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"And so they were divorced, and lived happily
ever afterwardel” o

I'.. hn@o-d as 1 said tids. One does'nt take
a divoree soriously in these days. I suppose 1-shonld
have been impressed by the salemn letter from yoﬁrw
Reno lawyers. 850 mush troudble Just to divoree s -
woman ! | l

Yery nioe 0f you to charge me morely wi th
Desertiond Three years Desertiion. Well, time
flios like a hare. Time we are assured heals all
our wounds. 0f eourse, I had no wounds to heall
1 11t a cigarette nonghalantly.

"The thing to do" said I, "is to 'Langh Fool
Laught'®,
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I tossed the letter agross the room. It
landed in a ¢ookeeyed heap on the top of a Jardiniere
eramme d with roses that someone had sent me. I¢
looked funny, topping my roses, and I began to lengh.

I oould’nt help lauvghing, for it was sush & grand jekewew
a Joke on mel There was nothing elee for me to
do-=dut laugh.

I wae to be divoreed. You were § recident
of Newada. Of all placese-Renol I somld'nt visu-
alice you in that setting; but then I knew why you
had gone to Reno. - You were in & great hursy nowe.
You bould got & divorce swiftly; and so you had made
the five days Journey to the divoree ecity 4a order
to got rid of me quekly--go that you might marry the
other woend
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The day was sultry and humid, and I was ¢tired
and fagged after a monotonous day at the studio where I
worked as a reader. As I was erossing the lobby, the
Manager of the Apartment House oalled to me:

"Oh, Mras. Duntton, your husband is waiting for
you in your apartment”.

For a moment I gould neither move n8r speake.
A numbing sense of paralysis scemed to be oreeping over
me, though my heart was beating wildly. I had not expeocted
Shisé I must have looked gueer, begause the Manager
foll&wed me, and she sald:

"Shall I take youw up, Lrs. Dutton?”

"Fo thenk you".

I haed command of myself now. Geing up in
the eutomatic elevator the strangest of thonght floated

hazily aoross my mind:

"ls my nose shiny”? Has he ehanged What
does it matter. He &3 nothing to you. He.is nothing to
you. He belongs to Her—--—to her! He has only come to

make the final arrangement{s-~-~finanslal arrangements he

wro te. Ha, hal 1've gome past my floorl I hope
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my hair look all right. Vhat in the world am I trembling

"}A D"ps

for? Look here---you've got to go through wikh thias
like 8 sporte—w"

1 fwisted the key in the lock and pushed the
door roughly open. Tou were standing in the center of
ny liviag rooms L senge of panie, of oraven fear
beplieged me. I was afrald of Zgli~~=-you, in whose arms

1 had onse lain. I forgot everything eclge--all that

the lawyers had told me I must do and say. I wanted
only to grovel at your t&at, and over me there swept like
a swarm 0f haunting shadows the things that day between
Uo=e=the things that I had done and said-—-the things
that had parted uUS—--and the years and thg years and the
years that were lost forever.

All the time you were looking at me, saying
not a word---Just etudying, appraising-~-shjudging mel
I tried tosmile. Orasy thoughts ran through my mind.

"Where's my lipstiokee-my eompast? Mave I ehang-
ed $erridbly? Do I look 0lds Ee nsed to love me gof
Ho used to love me 8ol He used t0 be orasy about Mowm—=
hut now-nawu-qahgp-;so beantifulecasgumea "

My velee bDroke harshly the spell of silenge.

"1 know why you're here. Tou are dlvorsing
ne, beocaunse you want to marry Hre. Morse. Well thats
quite all right by me".

I thought I had done this well-w.with real finesse.
Ky volge sounded quite light and casual, and I took out (

my éompact, and with an unseeing eye I powdered ny fage.
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After a long moment, you salids

"its not all right by me, Blddyg".

Biday$ That was & slip of course.

You'd hardly call me by the old, whimsical pe$ name now,
when you were going to marry Her. 5 falt ravaged by
a surge of passionate resentment. TYou had gone to Reno
in her behalf., You wisued to ocast off my yoke,

' "Pen what Hra you here fort" I demanded, glaring
at you. You hesiteted. You always used to ehoose your
words no oarefully--pansing before speaking, as though
wel ghing what you had t0 say.

"Ite about---a Trust deed. I want to pro-
videemona”

"t won't take a oent from you. Not & cent.

I have'nt for three years. Don't forget that".

N B § e nee™

“Don'$ worry about me. I'm all right. I'm
fina. I've got a great job".

"That do you do, Biddy?"

"I'm & Reader"” I answered proudly---"A Reader
in a Hoving Pleture studio~=m-Universale 1 read stories--
40 you Bee-—=anlee-"

"Ig thore any future in that work".

"Oh yes---a grand future. If you stand in with
one of the direstors or executives, maybe you'll gra.uste
into continuity writing and-=="

"what do youmean by standing in' ?"
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Kow I eonld really laugh. 1 falt lighthearted.
It vae C00d to znew I otll) had the power Lo upset you.
Your volco vas zlwaye rozgh snd euprt, wken Y 4id or said
anytindng that moved yon. Tou mpuke abeuptly:
"Hy ey L8 onisices. Bhill wo ride gonevhorceme
GRyWROX® you Bay. Te o3n dlecung the motter Batter
perheps ontafde”.
"I don't ;mined” eafd I, still foeling wam
and eomfortod.
1t sequrred to me that you had'nt emiled onss.
Pat then you were s quite serions person, &nd this was no
laughing matters Fo slr. Becides you had a slow,
relug tant way of smiling. Then your grave fage would
licht upe Darngerous thowughtsd I wae in the ear, sitting
bzefde yous I stole a Aaneo at your faes. Ton wore

looking dead shecd, unsniling.

111,

Till you ever SLorgot Lhat loug ride Lo San Fedro.
Glde by elde, alnost Lonching wné yet 8¢ Zar apart, the
chost of the Other womun betvren tc-=yttr f260 wet, herd
and eold as stoel. And 80 for what seemed like houre,
t511 at last I found the courags te put the quoeselion
that I nad boen burning to ask all of tho way:
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"Vell, Joryy, and so you're in love with
Hrs. Xorse"?
You did mot snswer. You sontinued to look stral gh
herde
“Well, why don't you admit 4t. Lre you {n love
with Ere. Morse?”
You always paused before speaking, as if
carefully ehoéalng your words:
"1 think a whele lot of her" you eaid.
"Thats becging the question. I agked you
i2 you were in love with hepr”.
"Well, vhat 44 love?" you demanded roughly.
"Its what you felt for ma" I flashed bask, "when
we wore married”.
"You forget, that you left me for three years”,
"On hex ascsount. I suspeeted even then
that youm oared for her”,
"Your suspiolons were absolutely wunwarranted.
I t0ld youn so at the time".
"And I did"'nt belleve you. I Enew youn were
goeing hartwaws"
"She was 8 glienteew"
"0f courso-==Just a client. Iz that vhy you're
nmarrying her now?"
There was a2 long silense, I sitting tensely
beside you; youn with that troudbled frown looking ahead.

"7ell, -hy don't you answer met"
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tfter ¢ moment, speaking slowly, relustantly:
"Tpu 4id us both ¢ wrong Blddy. After you
left Me—w~—-wy wul'® Aravi togethcremw-mutial lonolineggie—=e-
£.3890 in ¢omMMON~—wzymps thy---elots not po Into Lt%.
"1 understand. I cun Just sec how comfortably
and homey she mads things for yon. I don'v blame youl
Youn £6l1 for am atmosphere. She a2lways was & good actress"”,
Rat g word nov frm you. The oar speeding.
After a very long interval I sald passionately:
"Angway, she san't bave thig houril®
Your voiaee is deep. It is welghted with
a profound eadness and tendorness. Are you tainking
of her I gk nyself wildly.
"het d¢ you meun Ly that Blddy?”
I moved nemrer to you. KEow I prens ageinst
your slde.
"Ypu belong $0 mp.. Just now. Jlnm with you -=
not shel”
1 knew you were looking st s now, dut 1 dared

not retura your burning glacdge. fy heart Ybegan to sing

wi thin me. 014  ower stirasd irto life and exefitement.
I vanted $0 laugh—e=to oIy, I slipped my hand under
your arm. The ear swerved of? to the side of the road.

For » moment you shrunit from me, tried to shalm off my
arm, and then fleroely, hunerily, your srm went about me
snd I wos drewn up oloscly, ¢losely--~the 6Br still moving
and guisded by your othor hand.

“hat & beautiful sunset we were riding intol



The sky was a gleaming field of Mother of Pearl.
Could yow see it, or were your eyes like mine almost drowned
in tears. i was consclous 0f the beauty about usg
I saw it as through a golden haze; but I was lietening
to your volee:

"I've always 1loved you onlyl I've thought
of you night and day. I tried to farget you-~to hate you---
tried to love another, and thought I had encoeeded, but the
moment I saw you, I wanted to take you into my arms, and I
Imew that I had loved you all the time--~that I was dead in

love with you all over againl"
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Ill.

