to call you after
I’d gone home, when I was in holy agony
there.”

“I did not!” he said. ““They must have been
calling the wrong number. I tell you I was
alone here all the time you were gone.”

“So you said,” she said.

“I don’t lie to you, Kit,” he said.

“That,” she said, “is the most outrageous lie
you have ever told me. Good night, Hobie.”

Only from the young man’s eyes and voice
could his anger be judged. The beautiful scroll
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of his mouth never straightened. He took her
hand and bowed over it.

“Good night, Kit,” he said.

“Good night,” she said. “Well, good night.
I’'m sorry it must end like this. But if you want
—other things—well, they’re what you want.
You can’t have both them and me. Good
night, Hobie.”

“Good night, Kit,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “It does seem too bad.
Doesn’t it?”

“It’s what you want,” he said.

“I?” she said. “It’s what you do.”

“Oh, Kit, can’t you understand?” he said.
“You always used to. Don’t you know how I
am? I just say things and do things that don’t
mean anything, just for the sake of peace, just
for the sake of not having a feud. That’s what
gets me in trouble. You don’t have to do it,
I know. You’re luckier than I am.”

“Luckier?” she said. “Curious word.”

“Well, stronger, then,” he said. “Finer. Hon-
ester. Decenter. All those. Ah, don’t do this,
Kit. Please. Please take those things off, and
come sit down.”
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“Sit down?” she said. “And wait for the
ladies to gather?”

“They’re not coming,” he said.

“How do you know?” she said. “They’ve
come here before, haven’t they? How do you
know they won’t come tonight?”

“I don’t know!” he said. “I don’t know
what the hell they’ll do. I don’t know what the
hell you’ll do, any more. And I thought you
were different!”

“I was different,” she said, “just so long as
you thought I was different.”

“Ah, Kit,” he said, “Kit. Darling. Come and
be the way we were. Come and be sweet and
peaceful. Look. Let’s have a cocktail, just to
each other, and then let’s go out to some quiet
place for dinner, where we can talk. Will
you?”

“Well—” she said. “If you think——

“I think,” he said.

The telephone rang.

“Oh, my God!” shrieked the young woman.
“Go answer it, you damned—you damned
stallion!”

She rushed for the door, opened it, and was
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gone. She was, after all, different. She neither
slammed the door nor left it stark open.

The young man stood, and he shook his re-
markable head slowly. Slowly, too, he turned
and went into the bedroom.

He spoke into the telephone receiver drear-
ily at first, then he seemed to enjoy both hear-
ing and speaking. He used a2 woman’s name in
address. It was not Connie; it was not Evie;
it was not Margot. Glowingly he besought the
unseen one to meet him; tepidly he agreed to
await her coming where he was. He besought
her, then, to ring his bell first three times and
then twice, for admission. No, no, no, he said,
this was not for any reason that might have
occurred to her; it was simply that some busi-
ness friend of his had said something about
dropping in, and he wanted to make sure there
would be no such intruders. He spoke of his
hopes, indeed his assurances, of an evening of
sweetness and peace. He said “good-by,” and
he said “dear.”

The very good-looking young man hung up
the receiver, and looked long at the dial of
his wrist-watch, now delicately luminous. He
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seemed to be calculating. So long for a young
woman to reach her home, and fling herself
upon her couch, so long for tears, so long for
exhaustion, so long for remorse, so long for
rising tenderness. Thoughtfully he lifted the
receiver from its hook and set it on end upon
the little table.

Then he went into the living-room, and
sped the dark before the tiny beams that sifted
through the little open windows in the pano-
ramas of Paris.









THE LITITLE HOWKNS

/l/ow what’s this? What’s the object of all
this darkness all over me? They haven’t gone
and buried me alive while my back was
turned, have they? Ah, now would you think
they’d do a thing like that! Oh, no, I know
what it is. 'm awake. That’s it. I've waked up
in the middle of the night. Well, isn’t that
nice. Isn’t that simply ideal. Twenty minutes
past four, sharp, and here’s Baby wide-eyed as
a marigold. Look at this, will you? At the time
when all decent people are just going to bed,
I must wake up. There’s no way things can
ever come out even, under this system. This is
as rank as injustice is ever likely to get. This
is what brings about revolutions, that’s what
this does.

Yes, and you want to know what got me
into this mess? Going to bed at ten o’clock,
that’s what. That spells ruin. T-e-n-space-o-
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apostrophe-c-1-o-c-k: ruin. Early to bed, and
you’ll wish you were dead. Bed before eleven,
nuts before seven. Bed before morning, sailors
give warning. Ten o’clock, after a quiet eve-
ning of reading. Reading—there’s an institu-
tion for you. Why, I’d turn on the light and
read, right this minute, if reading weren’t
what contributed toward driving me here. Ill
show it. God, the bitter misery that reading
works in this world! Everybody knows that—
everybody who is everybody. All the best
minds have been off reading for years. Look at
the swing La Rochefoucauld took at it. He
said that if nobody had ever learned to read,
very few people would be in love. There was a
man for you, and that’s what be thought of it.
Good for you, La Rochefoucauld; nice going,
boy. I wish I’d never learned to read. I wish
I’d never learned to take off my clothes. Then
I wouldn’t have been caught in this jam at
half-past four in the morning. If nobody had
ever learned to undress, very few people would
be in love. No, his is better. Oh, well, it’s a
man’s world.

La Rochefoucauld, indeed, lying quiet as a
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mouse, and me tossing and turning here! This
is no time to be getting all steamed up about
La Rochefoucauld. It’s only a question of min-
utes before I’'m going to be pretty darned good
and sick of La Rochefoucauld, once and for
all. La Rochefoucauld this and La Rochefou-
cauld that. Yes, well, let me tell you that if
nobody had ever learned to quote, very few
people would be in love with La Rochefou-
cauld. I bet you I don’t know ten souls who
read him without a middleman. People pick
up those rambling little essays that start off
“Was it not that lovable old cynic, La Roche-
foucauld, who said . . .” and then they go
around claiming to know the master back-
wards. Pack of illiterates, that’s all they are.
All right, let them keep their La Rochefou-
cauld, and see if I care. I'll stick to La Fon-
taine. Only I’d be better company if I could
quit thinking that La Fontaine married Alfred
Lunt.

I don’t know what I'm doing mucking
about with a lot of French authors at this
hour, anyway. First thing you know, I’ll be
reciting Fleurs du Mal to myself, and then
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I’ll be little more good to anybody. And I’ll
stay off Verlaine too; he was always chasing
Rimbauds. A person would be better off with
La Rochefoucauld, even. Oh, damn La Roche-
foucauld. The big Frog. I'll thank him to keep
out of my head. What’s he doing there, any-
how? What’s La Rochefoucauld to me, or he
to Hecuba? Why, I don’t even know the man’s
first name, that’s how close I ever was to him.
What am I supposed to be, a stooge for La
Rochefoucauld? That’s what be thinks. Sez
he. Well, he’s only wasting his time, hanging
around here. I can’t help him. The only other
thing I can remember his saying is that there
is always something a little pleasing to us in the
misfortunes of even our dearest friends. That
cleans me all up with Monsieur La Rochefou-
cauld. Maintenant c’est fini, ca.

Dearest friends. A sweet lot of dearest
friends I’ve got. All of them lying in swinish
stupors, while I'm practically up and about.
All of them stretched sodden through these,
the fairest hours of the day, when man should
be at his most productive. Produce, produce,
produce, for I tell you the night is coming.
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Carlyle said that. Yes, and a fine one be was,
to go shooting off his face on the subject. Ob,
Thomas Carli-yill, what I know about you-oo!
No, that will be enough of that. I’'m not going
to start fretting about Carlyle, at this stage of
the game. What did he ever do that was so
great, besides founding a college for Indians?
(That crack ought to flatten him.) Let him
keep his face out of this, if he knows what’s
good for him. I've got enough trouble with
that lovable old cynic, La Rochefoucauld—
him and the misfortunes of his dearest friends!

The first thing I've got to do is get out and
whip me up a complete new set of dearest
friends; that’s the first thing. Everything else
can wait. And will somebody please kindly be
so good as to inform me how I am ever going
to meet up with any new people when my en-
tire scheme of living is out of joint—when I'm
the only living being awake while the rest of
the world lies sleeping? I've got to get this
thing adjusted. I must try to get back to sleep
right now. I’ve got to conform to the rotten
little standards of this sluggard civilization.
People needn’t feel that they have to change
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their ruinous habits and come my way. Oh,
no, no; no, indeed. Not at all. I’ll go theirs. If
that isn’t the woman of it for you! Always
having to do what somebody else wants, like it
or not. Never able to murmur a suggestion of
her own.

And what suggestion has anyone to mur-
mur as to how I am going to drift lightly back
to slumber? Here I am, awake as high noon
what with all this milling and pitching around
with La Rochefoucauld. I really can’t be ex-
pected to drop everything and start counting
sheep, at my age. I hate sheep. Untender it
may be in me, but all my life I’ve hated sheep.
It amounts to a phobia, the way I hate them. I
can tell the minute there’s one in the room.
They needn’t think that I am going to lie here
in the dark and count their unpleasant little
faces for them; I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t fall
asleep again until the middle of next August.
Suppose they never get counted—what’s the
worst that can happen? If the number of im-
aginary sheep in this world remains a matter
of guesswork, who is richer or poorer for it?
No, sir; I’m not going to be the patsy. Let
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them count themselves, if they’re so crazy
mad after mathematics. Let them do their own
dirty work. Coming around here, at this time
of day, and asking me to count them! And not
even real sheep, at that. Why, it’s the most
preposterous thing I ever heard in my life.