"fou will havo %o tell hers”

"Yos™ .

"You lsok 33 glmm™.

"I%a porry deare Row's that"?

"ghal  You don't oall that o smile. Yom
1o0x like an undartakxer, t=ying t¢ he chesrful. Aftoe
all, 41tz not owr furersl dorling”.

"Suppoce we Aon't tulk adout this”,

"Thy not? Are you afrald to?"

"Its not & 6ase 0? feapr--but decenasy”.

"Oh yeweh? Are yowu shinking how decent ghe
wag? I ¢an see that youn are thinkins ebous her. "

"Are you aonf or$able dear? Doen'at that oceean
look greas. ™ia o rome drive. That say we go on to
Long Boash".

"1 dom't earo vhere we go~--80 long as we're
toge ther. Jeryjwees"

"Yos dear”.

"Just what are you golng to tell her?”

"I don't know exagtly=—eXre--"

"well, you'll have to tell her that you don't care
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anything about her. You don't-~do you?"

"Here--=let me tuck that rug about yon. Thats
a pretty stiff breeze from the Pacifie. Are you quite
sure you're warm enough? Suppose we have dinner gt-e--"

"Jerry, you are deliberately evading my question.
I asked yon whe ther or not you ¢ared anything still about
that woman?"

"Lets net spoil our perfeet day, dapling. Lets
talk about ourselves-~-shall we, dear?"

"How ¢an the day be perfeet when all the t¢ime
I'!m thinking that my husband still carege=="

"Now Blidy--fs'nt £t enough that I love you--and
you only?"

"But you have your regervese Tou don't confide
in me. Your keeping somethlng from me?.

"Won '¢ you trust me. I've a hard problem
ahead 0f mes I must solve 4% as s man should".

"Well, what s your hard prozlem thexn".

"I must return to Chanselérville and breakeewa"

"Ho-—-you don't have to re . urn there Just on
her agcount. Tou e¢an write to her. Tou ¢an write her
a letter. Tell her that you love pe--your wife. By
writing you'll avold scenes-~hysteris--reproasthes---appealse.
Oh I 6an imagine Just how she'd earry on. So write to her,
Jerry Break with her that way".

"I1¢ wonld be & ¢ad's way, Biddy. She 18

enti tled to an explanation”.
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"Yhy is she? £ho xnaw you were married all the
time. 8he tuvek her chunce. 12 you go t0 her now,
sho'll dreg the thing oh-~=try to¢ lure yon dagk, Oh X
knov her kindd °

"Tou don't knew her, or you would'st sa_ that",

y

"I doa't pretend to know her as well a6 you
dol”

"Wan that & uiee thing to say?”

"Oh Jerry---don't see her--.don't go bsok".

"l must. Its the sguare and eporting way.
After ull, I can't forget that ~-elww-she has been my come
parion for the pact two yeaps®,

"Tor mean ~e=your paramownrs”

"Thats not falrd Ve can't continue like thig”,

"I san see that you're erasy about here-~that
phe must have bdeen everything to youn'.

"Diddy, don'§ you understand--~youl Were gme
three yesrs. 1% only hunale==0Rly & malle=~e= and she
waB kind to me--rade things pleapant--mede a hope for mel”

"Ch, then you lived at her home did you?"

"EQe I lived at the hotel; but I had a honme
to go to"e

"fake away yOUr ar'me I hate you. I know
you're in love with her.

"I%'m 4n love with you, desreat".

"Bat you &id eare for her. You have to admit that

"Eot in the way you mean. Xot in the way I love
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In whzt way then?"
Yoz ohoose your words onrefally, thoughtfully.
“I foel o matural sontimont ond responafdilitye.-
I have a high rospect and--ellospe, Bicdy lets drop thie
subjests e gat nenieyrg”.
"We ek 2t the trathe & map and woman ean't
bs per:oetiy happy when thers 1¢ & a2 of oonfidenge
be Green thewm".
*irt don't you ges desr. that this is'at my
acfalr only. I annts dinanss  “ho mat fePecel Bast
donsider hep”.
B Sl iy » v e she's pusnpepr, prettier than
Iesese quito a Yeauty.eoee She ham R nlge e6alal position
in that town.-«vs 1) tho adnventione) Grn plugs of position
and fashiot.es.co I suppane that fmpmmeged you, ek There
Thores & Bl of the snod in overy man.., . .c."
"Look horay, BLlAEPawme=
"ownind L've bean norort of u oypay oll my 14fe.
Ky peeple wore opflste cpd pleyors. I% e hed to
work for nmy liviug Adwayda.-.She had everything—ew! nothing",
"derling, voun kuve rny leve, Is thet not something
"I% thrille me when you say that. “hen you
Bold Be }ilcrecuTell mOw-wiid you hold her 4z your arne
1ike this, co you Yre holding me now Did you? Did
you dArive zlong in your ear, with your ore abdoltwews"

“Yhat gotd doee it do to nck euch quention.
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"Jall vhy don't yon answer me?"

"I£ X da4a, I might hurt you".

"Thats an adnission".

"You were gono a lonz time. 4 man oannot otarve
for affeation”.

"l ¢an gee that you grew fat on § ¢t Bow many
tiries hagc che picdan in thic ear beside you?*

"I a.n't say”.

"fhe 442 ride in §t--dlda'nt she".

"Tnat,

inl d1d yomu 2all her Ydarling' too?"

"Jomatines®.

"Lat me go".

"Xo¥.

5411 vight them. Hake a alean broast of
everythiry nbont ber. I want to know svery detail™.

“Tatre not golng to talk about this any longer".

"Ch yes we are, Vhats the matter with you?
Is che 80 caorad that she ean't be disoussed? A1l right
don ¢ anownr then, but Y went you to know that &he does'nt
denerve %o Ye considered or pltiel-~-no woman does, who
taked suother woman's husdand f£rom her”.

"Biidy--~1 @sn only repeat---yon were gondo three
yenrs”. |

"Just the same she knew you were not free.”

"I promi sed her I would be“.
Vildaly:

"You had no right to promise her that{
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"You were ny husbind--5ot hereld”

"Darlinge-i beg you to lot us t:lk sbout sonethine
eleds”

"Ton oun't cure a Sauscrous growth by soreping
tho surfage. & oBurpgeon probes to the root. Thoréweme
1'vo made en axdom. Yas'at I clever”.

“Oleverect A2l L the world, Just look at
that skyld”

"¥hat do 1 eare for & eky when 5 e look
st you. Oh Jopsywe~l (¢ LOVE YOR BOwww=

"wesand I love youd-

“eeebUt YO 42 0BG DAOkwwwio hosd”

"I wuet go, deur. Lota ot talik adbous 4t
=ny longep."

"When nro you coluge™

"Ap snem as you say dear'.

*wolles you've ringished your six weok's
sesidencse in leno, have'mé you",

"l wvas fouy weexs in Nevoda't

"I seo: Then you've two weaks uore Lo BLEYE,
hme‘ns you”’.

"How '4 you likec t0 malke a $rdp thore will memwe
not to dend, dut & nice camp ab Juke Tukvo.”

"Ihe Kevada side?"

"FhY YOSimm=ihs s cnworee-\iis e § staycd”.
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"Hoewhod 80 you may finieh your ronlduﬁu. eht"
"66 1 may ehow you the Poasuty that I have been
seeings these last four weeke. 1911 taxe you all over the
Tahoe eountry”. _ _
"Por two weeks ehv And then, you or I eun t_aagla
the astion”. |
Patientdy:
"Biddy, don't you understand that by taking you
back with me, I would bo oonding any charges of desertion

I bave made against you".

"Thute true®.
Hy head rests on your shonlder, Por o
momont I am happy. ! ojoat her from ny minde §

nuast*nt let her lodge there toe firmly. Shoe is b—econiﬂg
sn oteession. I sigh sleepily. |
"Happy, darling?”
"Perfeatdy. The ety g lovelyd”
2 8p time 4t is you vho reply, ulmost roughly:
"What &0 1 oare for skiesd Will you go with me
to Tohool” ;
“I'11 g0 with you anyvhere----even unto the euds
of the worldl”
I feel my eyos drooping. I think I fall
agl eep. Cblivion s Hliss.
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IV.

The lake 1s of the very blue of Velasquez.
Streamers of celestial gold, pale violet, blood and fire
¢olore are splashed riotously and yet with supreme art
over a sky of ever deepening blue.

You are sound asleep, your head turned from me.
It 18 five 0'0look in the morning; but I have slipped
out of bed and am sitting on the step of our c¢abin wateh-
ing the mirasle of the sunrise. We are iIn a motor mamp
at Lakxe Tahoe-~the Nevada side.