But there must be something I could count.
Let’s see. No, I already know by heart how
many fingers I have. I could count my bills, I
suppose. I could count the things I didn’t do
yesterday that I should have done. I could
count the things I should do today that I'm
not going to do. I’'m never going to accom-
plish anything; that’s perfectly clear to me.
I’'m never going to be famous. My name will
never be writ large on the roster of Those Who
Do Things. I don’t do anything. Not one sin-
gle thing. I used to bite my nails, but I don’t
even do that any more. I don’t amount to the
powder to blow me to hell. I've turned out to
be nothing but a bit of flotsam. Flotsam and
leave ’em—that’s me from now on. Oh, it’s all
terrible.

Well. This way lies galloping melancholia.
Maybe it’s because this is the zero hour. This
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is the time the swooning soul hangs pendant
and vertiginous between the new day and the
old, nor dares confront the one or summon
back the other. This is the time when all
things, known and hidden, are iron to weight
the spirit; when all ways, traveled or virgin,
fall away from the stumbling feet, when all
before the straining eyes is black. Blackness
now, everywhere is blackness. This is the time
of abomination, the dreadful hour of the vic-
torious dark. For it is always darkest— Was it
not that lovable old cynic, La Rochefoucauld,
who said that it is always darkest before the
deluge?

There. Now you see, don’t you? Here we
are again, practically back where we started.
La Rochefoucauld, we are here. Ah, come on,
son—how about your going your way and let-
ting me go mine? I’ve got my work cut out
for me right here; I’ve got all this sleeping to
do. Think how I am going to look by daylight
if this keeps up. Ill be a seamy sight for all
those rested, clear-eyed, fresh-faced dearest
friends of mine—the rats! Why, Dot#y, what-
ever have you been doing; I thought you were
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on the wagon. Oh, I was helling around with
La Rochefoucauld till all hours; we couldn’t
stop laughing about your misfortunes. No,
this is getting too thick, really. It isn’t right to
have this happen to a person, just because she
went to bed at ten o’clock once in her life.
Honest, I won’t ever do it again. I'll go
straight, after this. I'll never go to bed again,
if I can only sleep now. If I can tear my mind
away from a certain French cynic, circa 1650,
and slip into lovely oblivion. 1650. I bet I look
as if I’d been awake since then.

How do people go to sleep? I'm afraid I've
lost the knack. I might try busting myself
smartly over the temple with the night-light.
I might repeat to myself, slowly and sooth-
ingly, a list of quotations beautiful from
minds profound; if I can remember any of the
damn things. That might do it. And it ought
effectually to bar that visiting foreigner that’s
been hanging around ever since twenty min-
utes past four. Yes, that’s what I'll do. Only
wait till I turn the pillow; it feels as if La
Rochefoucauld had crawled inside the slip.

Now let’s see—where shall we start? Why—
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er—let’s see. Oh, yes, I know one. This above
all, to thine own self be true and it must fol-
low, as the night the day, thou canst not then
be false to any man. Now they’re off. And
once they get started, they ought to come like
hot cakes. Let’s see. Ah, what avail the scep-
tered race and what the form divine, when
every virtue, every grace, Rose Aylmer, all
were thine. Let’s see. They also serve who only
stand and wait. If Winter comes, can Spring
be far behind. Lilies that fester smell far worse
than weeds. Silent upon a peak in Darien. Mrs.
Porter and her daughter wash their feet in
soda-water. And Agatha’s Arth is a hug-the-
hearth, but my true love is false. Why did you
die when lambs were cropping, you should
have died when apples were dropping. Shall be
together, breathe and ride, so one day more am
I deified, who knows but the world will end
tonight. And he shall hear the stroke of eight
and not the stroke of nine. They are not long,
the weeping and the laughter; love and desire
and hate I think will have no portion in us
after we pass the gate. But none, I think, do
there embrace. I think that I shall never see a
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poem lovely as a tree. I think I will not hang
myself today. Ay tank Ay go home now.

Let’s see. Solitude is the safeguard of medi-
ocrity and the stern companion of genius.
Consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds.
Something is emotion remembered in tranquil-
lity. A cynic is one who knows the price of
everything and the value of nothing. That
lovable old cynic is one who—oops, there’s
King Charles’s head again. I’ve got to watch
myself. Let’s see. Circumstantial evidence is a
trout in the milk. Any stigma will do to beat
a dogma. If you would learn what God thinks
about money, you have only to look at those
to whom he has given it. If nobody had ever
learned to read, very few people

All right. That fixes it. I throw in the towel
right now. I know when I’'m licked. There’ll
be no more of this nonsense; I’'m going to turn
on the light and read my head off. Till the next
ten o’clock, if I feel like it. And what does
La Rochefoucauld want to make of that? Oh,
he will, eh? Yes, he will! He and who else? La
Rochefoucauld and what very few people?
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SENTIMENT

O/o, anywhere, driver, anywhere—it doesn’t
matter. Just keep driving.

It’s better here in this taxi than it was walk-
ing. It’s no good my trying to walk. There is
always a glimpse through the crowd of some-
one who looks like him—someone with his
swing of the shoulders, his slant of the hat.
And I think it’s he, I think he’s come back.
And my heart goes to scalding water and the
buildings sway and bend above me. No, it’s
better to be here. But I wish the driver would
go fast, so fast that people walking by would
be a long gray blur, and I could see no swing-
ing shoulders, no slanted hat. It’s bad stopping
still in the traffic like this. People pass too
slowly, too clearly, and always the next one
might be— No, of course it couldn’t be. I
know that. Of course I know it. But it might
be, it might.
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And people can look in and see me, here.
They can see if I cry. Oh, let them—it doesn’t
matter. Let them look and be damned to them.

Yes, you look at me. Look and look and
look, you poor, queer tired woman. It’s a
pretty hat, isn’t it? It’s meant to be looked
at. That’s why it’s so big and red and new,
that’s why it has these great soft poppies on
it. Your poor hat is all weary and done with.
It looks like a dead cat, a cat that was run over
and pushed out of the way against the curb-
stone. Don’t you wish you were I and could
have a new hat whenever you pleased? You
could walk fast, couldn’t you, and hold your
head high and raise your feet from the pave-
ment if you were on your way to a new hat,
a beautiful hat, a hat that cost more than ever
you had? Only I hope you wouldn’t choose
one like mine. For red is mourning, you know.
Scarlet red for a love that’s dead. Didn’t you
know that?

She’s gone now. The taxi is moving and
she’s left behind forever. I wonder what she
thought when our eyes and our lives met. I
wonder did she envy me, so sleek and safe and
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young. Or did she realize how quick I’d be to
fling away all I have if I could bear in my
breast the still, dead heart that she carries in
hers. She doesn’t feel, she doesn’t even wish.
She is done with hoping and burning, if ever
she burned and she hoped. Oh, that’s quite
nice, it has a real lilt. She is done with hoping
and burning, if ever she— Yes, it’s pretty.
Well—I wonder if she’s gone her slow way a
little happier, or, perhaps, a little sadder for
knowing that there is one worse off than her-
self.

This is the sort of thing he hated so in me.
I know what he would say. “Oh, for heaven’s
sake!” he would say. “Can’t you stop that fool
sentimentalizing? Why do you have to do it?
Why do you want to do it? Just because you
see an old charwoman on the street, there’s no
need to get sobbing about her. She’s all right.
She’s fine. “When your eyes and your lives
met’—oh, come on, now. Why, she never even
saw you. And her ‘still, dead heart,’ nothing!
She’s probably on her way to get a bottle of
bad gin and have a roaring time. You don’t
have to dramatize everything. You don’t have
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to insist that everybody’s sad. Why are you al-
ways so sentimental? Don’t do it, Rosalie.”
That’s what he would say. I know.

But he won’t say that or anything else to
me, any more. Never anything else, sweet or
bitter. He’s gone away and he isn’t coming
back. “Oh, of course I'm coming back!” he
said. “No, I don’t know just when—I told you
that. Ah, Rosalie, don’t go making a national
tragedy of it. It’ll be a few months, maybe—
and if ever two people needed a holiday from
each other! It’s nothing to cry about. I’ll be
back. I’'m not going to stay away from New
York forever.”

But I knew. I knew. I knew because he had
been far away from me long before he went.
He’s gone away and he won’t come back. He’s
gone away and he won’t come back, he’s gone
away and he’ll never come back. Listen to the
wheels saying it, on and on and on. That’s sen-
timental, I suppose. Wheels don’t say any-
thing. Wheels can’t speak. But I hear them.

I wonder why it’s wrong to be sentimental.
People are so contemptuous of feeling. “You
wouldn’t catch me sitting alone and moon-
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ing,” they say. “Moon” is what they say when
they mean remember, and they are so proud
of not remembering. It’s strange, how they
pride themselves upon their lacks. “I never
take anything seriously,” they say. “I simply
couldn’t imagine,” they say, ‘“letting myself
care so much that I could be hurt.” They say,
“No one person could be that important to
me.” And why, why do they think they’re
right?

Oh, who’s right and who’s wrong and who
decides? Perhaps it was I who was right about
that charwoman. Perhaps she was weary and
still-hearted, and perhaps, for just that mo-
ment, she knew all about me. She needn’t have
been all right and fine and on her way for gin,
just because he said so. Oh. Oh, I forgot. He
didn’t say so. He wasn’t here; he isn’t here. It
was I, imagining what he would say. And I
thought I heard him. He’s always with me, he
and all his beauty and his cruelty. But he
mustn’t be any more. I mustn’t think of him.
That’s it, don’t think of him. Yes. Don’t
breathe, either. Don’t hear. Don’t see. Stop the
blood in your veins.
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I can’t go on like this. I can’t, I can’t. I can-
not stand this frantic misery. If I knew it
would be over in a day or a year or two
months, I could endure it. Even-if it grew
duller sometimes and wilder sometimes, it
could be borne. But it is always the same and
there is no end.

“Sorrow like a ceaseless rain
Beats upon my heart.
People twist and scream in pain,—
Dawn will find them still again;
This has neither wax nor wane,
Neither stop nor start.”

Oh, let’s see—how does the next verse go?
Something, something, something, something,
something to rhyme with “wear.” Anyway, it
ends:

“All my thoughts are slow and brown:
Standing up or sitting down
Little matters, or what gown
Or what shoes I wear.”

Yes, that’s the way it goes. And it’s right,
it’s so right. What is it to me what I wear? Go
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and buy yourself a big red hat with poppies
on it—that ought to cheer you up. Yes—go
buy it and loathe it. How am I to go on, sit-
ting and staring and buying big red hats and
hating them, and then sitting and staring
again—day upon day upon day upon day? To-
morrow and tomorrow and tomorrow. How
am I to drag through them like this?

But what else is there for me? “Go out and
see your friends and have a good time,” they
say. “Don’t sit alone and dramatize yourself.”
Dramatize yourself! If it be drama to feel a
steady—no, a ceaseless rain beating upon my
heart, then I do dramatize myself. The shallow
people, the little people, how can they know
what suffering is, how could their thick hearts
be torn? Don’t they know, the empty fools,
that I could not see again the friends we saw
together, could not go back to the places
where he and I have been? For he’s gone, and
it’s ended. It’s ended, it’s ended. And when it
ends, only those places where you have known
sorrow are kindly to you. If you revisit the
scenes of your happiness, your heart must
burst of its agony.

163

T
{




=S

AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

And that’s sentimental, I suppose. It’s senti-
mental to know that you cannot bear to see
the places where once all was well with you,
that you cannot bear reminders of a dead love-
liness. Sorrow is tranquillity remembered in
emotion. It—oh, I think that’s quite good.
“Remembered in emotion”—that’s a really
nice reversal. I wish I could say it to him. But
I won’t say anything to him, ever again, ever,
ever again. He’s gone, and it’s over, and I
dare not think of the dead days. All my
thoughts must be slow and brown, and I

must

Oh, no, no, no! Oh, the driver shouldn’t go
through this street! This was our street, this
is the place of our love and our laughter. I
can’t do this, I can’t, I can’t. I will crouch
down here, and hold my hands tight, tight
over my eyes, so that I cannot look. I must
keep my poor heart still, and I must be like the
little, mean, dry-souled people who are proud
not to remember.

But oh, I see it, I see it, even though my eyes
are blinded. Though I had no eyes, my heart
would tell me this street, out of all streets. I
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know it as I know my hands, as I know his
face. Oh, why can’t I be let to die as we pass
through?

We must be at the florist’s shop on the cor-
ner now. That’s where he used to stop to buy
me primroses, little yellow primroses massed
tight together with a circle of their silver-
backed leaves about them, clean and cool and
gentle. He always said that orchids and camel-
lias were none of my affair. So when there
were no spring and no primroses, he would
give me lilies-of-the-valley and little, gay rose-
buds and mignonette and bright blue corn-
flowers. He said he couldn’t stand the thought
of me without flowers—it would be all wrong;
I cannot bear flowers near me, now. And the
little gray florist was so interested and so
glad—and there was the day he called me
“madam”! Ah, I can’t, I can’t.

And now we must be at the big apartment
house with the big gold doorman. And the
evening the doorman was holding the darling
puppy on a big, long leash, and we stopped to
talk to it, and he took it up in his arms and
cuddled it, and that was the only time we ever
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saw the doorman smile! And next is the house
with the baby, and he always would take off
his hat and bow very solemnly to her, and
sometimes she would give him her little star-
fish of a hand. And then is the tree with the
rusty iron bars around it, where he would stop
to turn and wave to me, as I leaned out the
window to watch him. And people would look
at him, because people always had to look at
him, but he never noticed. It was our tree, he
said; it wouldn’t dream of belonging to any-
body else. And very few city people had their
own personal tree, he said. Did I realize that,
he said.

And then there’s the doctor’s house, and the
three thin gray houses and then—oh, God, we
must be at our house now! Our house, though
we had only the top floor. And I loved the
long, dark stairs, because he climbed them
every evening. And our little prim pink cur-
tains at the windows, and the boxes of pink
geraniums that always grew for me. And the
little stiff entry and the funny mail-box, and
his ring at the bell. And I waiting for him in
the dusk, thinking he would never come; and
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yet the waiting was lovely, too. And then
when I opened the door to him— Oh, no, no,
no! Oh, no one could bear this. No one, no one.

Ah, why, why, why must I be driven
through here? What torture could there be so
terrible as this? It will be better if I uncover
my eyes and look. I will see our tree and our
house again, and then my heart will burst and
I will be dead. I will look, I will look.

But where’s the tree? Can they have cut
down our tree—our tree? And where’s the
apartment house? And where’s the florist’s
shop? And where—oh, where’s our house,

where’s

Driver, what street is this? Sixty-Fifth? Ob.
No, nothing, thank you. I—I thought it was
Sixty-Third. . . .
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A YOUNG WOMAN
IN GREEN LACE

Zhe young man in the sharply cut dinner

jacket crossed the filled room and stopped in
front of the young woman in green lace and
possible pearls. He was, you must have said, a
young man of imagination, strength of pur-
pose, and a likable receptivity of the new, for
such garments as his do not come about by ac-
cident; thought goes into their selection, and
time, and both must be backed by a fine
self-belief. From the young man’s coat, more
surely than from his palm, might be read the
ingredients of his character. Whimsy peeped
around the lapels of that coat; balance showed
in the double march of its buttons; and the
color of its material, the dreamy blue of a
spring midnight, confessed a deep strain of
sentiment. The face above the jacket was neat
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and spare, and wore, at the moment, a look of
pleading.

“Good evening,” the young man said. “At
least, I beg your pardon. At least, I wonder if
you’d mind if I sat down here beside of you.
If you wouldn’t mind, that is. If you’d let me,
at least.”

“But certainly,” the young woman said, for
she had recently returned from France. “But
of course.”

She lent him room on the little sofa where
she sat, light and languid, and he rested none
too easily beside her. He set his gaze upon her
face, nor did he take it away.

“You know, this is terribly nice of you to
let me do this,” he said. “It’s—well, what I
mean is, I was afraid maybe you wouldn’t.”

“But no!” she said.

“You see,” he said, “I’ve been looking at you
all evening. At least, I couldn’t get my eyes
off of you. Honest. First thing I saw you, I
tried to get Marge to introduce me, but she’s
been so busy fixing drinks and everything, I
couldn’t get near her. And then I saw you
come and sit here, all by yourself, and I've
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been trying to get up my nerve to come over
and talk to you. I thought you might be sore
or something, at least. I'd get all set to start
over, and then I’d think, ‘Oh, she’s so sweet
and pretty, she’ll just give me the bum’s rush.’
I thought you’d be sore or something, me com-
ing over and talking to you without an intro-
duction, I mean.”

“Oh, non,” she said. “Why, I’d never dream
of being sore. Abroad, you know, they say the
roof is an introduction.”

“Beg pardon?” he said.

“That’s what they say abroad,” she said. “In
Paris and places. You go to a party, and the
person that’s giving the party doesn’t intro-
duce anybody to anybody. They just take it
for granted that everybody will talk to every-
body else, because they take it for granted that
their friends are their friends’ friends. Com-
prenez-vous? Oh, I'm sorry. Slips. I must stop
talking French. Only it’s so hard, once you get
into the habit of rattling it off. I mean, see
what I mean? Why, I'd forgotten all about
people having to be introduced to other people
at a party.”
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“Well, ’'m certainly glad you aren’t sore,”
he said. “At least, it’s wonderful for me. Only
maybe you’d rather be alone, here. Would
you?”

“Oh, non, non, non, non, non,” she said.
“Goodness, no. I was just sitting here, watch-
ing everybody. I feel as if I don’t know a soul
since I’ve come back. But it’s so interesting,
just to sit and watch the way people behave
and their clothes and everything. You feel as
if you were in another world. Well, you know
how you feel when you’ve come back from be-
ing abroad. Don’t you?”

“I’ve never been abroad,” he said.

“Oh, my,” she said. “Oh, ld-la-li. Haven’t
you really? Well, you must go, the very first
minute you can. You’ll adore it. I can tell just
by looking at you you’ll be crazy over it.”

“Were you abroad long?” he said.

“I was in Paris over three weeks,” she said.

“That’s one place I'd like to go,” he said. “I
guess that must be tops.”

“Oh, don’t talk about it,” she said. “It
makes me so homesick I can’t see straight. Oh,
Paree, Paree, ma chére Paree. I just feel as
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though it’s my city. Honestly, I don’t know
how I’'m ever going to get along away from it.
I'd like to go right straight back this minute.”

“Hey, don’t talk like that, will you?” he
said. “We need you around here. At least,
don’t go back yet a while, will you please? I’ve
only just met you.”

“QOh, that’s sweet of you,” she said. “Good-
ness, so few American men know how to talk
to a woman. I guess they’re all too busy, or
something. Everybody seems in such a hurry
—no time for anything but money, money,
money. Well, ¢’est ¢a, I suppose.”

“We could find time for other things,” he
said. “There’s a lot of fun we could have.
There’s a lot of fun around New York, at
least.”

“This old New York!” she said. “I don’t be-
lieve I’ll ever get used to it. There’s nothing to
do here. Now in Paris, it’s so picturesque and
everything, you’re never blue a second. And
there are all these cute little places where you
can go and have a drink, when you want. Oh,
it’s wonderful.”

“I know any amount of cute little places
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where you can go and have a drink,” he said.
“I can take you to any one of them in ten
minutes.”

“It wouldn’t be like Paris,” she said. “Oh,
every time I think of it, I get ferriblement
triste. Darn it, there I go again. Will I ever
remember?”’

“Look,” he said, “can’t I get you a drink
now? Why, you haven’t been doing a thing.
What would you like?”

“Oh, mon diew, 1 don’t know,” she said.
“I've got so in the habit of drinking cham-
pagne that really— What have they got?
What do people drink here, anyway?”

“Well, there’s Scotch and gin,” he said, “and
I think maybe there’s some rye out in the din-
ing-room. At least there may be.”

“How funny!” she said. “You forget about
the terrible things that people drink. Well,
when in Rome— Gin, I guess.”