. & 8t at the door and look out at the Lake and the

Bky in a sort of blissful dream. An immense happiness run
rune llke an eostasy through all my being.

We are on our honeymoon- our "second honeymoon",
you have ¢anlled it. The trip has ¥%een a perfeot one.

We have passed through egenes of unmatshed beauty--a sountry

of 11limitable horizings; the penetrating mystery and sultry
warmth and insredidle fasébnation of the MPpjave Desert and

into the Sierras. You said you wished me to Bee the bean

¢y all along the way that yom had travelled alone,
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In a ocharmed silende, wvo have ridder foy hundreds
of miles and guzed as in a dream st the unfobding panorama
of sheer beanty. At tines we would simulSencouely look
at each other, hold our dreaths & monment, and thenm yow woxld
bend down and kise me upon my 1lips. And the ¢ar wonld g0 o
on and one. Some times I hopsd that it might never stop.

If we aould but go on like this foreverd

This plaoe iz om the Bevada elde 0f Lake Tahoe.
£¢ 10 in & dlearing o» the odge of a deop wood, zizub
on the shore of the Lake. The gadina ave rusiis,
quite at trective and with modern coavoniendes. Evoryone
in the motor aamp scems %0 know oash other. fhey are
rl)l "resfdente®. Hore ft was that you lived duzing youp
weeks in Bevada, though you established logal residense in
Reno. You were golng to divoree m_l The eanp fs
thrilled and all sgog bedaise you have brought boek with
you the wife youn were going to divoree.

I did not mention her name all 0f yesterdiay. ¥hat
a nirsgled I am proud of mysel £

How I oan see you stirring---you are reaching out
your arm, feeling for mo. i 8lip on tiptoe to the
 bed and kneel down beside it. You say. drowsily:

"Vhere are you, darling. I miep yoUwweon"
ind you osll me by hox, namel

I start up, sereaming. Tor sit up.
"Yhats the matteri”

“don't you ever dare 6all me by her mame
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againd"”

Tou blink. You a2 sheepish and remorseful. Then
you try to laugh it off.

"Oh oome on baok to ded gweetheart”,

"Ho". |

“Come nowl Or muet I make youl"

"Ho 1 esay"™e

“All rights We'll eve about that".

You got out of bed deliberately. TYou are
eniling, and I gan see that you are etill only haif awake.
I an not over my indignation and anger. Tou grad me.
We strugeles You kise and kiso me. You oall me funny
names into ny ecapr. 1 have to laugh 4in spite of nmyaself,
and you keep on dragging me to0 the bded.

I am held tightly in your arme, my head om youpr
breagt. .

"How go to sleep " you adjure, and proceed to
£all soundly asleep yourself.

1 daom't sleep. I lie there, in your arme,
bitter thouchts popsessing me,

I think,

"HEe's always oanlling me Sylvia."

"She must have beeu terridly nesy o kim".

"He must have leved her”.

"She must have slept with hinm or why d¢1d howwee=
Oh Godd I ean't pursue that line of thoucht”.

1 try t0 got from under your arm, but althouch
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you are csleop, you have a etrongle hold on me.

You alwaye hold me tightly when we are in bed.
Yoa told me oneo, it wos bogause you had mi. ged ne 8o~~~
over thope yenrs when I was gone. 2hat many a time, you
wonld reash out for mo, and Il was not therel It wap
eharos teristis of me at that momernt to let the devil alip
1ato nmy bongue and I salds

"“Buy gha wasl"

Fow as 1 1lie bPesicde you, nmy mind is a atorehouse
¢f hate and resentment. I think o0f all the things ahe
has done. I try to vicualice hefen~ea protty woman, tail,
durk, the aypealing soft spoken kind. The vory ontithesin
in typo to med I see her in hey home-wthe kind I,terior
Jusoraters would approve of.  Soft lights and shades and
silken pretty things and ghbaming mahoghaay and big
equahhy ooush in front of the fifeplaes, and this and that
sntique b4 ¢ adout the room, end, 6f oource, daacs dandlesticks
in the right places. Oh yes, & lovely sort of a homed
A nice place to emtertain. A rostful place for yau. to

come. Oh, Ohl How am I going to bear all this. I'nm
not a homemaker. Poor youl You have ¢iven up mueh
£0r me.

You are drawing me closer. You turan ny faoe
sround, 80 that we ean look into eaeh othors oyos.

"Sleep, deart”

"Ho. Bowv eonld 17"

“%Yhy net?v"

"Thinking of her."
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"You should'nt do that”.

"Bo? -Apd you 0zlling me by her namet”

"Yheres your sonse of humor?"

"Thats not fanny”.

"Porse of habit".

“That? That 4id you eay?"

Reluatantiys

"Yowel, I 8ald 1t was foree of habit. Eouw don'sg
got exoited Blcdy . Look at the thing falrly. After all,
I%ve not decelved you asbout her. I uased 0 6all her dy
zaux. nome at first”.

"That is a doteatnble~ea vile thing to eay to
ma”.

1 mamaged to extrioate myrelf tﬂu yeur grasp
and get out ¢£ dbeds My mood 18 helllskh.

1 toks my chowep and cm’ back into the 11ttle
patln roome You are olumsily setting the table. the
6offee s Op the astove. Yeu put 8 flower in a glass at
=y plutes Ye eat breskf:68 silently. TYou look meross
ot me appealingly; but my mood has not changeds. 1 think
sll the time of the day when you will be golng bacl to
Chancelorville and Ilto Eoll ywood. I want you to take
me with yom. I would not oo 4f you asked me, but X vant
gou to want 4t and t0 ask me. You keap on looking at ns
pleadingly. Presently:

"ilat today, dearx?”

"I 4on't oare what we ¢0 or where woe £0".

I ain #611) sulky, petulang, though § am beginning
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to melt deep deep inside me.
"All righte Tell you what we'll do. Wa'll move

ocwe to Tahoe Tavern. Its on the California side of the Lake.
With the Tavern as our headquarters we ¢an motor to all the
points of beauty about this country. I want uou to see
Emerald bay--~the Lake of Fallen LeaveS=—--="

I say craftily:

"If we go to the California side, won't that be breaking
your residence in Nevada?"

You look at me reprovingly a moment and then you

laugh:
"To heek with my residence. Come herel"
I get thoroly, efflciently and ardently
kissed. I'm feeling myself againe. Its a honeymoon
af ter all.

'"Jerry, how about Reno?"
"Hot and hectie. Streets ecrowded. Everything
wide open".
"Must be fune. I'qd like to see it".
”Lboklhere, young woman, I'm enough scenery for
you to look at for the present”.
Y am kissed again. We laugh and chatter and
planes I am sitti ng on your knee. I tell you solemnly and
truthfully that you are the first man who has kissedme in three
yearse You pretend that you don't believe me. The wound

inside me stirs agaln. I say:
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."tou would'nt § You were to0 well consoled
roarne} £".

"Boo-bood" You make & flerce fooe, and
tre to defleet ric.

“Joprry—etell mo the trath, once and £0r alle
Dg yevw love hapf®

91 live yode.  Thate the milliontk time I've told
yous Want to hear =—o eay 1¢ agefuf®

"Yeose LS do you love her (oo?”

"o eann IV I've got ny hands f£ull loving
ono wosan, rave'at It™

"2ey d0'nt Lt o foot that o man onn love twy
wonon 8¢ once”e

1 Son't xmaw Aot ¢Cawr fellows.”

*rell kave you 28y sertimert--~-cny f2oling
whatBouver o Aol t” |

"Shall I go met the mall at the Papt 9ffize?”

"hnffber you nnewer wy ques tlon”.

Prell whst am I 43 amawer this tine?”

"ty e you any feealing, tantimantew.for hop?,

Afgter & moment, 7Iul bryws Exhotled yam dajy:

"] hive a sense 6f reopansibilityea~.”

"Thy saeuld $62 B3 TIopoaklble £9T hoPees

"Iazling, dea't loba g2 over thia all ageit.