“With ginger ale?” he said.

“Quel horreur!” she said. “No, just plain, I
think, just—what do you call it>—straight.”

“T’ll be right back,” he said, “and it’ll be too
long.”
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He left her and quickly returned, bearing
little full glasses. Carefully he presented one to
her.

“Merci mille fois,” she said. “Oh, darn me.
Thank you, I mean.”

The young man sat down again beside her.
He drank, but he did not look at the glass in
his hand. He looked at the young woman.

“Pai soif,” she said. “Mon dieu. I hope you
don’t think I swear terribly. I've got so in the
way of doing it, I really don’t realize what I'm
saying. And in French, you know, they don’t
think anything of it at all. Everybody says it.
It isn’t even like swearing. Ugh. My goodness,
this is strong.”

“It’s all right, though,” he said. “Marge has
a good man.”

“Marge?”” she said. “A good man?”

“At least,” he said, “the stuff isn’t cut.”

“Stuff?” she said. “Isn’t cut?”

“She’s got a good bootlegger, at least,” he
said. “I wouldn’t be much surprised if he really
did get it off the boat.”

“Oh, please don’t talk about boats!” she
said. “It makes me so homesick, I just nearly
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die. It makes me want to get right on a boat
now.”

“Ah, don’t,” he said. “Give me just a little
chance. Lord, when I think I nearly passed up
this party. Honestly, I wasn’t going to come
at first. And then the minute I saw you, I
knew I'd never been so right in my life. At
least, when I saw you sitting there and that
dress and everything—well, I went for a loop,
that’s all.”

“What, this old thing?” she said. “Why, it’s
old as the hills. I got it before I went abroad.
I sort of didn’t want to wear any of my
French things tonight because—well, of course
no one thinks anything of them over there,
but I thought maybe these New York peo-
ple might think they were pretty extreme.
You know how Paris clothes are. They’re so
Frenchy.”

“Would I like to see you in them,” he said.
“Boy! Why, I'd— Hey, there isn’t anything
in your glass. Here, let me fix that up for you.
And don’t move, will you?”

Again he went and came back, and again
he bore glasses filled with colorless fluid.
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He resumed looking at the young woman.

“Well,” she said. “ A votre santé. Heavens,
I wish I could stop that. I mean good luck.”

“I’ve got it,” he said, “ever since I met you.
I wish—at least I wish we could get off some-
where away from here. Marge says they’re go-
ing to roll back the rugs and dance, and every-
body’ll be wanting to dance with you, and I
won’t have a prayer.”

“Oh, I don’t want to dance,” she said.
“ American men dance so badly, most of them.
And I don’t want to meet a lot of people, any-
way. It’s awfully hard for me to talk to them.
I can’t seem to understand what they’re talk-
ing about, since I’ve been back. I suppose they
think their slang is funny, but I don’t see it.”

“You know what we might do,” he said, “if
you would, at least? We might wait till they
start dancing, and then just ease out. We
might do the town for a while. What would
you say, at least?”

“You know, that might be rather amusing,”
she said. “I’d really like to see some of your
new little bistros—what do you call them?—
oh, you know what I mean—speakeasies. I hear
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some of them are really quite interesting. I
suppose this stuff is strong, but it doesn’t seem
to do anything at all to me. It must be because
I haven’t been used to anything but those won-
derful French wines.”

“Can I get you some more?” he said.

“Well,” she said, “I might have a little. One
has to do what everybody else does, don’t
you?”

“Same thing?” he said. “Straight gin?”

“S’il vous plait,” she said. “But yes.”

“Lady,” he said, “can you take it! Are we
going to have an evening!”

For the third time he went and came. For
the third time he watched her though he
drank.

“Ce n’est pas mal,” she said. “Pas du tout,
at all. There’s a little place in one of the Boule-
vards—they’re those big avenues they have—
that has a sort of cordial that tastes almost
exactly like this. My, I’d like to be there now.”

“Ah, no, you wouldn’t,” he said. “Would
you, really? You won’t after a little while,
anyway. There’s a little place on Fifty-Second
Street I want to take you first. Look, when
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they start dancing, what do you say you get
your coat, or at least whatever you have, and
meet me in the hall? There’s no sense saying
good-night. Marge will never know. I can
show you a couple of places might make you
forget Paris.”

“Oh, don’t say that,” she said. “Please. As
if T could ever forget my Paree! You just can’t
know how I feel about it. Every time anybody
says ‘Paris,” I just want to cry and cry.”

“You can even do that,” he said, “at least
as long as you do it on my shoulder. It’s wait-
ing right here for you. What do you say we
get started, baby? Mind if I call you baby?
Let’s go get ourselves a couple of pretty edges.
How are you coming with that gin? Finished?
Atta girl. How about it we go out now and
get stinking?”’

“But oke!” said the young woman in green
lace.

They went out.
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CM/eH, Mona! Well, you poor sick thing,

you! Ah, you look so little and white and
little, you do, lying there in that great big bed.
That’s what you do—go and look so childlike
and pitiful nobody’d have the heart to scold
you. And I ought to scold you, Mona. Oh, yes,
I should so, too. Never letting me know you
were ill. Never a word to your oldest friend.
Darling, you might have known I'd under-
stand, no matter what you did. What do I
mean? Well, what do you mean what do I
mean, Mona? Of course, if you’d rather not
talk about— Not even to your oldest friend.
All T wanted to say was you might have
known that I'm always for you, no matter
what happens. I do admit, sometimes it’s a
little hard for me to understand how on earth
you ever got into such—well. Goodness knows
I don’t want to nag you now, when you’re so
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All right, Mona, then you’re nof sick. If
that’s what you want to say, even to me, why,
all right, my dear. People who aren’t sick have
to stay in bed for nearly two weeks, I suppose;
I suppose people who aren’t sick look the way
you do. Just your nerves? You were simply all
tired out? I see. It’s just your nerves. You
were simply tired. Yes. Oh, Mona, Mona, why
don’t you feel you can trust me?

Well—if that’s the way you want to be to
me, that’s the way you want to be. I won’t
say anything more about it. Only I do think
you might have let me know that you had—
well, that you were so tired, if that’s what you
want me to say. Why, I’d never have known a
word about it if I hadn’t run bang into Alice
Patterson and she told me she’d called you up
and that maid of yours said you had been sick
in bed for ten days. Of course, I'd thought it
rather funny I hadn’t heard from you, but
you know how you are—you simply let people
go, and weeks can go by like, well, like weeks,
and never a sign from you. Why, I could have
been dead over and over again, for all you’d
know. Twenty times over. Now, I’m not go-
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ing to scold you when you’re sick, but frankly
and honestly, Mona, I said to myself this
time, “Well, she’ll have a good wait before I
call her up. I've given in often enough, good-
ness knows. Now she can just call me first.”
Frankly and honestly, that’s what I said!

And then I saw Alice, and I did feel mean,
I really did. And now to see you lying there—
well, I feel like a complete dog. That’s what
you do to people even when you’re in the
wrong the way you always are, you wicked
little thing, you! Ah, the poor dear! Feels just
so awful, doesn’t it?

Oh, don’t keep trying to be brave, child.
Not with me. Just give in—it helps so much.
Just tell me all about it. You know I’ll never
say a word. Or at least you ought to know.
When Alice told me that maid of yours said
you were all tired out and your nerves had
gone bad, I naturally never said anything, but
I thought to myself, “Well, maybe that’s the
only thing Mona could say was the matter.
That’s probably about the best excuse she
could think of.” And of course I’ll never deny
it—but perhaps it might have been better to
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have said you had influenza or ptomaine poi-
soning. After all, people don’t stay in bed for
ten whole days just because they’re nervous.
All right, Mona, then they do. Then they do.
Yes, dear.

Abh, to think of you going through all this
and crawling off here all alone like a little
wounded animal or something. And with only
that colored Edie to take care of you. Darling,
oughtn’t you have a trained nurse, I mean
really oughtn’t you? There must be so many
things that have to be done for you. Why,
Mona! Mona, please! Dear, you don’t have to
get so excited. Very well, my dear, it’s just as
you say—there isn’t a single thing to be done.
I was mistaken, that’s all. I simply thought
that after— Oh, now, you don’t have to do
that. You never have to say you’re sorry, to
me. I understand. As a matter of fact, I was
glad to hear you lose your temper. It’s a good
sign when sick people are cross. It means
they’re on the way to getting better. Oh, I
know! You go right ahead and be cross all you
want to.

Look, where shall I sit? I want to sit some
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place where you won’t have to turn around, so
you can talk to me. You stay right the way
you're lying, and I’ll— Because you shouldn’t
move around, I'm sure. It must be terribly
bad for you. All right, dear, you can move
around all you want to. All right, I must be
crazy. I’'m crazy, then. We’ll leave it like that.
Only please, please don’t excite yourself that
way.

Ill just get this chair and put it over—
oops, I’'m sorry I joggled the bed—put it over
here, where you can see me. There. But first
I want to fix your pillows before I get settled.
Well, they certainly are no# all right, Mona.
After the way you’ve been twisting them and
pulling them, these last few minutes. Now
look, honey, I’ll help you raise yourself ve-ry,
ve-ry slo-o-ow-ly. Oh. Of course you can sit
up by yourself, dear. Of course you can. No-
body ever said you couldn’t. Nobody ever
thought of such a thing. There now, your pil-
lows are all smooth and lovely, and you lie
right right down again, before you hurt your-
self. Now, isn’t that better? Well, I should
think it was!
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Just a minute, till I get my sewing. Oh, yes,
I brought it along, so we’d be all cozy. Do
you honestly, frankly and honestly, think it’s
pretty? I'm so glad. It’s nothing but a tray-
cloth, you know. But you simply can’t have
too many. They’re a lot of fun to make, too,
doing this edge—it goes so quickly. Oh, Mona
dear, so often I think if you just had a home
of your own, and could be all busy, making
pretty little things like this for it. It would
do so much for you. I worry so about you, liv-
ing in a little furnished apartment, with noth-
ing that belongs to you, no roots, no nothing.
It’s not right for a woman. It’s all wrong for
a woman like you. Oh, I wish you’d get over
that Garry McVicker! If you could just meet
some nice, sweet, considerate man, and get
married to him, and have your own lovely
place—and with your #aste, Monal—and
maybe have a couple of children. You’re so
simply adorable with children. Why, Mona
Morrison, are you crying? Oh, you’ve got a
cold? You’ve got a cold, #00? I thought you
were crying, there for a second. Don’t you
want my handkerchief, lamb? Oh, you have
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yours. Wouldn’t you have a pink chiffon
handkerchief, you nut! Why on earth don’t
you use cleansing tissues, just lying there in
bed with no one to see you? You little idiot,
you! Extravagant little fool!

No, but really, I'm serious. I’ve said to Fred
so often, “Oh, if we could just get Mona mar-
ried!” Honestly, you don’t know the feeling it
gives you, just to be all secure and safe with
your own sweet home and your own blessed
children, and your own nice husband coming
back to you every night. That’s a woman’s
life, Mona. What you’ve been doing is really
horrible. Just drifting along, that’s all. What’s
going to happen to you, dear, whatever is go-
ing to become of you? But no—you don’t even
think of it. You go and go falling in love with
that Garry. Well, my dear, you’ve got to give
me credit—I said from the very first, “He’ll
never marry her.” You know that. What?
There was never any thought of marriage,
with you and Garry? Oh, Mona, now listen!
Every woman on earth thinks of marriage as
soon as she’s in love with a man. Every woman,
I don’t care who she is.
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Oh, if you were just married! It would be
all the difference in the world. I think a child
would do everything for you, Mona. Goodness
knows, I just can’t speak decently to that
Garry, after the way he’s treated you—well,
you know perfectly well, none of your friends
can—but I can frankly and honestly say, if he
married you, I’d absolutely let bygones be by-
gones, and I’d be just as happy, as happy, for
you. If he’s what you want. And I will say,
what with your lovely looks and what with
good-looking as he is, you ought to have sim-
ply gorgeous children. Mona, baby, you really
have got a rotten cold, haven’t you? Don’t
you want me to get you another handker-
chief? Really?

I’m simply sick that I didn’t bring you any
flowers. But I thought the place would be full
of them. Well, I’ll stop on the way home and
send you some. It looks too dreary here, with-
out a flower in the room. Didn’t Garry send
you any? Oh, he didn’t know you were sick.
Well, doesn’t he send you flowers anyway?
Listen, hasn’t he called up, all this time, and
found out whether you were sick or not? Not
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in ten days? Well, then, haven’t you called
him and told him? Ah, now, Mona, there 7s
such a thing as being too much of a heroine.
Let him worry a little, dear. It would be a very
good thing for him. Maybe that’s the trouble
—you’ve always taken all the worry for both
of you. Hasn’t sent any flowers! Hasn’t even
telephoned! Well, I’d just like to talk to that
young man for a few minutes. After all, this is
all his responsibility.

He’s away? He’s what? Oh, he went to Chi-
cago two weeks ago. Well, it seems to me I'd
always heard that there were telephone wires
running between here and Chicago, but of
course— And you’d think since he’s been
back, the least he could do would be to do
something. He’s not back yet? He’s not back
yet? Mona, what are you trying to tell me?
Why, just night before last— Said he’d let
you know the minute he got home? Of all the
rotten, low things I ever heard in my life, this
is really the— Mona, dear, please lie down.
Please. Why, I didn’t mean anything. I don’t
know what I was going to say, honestly I
don’t, it couldn’t have been anything. For
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goodness’ sake, let’s talk about something else.

Let’s see. Oh, you really ought to see Julia
Post’s living-room, the way she’s done it now.
She has brown walls—not beige, you know, or
tan or anything, but brown—and these cream-
colored taffeta curtains and— Mona, I tell you
I absolutely don’t know what I was going to
say, before. It’s gone completely out of my
head. So you see how unimportant it must
have been. Dear, please just lie quiet and try to
relax. Please forget about that man for a few
minutes, anyway. No man’s worth getting
that worked up about. Catch me doing it!
You know you can’t expect to get well
quickly, if you get yourself so excited. You
know that.

What doctor did you have, darling? Or
don’t you want to say? Your own? Your own
Doctor Britton? You don’t mean it! Well, I
certainly never thought he’d do a thing like—
Yes, dear, of course he’s a nerve specialist. Yes,
dear. Yes, dear. Yes, dear, of course you have
perfect confidence in him. I only wish you
would in me, once in a while; after we went
to school together and everything. You might
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know I absolutely sympathize with you. I
don’t see how you could possibly have done
anything else. I know you’ve always talked
about how you’d give anything to have a baby,
but it would have been so terribly unfair to
the child to bring it into the world without be-
ing married. You’d have had to go live abroad
and never see anybody and— And even then,
somebody would have been sure to have told it
sometime. They always do. You did the only
possible thing, I think. Mona, for heaven’s
sake! Don’t scream like that. I'm not deaf,
you know. All right, dear, all right, all right,
all right. All right, of course I believe you.
Naturally I take your word for anything.
Anything you say. Only please do try to be
quiet. Just lie back and rest, and have a nice
talk.

Ah, now don’t keep harping on that. I've
told you a hundred times, if I've told you
once, I wasn’t going to say anything at all. I
tell you I don’t remember what 1 was going
to say. “Night before last”? When did I men-
tion “night before last”? I never said any
such— Well. Maybe it’s better this way,
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Mona. The more I think of it, the more I think
it’s much better for you to hear it from me.
Because somebody’s bound to tell you. These
things always come out. And I know you’d
rather hear it from your oldest friend,
wouldn’t you? And the good Lord knows,
anything I could do to make you see what that
man really is! Only do relax, darling. Just for
me. Dear, Garry isn’t in Chicago. Fred and I
saw him night before last at the Park Avenue,
dancing. And Alice saw him Tuesday night
at El Patio. And I don’t know how many peo-
ple have said they’ve seen him around at the
theater and restaurant and things. Why, he
couldn’t have stayed in Chicago more than a
day or so—if he went at all.

Well, he was with ber when we saw him,
honey. Apparently he’s with her all the time;
nobody ever sees him with anyone else. You
really must make up your mind to it, dear; it’s
the only thing to do. I hear all over that he’s
just simply pleading with her to marry him,
but I don’t know how true that is. I’'m sure I
can’t see why he’d want to, but then you
never can tell what a man like that will do. It
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would be just good enough for him if he got
her, that’s what I say. Then he’d see. She’d
never stand for any of his nonsense. She’d
make him toe the mark. She’s a smart woman.

But, oh, so ordinary. 1 thought, when we
saw them the other night, “Well, she just
looks cheap, that’s all she looks.” That must
be what he likes, I suppose. I must admit he
looked very well. I never saw him look better.
Of course you know what I think of him, but
I always had to say he’s one of the handsomest
men I ever saw in my life. I can understand
how any woman would be attracted to him—
at first. Until they found out what he’s really
like. O, if you could have seen him with that
awful, common creature, never once taking
his eyes off her, and hanging on every word
she said, as if it was pearls! It made me
just

Mona, angel, are you crying? Now, darling,
that’s just plain silly. That man’s not worth
another thought. You’ve thought about him
entirely too much, that’s the trouble. Three
years! Three of the best years of your life
you’ve given him, and all the time he’s been

197




‘.

s

AFTER SUCH PLEASURES

deceiving you with that woman. Just think
back over what you’ve been through—all the
times and times and times he promised you
he’d give her up; and you, you poor little idiot,
you’d believe him, and then he’d go right back
to her again. And everybody knew about it.
Think of that, and then try telling me that
man’s worth crying over! Really, Mona! I’d
have more pride.

You know, I'm just glad this thing hap-
pened. I'm just glad you found out. This is a
little too much, this time. In Chicago, indeed!
Let you know the minute he came home! The
kindest thing a person could possibly have
done was to tell you, and bring you to your
senses at last. 'm not sorry I did it, for a sec-
ond. When I think of him out having the time
of his life and you lying here deathly sick all
on account of him, I could just— Yes, it is
on account of him. Even if you didn’t have
an—well, even if T was mistaken about what
I naturally thought was the matter with you
when you made such a secret of your illness,
he’s driven you into a nervous breakdown, and
that’s plenty bad enough. All for that man!
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The skunk! You just put him right out of
your head.

Why, of course you can, Mona. All you
need to do is to pull yourself together, child.
Simply say to yourself, “Well, I've wasted
three years of my life, and that’s that.” Never
worry about bim any more. The Lord knows,
darling, he’s not worrying about you.

It’s just because you’re weak and sick that
you’re worked up like this, dear. I know. But
you’re going to be all right. You can make
something of your life. You’ve got to, Mona,
you know. Because after all—well, of course,
you never looked lovelier, I don’t mean that;
but you’re—well, you’re not getting any
younger. And here you’ve been throwing away
your time, never seeing your friends, never go-
ing out, never meeting anybody new, just sit-
ting here waiting for Garry to telephone, or
Garry to come in—if he didn’t have anything
better to do. For three years, you’ve never had
a thought in your head but that man. Now
you just forget him.

Ah, baby, it isn’t good for you to cry like
that. Please don’t. He’s not even worth talking
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about. Look at the woman he’s in love with,
and you’ll see what kind he is. You were much
too good for him. You were much too sweet
to him. You gave in too easily. The minute
he had you, he didn’t want you any more.
That’s what he’s like. Why, he no more loved
you than

Mona, don’t! Mona, stop it! Please, Mona!
You mustn’t talk like that, you mustn’t say

such things. You’ve got to stop crying, you’ll
be terribly sick. Stop, oh, stop it, oh, please
stop! Oh, what am I going to do with her?
Mona, dear—Mona! Oh, where in heaven’s
name is that fool maid?