"Oh I fucd ne A2 yuw ebill oored givsihlrg
ahout Jer, and T aantt boar Lt

Yon don®l anawor thobl. I supnese you nrd ayg

& loso vhet 5 Bay. I g2 on Witexly:s
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"Isetut it & fact that sall men are by nature
oonstitntion&liy bigumouns”.
You look at me with moek gravity. Then you burst
out laughing. This 46 t00 muoh for youe. I 85y s8ulkily:s
"Tell its trume anyway. Most men would like to
be Hormons or Turks".
| You go oui chuekling. tayway, I am glad 1 have
not made you angrye How patient you are with mel
I suppose sone men ‘would bake me by the shoulders anﬁ give
me & good shaking. Tha ¢ts what I needs At all eyent: a

good mental shakings I wish I could forget herl
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Prow the eadin door, I wateh you as yon go stridin
down botween the lemg lane of pepper ard wmeniyptus treds
L6 the meln Ium, whete isthe Post offfoee ¥y heart wolls
wi bl pride in yous Po think you belong Lo Moew-ars all
By Gevn-—-ny husbandl Po me, L1t seoms &8 if jov wera the
wost wanderful men on earth.  Whuts howv wweh im love
with you I ame 3 Jnow you ere not the storyetype of
Ler0e You have'nt sn Arpew gollar or kedak profile.
YTours 1o & rugged, & g trong fuee, and ym'tre soe dlg
and niocly duflte X think of what lre. Dlgzacll sald about
her husbandl It ayuplien to mine. |

As for mm, I wish that I were protiye. i1'm note
(she $a & beantyd) ¥y eyes acfe uot large,with long
surlizg lashess Yiwm are Just lashes, and ny halr is
plain brownees winddblown bob. 1%ve nlas enough teeth,
s nosen and nonth ard eyes 1ike a.n; one elss's. Ko one
would turn to takXe a« second look at mo. I'n Just
ordinary looking. 0f sourse, JaR would. deart

1 oo baok into the eabdin and begin %0 strajghten
up things o W ¢t. Then I piek up & papere Ite & Chale
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gelarvilie pperse 1 FRongs tharough 1t ommterpinousiye
I used to 1ike fhit 2ittld ofiWe 16 was & ghine plage
erd I kad mung friends thelue Pt now I ohiuk of Lt with
averalon. fia Lives fberel 1¢ s there whe L6 sl
ing your volural
Abhgent=indedly 1 tarn o the Fonmess pagey
apd glange dowun the Soolety vasluan, Swidandy 1 see¢
somothing that stapiles nos I Peud:
"Baarlst cwumtlone upnd searled gandlos fn
pilver holders forsed an at b:astivo 4osorsw
S7iv1s Uoree. h BOses O¢ Dot Snpupooanl
to Ure Jorealeh Dutieu. Covers wore 564
gor alghtessevaee®
The papor is dodod e DORWAS 850 OveLuspbs
ering vase and indf g tion consunes med fhe o4lly fo0l8
Anmounolng her enmgegonamt to snobhed women's husbendl '
Iiwmp @ o  Wo'll See adout thisd 111 show hawd
Bow 1 & 'amtwﬁng shat I Bawe uever om0 BIfOrGew
thoush terribly tonptods & g9 Lo your briecd ouees 1
dde into L% X £ind wed toww ool Gur dustoral

I toar off Cho subber batd about theme

I Dogin to read. I reud oB &nd en, otierement snd unkely
Joy eansuning netl 30 thio 4o by rivalewthis £s58llak,
shellew, pociag word. Gue 16 Lber bogiuat "At bavek

of Sawn, I hear the »cbin's layld Sing o ye¢ Bizds~wlh
eingd”.

| "Pherq dld sho tsko thal fram?® I ask mysels
hysterioally, a2d I degin to laughe I have (o latch.

Hor lottors ars eush a eurious mixturo--epages 0f s tufe
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apparently culled fram dooks; then lapses into the patter
of the townj tSdbite of goeeipe £he is & femcle Babbittl
Ahl but here, I come aeross something mere sinister: |

) "Wha tever you do™ she writes, "do not eee her al one
I'm g0 afzdid for yom, dearld She migh$ polsen youl"™

' I esll her a name. How dare she digenss me
with my husband. I read ons

"Get rid ef heprewpgot rid 02 her-~-at any price

and i{n any wayld"

Reférencea to my finances. Words of sympathy.
8he 45 watching the calendar. His time will soon be mp.
She praye that God will be with him in the trial before
him. She 4s walting for hime Boon he will be freel .
But not for leng---ahl mot for longl Soon they will
be man and wifed

My hnéband Btands in the doerway. Hig face 18
dark, sternl

"What ere you doing?® he asks.

I anm sitting on the floor--her letters all around
mee ‘

"I am reading her lettersi" I say flersely.

"You should not do that"e

"Why should’nt¢ I?"

"They were net written to yeu".

ey were written to my husband".

"Its not righte. You had no right to read

those letters, Bilday".



WINNIFRED REEVE PAPERS
U. OF CALG &= UZRARY
SPEC. UL . -m“.Cii“iiVESaa

"o you mean'tpat I'!m not te ece what ehe writes
you~==that yon're to have a cesret from me and----"

"But these are 0ld letteres We'lve got to wipe
out the pas te You oan't noesibly get sny good froam
reading thoee lettlers. Certainly theres nothing te
entertain---."

"Sarsastia, eh?' 1 oroak, "Well let me
tell you her lotters are orfertalning--thay are se¢reamingly
fuynyl  Disten to thfs: fRing—@h yo Dirci--O0h simgl®

I burst omst laughinge '

Your head droopes; your scoulders 4droop-

You loox iutenscely wesry. Wichout spesking you 3it down
{n one af the vig ruptie shalrs, and cuddcnly yau sover
sour free with your hands. b3 1eap up, the letters
ceatéaring. I kxeel beslde you.

"I'n sorry~=I'm oorryd I'm a reen listle
betE b= orcive MEw-- piease-—please-;-".

You take my face in your hands, =nd lcok et me
g0 gravcly, so tenderly.

"Yow long are you goling $o keon thlp upt”

"Tatil you gel rid of her, os she wrife you
to get ril 52 zel"

"Pug w; gan't go on lixe tihls, decr. There must
be $ruot and harmony between us™.

“Hoy oan there ©be harrmony when that worane--"

®Ya'nt it exough that I leve you?"

"Tou loved her too".
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starving for 1t; dut all the time---all of these years,
ny darling, I loved youl"
i sob, my rac; against your knee.
"Oh Godl If only I could believe it"™,
"You oaﬁ. deari"”
Tou 18t mo right into your arms. We oling
awhile, Then I push bask, my hands on your shoulders.
"Her letters are so intimate--~just as 4f

you'd been everything to eash other. Were you--~were

you?"

"No-=-not everything".

"Did you know she gave & lunchren announeing her
engagemen t".

"I heard about £ ¢ after I left".

"Was'nt that the silly thing to do?"

"It vag-—-not wise".

"Premature, eh? Qounting her shickens before
they were hatohed. Only a silly woman would have done
snch a thing".

Your faee is sad. You speak almost defemsively,
and I gannot beayp your tone.

"She considered me prastiocally fres. Everyone
in Chancelorville in fact looked upon me &8 her flangee".

"Well its Just too bad adbout themi"

Dully:s

"YTou were gone three years, dear]"
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"I suppose 1'11 never Rear the end about these
three years. look dear---you don't have to go back, do yom

"Yes, I must, Biddy".

"Well but, it would be 80 mush easier, and sim-
pler 1f you wrote her a letter---a king letter even—ew."

"We've gone all over that desar". -

"Welll-=when gra you goingf?"

"A week Or so0--~whenever you say dear. The 8 oone
I got 4t over with the sooner we will be together again™.

"Oh, 80 we're to be together again, are we?"

"For all the rest of our lives™ you declare
solemnly.

"Whero will we live?"

"Wherewer you say dear™.

"Not Ohancelorville anyway".

"y business interests are all there®.

"You don't expeet me to Iivtnln the same town
as that woman, do you?"

You are silent, a monument 0f gloom newe.
You get up, and make & few restless strides across the
T Oo0Om. Then you turn and look at me queerly.

"You are right Biddys It would be humiliate
ingee=="

Your voice 48 cold, infinitely weary.

"Humiliating? JHet for mel I've done nothing”.

"Itz would be humiliating for her"™ you say.

"She dces'nt deserve 1t".



WINNIFRED REEVE PAPERS
U. OF CALLARY LIBRARY
SPEC. COLL. 7 ARCHIVES 81

"You are thinking o0f her-emnot me".

"1 oan thizxing of you both. All 24cht theal”
Tour tone beoomes suddesly Dbrittles "Ohangelorville is ong
I must g0 bask there.-slose up my affairs. Then we'll
have o nonth's vasation in the mountalns aznd deside
after that wiat wo will do”.

"Gounde wonlderfull® I say.

You bond down and kiss me, dut 4t ssoms L9 nme
your xiss &8 ohill. X hold onm to you 8izasly.

After awhile you o out $o fix up the sar, proparatory to
our moving along.

1 feel fins. Changelorville 1s out, as you
sayd I wind I won't have to live 4in that 1ittle
8l yeawon®t iavc to faee the old eraid} be the sudbjeot of
gossl)p and eonjesture and perhaps cwmdennation, I won't ha
have to live where ghg doetd The town i¢ net large
enough te hold ma btoth. '

I degin to bume Life's not 8o bad after all,
and 1 think: "If he had ecared & piveh about her, he wonld
have taken those lettere from me” 3 I kive them &
contemptuons push with my foot. Then 1 teglo to gather
them upp but I do not put then back in your drief ¢ase.
Snddenly 1 notiee the mail you have laid on the little
sid eboard. I e¢ross over and plek uy Rer last lettere

It 40 lying on top of the ypile of lattera,
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vi.