Edie. Ob, Edie! Edie, 1 think yow'd better
get Dr. Britton on the telephone, and tell him
to come down and give Miss Morrison some-
thing to quiet her. Pm afraid she’s got berself
a little bit upset.
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GLORY IN THE DAYTIME

Mr. Murdock was one who carried no

enthusiasm whatever for plays and their play-
ers, and that was too bad, for they meant so
much to little Mrs. Murdock. Always she had
been in a state of devout excitement over the
luminous, free, passionate elect who serve the
theater. And always she had done her wistful
worshiping, along with the multitudes, at the
great public altars. It is true that once, when
she was a particularly little girl, love had im-
pelled her to write Miss Maude Adams a letter
beginning “Dearest Peter,” and she had re-
ceived from Miss Adams a miniature thimble
inscribed “A kiss from Peter Pan.” (That was
a day!) And once, when her mother had taken
her holiday shopping, a limousine door was
held open and there had passed her, as close as
that, a wonder of sable and violets and round
red curls that seemed to tinkle on the air; so,
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forever after, she was as good as certain that
she had been not a foot away from Miss Billie
Burke. But until some three years after her
marriage, these had remained her only personal
experiences with the people of the lights and
the glory.

Then it turned out that Miss Noyes, new-
come to little Mrs. Murdock’s own bridge
club, knew an actress. She actually knew an
actress; the way you and I know collectors of
recipes and members of garden clubs and ama-
teurs of needlepoint.

The name of the actress was Lily Wynton,
and it was famous. She was tall and slow and
silvery; often she appeared in the role of a
duchess, or of a Lady Pam or an Honorable
Moira. Critics recurrently referred to her as
“that great lady of our stage.” Mrs. Murdock
had attended, over years, matinée perform-
ances of the Wynton successes. And she had no
more thought that she would one day have op-
portunity to meet Lily Wynton face to face
than she had thought—well, than she had
thought of flying!

Yet it was not astounding that Miss Noyes
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should walk at ease among the glamorous. Miss
Noyes was full of depths and mystery, and she
could talk with a cigarette still between her
lips. She was always doing something difficult,
like designing her own pajamas, or reading
Proust, or modeling torsos in plasticine. She
played excellent bridge. She liked little Mrs.
Murdock. “Tiny one,” she called her.

“How’s for coming to tea tomorrow, tiny
one?” she said, at a therefore memorable meet-
ing of the bridge club. “Lily Wynton’s going
to drop up. You might like to meet her.”

The words fell so easily that she could not
have realized their weight. Lily Wynton was
coming to tea. Mrs. Murdock might like to
meet her. Little Mrs. Murdock walked home
through the early dark, and stars sang in the
sky above her.

Mr. Murdock was already at home when
she arrived. It required but a glance to tell
that for him there had been no singing stars
that evening in the heavens. He sat with his
newspaper opened at the financial page, and
bitterness had its way with his soul. It was not
the time to cry happily to him of the impend-
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ing hospitalities of Miss Noyes; not the time,
that is, if one anticipated exclamatory sym-
pathy. Mr. Murdock did not like Miss Noyes.
When pressed for a reason, he replied that he
just plain didn’t like her. Occasionally he
added, with a sweep that might have com-
manded a certain admiration, that all those
women made him sick. Usually, when she told
him of the temperate activities of the bridge
club meetings, Mrs. Murdock kept any men-
tion of Miss Noyes’s name from the accounts.
She had found that this omission made for a
more agreeable evening. But now she was
caught in such a sparkling swirl of excitement
that she had scarcely kissed him before she was
off on her story.

“Oh, Jim,” she cried. “Oh, what do you
think! Hallie Noyes asked me to tea tomorrow
to meet Lily Wynton!”

“Who’s Lily Wynton?” he said.

“Ah, Jim,” she said. “Ah, really, Jim.
Who’s Lily Wynton! Who’s Greta Garbo, I
suppose!”

“She some actress or something?” he said.

Mrs. Murdock’s shoulders sagged. “Yes,
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Jim,” she said. “Yes. Lily Wynton’s an ac-
tress.”
She picked up her purse and started slowly
toward the door. But before she had taken
| three steps, she was again caught up in her
‘ sparkling swirl. She turned to him, and her
eyes were shining.

“Honestly,” she said, “it was the funniest
thing you ever heard in your life. We’d just
finished the last rubber—oh, I forgot to tell
you, I won three dollars, isn’t that pretty good
for me?—and Hallie Noyes said to me, ‘Come
on in to tea tomorrow. Lily Wynton’s going
to drop up,’ she said. Just like that, she said it.
Just as if it was anybody.”

“Drop up?” he said. “How can you drop
up?”

“Honestly, I don’t know what I said when
she asked me,” Mrs. Murdock said. I suppose
I said I’d love to—I guess I must have. But I
was so simply— Well, you know how I’ve al-
ways felt about Lily Wynton. Why, when I
was a little girl, I used to collect her pictures.
And I’ve seen her in, oh, everything she’s ever A
been in, I should think, and I’ve read every
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word about her, and interviews and all. Really
and truly, when I think of meeting her— Oh,
I’ll simply die. What on earth shall I say to
her?”

“You might ask her how she’d like to try
dropping down, for a change,” Mr. Murdock
said.

“All right, Jim,” Mrs. Murdock said. “If
that’s the way you want to be.”

Wearily she went toward the door, and this
time she reached it before she turned to him.
There were no lights in her eyes.

“It—it isn’t so awfully nice,” she said, “to
spoil somebody’s pleasure in something. I was
so thrilled about this. You don’t see what it is
to me, to meet Lily Wynton. To meet some-
body like that, and see what they’re like, and
hear what they say, and maybe get to know
them. People like that mean—well, they mean
something different to me. They’re not like
this. They’re not like me. Who do I ever see?
What do I ever hear? All my whole life, I've
wanted to know—I've almost prayed that
some day I could meet— Well. All right, Jim.”

She went out, and on to her bedroom.
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Mr. Murdock was left with only his news-
paper and his bitterness for company. But he
spoke aloud.

“‘Drop up!” he said. “‘Drop up,’ for
God’s sake!”

The Murdocks dined, not in silence, but in
pronounced quiet. There was something strait-
ened about Mr. Murdock’s stillness; but little
Mrs. Murdock’s was the sweet, far quiet of
one given over to dreams. She had forgotten
her weary words to her husband, she had
passed through her excitement and her dis-
appointment. Luxuriously she floated on inno-
cent visions of days after the morrow. She
heard her own voice in future conversa-
tIONSs. o .

I saw Lily Wynton at Hallie’s the other day,
and she was telling me all about her new play
—no, I'm terribly sorry, but it’s a secret, I
promised her I wouldn’t tell anyone the name
of it. . . . Lily Wynton dropped up to tea
yesterday, and we just got to talking, and she
told me the most interesting things about her
life; she said she’d never dreamed of telling
them to anyone else. . . . Why, I'd love to
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come, but I promised to have lunch with Lily
Wynton. . . . I had a long, long letter from
Lily Wynton. . . . Lily Wynton called me
up this morning. . . . Whenever I feel blue, I
just go and have a talk with Lily Wynton,
and then I’'m all right again. . . . Lily Wyn-
ton told me . .. Lily Wynton and I. ..
“Lily,” I said to her . . .

The next morning, Mr. Murdock had left
for his office before Mrs. Murdock rose. This
had happened several times before, but not
often. Mrs. Murdock felt a little queer about
it. Then she told herself that it was probably
just as well. Then she forgot all about it, and
gave her mind to the selection of a costume
suitable to the afternoon’s event. Deeply she
felt that her small wardrobe included no dress
adequate to the occasion; for, of course, such
an occasion had never before arisen. She finally
decided upon a frock of dark blue serge with
fluted white muslin about the neck and wrists.
It was her style, that was the most she could
say for it. And that was all she could say for
herself. Blue serge and little white ruffles—that
was she.
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The very becomingness of the dress lowered
her spirits. A nobody’s frock, worn by a no-
body. She blushed and went hot when she re-
called the dreams she had woven the night be-
fore, the mad visions of intimacy of equality
with Lily Wynton. Timidity turned her heart
liquid, and she thought of telephoning Miss
Noyes and saying she had a bad cold and could
not come. She steadied, when she planned a
course of conduct to pursue at teatime. She
would not try to say anything; if she stayed
silent, she could not sound foolish. She would
listen and watch and worship and then come
home, stronger, braver, better for an hour she
would remember proudly all her life.

Miss Noyes’s living-room was done in the
early modern period. There were a great many
oblique lines and acute angles, zigzags of
aluminium and horizontal stretches of mirror.
The color scheme was sawdust and steel. No
seat was more than twelve inches above the
floor, no table was made of wood. It was, as
has been said of larger places, all right for a
visit.

Little Mrs. Murdock was the first arrival.
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She was glad of that; no, maybe it would have
been better to have come after Lily Wynton;
no, maybe this was right. The maid motioned
her toward the living-room, and Miss Noyes
greeted her in the cool voice and the warm
words that were her special combination. She
wore black velvet trousers, a red cummer-
bund, and a white silk shirt, opened at the
throat. A cigarette clung to her lower lip, and
her eyes, as was her habit, were held narrow
against its near smoke.

“Come in, come in, tiny one,” she said.
“Bless its little heart. Take off its little coat.
Good Lord, you look easily eleven years old in
that dress. Sit ye doon, here beside of me.
There’ll be a spot of tea in a jiff.”

Mrs. Murdock sat down on the vast, peril-
ously low divan, and, because she was never
good at reclining among cushions, held her
back straight. There was room for six like her,
between herself and her hostess. Miss Noyes
lay back, with one ankle flung upon the other
knee, and looked at her.

“I'm a wreck,” Miss Noyes announced. “I
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was modeling like a mad thing, all night long.
It’s taken everything out of me. I was like a
thing bewitched.”

“Oh, what were you making?” cried Mrs.
Murdock.

“Oh, Eve,” Miss Noyes said. “I always do
Eve. What else is there to do? You must come
pose for me some time, tiny one. You’d be nice
to do. Ye-es, you’d be very nice to do. My tiny
one.”

“Why, I—” Mrs. Murdock said, and
stopped. “Thank you very much, though,” she
said.

“I wonder where Lily is,” Miss Noyes said.
“She said she’d be here early—well, she always
says that. You’ll adore her, tiny one. She’s
really rare. She’s a real person. And she’s been
through perfect hell. God, what a time she’s
had!”

“Ah, what’s been the matter?” said Mrs.
Murdock.

“Men,” Miss Noyes said. “Men. She never
had a man that wasn’t a louse.” Gloomily she
stared at the toe of her flat-heeled patent
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leather pump. “A pack of lice, always. All of
them. Leave her for the first little floozie that
comes along.”

“But—"> Mrs. Murdock began. No, she
couldn’t have heard right. How could it be
right? Lily Wynton was a great actress. A
great actress meant romance. Romance meant
Grand Dukes and Crown Princes and diplo-
mats touched with gray at the temples and
lean, bronzed, reckless Younger Sons. It meant
pearls and emeralds and chinchilla and rubies
red as the blood that was shed for them. It
meant a grim-faced boy sitting in the fearful
Indian midnight, beneath the dreary whirring
of the punkabs, writing a letter to the lady he
had seen but once; writing his poor heart out,
before he turned to the service revolver that
lay beside him on the table. It meant a golden-
locked poet, floating face downward in the sea,
and in his pocket his last great sonnet to the
lady of ivory. It meant brave, beautiful men,
living and dying for the lady who was the pale
bride of art, whose eyes and heart were soft
with only compassion for them.

A pack of lice. Crawling after little floo-
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zies; whom Mrs. Murdock swiftly and hazily
pictured as rather like ants.

“But—" said little Mrs. Murdock.

“She gave them all her money,” Miss Noyes
said. “She always did. Or if she didn’t, they
took it anyway. Took every cent she had, and
then spat in her face. Well, maybe she’s begin-
ning to learn a little sense now. Oh, there’s the
bell—that’ll be Lily. No, sit ye doon, tiny one.
You belong there.”

Miss Noyes rose and made for the archway
that separated the living-room from the hall.
As she passed Mrs. Murdock, she stooped sud-
denly, cupped her guest’s round chin, and
quickly, lightly kissed her mouth.

“Don’t tell Lily,” she murmured, very low.

Mrs. Murdock puzzled. Don’t tell Lily
what? Could Hallie Noyes think that she
might babble to the Lily Wynton of these
strange confidences about the actress’s life?
Or did she mean— But she had no more time
for puzzling. Lily Wynton stood in the arch-
way. There she stood, one hand resting on the
wooden molding and her body swayed toward
it, exactly as she stood for her third-act en-
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trance of her latest play, and for a like half-
minute.

You would have known her anywhere, Mrs.
Murdock thought. Oh, yes, anywhere. Or at
least you would have exclaimed, “That woman
looks something like Lily Wynton.” For she
was somehow different in the daylight. Her
figure looked heavier, thicker, and her face—
there was so much of her face that the surplus
sagged from the strong, fine bones. And her
eyes, those famous dark, liquid eyes. They
were dark, yes, and certainly liquid, but they
were set in little hammocks of folded flesh, and
seemed to be set but loosely, so readily did they
roll. Their whites, that were visible all around
the irises, were threaded with tiny scarlet veins.

“I suppose footlights are an awful strain on
their eyes,” thought little Mrs. Murdock.

Lily Wynton wore, just as she should have,
black satin and sables, and long white gloves
were wrinkled luxuriously about her wrists.
But there were delicate streaks of grime in the
folds of her gloves, and down the shining
length of her gown there were small, irregu-
larly shaped dull patches; bits of food or drops
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of drink, or perhaps both, sometime must have
slipped their carriers and found brief sanctu-
ary there. Her hat—oh, her hat. It was ro-
mance, it was mystery, it was strange, sweet
sorrow; it was Lily Wynton’s hat, of all the
world, and no other could dare it. Black it was,
and tilted, and a great, soft plume drooped
from it to follow her cheek and curl across her
throat. Beneath it, her hair had the various
hues of neglected brass. But oh, her hat.

“Darling!” cried Miss Noyes.

“Angel,” said Lily Wynton. “My sweet.”

It was that voice. It was that deep, soft,
glowing voice. “Like purple velvet,” someone
had written. Mrs. Murdock’s heart beat vis-
ibly.

Lily Wynton cast herself upon the steep
bosom of her hostess, and murmured there.
Across Miss Noyes’s shoulder she caught sight
of little Mrs. Murdock.

“And who is this?” she said. She disengaged
herself.

“That’s my tiny one,” Miss Noyes said.
“Mrs. Murdock.”

“What a clever little face,” said Lily Wyn-
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ton. “Clever, clever little face. What does she
do, sweet Hallie? I'm sure she writes, doesn’t
she? Yes, I can feel it. She writes beautiful,
beautiful words. Don’t you, child?”

“QOh, no, really I—" Mrs. Murdock said.

“And you must write me a play,” said Lily
Wynton. “A beautiful, beautiful play. And I
will play in it, over and over the world, until
I am a very, very old lady. And then I will die.
But I will never be forgotten, because of the
years I played in your beautiful, beautiful
play.”

She moved across the room. There was a
slight hesitancy, a seeming insecurity, in her
step, and when she would have sunk into a
chair, she began to sink two inches, perhaps,
to its right. But she swayed just in time in her
descent, and was safe.

“T'o write,” she said, smiling sadly at Mrs.
Murdock, “to write. And such a little thing,
for such a big gift. Oh, the privilege of it. But
the anguish of it, too. The agony.”

“But, you see, I—" said little Mrs. Mutr-
dock.

“Tiny one doesn’t write, Lily,” Miss Noyes
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said. She threw herself back upon the divan.
“She’s a museum piece. She’s a devoted wife.”

“A wife!” Lily Wynton said. “A wife. Your
first marriage, child?”

“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Murdock.

“How sweet,” Lily Wynton said. “How
sweet, sweet, sweet. Tell me, child, do you love
him very, very much?”

“Why, I—" said little Mrs. Murdock, and
blushed. “I’ve known him for ages,” she said.

“You love him,” Lily Wynton said. “You
love him. And is it sweet to go to bed with
him?”

“Oh—" said Mrs. Murdock, and blushed till
it hurt.

“The first marriage,” Lily Wynton said.
“Youth, youth. Yes, when I was your age I
used to marry, too. Oh, treasure your love,
child, guard it, live in it. Laugh and dance in
the love of your man. Until you find out what
he’s really like.”

There came a sudden visitation upon her.
Her shoulders jerked upward, her cheeks
puffed, her eyes sought to start from their
hammocks. For a moment she sat thus, then
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slowly all subsided into place. She lay back in
her chair, tenderly patting her chest. She shook
her head sadly, and there was grieved wonder
in the look with which she held Mrs. Murdock.

“Gas,” said Lily Wynton, in the famous
voice. “Gas. Nobody knows what I suffer

from it.”
“Oh, I’'m so sorry,” Mrs. Murdock said. “Is

3

there anything

“Nothing,” Lily Wynton said. “There is
nothing. There is nothing that can be done for
it. I’ve been everywhere.”

“How’s for a spot of tea, perhaps?” Miss
Noyes said. “It might help.” She turned her
face toward the archway and lifted up her
voice. “Mary! Where the hell’s the tea?”

“You don’t know,” Lily Wynton said, with
her grieved eyes fixed on Mrs. Murdock, “you
don’t know what stomach distress is. You can
never, never know, unless you’re a stomach
sufferer yourself. I’ve been one for years. Years
and years and years.”

“I’m terribly sorry,” Mrs. Murdock said.

“Nobody knows the anguish,” Lily Wynton
said. “The agony.”
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The maid appeared, bearing a triangular
tray upon which was set an heroic-sized tea
service of bright white china, each piece a hec-
tagon. She set it down on a table within the
long reach of Miss Noyes and retired, as she
had come, bashfully.

“Sweet Hallie,” Lily Wynton said, “my
sweet. Tea—I adore it. I worship it. But my
distress turns it to gall and wormwood in
me. Gall and wormwood. For hours, I should
have no peace. Let me have a little, tiny
bit of your beautiful, beautiful brandy, in-
stead.”

“You really think you should, darling?”
Miss Noyes said. “You know ”

“My angel,” said Lily Wynton, “it’s the
only thing for acidity.”

“Well,” Miss Noyes said. “But do remember
you’ve got a performance tonight.” Again she

hurled her voice at the archway. “Mary! Bring
the brandy and a lot of soda and ice and
things.”

“Oh, no, my saint,” Lily Wynton said. “No,
no, sweet Hallie. Soda and ice are rank poison
to me. Do you want to freeze my poor, weak
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stomach? Do you want to kill poor, poor
Lily?”

“Mary!” roared Miss Noyes. “Just bring
the brandy and a glass.” She turned to little
Mrs. Murdock. “How’s for your tea, tiny one?
Cream? Lemon?”

“Cream, if 1 may, please,” Mrs. Murdock
said. “And two lumps of sugar, please, if I
may.”

“Oh, youth, youth,” Lily Wynton said.
“Youth and love.”

The maid returned with an octagonal tray
supporting a decanter of brandy and a wide,
squat, heavy glass. Her head twisted on her
neck in a spasm of diffidence.

“Just pour it for me, will you, my dear?”
said Lily Wynton. “Thank you. And leave the
pretty, pretty decanter here, on this enchant-
ing little table. Thank you. You’re so good
to me.”

The maid vanished, fluttering. Lily Wynton
lay back in her chair, holding in her gloved
hand the wide, squat glass, colored brown to
the brim. Little Mrs. Murdock lowered her
eyes to her teacup, carefully carried it to her
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lips, sipped, and replaced it on its saucer.
When she raised her eyes, Lily Wynton lay
back in her chair, holding in her gloved hand
the wide, squat, colorless glass.