1 ean hea? you whistling ontaide our ¢abin.
Yours is a reoupera tive nature=~gheerful jhappy. You are
packing trawelling parapheraalia into the oar, and as you
pack you whistle 0r singe

Inside the oabin I am tearing up her letters,
I take them one by one and tear them aéross three times.
Then 1 drop the pleces into a newspaper, rell it up tight
and thrust the paakags into the large tin rabbish
eane 1 st my handse. That Lg thatl

There is one le tter len--the-ena you brouchi
from the Post offiges It 48 etill unsealed. I hold 4%
in my hand. I tarn it over, and I think,

"what & fool you are to write to another woman's
husband You are putting dynamite in her hands "

Her writing is large and conventional. A
balansed hapmd. Mine is a sorawll Bhe has had the ade
vantage of a finishing nohoell' I've Deen out in a man's

world of work the major part of my life. I have a

professional woman's sontempt for the weak olingi
ng
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vine paragitis type ¢f my sex. S8he, I think with scorn,
ies poisen ivy. I won't read her letterd Yhy ehould
it What does it matter what she writes to my husband?
After all, 4t 48 I whom he loves? 30 I start t0 tear
tha letter aorosss 1% 1a almost 41 halzsl fhen some=
thing queer happers., I an asealled with a pasyohie urge,
8n unendurable suxiosity to read that last letter. 1
¢ast a look around me, like a tialef; thenm slip my thunmd
under the flap of the envelope. I am reading her
lettor:

"Uy dearestt

Tour six weeks in Nevada will be up Dby
the time you receive this letter. Do not delay
& moment after thate VWe ¢annot afford to walt.

Theros & reasen why you must hurry badkeewhy
we should be married at ONge~we

ﬂm SN A e

Theres a 1ittle mirror on the wall of our eabin,
It is direotly in front of mee I see & face 4in 4 t. i do
not recognisze 4t as my own. Ky oyes are not large; but
the eyes in that face are terridly, tragically large, and
they are staring out into space, like those of a haunted
person.. And my cheeks arc aslways flushed with 60l0fwwe
but that face 48 pale~-wpalo ag deathl

I ¢on't know what 1 anm dblné—-—«scmeth&ng
me chanioal « i knowe I anm twisting a papsr in my
hands. I zannoi{ think. I ¢annot move.

Tour volce:s

“Heh, Bladyt! Oome on ourl”

A gshiver runs sll over me, Just as if an ley

draught were blowing through the room. I sannot Bnswer
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youe 1 am like & dumd person. You ¢all agaim. Now
I am assailed by fright. Buproie you should see that
letter}d Suppose you take 4t fr0m M@ ==wl08d § § ~mawpoad
itew-and know and know and Xnow --that she is golng to have
a dadbyéd God Almighty!

" Panleally, frantieally I thrust the odious letter
back into itas envelope and aonceal it in ny pookoatbook.
You are ealling ag tir.

"Heh-~you in therel! What are you deing?"
How ! oan answere How I am no longer dumb.
I have hidden that lettor. Tou will not see Lt. Yom
xill never Enowd My velee L8 gay-w——-Is it my volce?
"I pasking}”
I ﬁake a ruzﬂ upon & grip and begin thrus ting this
end that artbole Into £t.
%0 hedk with your packingl Tou aome on ous
here when I tell yom to0 7. 7
Idon't answor. I foverdshly fold a pair of
pajilamas —-they are yourc--~and I sbow them iInto my night
bag. Tou eome to the door. Tour flets are planted
on your hipgs~=your &rgps 2timdo. Ton frown at me portone
tously.
"Womand TThat dld I order yom %o do".
1 do ﬁot ANBWAT, I don't loock at you.
"1f the Mountaln won't coma to Mahomet, Mahomes
will go to the Mountain, Qome haere, Mountalal®

I am kneeling dy & euitease, muttering monoton-

ousl ys
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He's mine-emine®® | _
"Whats that you pay?"
I tum bdaek a8 langhing~e«wcor Is it contortedfecs
fagea.
"Attend to'yonr own knitting Mahomot. The monn=
tain 's on her own JbHB".
"Is that co? Wo'll so about that®e.
You stride over to me, haul me nur dy the nagk,
You pretemd to tako a grip in my halr and to drag me along,
kissing me &ell along the way to the door. We are on the
1ittle porch. Yow throw a soft pillow on the step, and
firmly set me upon L. I petanother kisnm. Tou return
now to your Jjobe. You polish the gar with & big ehamois
8 Qe You sing ac yow werk. Your veloe i mothing but

a oroak. Tou oing:

"3he 1]l be euming down the mountaln, whem she
00N 68=wwholl ghe OOme Beme"

You get the words all wrong---but no matter!
Our sar is large and beantiful. The sunlight ¢ =11 adout

us e Prom one of the eabins the musie from & radic
floats out. A arocner is singing, and yen stop to
listen:

"Lover, oome back t0 MAwwwe="

Uy 1ip cuwrls. 8iokening, sentimental slushl}
Kind of stuff she wuld gurgle over. vell hex  lover is
not going back to_her. Mot if I know it.

You are o tanding baek, surveydng with pride

your handiwork. She oarx shines,
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"Hows that for @ mldpchape workmanlike profeassional
Jodbr *

“Ites swolll® I oay.

How effi6iout you are about everythingd Your
large, ofrong hands ure gapedble of zc muehd  You ape always
doing somethingeenaking sowebhings Tou a&o wearing old
khaxi trousers and o moet disrepuindle shirt. You are
Over oix feot tall, athletle, all mane TYour smile 18 the
niaest thing ea carthe-wsomethirs to make a woman's heor ¢
leap, or 6o brimg she mpthoring tezrs to her oyesy for
surisusly enough tkerss scmothing cingnlarly deyish
ant wietful abvowt your emile, withal your thirty five
Jeart~-eg lonely, apposling guallihc. AhS Thos three
long bomely goars)

dow you are rpunaing water from & hose over
your handde You glange at nme alylx, ond then with a
tvlet of your hurd you turr ghe hoze o my feete 1
soreame Tom 100k ut me puziled, stertled, and then
you ¢rop the hose anc sprivg (o ry elde Yand pgather me $nto
your apmse

1 an orgiagl 0031y, hopelessly, endlessly?
I garnet stlop. |

"7y Geazeat, Gearsgt---1 wan only tessing youe
¥hats the matter, baby?"

1 g0 on erying--coying, my fage pressed agalnst
yoar breast.

Tou take your dig solled handkerchlef and daubd
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"Doa't loave mal Ch, don't leave med -

"F don't dutend to",

“Bat yomfre golng Daskewe-you'rs ch8RE DAEK e

“A911 take you with ma”e |

ahd  He has as.;d. $t et Anzid He w=ill take
me badk wilh him. Tou g0 on planning.

"da'1) have o month in tho mountalms, amd bhen
we'll go on to Counci] Clty. Jrom there its onmly
e hours ride to Uhemsalorvills. It von't take me
nore than half & dayeeese”

"Tou movn you wok'( tnle me baok ¢, Ohatzelore
ville with goue?

wootuingly:

“Tou would 'nt vant Lo be tkere."®

"Tew ouu’t see her nlonnl I must do wi th

"Doa't muke L2 tu hard for.me dears I wvant
to mendle iis thirg as 2 maa phould”.
"Tpu can't mce ror 2lene I say®,
“Mhats Bdousouse. Yon havo rothing $0 foar—ca®
“I tell yuu you oun®t gee hor sl eneld"™
Uow what BArs i1 bhac c0rld roma®
SR ansn Seaoan
"oue mighy poffon you--Xill you, $€ you teld her
you were piving her upl®

"Rotl"
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"4 you think it rac raot vhen she wrote that
adbout paf"

“Now 1isbes dear. ALl 1 wnt %o do 12 the
hongradble thing. 1 am going to her und tell hor the
trathe Sho 48 eat@sled $0 luev'.

i ropeat monotonously:

“Ton cun't Gec het 8loRa~~wgou 4an't seo her
alenel”

“Youlre unrvas mable, hiddy®.

R JmnliPueern )y wvonan ondd say $€e. Tou ean't
eoe thoat wo-an alones Shotll take you from me .

“She dan'ts I love you onlyl®

"l know womel Psiter thm 3“'63_- Fhen they're
in lave, thuy ar.'nt nomal. They bave 80 Prineiplecew
Mhey 40 anything—einything ~-to keld==ts keop the man
they leved"

"o yoo think I an 90 WoAKawmes"

I talk wildly, dizjoivtedlys

“All ek &ro weéak ¢x the hands of 8 sehening
woman Eretl) epring ¢l etrte of things on Jolewme
shell bave Lystoerlol =gl ~e.rnnosl 60 youe-=she 'l) &ling
§0 JOUewthrod bateweri. 700 2y $0 %11l yol-eoand ghetll lle, an
i8¢ and 1ied he'll makz un some Mntastie 0601y wmew
about hergelf axd-ees”

"Bo, Lo, 2ed Yen have her all wronge ©She
s not that kinds 1Lets be jjot $ hor. You don't Bnow

hoey 08 leawwan"
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30 On~===Nold I don't junow her as you do}

But I know my sex. 1 mow what a wasan at bay will dod
¥hy even the Bible or bhakopeare or sasze other bk -
says that Beil hath no fury 1likv o woman so0rned, and
you'll be s sorning her ~--throwing her over ---20n't you
peaf) ~-—and she?ll £ight to hold you-—~make up something-
jre:“.end ee=wdll pappéee she protendied--«-<zhe was going to
have~e~a bDabyl”

"Biddys You fcolish ehilald”

"But what would yal do 4f she did=ew
answer me that™. Suppose sue pretended thate~s"

“@hata imposslible. Tiow don't leto
20 on with this discussion. 33udy, we sonld
ensily destroy our happiness il we woeni on in this
WY e Buppose, for the prescnt anyway, we forget all
this. Lets pack oty stuff 4ntc the cay and be off.
Vhat say? Yon give me & huxnd. Get busyl Wait?ll
yo1 Bee what I'm going $0 sihow you. Pahoe 48 the
largent and I%1) say the most bDeantiful lake in the
worl de ¥ow we'ro coing over to ths Oaliforni. shde.
The Paveryg 18 a ewell placel Let me tell you somes
things VWe're goling to have & real honeymoon &ond
don't you forget Lt1"

"Walt a bit Jerryld”

1 hold you by your ecoat, and look up into
your faoe.

“Yellswee theart? What now?"

"Promise me something®.
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"Anything. Want the Mooni"

"Do you really love me, :oéry?'

a1t Don't be funny”.

"Say it then. Bay shat you lovs me.

I want to heed  yoa say 4t egaini”

"1 leve you and love yorm and love you and love
youl How's that??

“In spite o2 everything?®

"In zpi% of and beeause of everything, though
fte the umsentinantel hour of tem a,M."

"Bat I've besn hateful $0 yoUu ~-wgantankerous-
hard to 1ive witheww-"

"I'm gutting acolimaged” you reenond humorous-
1y, kissing 'my AP .

"And I lelt youw for three yearsld A man
can't 1ive zlone for thruvae yearasl”® ’

"That truaTe. Tou stil]l maintaln youp
noek carious alr.

"And since we've lLoon bBask BOgothigewwright
¢n this hongyaoon=--I've thrown things up to yem
and nagged you--and @aid unkind thingee...”

“Do you want me to spank you?"

"Look, Jerry. ©Come peopla belleve 42 you
thiak unkind thinga, then thay eome baak to cmite you
like a Doomerang. I've beon thinking hideous things
sbout Har." '

"Parling, don't aocademn yourselfl

You're the dearest 1ittle edrl in the worla".
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"Hoeel'm neteel'n Botd I've beon mean anpd sma
enall and pett;o. 1 ought to have been large--generous.,
The vietor should always he gonerouns, should'nt het"

“iny t8ing you say, Vietuzrm.

"l used S0 flatter nyself that I oukld'nt do
enything small or mean, I might ki1l & person bat
I would'at pinsh himd*

"M&in Gottd Ehe 13 sapable of xilling".

PAad even ﬁaw-—-—-bhia is only a moods How
o por knew whutc biek 4.4 my mingi? lMagbe I'm
sortauplating comi tting & ~-i crimed” A

Tou stare ot xme solemulye Them you take
me by the shouwldert, give me a little shake and drawa
me 80 §Lo56 Into your orgs Lhat I am neariy smothered.

I tidnx 1 will naver s>y againd
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YiX.

We are fifteen thousand feet above sea
level. We have been 0limbing steadily up what seems
likxe an endless grade that alreles the mountains.

I anm almost breathless. I have not¢ told
my husband that I have a weak heart. I feel the
altitudel Tou loox mab me, and your smile
chan ges to one of sonsern.

"All right?”

"Sure”.

"Tou're breathing rather rapldly".

"I"Mee=I'm 3 breathless sort of person you

You are s0 easy to deseive. Ho wonder
she was able to "pull the wool over your eyes'!}

"Shall we get ont~=-take a leok arouﬁd us?

We oan olimd up higher. There are gome fine falls

about a mile upe. We have to go afoote. Oome alongi"
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Ve are pragtically at the peak of the
mountain now. We are seated on some rocks, overlooking
the magnificent valley. Tou point 0ff —wwith pride,
tqp this is your own dissovery, and you have been waitin
to share the thrill with me.
"Zog what do you think of Lake Tahoe?"
lt8=wl tBwemwinmons g=wagrandd”
Words fall me. There are three definite
éolors predominating on the laxe. There 48 a layer
of pure dus, another 0f purple, ancther of Jet dlack.
The lake is surrounded by hills of ineseapable beauty.
the sheer grandeur of the soene 1ifts me out of my
owz petty human drama. I never will see anything
80 Deautiful as Lake Tahoe, scem from this height. I
look at you. Your face 4s glowing. It 48 almost
as if yon owned all this Beauty.
"You love Beauty, don't yout" I say softly.
"Who does'nt"?
"Some people go through life unaware of
it even. 1 know why you feel and see 4t 80 perfeatly”.
"Well, 0ld lady~-why?"
"Boganse you are beantiful yourself" I saye.
At that you lsugh at me.
"Ho! Hol"
"YoBm—wand your beautiful inside yourself

tooe I read somewhere that 'Unless we earry the

beautiful with us, we will £ind it not".
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Yon are silent. Then, very gently, you

44

take my hand and your eyes hold mine in a long, deep
leok. |

"%o comprehend perfest Beanty" you say, "ene ne
needs to be in lovel"

I eatch ny dreath.

"O0h Jerry"” I say, "NHo matter what 18 before
UB~e=n0 matter where we may be-~~whatever may happen---
woe will never forget this hour, will we?"

"Noeve rd" you say, and you kiss me so gently

that my heart feels as if it were bursting within me.
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Yiil.
We are staing at Tahoe Tavern, on the
California side of the Lake. Quite different

from the anto camol You say:

"Well, how's this, old lady".

"Swell I I have to admit. But I ean't
help = 1ittle sighe I rather miss the camp. We
heve wonderful rooms, overlooking the Lake. Tou eall
our rooms "“the Bridal sulte".

We are in the great dining room-~~gandles
on the tzble and lovely flowers, and people in evening
clothes or sperts things all about us. Toun lﬁok
80 nfge in your ©blue ¢oat and white trousers, with
your hair smooth and shining. I don'"t look B0 bad
myself . My Hollywood gown is smart and c¢hie. You
emile agross the menu ¢srd at me and tell me how
pretty I look. We toss compliments back and forth
to each other, while the wagter is f£4lling our glasses
and getting the table ready.

"What will yom have dear?"

"Snything. You order, dear".
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I'n really %00 abdsent minded and sgatter
braimd to érder a dinney. I dm't care what they
bring me. Bverything tastea g00d, anyway, even iz, as
you insist, I merely taste my food. I reply that
& person does'nt gorge when they are sitbing Oppoel te
somecne they're in love with.

"Don't they thoughl™ you retort. "Now wa toh
this animal”,

You proceed to "pack down" as you o0all 4¢
& perfeotly colossal meal.

I look about me. 1 s6e a numdey of famile
iar fases. Hollywood paoples Up hore after the oure?

After dinner, as we are ¢rossint the lobdy,
and while you have paused at the desk %o piek up maill,

I am stopped by a Universal soenarist. She stares at
e in amasement, almost unsble to believe her oyen.

I look bagk at her guilesily I know a humbdle £3B.

8 wéek studlo reader has no right to be staying a¢

the same luxnrious hotel where a $500. @ week

soenarist £a sojourning.

"What are you doing here?" she asks.

"Juet what you are" I reaply.

8he stares hard. Ky husband is
approasohing and she glanees froem you to me. Her
volee lowers:

"Who's yonr good looking male?"

"My husband“.

"Oh yowehl" She twinkles her finger ot
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"%¥sn don's have so £1b to me. 1'n too good
a oport to t21) om you" she avers. "nosidea sven
you are entitled to your affinity I suppose”.

Thats protty ernsce Bren I 1

She 88 looking me up and down.oyaieally
and 1 fanay disparagingly. Ag 1 have sald, I's
nothing much §o0 look at. Bhe's a rather dushﬁng.
handsoms tEyne.

"Bl elophant” I mutter under my breath, as
1 turn frox her, ssorniag tc diuslliunseion her. Bhe ann
belleve vhatever she 8h00860. I tol) you about
it an we orcss $a the elgvator. At firss you laugh,
squeesing my h nd under your am. Thon youir laughter
sounde angry ai | you say aurtly:

"Go 1 6k ~ . eot hor right about L¢".