“My life,” Lily Wynton said, slowly, “is a
mess. A stinking mess. It always has been, and
it always will be. Until I am a very, very old
lady. Ah, little Clever-Face, you writers don’t
know what struggle is.”

“But really I'm not—"" said Mrs. Murdock.

“To write,” Lily Wynton said. “To write.
To set one word beautifully beside another
word. The privilege of it. The blessed, blessed
peace of it. Oh, for quiet, for rest. But do you
think those Jew bastards would close that play
while it’s doing a nickel’s worth of business?
Oh, no. Tired as I am, sick as I am, I must drag
along. Oh, child, child, guard your precious
gift. Give thanks for it. It is the greatest thing
of all. It is the only thing. To write.”

“Darling, I told you tiny one doesn’t write,”
said Miss Noyes. “How’s for making more
sense? She’s a wife.”

“Ah, yes, she told me. She told me she had
perfect, passionate love,” Lily Wynton said.
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“Young love. It is the greatest thing. It is the
only thing.” She grasped the decanter; and
again the squat glass was brown to the brim.

“What time did you start today, darling?”
said Miss Noyes.

“Oh, don’t scold me, sweet love,” Lily
Wynton said. “Lily hasn’t been naughty. Her
wuzzunt naughty dirl ’t all. I didn’t get up
until late, late, late. And though I parched,
though I burned, I didn’t have a drink until
after my breakfast. ‘It is for Hallie,” I said.”
She raised the glass to her mouth, tilted it, and
brought it away, colorless.

“Good Lord, Lily,” Miss Noyes said. “Watch
yourself. You’ve got to walk on that stage
tonight, my girl.”

“All the world’s a stage,” said Lily Wynton.
“And all the men and women merely players.
They have their entrance and their exitses, and
each man in his time plays many parts, his act
being seven ages. At first, the infant, mewl-

b3

ing and puking
“How’s the play doing?” Miss Noyes said.
“Oh, lousily,” Lily Wynton said. “Lousily,
lousily, lousily. But what isn’t? What isn’t, in
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this terrible, terrible world? Answer me that.”
She reached for the decanter.

“Lily, listen,” said Miss Noyes. “Stop that.
Do you hear?”

“Please, sweet Hallie,” Lily Wynton said.
“Pretty please. Poor, poor Lily.”

“Do you want me to do what I had to do
last time?”” Miss Noyes said. “Do you want me
to strike you, in front of tiny one, here?”

Lily Wynton drew herself high. “You do
not realize,” she said, icily, “what acidity is.”
She filled the glass and held it, regarding it as
though through a lorgnon. Suddenly her man-
ner changed, and she looked up and smiled at
little Mrs. Murdock.

“You must let me read it,” she said. “You
mustn’t be so modest.”

“Read—" said little Mrs. Murdock.

“Your play,” Lily Wynton said. “Your
beautiful, beautiful play. Don’t think I am too
busy. I always have time. I have time for
everything. Oh, my God, I have to go to the
dentist tomorrow. Oh, the suffering I have
gone through with my teeth. Look!” She set
down her glass, inserted a gloved forefinger in
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the corner of her mouth, and dragged it to the
side. “Oogh!” she insisted. “Oogh!”

Mrs. Murdock craned her neck shyly, and
caught a glimpse of shining gold.

“Oh, I’'m so sorry,” she said.

“As wah ee id a me ass ime,” Lily Wynton
said. She took away her forefinger and let her
mouth resume its shape. “That’s what he did
to me last time,” she repeated. ““The anguish of
it. The agony. Do you suffer with your teeth,
little Clever-Face?”

“Why, I’m afraid I’ve been awfully lucky,”
Mrs. Murdock said. T %

“You don’t know,” Lily Wynton said. “No-
body knows what it is. You writers—you
don’t know.” She took up her glass, sighed
over it, and drained it.

“Well,” Miss Noyes said. “Go ahead and

pass out, then, darling. You’ll have time for a

sleep before the theater.”

“To sleep,” Lily Wynton said. “To sleep,
perchance to dream. The privilege of it. Oh,
Hallie, sweet, sweet Hallie, poor Lily feels so
terrible. Rub my head for me, angel. Help

me.”
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“I’ll go get the eau de Cologne,” Miss Noyes
said. She left the room, lightly patting Mrs.
Murdock’s knee as she passed her. Lily Wyn-
ton lay in her chair and closed her famous
eyes.

“To sleep,” she said. “’To sleep, perchance to
dream.”

“I’'m afraid,” little Mrs. Murdock began.
“PI’m afraid,” she said, “I really must be going
home. I’m afraid I didn’t realize how awfully
late it was.”

“Yes, go, child,” Lily Wynton said. She did
not open her eyes. “Go to him. Go to him, live
in him, love him. Stay with him always. But
when he starts bringing them into the house—
get out.”

“I’m afraid—I’m afraid I didn’t quite un-
derstand,” Mrs. Murdock said.

“When he starts bringing his fancy women
into the house,” Lily Wynton said. “You must
have pride, then. You must go. I always did.
But it was always too late then. They’d got all
my money. That’s all they want, marry them
or not. They say it’s love, but it isn’t. Love is
the only thing. Treasure your love, child. Go
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back to him. Go to bed with him. It’s the only
thing. And your beautiful, beautiful play.”

“Oh, dear,” said little Mrs. Murdock. “I—
I’m afraid it’s really terribly late.”

There was only the sound of rhythmic
breathing from the chair where Lily Wynton
lay. The purple voice rolled along the air no
longer.

Little Mrs. Murdock stole to the chair upon
which she had left her coat. Carefully she
smoothed her white muslin frills, so that they
would be fresh beneath the jacket. She felt a
tenderness for her frock; she wanted to pro-
tect it. Blue serge and little ruffles—they were
her own.

When she reached the outer door of Miss
Noyes’s apartment, she stopped 2 moment and
her manners conquered her. Bravely she called
in the direction of Miss Noyes’s bedrocom.

“Good-by, Miss Noyes,” she said. “I’ve sim-
ply got to run. I didn’t realize it was so late. I
had a lovely time—thank you ever so much.”

“Oh, good-by, tiny one,” Miss Noyes called.
“Sorry Lily went by-by. Don’t mind her—
she’s really a real person. I'll call you up, tiny
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one. I want to see you. Now where’s that
damned cologne?”

“Thank you ever so much,” Mrs. Murdock
said. She let herself out of the apartment.

Little Mrs. Murdock walked homeward,
through the clustering dark. Her mind was
busy, but not with memories of Lily Wynton.
She thought of Jim; Jim, who had left for his
office before she had arisen that morning, Jim,
whom she had not kissed good-by. Darling
Jim. There were no others born like him.
Funny Jim, stiff and cross and silent; but only
because he knew so much. Only because he
knew the silliness of seeking afar for the glam-
our and beauty and romance of living. When
they were right at home all the time, she
thought. Like the Blue Bird, thought little
Mrs. Murdock.

Darling Jim. Mrs. Murdock turned in her
course, and entered an enormous shop where
the most delicate and esoteric of foods were
sold for heavy sums. Jim liked red caviar. Mrs.
Murdock bought a jar of the shiny, glutinous
eggs. They would have cocktails that night,
though they had no guests, and the red caviar
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would be served with them for a surprise, and
it would be a little, secret party to celebrate
her return to contentment with her Jim, a
party to mark her happy renunciation of all
the glory of the world. She bought, too, a
large, foreign cheese. It would give a needed
touch to dinner. Mrs. Murdock had not given
much attention to ordering dinner, that morn-
ing. “Oh, anything you want, Signe,” she had
said to the maid. She did not want to think of
that. She went on home with her packages.
Mr. Murdock was already there when she
arrived. He was sitting with his newspaper
opened to the financial page. Little Mrs. Mur-
dock ran in to him with her eyes a-light. It is
too bad that the light in a person’s eyes is only
the light in a person’s eyes, and you cannot
tell at a look what causes it. You do not know
if it is excitement about you, or about some-

thing else. The evening before, Mrs. Murdock
had run in to Mr. Murdock with her eyes
a-light.

“Oh, hello,” he said to her. He looked back
at his paper, and kept his eyes there. “What
did you do? Did you drop up to Hank
Noyes’s?”
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Little Mrs. Murdock stopped right where
she was.

“You know perfectly well, Jim,” she said,
“that Hallie Noyes’s first name is Hallie.”

“It’s Hank to me,” he said. “Hank or Bill.
Did what’s-her-name show up? I mean drop
up. Pardon me.”

“To whom are you referring?” said Mrs.
Murdock, perfectly.

«“What’s-her-name,” Mr. Murdock said.
“The movie star.”

“If you mean Lily Wynton,” Mrs. Murdock
said, “she is not a movie star. She is an actress.
She is a great actress.”

«“Well, did she drop up?” he said.

Mrs. Murdock’s shoulders sagged. “Yes,” she
said. “Yes, she was there, Jim.”

] suppose you’re going on the stage now,”
he said.

“Ah, Jim,” Mrs. Murdock said. “Ah, Jim,
please. 'm not sorry at all I went to Hallie
Noyes’s today. It was—it was a real experi-
ence to meet Lily Wynton. Something I'll re-
member all my life.”

«\What did she do?” Mr. Murdock said.
“Hang by her feet?”
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“She did no such thing!” Mrs. Murdock
said. “She recited Shakespeare, if you want to
know.”

“Oh, my God,” Mr. Murdock said. “That
must have been great.”

“All right, Jim,” Mrs. Murdock said. “If
that’s the way you want to be.”

Wearily she left the room and went down
the hall. She stopped at the pantry door,
pushed it open, and spoke to the pleasant little
maid.

“Oh, Signe,” she said. “Oh, good evening,
Signe. Put these things somewhere, will you?
I got them on the way home. I thought we
might have them some time.”

Wearily little Mrs. Murdock went on down
the hall to her bedroom.
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