"Not 18 besideas this 43 s olondestine saffalr
ie'nt L% ‘

“Hothiny 6f the wvortl What are you talking
avoug" ’

- "Well, 4s'nt it? Yo have to koep it BOOPOt~e

you said po yourself. That yon did*nt wvant 4t known
in Changolorville that wo wore resonsiled «w=yot".

4 @ack flush goes over your fa0e. Yom frowi.

“Thats Al fforemt”™ yow pay stiffly. "l natural
1y prefor to wait till we got things abrﬁlshtaned ount",

I emile, holding my ohin up. As we g6 saroep
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the lodby, I bow moeshanieally tq a few people. b §

- don't resily mow whether I know them or not. In
& hazy sort of way, thete® fases seem familiar. It'nm
like a person moving in & dream these days.

The elevator. Up we go. I fedl your
eyes on me. Theres a knot detween them. TYou arg
troubled.

Now we are in our room again.

"What do you want to 4o tonight darling?
Take & ride arcund the lake-—-0r how abeut & row?
Want to dance?"

"Wewolwwe" 0f gourse I snile =-=1 always
emile these days! "What would you proefer?"

"W at to Xnow?"

"0 gourse”.

“A: eveni~ _ at home--~reaging®,

"Fraed Lats. ¥hat yon gott®"

"faqo sorking books. Anatole Franee's
'"Revoll of the Angelg' and 7ill Burant's 'Tansition'®.

"I?1l1 sake 'Transition'".

Ve change into pajamas. You stretgh out
on the bed, chueking a ¢ ouple of pillows munder your
head. You pay the bed beside you, but I ourl up
in a blg overstuffed lounging ehalz.

Aguiet evening at homel I ¢xy to regd
"Pransitiomn”, but I do not compr;hend & line I read.

My mind goes stealing off, and I am thinking chaotlsally:
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""Now he gan't divorsce mel He has scndoned
the charges of desertion agﬁihst m;.......,.. When he
goes back to Chancelorville, he'll have to tell her.o...
He'll have to tell her he's not a free man....He's got
& Wif@coees 8 Wifel What a shoek she'll getesss
Vellw==it wap comiﬁg tﬁ her.essecee I 0an just imagine
how the town will talkecccsso It will be a bombshell
in their midstecs.cc.whoen they learn you have beaome
redongiled with youwr wifel .sese Bridge and teatables
and parties.s...s they'll talk about and exelaim over
188 Its her own fanlt!l Bhe broadeasted and
ballyhooed an engagement to another woman's husbandl
She will get Just what he A6BEIYeS. eessces ‘
"I wonder what she'll do. Once when I
agked you what she would 4o when you told her, you
answered gloomily: "I'm afraild she'll go to bed for
s month". ’
She woul dl She's the kind to take to her
bed~===the clinging-vine, poison ivy typel! I know her
kirnd 80 wel l--=all women know 1. They'don't play fair
with other womens. They pet around a man and play the
helpless, appealing aete. They have to be babled,
protected---~Ahl 8§11 women know the kind and most men
£all for 1t¢d
You burst out langhing. You have been
chnekling off and on all evening.

"Listen to this" you say, and read me

from "The Revolt of the Angels”. I langh with you,
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shough I don't comprehend one word you have read,
"That are you doing away over thora. Ome
up herge=e"
Tou pat the bod deside yon.
"I'm al) right hore”.
“How's °Transition”.
"Pine”.
"Dy
"Ro, I wonld'at say 80",
"Put 4 down. You come over here. let
me red you fyros this. 1ta damned deliolonpenvhingle
68] weehoro~weagone Onl"
1 put down Transitiom. I get en the bed
beside you and wunder your arm snuggle up againsd
gome I get & squeese and a kiss and then you
rond . I an & silent, rapt audience. 1 lsugh
wvhen you laugh, and keop quiet as a mouse while
you reads You naver dream that 1 an not
hoaping & word, dut that again my mind is travelling
along i%s own éran- I sm thinking achingly:
"Ope mOre weeke-sand you will be golng baeckl”
Yo had £inally decided on that. A week and t
then you are to roturn to Chonsolerville, I to Hollywood.
I am to rosign my position, and Join yoll as s0OR asd POt =
sible. Aftor thatee--its all on the knees of the
codsd Buddl ed beslde yom, I am tarning and ro turning
it 61l over n ny mind:
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| ~ "One more week! Then you will Ye one
the Foad-we-y0u are going daeck by motorec~=it will take
8ix days. That makes nearly two veeks Vefw a~=ayon
will l;nowl Anything might happen before then.
I wonder £ the roads are 8af0u~wommountain trallge.
8l iff5awemakes meo dizzy Just to think of them. The
car must he shegked and overhauled anmd the bralkes
neod adjustingevescres¥ou will write me every dageena
wire me vhen y.u arrive thorececec.... AhJ You sent
her a wire the other daysy I dld'nt see 8. I asie
ed you what was in 1t, and your replied:

"Its in answer to one she sent. Bhe wantod
to know whem I would de bdack".

| "Does she think you are divorsed®,

Your face had ¢louded over. You changed
the subdjest quiakly. I a4 not press ite

How I am thinking:

"If ghe knows you are learing 02 sush and
8uch & datomecws]l daresay you will wire her when yon
are on the road-e--0h how ean you? How ean yoﬁ? -
she 'll prodadly meet you. You told me that she game
part of the way with youl Its pretty hard to meeos
8 ¢ar however. She'll know the moment you arrive there-
in Changelorville. Tou®ll bYe registered at the
Chatean-~--ghe will oall you there ~==naybe she'll go
60 the hotele«-to your room8 Oh Godd I cannot think
.0f that!
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Bow will ahe tell yom? 3 knowl
Sho'll. etage a protty little coene. 1 esn Just see
here She'll play hor aards before yon have time
$0 tell horewwabout me? Dhe *11 says

"Oh mlyy Geard some Deautiful has happemod to
usd 1 wrote yoleowa"

Thea you'll say

Wrate nem-e-sbout wvhat?”

And ohe'll atart o tell you. I kngw how
she'll tell youe. Jot w8 I dldewa-that tine when Iww—w
I broko &6 %o ym Jountily-~sarolgssly Juet as 42 1%
wero & Joko. %o weve going to have a badbyl wWas'Ss
that a joke on ug. Tou thought 1t wondorfulees '
ssorod-=exfraordinaryd The moot marvelous thing on
earthe “bat freak ¢f fate brought her {ato our
lives juot at that simed

I waenot normall I wvas beslde nyself.

I bolioved whuat now I know I iwmagined; but then, I wanted
only to sha.e you out 0f your smug OGUDlBSEROY ew~i0
purieh yOB~~nnd hers

Byen now I eésnrot besr (0 think of that alle
eay horgedbask rid@mw~—and 0f your Lag0--=your dear,
tertured faeol

izcidontally-~~=thore waa to bo N0 bady-we
for meb Inere nover woald be onel

Eay you are rexding “Eha-ae?olt of the Angela”,
and I am lying oen the bed beslide you, and thinking and
thinking:
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“How ahg 418 going to have your dady for youl"
‘Aloud I guddenly say harshiy: '
"1 wish I were dsadl”
"Bidadyd Por heaven's sakes. VWhats got inte
you now?®
"I sald I wish 1 wore doad, and I mean 4¢".
Tou roll over, blink at me. The book
drops over the slde of the bed o the £loo0r.

"Yhy do you say sneh awful things?"

"Begause £ 1 were to die 4t would solve our whole
problem, don't you see, Jerry? You would always
think of me lovingly. Its musch bdetter $o die while
you're young and prettyes You leave behind you then
lovely namori@fe~-~liko--like faded Dridal linen---
do you see? Buppose yeu and I went on and on, by and
by 1'a de getting wrinkles @ll over my fage, and
maybe 1'4 get fatew-who knowa? 4And my disposition might
goet worge. I1's not & niee Porsdlieme~e”

"1'm going to push that little fase of yours in if y
you don;t ghut upe HNever heard such darm nonsense in my
l£fe. Why you're heal thy and husky as a little horse”.

"Am I?" I eay softly, znd my hand goes asbtealing

to ny heart. Your brows are knotted with one of your
puziled frowns. Tou never oan understand me. 1 am
& Zhinese puzele where you are congerned, and the

decy fanny part L8 that in spite of that you go on

loving and loving me
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| B4

“Tou do love me, don's you?"

"Can you doubt L¢7"

"Ho"y but Jorryeeee-you know I might'ns
make you & go0d wife at alle I'm xind 0f freakyw—e-
1 never was "brought up" properl}. I just *growed' like
Topsy. By mother omce told me my first bed was a
drawer in a waxdrobe trunke. Bhe was playing one night
standnd O0h deGrw—weyou descrve one of those kind of
wonen thoy write sbout in stories and the womans
Page B-w-yoll know the kindeecehone-pakers and «=and —-
mo thersl”

"¥ell whats the matter with yon trying
your hand at this mother thing?”

Your face glowS-~boams,

"Ah darlingd Please kiss meld"

You 4o« iﬁoroughly-—porfectiy.

“Want to dle now?" you aske

"Homemwant to live forewerd”

"Thats the way to talke. Mred? Want to go
to sleep?®”

"EO. 30 on with the Revolt 0f the Aingels.
¥ish 1 was an angel”.

"Tou arel”

"A h2111sh onel"” say I.
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I1X.

I am walking on & plank-~blindfolded.
i1t 4s suspended above & bottomless abyss. I am
moving on and on to the end of the plank. Soon
I must gphunge AoWi~-=~G0Wn~-=dOown, I ery out.
I start up screaning, Tour arms about me. I hear
gour voloe, 80 full of concern end tenderness.

"What &8 &t darling?"

"Nothing, nothing. Only a dream! Hola
me ¢loselyl”

I£ only 1ife were bdut a dreaml
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We are motoring from Lake Tahoe to Sasramento,
where you will put me on the traln. This is our laat
day together. You will go on your way-~-a five days
motor journey ~wback to Chancelorville.

The dey 48 heavy with an all encompassing
heat s The sun blaxzes down relentlesslye. You ask
gunxiously:

"Qui te 21l ri ht, dear?”

"Bur ee Don't I look & &7

I give you a wide brizht emile. You look
uneasy nene the lesse These lash few days have taken
some 0f the sunshinpe out of your nature. I ¢an see
that you are coneerncd, troubled.

"Oome up closer to me?”

"How eanl? ¥o nunzn being curnld be cleserl”

You drive wiéh one hand. We do not look at
the scenery now. Yhen you are net watohing the trail,

you are looking at me.
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"Listen to me dear. I don't want you to
WOr®Pye Iill do the worrying for both pf us from now
one, Understand.”

Tou are a man of few words; but you go om,
and I listen to you dreamilye. 1t &8s preeious to
kmow you planning for us.

"How it won't bde for long~--at moat a woek
or two. Then we will be tpgethep this time never to
part again........"™ thout yown, Bilday, 11fe would mean
2othing tomecsc.a. oI ho Joot..v.o¥ou are my 1littloe
wWO0rlde-ss.eeny whole Qoomosd I£ I 108t yoQeoes
If I thought I'd mever soe yom agnin-~~I'd drive this
¢car off the ¢liff...... Thats how mush I love you".

"Corld'nt you cay that sll over agalilfeee

slowly, cuocingtly, so that @ ean ewallow 4t all in

aznind”

You say 1% 11 ovar again and more. 1
cltse my eyes, reat aminst your arp. We go on and
on 413 pilenee. A2tor & very long time I ask you

2 o gmall volea:
"Jerry, 41d you mean wvhat you said?”
"About whate"
"Lbout driving the ¢ar 0ff the eliff---if
you thought you would never see me again®.
"Yes-«l meant that".
"Do then"™ I urge dreamily.

You stare at me hard.
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"What de you mean?"

*Oh--nothhng. I was Just 'oalling you'! as
they say in peker".

"Biddy, you are an enigns. I don't unders tand
you-~=but I adore you, darlingd"

"Hever mind about the understanding. Go on
with $he adorimi".

My poecket hoek slips frm my laps. I plek
it up. Unconseiounsly my hand cleses about the
envelope inelde. Suddeniy I say harshly, savagely.

"I dont't like bableswwdo you?"

You are startled.

"Why of sowrse I do~-~-and so do you. I never
2w & woman whe did'ng".

"I doa't $ell youw. Do you".

"S5¢ mush-~-that I hope we have a dozenl”

"Suppose we have none---vhat then?”

"I'm net going to suppese anythimg so
impessidble aidu—trae,ie. We have demonstrated that
we pan--and we're gping to--~sabe?”

"But euprose we dor'Ee"

"In that event I'11l have to be satisfied
with the eone I%ve got". _

Tou é:h'o me a blg squeesze.

“Bables" I say, "are noisy, leaky little
nuisanges®.

"MThats why we like them"™.



WINNIFRED REEVE PAPERS
- U. OF CALGARY UBRARY
.; “m‘ §an SPEC. COLL. / ARCHIVES

"Go ond Tou do. You wonld'nt de a woman
iz ryé"n dia'nt, and if you were'nt s voman I would'nt
love you".

“Tor heavens sakes, why 4o we have to talk
about dadbles, of all things—webadi eSe=dadiofewa=is
theve notaing else you ean think ¢f "

Ky volse zises fretfully.

"But dearest; 4don't be unreasonadle. 1t
was you who bronghi up the subjeot®.

"Tell Buppese I dif-w-why pursus L47"

You givo me a qQuuer tronbled conrolidng 100k,

"nerling, are you sure rou'ro gquite all »igui?”

"Mowel ' N0 beewgan?t you toc I'n B 8 weein
6 ==epnthologlicnl condt tion??

"Pathpemawhnt 40 you nean?”

Yonr voise nneonscionsly »ises in a Joyful
tone. I se¢ wkat is $n your mind, and an insufferadle
2ahe penetrates 21l througzh my deinge 1 akake my head.

"B0, Ro=—e] den't mesn whay you mean.”
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We are in the Sagramente Railway statien.
There are only & few people here. Travel is l1light
this yeare. YTou have gone to arrange about my
baggage, sloeper, tisket and the rest. I sit
down and walt for you. I ¢an't think at all. Ny
mind §s in & nombed state. ALl I know 48 —-that
you are going-~-back to herd This one 1dea
presses down and down on me like a weight of lead.

I don't know when or how I began fto
realize that a wdmsn sitting beside me is eorying.
I besome hazily aware of the fagct that she is gasping and
sobbing and mopping her eyes with s handkershlef.
I look at her. She's thin, ordinary looking 1little
persomn. She sits there openly in the station
tears running down her face. ¥ow I am suffering
from & million inner womndsg; but I cannet ery at all,
Long einee I have lost the abdllity to ery. In
spite of myself 1 stammer:

"Are you--are you in troubdle?”
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Bhe looks up at me with the eyes of &
wounded ml,ihd this is vhat she eays betweon
gaape and codet

"Ny babyd Oh my badbyl Ry little, little
vadyf oh my babyl EHy baby 8"

It 48 as Af sho wore éuokh:s a knlfe into
ma and turning 3¢ around and around. I can't stop her.
: ¢an't even shake her off, for she has dropped her head
upon ny shoulder and is slinging to me, & strangor.

1 an panle-strisken, terrified by her omfidenges. 1
hold her, soothe hep. Bat I don't know what $0 d0=we
vhat 0 say.

“Oh aon't eryl! Please don't eryl ®

Bhe §s telling me everything. Gho has
beon earrying a oup drimful-eenow it pours Over«-to
me, 0f all persms $n the worldl

“Din bringing my baby's Yody hoB@-=e0B-ewon the
trainn....:u"

Ag she spoake, I an shivering. Vhy should
ghe talk about babies? Vhy 18 the vhole world in
loagne agalnst ne? Why are everyoae thinking and
talking about badbiesweebaiesd

Hers wos two yoors 0ldes.o such & protty tot.
1t alimbed on the top 0f & WOllew=wOn & farne--the board
DrakGemendt £01] iBeeewas drowned---she 48 bringing
Lts body =whomed”

On and on sho EUOBe~=babYILNg. The bady
was 611 the world $0 thome~e- Her husband and herd
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How will they 1ive without her? Ho home $s & home

ﬂthﬂult B hby-n-a 0h8ldecccse

1 have drled her toarsl I have sald things
Idon't myselfundorstandeewmthings that eame out of
my lips. Soothing, loving, understanding thinge.
1t cannot be 1 who am speaking. Fot I, the Wtter,
oynieal woman who said she hated M&hal

She esogyv she feels better. BShe ever tries
to smilo~w=a tristsd, pathetio thing, that smile. Sha's
a brave a 1little shing. 1 emile daok at hor. pat on
her shoulder.

Hy husbsnd ¢omes upe He pioks up my bag.

Ve have only a fow moments. The t:ain o due.

I kias the woman, mush to my hnabéﬁa'a astonisment.

We move dom $0 the lower lovel, vhere the trains gcems &1,
1 am smiling. I fael suddenly ﬁnoyed up by an immense
CoOUragaes

Tou are not smilings your dear face 48 Overcant,
Yope eyos are red. hiXeo the mother &n th. prailway
station you are unashkemedly —-orying.

Ve are at the stops af the Pullman. There 45
not tme for you to some avoard. We stand & moment and
look at each other. By hund fprages in my poexothook.
1 snmile up at ypu.

"WVell, old thing, we've had n darned nlee halie

day, have 'nt we”.



